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		Chapter 1

		

		"What that gal needs is an injection of hot black Angus beef in her white cunt," was the exact words he said that day about a week ago. Of course I wasn't supposed to hear it but I had made an unannounced visit to the warehouse. I whirled around and beat a hasty retreat.

		My name is Betty Bogan and I own a small but lucrative drayage company. Drayage is just another word for hauling. We haul anything anywhere within a hundred miles of our office.

		My late husband, Robert, started the company and kept it going by working impossible hours and worrying over everything. In fact that is why Rob is my late husband. He had a heart attack and died at his desk.

		That happened a little over a year ago and out of necessity I took over the tasks of working impossible hours and worrying over everything. I had some offers to buy the company and I was just about to accept one when someone suggested it was best because a woman couldn't handle the job.

		Okay, I'll own the fact I let stubborn pride get in the way of good sense. I should have bit my lip, sold the damned company, and went to the house a wealthy woman. I didn't do that. I rolled up my sleeves and pitched in.

		Bogan Drayage and Storage Company has twenty-four trucks of various sizes and we employee forty-four employees. That includes drivers, driver's helpers, warehouse crew, office staff and some grunt labor. We are a big little company.

		Rob and I were married for eight years before his untimely demise. To be honest I didn't love my husband but I sure as hell miss him. He was a lousy lover but he was great company. After the funeral I spent some time in retrospection and discovered I was never in love with Rob. I was in love with the idea of being in love.

		Rob was a one shot per week kind of guy. If I were very lucky we would make love a couple times a week but most times I had to finish myself off.

		We did discover, after a couple of years, that porn would usually help Rob get it up. Besides the company and a nice house, he left me a huge collection of porn. Since his death I hadn't watched any of the hundreds of DVDs.

		Bobby Sweet was the foreman and he was indispensable to the business. Bobby knew every person and their strengths and weaknesses. He also knew every piece of equipment and how to use them and repair them. All the men worked well for Bobby and I've always suspected they were afraid of him. I know I am.

		Bobby Sweet is a large rather imposing man. He is as black as midnight as most of the workers and he runs the yard and the warehouse with an iron fist. Unfortunately it was Bobby that I overheard suggesting I needed an injection of black beef and I wasn't about to say a word to him about it.

		The problem I had was I couldn't get his rude comment out of my mind. Some of the porn Rob liked was black men with white women and I rather enjoyed them myself. I'll admit that I did have some fantasies about sex with a black man but never Bobby Sweet.

		Sweet wasn't the object of any girl’s fantasy because he was big, kind of fat, and basically ugly. Or so I thought. Since his beef injection comment I had found myself thinking about him more than I would have liked. Than one night it happened. I had an erotic dream and Bobby Sweet was right at the center of it.

		I awoke from that dream shaking like a leaf and wetter than I had been in a long time. I hurriedly found my dildo and used it on myself. It was nice but didn't satisfy me completely.

		Bogan Drayage is open five and a half days a week. The half day is Saturdays and that is also payday. My husband discovered that if they were paid on Friday they hardly ever showed up for work on Saturday. Rob also discovered it was wise to pay the help better than any other moving or trucking business.

		My number one assistant was Gloria Carter. Gloria made sure the time cards were tallied and pay envelops filled with the right amount of cash. My job was to go to the bank on Friday and get the cash for her.

		Because it was a large amount of money I always took one of the men with me to the bank. That Friday was when I woke up horny and as luck would have it Bobby Sweet went with me to the bank.

		I was well aware of him as I drove us to the bank. Bobby had a musky scent that was almost over powering. It wasn't an objectionable odor by any means and it wasn't after shave or cologne. I think it may have been his natural scent.

		Bobby took his guard duties seriously and glared at anyone who got close to me as I carried the money out to the car. He stayed in lockstep with me until it was safely locked in the office safe.

		"You know, Miz Bogan," he said after I closed the safe door. "Someday some jerk-off is going to come in here and stick a gun in your face. I done told Mister Bogan he should pay by check and pay on Friday. Don't worry," he said grinning at me. "I can get the guys back on Saturday."

		"He's right, Betty," Gloria said when Sweet was gone. "This is not the nicest neighborhood and everybody and his brother knows we pay in cash. We should pay by check."

		"How would we convert to checks now?" I asked her. She told me it was simple and for me to go back to the bank and open a payroll account. Everybody complained about the change but eventually they came to accept it. I'm getting a little ahead of my story.

		My house was nice but several years old. My cooling system was hit or miss most of the time and summer was upon us. I mentioned it to Gloria that I was having trouble with my air conditioner and she suggested I ask Bobby Sweet about it.

		"He know all about things like that," Gloria said. "He fixed my AC a while ago."

		"Really?" I said. "What did he charge you?"

		"Now that's getting personal," she said laughing and blushing. "Let's just say I didn't have to put out...any money."

		I was shocked. Gloria was a nice looking woman of about thirty five and a widow like me. Also like me she had put on a few extra pounds since becoming a widow. We both pretended to diet and we both had said we intended to work out and get back into shape.

		"Have I shocked you?" Gloria asked. I lied and said she hadn't. "Sometimes I used to get so damned lonely I thought I was going to go crazy. Bobby can scratch an itch with the best of them."

		"Oh," was all I could manage to say.

		"His big old black dick get hard and stays hard for hours," Gloria said. "Once he did me for forty-five minutes straight."

		I wasn't sure if she was confessing or bragging but in either case it did not help my wild imagination of late. I stood in front of the window AC and tried to cool off. It didn't help much. Finally I went in search of Sweet.

		Bobby wears several hats. He is the warehouse supervisor, driver, dispatcher, and sometimes a mechanic. I located him in the yard working on one of the older trucks. He wasn't aware I approached.

		"Fucking water pump is shot," he said to a man looking under the hood with him. "Fucking truck should have been junked years ago."

		"I would get a new one if I could afford it," I said announcing myself to them. "Can you repair it?" The man with Bobby looked embarrassed but it didn't seem to faze Sweet that I heard his swearing.

		"Yes, ma'am," Bobby said. "I'll need some money for a new pump and some time."

		Since the auto parts store knew us well because of our aging equipment I told him to go charge it. I also asked him if he could look at my AC at home.

		"Sure," he said. "No problem. I'll go home, clean-up, get my tools and come to your house tonight after work." I told him that would be fine and hurried back into the cool office. The rest of that day I saw Gloria looking at me as if she wanted to say something but she didn't until we were closing up for the day.

		"Can I tell you something, Betty?" Gloria said. "You can't tease black men. They won't stand still for prick teasing from any woman. I tell you this so you won't get something started you can't back away from."

		Since I knew exactly what she meant I didn't bother to say anything. I got my pocketbook, made sure the safe was locked, and left.

		Sweet arrived a little after six that afternoon and went immediately to the outside unit. He quickly opened it and went to work doing God knows what. I left him and went inside. I made sure the beer I had purchased was cold.

		About an hour later he was at the front door. I let him in. He said I was good to go.

		"Great," I said. "What do I owe you, Bobby?"

		"Well," he said smiling at me. "From a good looking woman I accept two kinds of payment. Cash or gash."

		"I don't understand," I said understanding him completely because the meaning was as clear as crystal. I knew I was at some kind of important turning point but I wasn't exactly sure what to do.

		"Mister Bogan left you a nice home, a good business but he didn't leave you no meat," he said looking around. "A woman in her prime, like you, needs a regular fucking to stay sane. I have some meat for you. I have eight inches of hard black cock and I'm betting it would fit nicely in your white hot cunt."

		He didn't wait for a response and that was good because I didn't have one. His crudeness had paralyzed me. He took the four or five steps necessary and looked down at me. The next thing I knew big, fat, ugly Bobby Sweet was kissing me.

		For a couple of moments I couldn't move but that quickly passed and I started returning his kiss. He was using his tongue and probing so deep I thought he must be reaching my soul. I suddenly understood the term soul kissing.

		He didn't do anything except kiss me at first. I took his hand and put it on my breast and apparently that was what he was waiting for. I was super horny and needed action. He expertly removed my shirt and bra and freed my rather heavy breasts. My nipples were so hard they actually hurt.

		When Bobby stopped kissing my lips he immediately started kissing and sucking my nipples and I had a couple smallish orgasms from that. He stopped long enough to remove my skirt and panties and put me down on the nearest soft spot which happened to be the sofa in the living room. Once I was down on the sofa he roughly pushed my legs apart and exposed my wet pussy.

		"I do love the smell of a hot wet cunt," Bobby said. He then proceeded to lick me until I had a huge orgasm.

		While I jerked and quivered from my climax, Bobby got undressed and I gasped loudly when I saw his manhood. It was long, thick, black and hard.

		He walked up to me, put his big hand on the back of my head and pulled me to his dick. I used the tip of my tongue to gather the drop of moisture that was on the head of it. The thick scent of musk was so powerful I could hardly breathe as I put his big member in my mouth.

		I have always enjoyed pleasing a man with my mouth. My late husband liked it but couldn't stand it long enough for me to really enjoy it. Rob also shot-off too fast when I sucked him. Sometimes if I'm really into it I can have an orgasm while sucking a man off.

		I must have been into it because I had a nice orgasm but there was one thing nagging at me. I was almost sure that big black thing would never fit into me. I was wrong, of course.

		To give the man credit, he was gentle with me when he put me down on the sofa and put his massive dick in my pussy. He took his time and worked it in slowly. I had never felt so full before and it seemed I couldn't get a good breath. A short while later when he started fucking me I had never felt so good before.

		Once, about twenty minutes into it, I had an orgasm so big I fainted for a few moments. I came to just in time to have another big climax. I really have no idea just how long he did me on the sofa. I do know that once we stopped to drink some beer before we got to my bed when Bobby started all over again. I never saw anyone chug-a-lug two beers but Bobby did. He finished two before I was a quarter through with mine.

		"Let's go, kitten." he said after a mighty belch. "Let's get back to fucking. You seem to have got behind so let's get you caught up."

		He left somewhere around midnight. I was a cum soaked mess and my pussy quivered and tingled for another hour. I took a long hot shower and followed that with a long soak in the tub. Gloria was right, Sweet could scratch an itch.

		I dozed off thinking about the vile names Bobby had called me. He called me bitch, slut, whore, nigger's cum dump and others I could remember or recognized. I went to sleep worried and woke up the same way.

		How would it be at work? How could things be the way they always were? How could I be the boss when my employee had...I tried to think of another word but frankly fuck is the only word that fit. We sure as hell didn't make love. There was no love involved to any degree.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		I arrived at the office a few minutes late. As luck would have it Bobby Sweet was coming out as I was going in.

		"Morning, Miz Bogan," he said politely. "Going to be another hot day. Good thing you got your AC working, ain't it?" He bobbed his head and kept on walking across the yard to hand out the pay envelopes. I went in feeling relieved and more than a little baffled.

		"Good morning, Betty," Gloria said. "I think...Oh my God. You got laid!"

		"I did not!" I said. "What do you mean, anyway?"

		"I mean you had something hard and hot between your legs," Gloria said laughing. "I know that look. Who was it? Bobby Sweet? It was wasn't it?"

		"I do not want to discuss it," I said but I did want to discuss it. There were two other people working in the office but they didn't work on Saturday so it was just Gloria and me.

		"Stop grinning at me like an idiot, Gloria," I said getting a cup of coffee. "Yes, it was Bobby Sweet if you must know."

		"How was it?" she asked sitting down across from me.

		"Pretty damned incredible," I said truthfully. "I had more orgasms in one night that I had my entire married life. If what Bobby did was fucking I have no idea what my husband was doing."

		"Yes that was what I thought after Bobby fucked me," Gloria said. "He should be some sort of national treasure or something. Oh, I forgot that man was back this morning. He wants you to call him."

		"Oh, you mean Brock Witt," I said. "Screw him. He wants to buy me out but is not willing to pay what it's worth. How many ways do I have to say no for it to sink in? What do we have this morning?"

		"Just a few little jobs," Gloria said. "Bobby will use the other's to clean up the warehouse and clean the trucks until noon. Are you going to fuck him again?"

		"No...I don't know," I said. "Maybe. To tell the truth I don't know what to think. That was some mind-boggling sex."

		"Were you scared?" Gloria asked.

		"No," I answered. "I guess I should have been because he's kind of scary but I wasn't. I am now," I added. "Bobby is what makes the business work and having sex with him was...stupid."

		"Bobby won't let that bother him," Gloria said. "I suggest you get as much of him as you can before he gets distracted."

		"What do you mean?"

		"I don't think Bobby stays with one woman for very long. We went at it hot and heavy for a couple of months and suddenly it stopped," Gloria said. "While I'm tossing out advice I'll give you some more. Go with the flow. Whatever Bobby wants you to do, do it. I did and I've never been sorry."

		"That must have been hard to deal with," I said. "Good sex for months than none."

		"I didn't say none," Gloria said with a grin. "Sweet won't leave you high and dry. I say again, go with the flow."

		"Well, maybe it won't matter," I said with conviction. "I haven't made up my mind if we'll ever do it again."

		That was such obvious bullshit Gloria didn't bother to respond. Of course I wanted it again. No one in their right mind passes up on great sex. I was twenty-seven and damned tired of living like a nun and Bobby Sweet made me feel more alive than I had in a long, long time. Suddenly I was worried that he wouldn't want me again.

		"Gloria, did you tell Bobby that next week we would pay by check?" I said to her a couple hours later.

		"I did and he said he would explain to the men where they could get their paychecks cashed. I told him we would have the checks ready by noon on Friday," she said. "It will make the bookkeeper happy."

		"It will make all of us happier," I said. "Gloria, what did you mean he wouldn't leave me high and dry?"

		"Let's just say, Bobby makes arrangements," she said mysteriously. "You'll just have to wait and see. Go on home, Betty. I'll close up here."

		Arrangements? What kind of arrangements could he make? I thought Gloria was having some fun at my expense but I did leave. I went grocery shopping which was something I despised because shopping for one was a chore. I ran some other errands while I was out and it was nearly two o'clock when I got home. My heart gave a lurch when I turned the corner and saw Sweet's truck parked in front of my house. An unexplained wave of joy flowed over me. Bobby helped me carry my groceries in and I was glad I bought more than one steak.

		"Did you have a good morning?" I asked him after getting him a beer.

		"Nothing to brag or bitch about," he said. "I saw dim Witt there this morning. Is he still after you to sell?"

		"Yes, he doesn't like to take no for an answer," I said laughing at his name for Brock Witt. "Have you had lunch? I could fix you something."

		"Naw, I ate lunch," he said. "Now I want to eat some pussy. Let's get naked and get nasty."

		Well, there it was. He quickly got to the reason he was there. I said something about taking a shower while he gathered me up in his massive arms and kissed me. He kissed me and undressed me while he took me to the bedroom. I assumed that was foreplay and it was enough. I got moist just seeing his truck and I was practically gushing when he finished kissing me.

		That time I wasn't concerned about his big dick fitting in me. I was concerned because he took so long getting it in me.

		"Ahhh, that feels good," I said once he was in me. "So fucking good, Bobby."

		"Yeah, you got a cunt that hardly been used," he said and begun to slow stroke me.

		Like before, time and space became confused. I measured time in orgasms and that wasn't reliable because they came often and in varying degrees. Some built for a while then exploded, some sneaked up and just happened without warning. Some orgasms were small and some were huge but all were great.

		My sexual experiences were limited to my husband, and two boys in high school so I couldn't rate what Bobby and I were doing with any degree of competency but I knew I loved it.

		"I'm going to fuck your ass," Bobby said after we had fucked for a couple of hours. I took notice that he hadn't asked permission.

		My husband saw a man fuck a woman's ass on one of his many porn disks and had to try it. I discovered that I didn't mind it but I never had an orgasm from anal sex. I told Bobby that there was some anal lube in the nightstand.

		It took some time and effort to get his big dick in my butt but he managed. He did me from behind and when he reached around and played with my clitoris, I came. That caught me by surprise and I yelped loudly.

		"Good, I like a woman that can get off with a brother's cock in her ass," Bobby said and fucked me even harder. I actually had two more climaxes while he did my butt.

		We got out of bed long enough for me to grill the steaks and eat. After the meal, we went right back to bed and fucked most of the night. Bobby woke me Sunday morning by biting my nipple. That's a beautiful way to wake up.

		Neither Sweet nor I bothered to get dressed all day Sunday. We stopped having sex just long enough to shower, take care of other bathroom needs, and to eat. I discovered that Bobby was a study of conflicts. He was gentle, he was rough, he was nasty and he was loving. I honestly didn't know that any man could fuck as much as Bobby. I don't think he ever got completely soft. A few licks or a few strokes and he was back up and ready to go.

		I had over a year of sex in just one day. Based on my previous experience, I mean. I was both relieved and disappointed when Bobby told me Sunday night he had to leave. I needed the break but hated to give up that wonderful cock.

		Cock was what I was told by Bobby to call a black man's penis. My vagina was a pussy or a cunt. I like the word cock. I said it over and over. Over the years I became acquainted with the word fuck. I said it in my mind but seldom out loud. Bobby insisted I use it loudly and proudly.

		Sweet also insisted I tell him, graphically, what I wanted. If I wanted oral sex from him I had to tell him to eat my pussy. Same when I wanted his cock in my mouth. I was to tell him if I wanted him to fuck my ass. I didn't do that much. I did, often, tell him to stick that big black cock in my pussy and fuck me.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		On Monday morning I called my doctor and got my prescription for birth control re-issued because Bobby refused to use a condom.

		When I got to the office Gloria gave me a look and a wink but didn't comment for which I was grateful. I wasn't ready to talk about it right then but I was curious how she knew so much about Sweet. I realized that they had been lovers, for lack of a better word, at some point in time so I guess I wanted to compare notes with her.

		Bobby came to me on Monday night and again on Tuesday but he told me he wouldn't be there again until the weekend. I almost asked him what he was doing but wisely I didn't. I wondered if he was still fucking Gloria.

		My suspicions were sort of confirmed on Thursday morning when Gloria came in looking almost haggard. She looked as if she hadn't slept at all and she moved as if she were sore. I asked her if she were sick.

		"No," she answered shortly. "I'll be fine after about ten cups of coffee. This is the result of a long hard night."

		"Were you with Bobby?" I asked not sure I wanted an answer.

		"He was there," she said. "Look, Betty, if you are sure you want to know, I'll tell you all about it."

		She waited until Martin, the bookkeeper left the office to go gather the timecards before she spoke again.

		"A bang for the brothers," Gloria said. Of course that didn't mean anything to me so I asked her to explain. This is what she told me.

		***

		Gloria:

		

		I'll have to back up some for this to make any sense. After Jimmy, my husband was killed overseas I was more like a zombie than a person. I don't know why Rob didn't fire me because I was worthless in the office, but thank God he didn't.

		I drug my ass around for nearly four months until one day I had to take some papers to the warehouse for Bobby. I handed him the papers and started to leave when he stopped me.

		"I'm sure sorry about your husband, Miz Gloria," he said. "But it was him who got killed, not you. You are alive so maybe you should start acting like it."

		I was so pissed-off I couldn't speak to him. I left the warehouse dock and went back to my desk. I sat and thought about what Bobby said. I finally concluded he was right. I was alive and mopping around wasn't doing me any good. I asked Rob for the rest of the day off and went to a beauty salon and had my hair cut and styled.

		I went to the shopping mall and bought some new clothes. I felt like a new woman. I wore my new clothes to work the next day and made a point to visit the loading dock.

		"Now that's what the fuck I'm talking about," Sweet said when he saw me. "I knew there was a real woman in there somewhere." He called for a couple of the men to come. "Boys, I want you to see something," he said. "Just in case you jerk-offs ain't ever seem a table-grade woman here is one." I was both embarrassed and exhilarated but I didn't know exactly what table-grade meant so I asked. "Just right for eating," Bobby said and made a lewd act with his tongue. I understood that clearly and took off for the office.

		Jimmy had never performed oral sex on me but I knew what it was. I couldn't believe that a black workman had suggested such a terrible thing. But the suggestion was there in my mind and I could not shake it.

		I had not even thought about sex since Jimmy went overseas but suddenly that was all I could think of. I even had dreams of a sexual nature.

		As you know they send up the loading manifests copies at the end of every day. Usually it was Bobby Sweet who brought them to me but he hadn't been up since his table-grade comment. He sent one of the other men up with them.

		"Leon, where is Bobby?" I asked after the fourth day of not seeing him.

		"I don't know, ma'am," Leon said. "Busy I expect."

		"Okay," I told Leon and went directly to the warehouse and confronted Bobby. I asked him if he was mad at me.

		"No, Miz Gloria," he said. "I figured you was pissed at me so I thought it best I stay away for a while."

		"Why would I be angry at you?" I said. "I know you didn't really mean that."

		"I did mean every word because I said you had a pussy that should be ate," he said. "Maybe I shouldn't have said that but I meant it. You should be naked and my face should be in your cunt."

		"Would you do that?" I asked totally astonished at what he said and even more so at my response. My heart was thumping and I could feel the heat in my face.

		"Yes, ma'am," he said. "I would suck your cunt until you screamed for me to stop and fuck you."

		"I see," I muttered and nearly ran back to the office. The next day my heat pump went out and it had turned cold. I mentioned it to Rob and he said Bobby Sweet knew about things of that nature.

		I wouldn't have dared let that big ugly crude man near my house but Rob asked Bobby to come and see if he could repair it. When Bobby showed up at my door that afternoon I nearly shit.

		He fixed the heat pump and came in to tell me it was okay. I asked him how much I owed him.

		"Nothing," he said and grinned. "Unless you want to let me eat you."

		I don't remember even answering him but the next thing I knew he had me on the dining room table and he did exactly what he said he would do. He sucked my pussy until I screamed for him to fuck me.

		In one fell swoop he turned two of my fantasies into reality. Oral sex was one and sex with a black man was the second. He fucked me for two hours straight, kissed me and left saying he would be back.

		***

		"And that is how you make a patchwork quilt," Gloria said as Martin came back in the office.

		"Thank you," I said. "I never knew."

		"You ladies must think I'm deaf and blind," Martin said and went to his desk. "I am neither. Betty, I should remind you I will be leaving early at noon."

		"Yes, I remember, Martin," I said wondering how much he had overheard. "No problem."

		For lunch either Gloria or I went out for food. Lately we had been eating a lot of salad. When I returned that day with our food Martin had already left.

		"Okay, Gloria," I said. "You were interrupted before you could tell me what the hell a bang for the brothers meant."

		"Yeah, in a minute," she said. "I'll tell you while we eat this rabbit food. But first, is Martin gay?"

		"I have no idea," I replied. "Why would you ask?"

		"I can't get a handle on him," Gloria said. "When Rob hired him a couple years ago I was sure he was as queer as a three dollar bill but since then I've seen him with a woman."

		"My gay-dar isn't very good," I said. "He's nice, but quiet. I seem to remember that when Rob hired him he was engaged to be married but I could be wrong. Bang for the brothers?"

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		Gloria again:

		

		Like someone else I know, I could not get enough of Sweet's wonderful cock. I let him do things I thought I would never allow any man to do. I sucked his cock and sometimes I sucked it right after it had been in my pussy. He wouldn't let me clean it off. He insisted I suck his asshole and I did. I couldn't believe it even while I had my tongue in his ass. To be fair when I licked his ass he did mine.

		When he told me he was going to fuck my ass I told him he was not. He did it anyway and told me it was a black man's right to fuck white women in their ass or any hole they wanted to fuck. That pissed me off so much I wouldn't let him touch me again. That lasted almost two days before horny kicked principal's ass.

		For a couple of months we always fucked at my house then he said we should go out unless I was ashamed of being seen with a nigger. I was a little timid about being in public with a black man but after he said that I insisted we go out.

		We went to a mostly black club in town first. It was like Bobby was showing me off. Like 'see the pretty little white whore I'm with'. Not that he ever said that but it was obvious that was what it was about. I was surprised that it didn't bother me as much as I thought it should. At first it did bother me that he openly fondled me in public.

		One night we were at the Jazz Club. The JC as he called it was a dark little club that featured mostly unknown jazz and blues musicians. Some were pretty good and some were really bad. Ninety-nine percent of the customers were black. But I discovered when I was with Bobby Sweet nobody dared make me feel unwelcome.

		The Jazz Club featured drink was called a Wild Zombie. It was a combination of tropical fruit juices, slow gin and 151 rum. The first time I was there I gulped down two and Bobby had to carry me out of the place and put me in bed.

		That night I ordered a Wild Zombie fully intending on sipping just one. The performer that night was an old black man with a beat-up guitar but man, was he good! He sang the blues as if he had lived the blues. He played his guitar with a little glass bottle on his finger so that he slid his hand up and down the neck giving it a kind of steel guitar sound. His whisky raspy voice went perfectly with the style of playing. I sipped faster than I intended and suddenly my drink was gone and another one was there. 151 rum will numb your lips and since mine were not numb I started the second drink. That was about the time the singer took a break.

		"Ragman, my man!" Bobby said when the old man came to our table. Bobby and the man did that black handshake thing then they hugged. Up close he looked even older. "This in Gloria."

		"Howdy, Gloria," the man said and took the chair Bobby indicated. "What's a pretty young white woman doing with this ugly nigger?"

		"I'm not at all sure," I said. It bothered me that they both used that terrible N word. "Is your name really Ragman?"

		"Naw," he said. "My name is Willy Johnson but that blind fool got there first. I came from Ragland Mississippi and I told someone that years ago and they thought I said my name was Ragman. It stuck and I couldn't shake it." I had heard of Blind Willy Johnson but I thought this Willy might be pulling my leg.

		"I thought you was working the west coast, Rag," Bobby said. A waitress brought Ragman a glass of what looked like whiskey but he drank it like water.

		"Was, but I got tired of playing for hippies," the old man said. "A couple weeks back somebody yelled out and asked me if I knew "Puff the Magic Dragon". I packed up my ax and caught the next bus out of town. How you doing, Bobby?"

		"I'm getting by, man," Bobby said. My lips were beginning to tingle and when I saw my empty glass I knew why. So much for taking it easy with Wild Zombies. Another one magically appeared in front of me. "How long are you going to be around?"

		"Not long," Ragman said. "I'm headed south in a couple of days. Old bones need warmth."

		"Are you going to stop in Jacksonville to see Norma?" Bobby asked.

		I must have spaced-out for a while and went I came back from where ever I had been Bobby was saying...

		"Prettiest pussy I ever seen," he said. "And you know I've seen a lot of gashes." It took me a few moments to realize that both were looking at me and Bobby was talking about me.

		"You were always partial to white pussies," Ragland said. "Me, I never much cared 'cause they all be pink inside. I'm mostly a tit man."

		"Then you should see Gloria's knockers," Bobby said. "Big fat white titties with pink fat nipples."

		"I'd like to see them," Ragman said and damned if Bobby didn't reach over and lift both my boobs out of my dress. Right there in a public place. I tried to cover them and put them back in my dress but Bobby stopped me.

		"People can see me!" I hissed at him.

		"Do you know anybody in this place except me and now Rag?" he said laughing. "What the fuck do you care if they see your tits? Give Rag a good look."

		Somehow in that atmosphere and under the influence of too many Wild Zombies, that made sense to me. I removed my arms and stuck out my chest so the old bluesman could see.

		"Yeah, them some nice titties," Ragman said. "So you say she's got a nice pussy, too. Don't seem fair that all her goodies are nice."

		"I didn't say her pussy was nice," Bobby said. "I said it was the prettiest I ever saw. Believe it or not Gloria has a bubblegum cunt."

		"No! You don't say," Ragman said. "Never saw but one bubblegum cunt in my life."

		"What time do you finish your last set?" Bobby asked him.

		"I got one more I'm obligated to do," Ragman said. "Why? You goina share her pussy with me?"

		"Of course I will," Bobby said. "You shared plenty of your women with me. We'll wait around and take you to her place where you can see her pussy. I guarantee once you see it you'll want to eat it."

		It was so strange. I felt as if I were someone else watching and listening to three people talk. I knew they were discussing me but for some reason it didn't concern me.

		Once Ragman was back on stage I put the girls back in my dress and listened to the old man do his thing and he did it well. He finished his set in about half an hour and the three of us got in Bobby's car and left.

		By that time I was completely out of it. I was awake but just barely and while I could hear Bobby and Ragman talk but I didn't understand the words.

		It wasn't until I was home and in my bedroom that I became aware of what was going on. I discovered I was bare-ass naked and the old bluesman was sucking on my tit. He was good at fun suckling and he got me hot. When Bobby told me to lay down on the bed and open my legs I did it without thinking about the fact I was a naked white woman in a room with two black men.

		"Damned if you weren't right, Bobby," Ragman said. "That is one pretty pussy. It's a true bubblegum cunt if there ever was one." He put his mouth on my pussy and started to give me oral sex.

		"I told you once you saw it you would have to eat it, didn't I?" I heard Bobby saying. "The eatin' is good but the fuckin' is even better. Go ahead and help yourself to it when you're ready."

		A while later and after the old fart had given me three or four nice orgasms he got undressed and damned if he wasn't well hung. He was even larger than Bobby. The difference was Ragman's cock never got as hard but he didn't let that slow him down.

		He put that long semi-stiff cock in me and gave me a royal fucking. I could only imagine what kind of fucking he used to be able to give a girl. He fucked me hard and long and only stopped when he ran out of steam.

		"I told you she was a jewel, didn't I?" Bobby said when Ragman pulled that long black rod out of me.

		"You did not lie, boy," Ragman said. "Thank you/ Miss. You made an old man happy tonight."

		"Mister Johnson," I said. "I noticed your guitar was pretty banged-up. Does it mean something special to you?"

		"No, it's been a good one but it's just an ax," he said. "Why do you ask, girl?"

		"My husband was killed in Afghanistan and he played. His guitar is here and I think he would love knowing it was played by a real musician. Would you like to have it?"

		I didn't wait for an answer. I jumped off the bed still naked and went to get it. I brought it back to the bedroom and while I was gone Ragman got dressed. I handed him the case and he opened it and carefully lifted the guitar out. He looked at it carefully and caressed the smooth finish.

		"Gloria, this is a Gibson and it's very valuable," the old man said. "I cannot pay you anything close to what it's worth."

		"I am not expecting you to pay anything, sir," I said. Ragman handled the instrument just like my husband had with something like reverence and a deep respect. "I doubt it is in tune because I wouldn't even know how to tune it."

		He thumbed the strings and made some adjustments then started picking it. He actually cried while he made beautiful music. I cried, too but for a different reason. I was remembering a boy that went off to war.

		"It's a beautiful ax, Gloria. Got a million dollar sound," he said wiping it with the shine cloth that was with it. "Are you sure you want to give it away?"

		"Yes, and maybe you'll remember me when you play it," I said.

		"Girl, I just ate then fucked your bubblegum pussy," he said with a big smile. "I ain't about to forget that in my whole life."

		"All right," I said. "I have to know. What are you calling a bubblegum pussy?"

		"It's call that because it looks just like a piece of chewed bubblegum," Bobby said. "Have you never looked at your cunt?"

		"Of course I have but I never in my life though of bubblegum," I said laughing.

		"Well, think about it," Bobby said. "I got to take Ragman back so I'll see you tomorrow at work. Thanks for taking such good care of my buddy. He's special."

		Before Ragman left he insisted on knowing my full name. He kissed me and said thanks and they left.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		Gloria stopped her story when a customer came in to complain his delivery was late. While Gloria pacified the irate man I pondered the things she told me.

		First was Gloria herself. There was a lot more to her than met the eye. Obviously she was pretty, any fool could see that but apparently there were levels that had been hidden. Taking a closer look I could see why Bobby or any man for that matter would be interested in her. She was warm, friendly and sexual. Big boobs didn't hurt her looks either. I found myself wondering what she looked like naked. Then my mind wondered to other darker thoughts. I wondered what she looked like naked with Bobby Sweet fucking her. His black on her white.

		I shook off that line of thought and spent some time wondering why she was telling me these things at all. Was she warning me? Was she simply bragging that she fucked Bobby before I had? And exactly what had she meant when she said Bobby had been there when I asked about her night? She still hadn't explained what a bang for the brothers was. Also I was a curious about a bubblegum pussy and I wanted to see one. How could I ask another woman to see her pussy?

		As it turned out it wasn't any trouble at all. I asked her to explain a bubblegum pussy and she asked me if I wanted to see hers. I said no but quickly changed that to yes.

		"Okay, after work lets you and I go have a drink and I'll show you. My place or yours?" she said. "I really don't know what all the fuss is about. It's just a twat."

		***

		"Wine, beer or something stronger?" I asked her once we were at my house.

		"Beer is fine," she said. "I've gotten so I prefer it," she laughed. "I suppose that is yet another influence Sweet has had on me."

		"Gloria, have you ever heard from that old blues singer since that time?" I asked after I had got us some beer.

		"It's so sad," she said. "About six or seven months after he fucked me and left I got a large package delivered by FedEx. It was the guitar I gave Ragman. There was a note from someone named Norma saying that Ragman had loved playing the guitar and appreciated me letting him use it. Bobby told me later that day that the old fellow had died peacefully in his sleep but apparently he had instructed his heirs or whatever that I was to get it back. I suppose I should take lessons and learn how to play it."

		"Yes, that is sad," I said. "How old was he?"

		"I have no idea but Sweet told me after that wild night that Ragman was at least eighty three or four years old. Somewhere along the way he had learned how to play and how to fuck. He did both really well."

		"It's sad but at least he lived a long time," I said. "So, what the hell is a bang for the brothers?"

		"I wondered how long it would take for you to get back to that," Gloria said and launched into more of her incredible story.

		***

		Gloria continues:

		Bobby Sweet is an enigma to say the least. He talked me into things I would have never considered doing. He never rushed me, but he slowly and deliberately involved me just as he will surely do to you.

		I think it was about a week after he set me up to service his old friend, Ragman that he did something else. We were back at his favorite haunt, the Jazz Club. There was a terrible jazz combo trying to make music. I'm not sure they were even playing the same song. No one in the place was paying any attention to them.

		Bobby was telling me about something that happened at work when a very large man came to our table. Like everyone else except me and one other woman he was black.

		"Mister Drake," Bobby said to the stranger. "I thought you were not going to be out for another couple of months."

		"Early release," the man grunted. He was talking to Bobby but looking at me. "Who's this?"

		"Gloria, meet Manfred Drake," Bobby said. "You should always keep a close eye on Man, because he is untrustworthy and cannot tell the truth at any time."

		"Fucking lie," the man called Man said still giving me the creeps with his intense stare. "I say this is one fine looking piece of ass and that is no lie."

		"No, that one is true," Bobby said. "You got that right. When did you get out, Man?"

		"Today, about noon," the man or Man said taking a chair uninvited. "I appreciate you taking care of things while I was away."

		"No problem, Man," Bobby said. "Nice looking chest, ain't it?" He could see where the man's eyes were glued.

		"Yeah, fuckin' nice. She natural? No silicone shit?"

		"She is all natural," Bobby said grinning at me. "Not a damned thing fake about ol' Gloria, right, hon?"

		"If you say so." I said.

		"Does she suck cock?" Man asked. Bobby nodded. "Swallow?" Again Sweet said yes, I did swallow. "Take it up her white asshole?"

		"Gloria does it all, Man," Bobby said. "She even fucked Ragman. She got him up and he hadn't had a hard-on in years."

		"No shit? She fucked a hundred year old man? You of a mind to share the goodies?" Man asked. All the while he had not stopped staring at me.

		"Sure," Bobby said. "Ain't no way to wear out a cunt. Let me know when you want some pussy."

		"Fuck, Bobby," Man said. "I've been in the fucking jail for damned near a year. I want some now."

		"What's going on, Bobby?" I said. "You can't just give me away to your friends."

		"Sure I can, babe," he said. "What's the use of having something good if you can't share it?"

		"Are you talking about me or about you?" I asked.

		"Both, sugar," Bobby said. "You have some fine pussy and I have you. Wouldn't you like to fuck a brother that hasn't fucked a woman in a year?" I wasn't so sure about that. Drake was a mean looking man and a bit scary. "Be like fucking a virgin," Bobby continued. Again, I wasn't so sure. "Got to share the wealth, Gloria. Come on, let's get away from that damned racket."

		Manfred Drake got in Bobby's backseat and Bobby pushed me in the back. I stopped at the door but Bobby pushed me on in.

		"Swap a little spit while I take you to get fucked, Gloria," Sweet said. I didn't even want to be in the same car with Man the man, let alone kiss him. Man pulled me over to him and lifted my face to his. He planted his lips on mine and grabbed my boob with his hand. He was rough but not painfully so and I was surprised to find myself kissing him back.

		Before Bobby parked in my driveway Man, the man with octopus hands had both my tits out and a fat finger in my pussy.

		Bobby opened the back door and told Man to stop with the stink finger and come on in. Inside I found out that Manfred Drake was a man on a mission and that was to get me naked and on my back as fast as humanly possible.

		He had apparently gotten behind while in jail but he was bound and determined to get caught up in one night. He also had stored up a lot of cum. He filled my pussy with his goo in less than thirty minutes but hadn't stopped fucking me.

		The first half hour of constant fucking was fast and furious but he eventually slowed the pace down. He did me in every possible position and we ended up with me on top of him.

		Bobby was waiting with cold beer and an order for me to go shower. Man, said he wasn't finished with me but Bobby told him to recharge and drink some beer.

		For me it was a welcome break. I showered and got most of Man's cum off of me. When I emerged from the shower Man was still on my bed and he had a hard-on that he was stroking.

		I didn't have a chance to see his cock before and now that I did, I wasn't surprised at his size or girth because he had felt big in me. He was about the same size as Bobby.

		"Give me some head, slut," he said. "I want to feel your hot lips on my cock. Sweet, why don't you fuck her while she sucks me off?" he said. "I don't want her to cool off."

		"I will," Bobby said, "but she doesn't cool off. Only gal I ever ran across that could get off sucking cock."

		I got on the bed with Man and started giving him head. I felt Bobby behind me and soon felt his cock head at my pussy entrance. I lifted my hips to help him get in.

		That threesome was a first for me. I had read about them but never thought I would be involved in one, but there I was sucking one black cock and being fucked by another one.

		I found it hard to concentrate on sucking Man's cock because Bobby was getting me there. Man didn't seem to mind that I mostly just kissed and stroked his cock.

		It's funny but I was surprised when I heard some woman sobbing and moaning and discovering it was me. I was also surprised when I got a blast of hot cum from Man's cock.

		I got my mouth on it and managed to catch most of his hot seed and Man chuckled when he saw some running down my face. He used my pillow case to wipe his cum from my face and pulled my head back down on his cock.

		"Let's make an Oreo out of the bitch," Man said. "You done that to her yet, Sweet?"

		"Naw, this will be her first time," Sweet said and took his cock out of my pussy. He nudged me forward so that I was on top of Man. Once I was in position I guided Man's cock to my pussy and settled down on it.

		It wasn't until I felt Bobby putting something on my butt that I realized what they meant by Oreo. I was going to be the white between the black cookies. I wasn't at all sure I wanted to be the stuffing but I was enjoying Man's cock too much to protest.

		Suddenly time slowed down almost to stop when Bobby put his cock in my butt. For a moment I felt a white hot pain before he got it all the way in but before I could scream the pain was gone.

		It took the two men a few moments to get the rhythm but when they did it was wonderful. I was full of black cock and I was cuming. I came so hard I passed out for a few minutes. Nothing I knew about sex had prepared me for the wild sensations I had being the white stuff in their Oreo cookie.

		I stayed skewed on their cocks for a long time. I have no idea how long but I know I had a lot of orgasms. Some were almost blinding with the intensity and I wasn't sure when Bobby and Man left.

		I woke up covered with crusty sperm and when I finally made it to my shower I had cum running out of my ass and my pussy. I was almost an hour late for work that morning.

		Apparently Manfred Drake liked what I had to offer because he was a frequent visitor. At first he came with Sweet but after a few weeks he started to show up at my house by himself. I always welcomed him with open legs.

		At least he wasn't a cheap man. He always brought something. Beer, wine, or food. Once he brought a whole case of frozen steaks. The transition from Sweet to Man was so smooth I didn't realize what was happening until it had happened.

		Man wasn't as nice or thoughtful as Sweet but he was a good fuck. I still saw Bobby at work and he came around from time to time to get laid but it was mostly Man and Man's friends.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		The first time Man brought a friend was early on a Saturday afternoon just after I got in from work. It was some dude named Tiny. If any man had ever been misnamed it was Tiny. There was nothing tiny about him. I guessed Tiny was about five and a half feet tall and at least that wide. He was so fat he jiggled all over when he walked. There was nothing appealing about Tiny that was visible to the eye. In fact he was disgusting.

		"Show Tiny your pretty white tits, Gloria," Man said. I didn't want Tiny to see any part of me. "Now, Gloria," Man said when I didn't move. "Here's the deal. Tiny is going to suck on your tits and he's going to fuck you. Get that in your head right now."

		Man came to where I stood and unbuttoned my shirt. He opened it, pulled it off and unhooked my bra freeing my breasts.

		"Yeah!" Tiny said. "That's what I'm talking about. Big white titties."

		"Just let me get her jeans off and you can have her, Tiny," Man said and deftly stripped me so that I stood completely naked for the pig-eyed gaze of Tiny. I wanted to run, but there was no place to run to.

		For such a fat man, Tiny moved quickly. Suddenly he was there close to me and then he had his hands on my boobs and then he had his mouth on first one nipple than the other one.

		Man suggested that Tiny take me to the bedroom. Tiny effortlessly picked me up and still kept his mouth on my breast. Man guided the fat slob to the bed and only then did Tiny break the suction from my nipple.

		He kept his piggy eyes on me while he removed his clothing. Naked, Tiny was even more gross. Rolls of fat hung all over his body. When he was naked he grabbed my ankles and roughly pulled my legs apart. He pushed them back until my knees were pushing against my breasts.

		"You know what I love more than sucking on a white slut's tits?" Tiny said. "Sucking on a white slut's cunt." Then he dove on my pussy and to give the creature his due, he was a world-class pussy eater. He ate me for a long time and I had two huge orgasms and a couple smaller ones.

		By the time he was ready to fuck me I was more than ready for some cock. Somewhere under the rolls of belly fat he had a cock and he managed to get it in me.

		Tiny hunched, huffed, and puffed and sweat. He sweated so much I thought I might drown but the fat fucker got me there before he unloaded his cum in me with a loud grunt. Man, who had watched us, helped Tiny get his bulk off of me before I smothered.

		"That was some good pussy," Tiny said after he rested and got dressed. "I'll want some more of that cunt." Man, told the porker he could have me anytime.

		"Get your ass up and get Tiny's stink washed off," Man ordered me. "I got to go out but I'll be back in about an hour so be ready for some fucking."

		I used almost the whole hour to wash all Tiny's sweat and cum off of me. Anticipating Man to return I just put on a bathrobe because getting dressed seemed like a waste of time. I tried to feel disgusted at what had happened but I couldn't pull it off. I was really looking forward to getting some of Man's cock in me.

		Man returned and he wasn't alone. He brought two of his black friends with him. I fucked both of them one at a time. While one dude was fucking me the other one sat and watched while he and Man talked. It was totally surreal but it was good sex.

		When it was the second man's turn to do me, Man left him to it. The second man was a better fuck than the first and he wanted some of my ass. I got on my knees and opened my butt cheeks for him. He dumped his load in my ass, dressed, and left. I got back in the shower and while I was showering Man and another guy arrived and were waiting for me when I came out.

		"I told Jojo here you were a first class cock sucker," Man said. "Give him some head." So I sucked Jojo's cock and swallowed his cum when he shot-off. I was licking Jojo's cock to get him up for another blow-job when Man told me he would be back in a while and he would have a treat for me.

		When I had Jojo hard he wanted to fuck and I was damned sure ready. He was a slow fuck and gave me a couple nice climaxes before he dismounted and left. Back to the shower I went. After I showered I put some fresh linen on the bed and put the cum soaked sheets in the washer.

		Man didn't show up for well over an hour and when he did he came with a black man and a pretty white woman. The man wasn't really black or even brown. He was a light tan and nice looking.

		"This is Beck," Man said indicating the man. "This is Jenny. I brought some chicken for supper. Let's eat before we get down."

		Man had stopped for take-out chicken and all the trimmings. I got some plates and got beer out for my guests. I wasn't surprised at the man, because I was used to that by then but the woman was a mystery.

		"It's all white meat," Man said. "We do like white meat, don't we, Beck?"

		"We do," Beck said attacking the chicken. "Maybe we should have got some dark meat for the girls since they seem to prefer dark."

		"Yeah," Man agreed. "Jenny like to fuck black cock almost as much as you, Gloria. Ain't that right, Jenny?" She nodded but didn't speak.

		All the sex had given me an appetite so I dug into the bucket like the guys. Jenny nibbled on a piece. Man and Beck talked about sports for a while then switched to women.

		"What ever happened to that tall redhead you had?" Beck asked Man.

		"Gone," Man said. "She went up north. Been gone a couple of months. I kind of hated to see that bitch go but while I was in jail she took off. Sweet was watching her but she slipped off during the night. Or so Sweet said. Knowing that crazy fucker he might have gave her the money to buy a ticket."

		Pretty soon there was nothing left of the chicken but some well gnawed bones and some crumbs. I didn't think Jenny had even eaten one piece.

		"Well, let's get to it," Man said.

		"I don't think I want to do this," Jenny said. It was the first sentence she had uttered since she arrived.

		"Don't much care what you think," Beck said.

		"Beck, you fuck Gloria first while I play with Jenny," Man said.

		Besides being nice looking Beck was also nicely hung. Not so long but he had a thick cock. He also knew what to do with it. He gave me a great fuck, dumped a big load in me and got off. Man had Jenny naked and he used her breasts to pull her to the bed.

		"Get down on that cunt and suck Beck's cum out," Man ordered Jenny.

		"I've changed my mind," she said. "I don't want to do that! Please don't make me."

		"Wait a fucking minute! I don't want to do that either!" I said trying to get off the bed. I would have made it if Beck hadn't grabbed me and pulled me back.

		He pushed me down and straddled me holding my legs open. Man pushed the girl's face right to my pussy.

		"Get to eating that cunt, or I'll use the taser on your little tits again," Man growled. "You don't want that do you?"

		Apparently she didn't want that, whatever that was. Jenny ate me and sucked all of Beck's cum out. Then Man fucked me and he left a load for Jenny to eat. While Man did me, Beck did Jenny I could hear her screaming for Beck to fuck her harder.

		"Want to suck some cum out of Jenny's pussy?" Man said as he pumped me. I told him I did not. I'm sure I said no but at any rate the guys made Jenny and I sixty-nine. Since she was full of cum I did have to eat some.

		I discover that while I like the taste of semen, it tastes different coming out of a pussy. Not bad but different. When Jenny and I got through, the two men started all over again. Beck fucked me while Man fucked Jenny.

		Beck and Man didn't have to hold us in position that time. Jenny and I went into a sixty-nine without being told. I know I gave her some orgasms and she gave me some. I sucked on her tiny boobs while Beck and Man made her an Oreo.

		The next day, when I thought about it, I tried for a while to convince myself I hated the girl on girl sex. By the end of the day I stopped lying to myself. Sex with Jenny was good and it was fun but would never take the place of a hard cock.

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		"Since that night Jenny and I got together often," Gloria said. "I hated to see her go."

		"Go? Where did she go?" I asked.

		"Do you remember the story on the news and in the papers about six or seven months ago?" Gloria asked. "The story about the young wife that was kidnapped by a Hispanic gang and managed to escape?"

		"Yeah, I recall something about it," I said. "I was still shook-up about Rob dying so I don't remember much. She was held for over eighteen months then she escaped somehow? Is that the one?"

		"That is the one but she wasn't kidnapped by anyone. She ran away from home and took up with Sweet. Like he did to me, Sweet gave Jenny to Man. Man got arrested and sent to jail and Sweet was supposed keep Jenny until Man got out."

		"And he made Jenny have sex with you? That's terrible, Gloria," I said.

		"I thought so, too," Gloria said. "But the truth was Jenny loved eating pussy but she had to play a game every time. In the year and a half she was "captured" she must have had a mile of black cock in her and eaten a lot of pussy."

		"What happened that she wanted to go home?" I asked.

		"I'm not sure," Gloria said. "I suspect that whatever urge made her leave home in the beginning was over with. Maybe she had all the black cock she wanted, but who knows? I gave up trying to figure people out a long time ago."

		"How did Sweet find her?" I asked.

		"I think she found him," Gloria said with a laugh. "As we well know, Sweet is a magnet for horny white women. I know that after Sweet gave her to Man, he turned her out with Beck as her pimp. Until Man went to jail Jenny must have fucked two hundred black men and they had to pay Man for the privilege."

		"Did he really use a taser on her breasts?" I asked.

		"Yes, but Man had a stun gun that had been modified to give a low voltage or something. He used it on me a couple times and it hurt bad. The first time he hit my nipples with it I thought my nipples had been jerked off but damned if I didn't come big time. He also had a modified cattle prod he used on pussies. Once he hit my clit with that thing and I came so hard I passed out. Me and any other woman quickly learned not to make Man repeat his instructions. He said jump and I asked how high. He's a bit of a sadist. Now about that bubblegum pussy...care to chew some gum?"

		Of course I had sex with Gloria. I fully expected that something would happen when I invited her and she agreed to show me her pussy. After she told me about Jenny I was positive it would and I wanted it to happen.

		She wasn't the first woman I had sex with. When I was in high school me and my girlfriend had sex several times. Ellen, my girlfriend, was a flaming lesbian and when she came on to me, I let her. The first few times she only ate me but when she insisted I do her, I did.

		I discovered I liked the power I had over her when I was in command. I also discovered that I liked making Ellen come. The truth was I like girl on girl sex but I discovered I liked sex with boys better. It wasn't long after I fucked some boys, I met Rob and fell madly in love. I put that kind of sex on the back burner.

		Gloria did have a pussy that looked like chewed bubblegum and I chewed on it. Gloria gave as good as she got.

		"You never did tell me what the hell a bang for the brothers is," I said later after we were satisfied...very well satisfied.

		"Oh that," Gloria said lazily. "It's a gang-bang with all black men. I took on seven studs and they fucked me to a frazzle."

		"You said Sweet was there," I said.

		"Yeah, Sweet always goes to the bangs. I think he's there to sweet-talk the girl is she gets cold feet. Also I think Sweet is a voyeur. He likes to watch his white bitches get black fucked. I gather you haven't met Manfred Drake yet. You will."

		"What if I don't want to?" I said.

		"Bobby Sweet will talk you into it or he'll lead you into it," Gloria said. "Remember I told you not to fight it. I said to go with the flow. The sooner you admit to yourself you are a slut for black cock the better off you'll be. I promise you'll never go without fucking for very long."

		Long after Gloria left I thought about what she said. Did I want to go down that road? I liked sex with Bobby Sweet. No, I loved sex with him but how much was I willing to do to keep it?

		When Bobby came to my house the next afternoon for his booty-call I asked him if he intended to give me to Manfred Drake. He looked surprised at my question.

		"Naw," he said. "Man is too rough for someone like you. I guess you and Gloria have been talking."

		"Yes, and what does too rough for somebody like me mean?"

		"When I was a boy a neighbor had a mare that he couldn't ride. She was skittish and hurt him a couple of times. He was going to shoot her when I asked if I could buy her. I guess he figured ten dollars, which was all the money I had, was better than a dead horse to bury. It only took me part of two days to get her to stand still for me. It took another couple days to get her so I could get on and ride."

		"What's your point, Sweet?" I asked. "Am I a skittish horse?"

		"No, but every woman is different," he said. "Every woman has to be handled different. Women, like horses, have different needs. Some need a firm hand and some need gentle hands." I wasn't sure I liked being compared with a horse but I asked him which kind I was.

		"You need a gentle hand, Betty," he said and put a gentle hand on my breast to demonstrate, I suppose. He stroked my boob then unbuttoned my blouse and went for my bare breasts. He stroked them then kissed them and damned if I didn't feel gentled.

		Sweet, got me naked and on the bed where he proceeded to ride me. The man fucked me hard and fast and after half an hour or so he slowed down and fucked me at a walk. Fuck, I can't stop with the horse metaphors.

		"So, no bang for the brothers for me?" I said once he stopped to allow me to catch my breath.

		"No," Sweet said. "I think you would enjoy a threesome. A devil's threesome or even an angel's threesome." He explained the devil's three was two men and a woman while the angelic three was two women and one man. "How does that sound?"

		I didn't answer because I didn't think he expected one. Of course I thought they both sounded nice and he knew I thought so. I didn't know if I should be relieved that I wouldn't be exposed to Man or feel slighted. To tell the truth Gloria's story of her and Man intrigued me as well as excited me. I wondered how it would feel to fuck a bunch of men.

		"Gloria said you were there when she had the bang for the brothers," I said.

		"Yeah, I usually show up," he said. "I want to make sure the fuckers don't get too rough. Man's crew are not the gentlest of pricks. That's why I hold the bangs down to once a month or so." He went on to explain that he was sure I would resist Man and Drake would hurt me. He stroked my face and told me he didn't want me hurt. It sounds crazy but I believed him and it made me feel good.

		"Gloria mentioned a girl named Jenny," I said. I wanted some answers since he seemed to be willing to talk to me. "Did you know her?"

		"Jenny? Yeah, I do remember her. Little gal with tiny tits," he said. "That was a weird deal from the get-go."

		"How so?" I asked.

		"Her husband came to me and asked if I'd fuck his new wife," Sweet said. "Never had that happen before. I've had a few ask me to stop fucking their wives."

		"A stranger asked you?" I said.

		"No, not a stranger," Sweet said. "We knew each other but we were not friends or anything. We just worked at the same place."

		"Why would any man want some other man to have sex with their wife?"

		"Because people are all freaks," Sweet said with a laugh. "I don't even try to figure them out. This dude said his wife complained about his small cock and she wanted to try a bigger one. The poor son of a bitch didn't know she would fall in love with big black cocks."

		Suddenly I was sure I knew who the husband was. At least the pieces fit. I need to compare notes with Gloria and that was what I did the next morning.

		***

		"You think Jenny is married to Martin, the bookkeeper?" she asked when I told her my thoughts. We had walked out of the office and was standing on the porch.

		"Yes, he's the only white man who works with Sweet," I said. "And he's a squirrely guy. Didn't you say you saw him with a woman once?"

		"Yes, but I didn't get a good look at her," Gloria said. "But it sure could have been Jenny. The build was right for her. Let's just ask him."

		"We can't do that!" I said. "What could we say to even bring up the subject?"

		"Hey, Martin, give your wife to any black dudes lately?" Gloria said with a grin. "I'll be tactful. Just leave it to me." We went back into the office.

		"Martin," Gloria said after a few minutes. "I thought I saw your wife yesterday at the grocery store. How is she?"

		"Fine," Martin answered without looking up from the books.

		"Her name is Joan or Jane, isn't it?" Gloria said.

		"Jenny," he said glancing up at Gloria. "She didn't go shopping yesterday so it wasn't her."

		"Oh, my mistake," Gloria said. "How come you haven't brought her around so we could meet her?"

		"You have met her, Gloria," he said. "I know all about you and her and those niggers. Maybe introducing Jenny and Sweet wasn't very smart, but I'm not stupid. I know what's going on."

		"Martin," I said. "We're sorry. It was just silly curiosity."

		"Yeah, curiosity is what caused all my trouble to start with," he said.

		"Sorry, didn't mean to scrap off a scab," Gloria said. "Do you want to talk about it, Martin?"

		"No...Yes!" he blurted. "I need to talk to somebody or I'll go crazy."

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		

		This is Martin's story:

		

		I've known Jenny most of my life. We went to school together but didn't start dating until we were in college. At first we were each other's fall-back date. If something special was going on and we didn't have a date we would go together.

		It stayed platonic until our senior year then we got serious. We became intimate and I discovered how hot Jenny really was. I never met anyone with greater sexual urges and there was nothing she didn't like. Straight sex, oral sex, anal sex, and you name it and Jenny was up for it.

		One night after we had been married for about six months someone where she worked gave her an adult DVD. We had watched porn some and we both enjoyed it so we watched that one not knowing for a while it was homemade. It was life altering.

		Like always we were naked and on our bed. The movie started with some people at a lakeside picnic area. There were three women and two men. I didn't recognize any of them but Jenny did. She identified one of the women as Linda, a coworker.

		Linda was topless as well as one of the other women and all were drinking beer. The third woman soon was naked and on her knees giving one of the men a blow-job. So far it was hum-drum-porn but it got better...or worse depending on your point of view.

		There was the sound of motorcycles and then some bikers came into view. Three black men on big motorcycles. All of them except the woman giving head looked at the bikers and the bikers looked at them.

		"Nice tits," one of the bikers said. The sound wasn't great but we could hear after I turned up the volume.

		"Thanks," the woman Jenny identified as Linda said. "Nice bikes."

		"Got something else you will think nice," the man said getting off the bike and striding toward her. "What would you say to a big black cock?"

		"I'd say hello, big black cock," Linda said not backing away from the black man. The other two men dismounted and they also came into the group.

		Suddenly clothing was flying in all directions as the black men got undresses. One of the black men actually pulled the woman off the white man's dick and gave her his bigger black cock to suck. The black man glared at the white guy until he left them.

		The spokesman for the bikers grabbed Linda and ripped her shorts off. He picked her up and put her down on the picnic table and performed oral sex on her. The third black biker was having his dick sucked while the two white men simply walked away. The camera zoomed in on Linda just as the biker put his cock in her.

		"Look at the size of that thing," Jenny whispered as the big black cock disappeared into the white pussy. "It's huge, Marty!"

		It was a massive chunk of meat. It looked like he was stuffing a baseball bat in her. The camera angle changed and showed Linda's face. It looked like she was in ecstasy and loving that black cock that was stretching her pussy out of shape.

		I was aware that Jenny was breathing heavily beside me and that her finger was on her pussy. The camera moved around and captured the other women also being screwed by the black bikers but most of the time it stayed on Linda and her stud.

		"He's so big and he's doing her so long," Jenny said breathlessly while frigging herself hard. "How come you never last that long?"

		I explained that it was a trick with the video. Men never lasted that long and most normal men didn't have a cock that big. I think at the time I really believed it.

		"I wonder how it would feel to be fucked by a cock that big," Jenny said. That was the start of it. Even after Jenny found out the movie was staged and that it was Linda's husband filming it she wouldn't shut up about big black cocks. They became an obsession for her.

		I even went on line and bought a cock pump and pills to enlarge my penis but none of them worked. My five inches just stayed five inches. After about a month of her constant bitching, I decided to do something about it. Jenny wanted to try a bigger blacker cock so I would find her a big black cock.

		I decided on Bobby Sweet because he's old, fat, and ugly and I was sure Jenny wouldn't find him attractive. I sure didn't want to mess up my marriage.

		Bobby Sweet didn't even blink when I approached him about it. I know he had to think it was odd that a man would ask him to have sex with his wife but he didn't ask any questions. He just asked when.

		I told him Saturday after work he should come by my house to give me an estimate of some remodeling. He said he would be there and for me to have plenty of beer on hand.

		"Giving estimates is thirsty work," he said with a grin. "You sure your wife is up for this?"

		"We'll see," I said hoping Jenny would run like a rabbit at the sight of Sweet.

		As a rule Jenny wears a bra. Not because she needs one but because her nipples are so large they poke through her shirt. In fact Jenny's breasts are mostly all nipples. Super sensitive fat nipples.

		I thought it was strange that after I told her Sweet was coming to give us an estimate and that he was black she changed into a very short skirt and a thin tee shirt without a bra.

		After Sweet showed up and I handed him a beer we walked around the supposed project. The remodeling was to extend the den and build a patio.

		Jenny stayed right with us as we looked things over. I couldn't help but notice that when I introduced them Sweet spent a lot of time gazing at her face and then down to where her obviously hard nipples were pushing against her shirt.

		We sat on the back porch while Sweet did some calculating. After about fifteen minutes he named a figure and I laughed. It was less than half what the contractors estimated.

		"Okay, Sweet," I said. "I'll get back to you on that. Another beer?"

		"Sure why not?" he said. "It being a warm day and all."

		When I left them Bobby was sitting on the swing and Jenny was in a lawn chair. When I returned with the beer Jenny was sitting beside Sweet on the swing.

		"I was just telling Jenny how much I liked seeing her tittie nipples being pokies," Sweet said. "I sure like little white titties with big nips. She said she wouldn't let me see them."

		"I couldn't do that," Jenny said giggling. Her face was flushed. "I'm a married woman."

		"Not got anything to do with anything," Sweet said. "Martin is sitting right there and he wouldn't mind, would you, Martin?"

		"He wants to see my boobs, Marty," Jenny said. "Men usually don't even glance at them. Do you mind?"

		That was a huge sore point with Jenny. She always complained that women with big knockers got all the looks from men. She was going to get her breasts enlarged but some woman at her work told her she could lose sensitivity in her nipples. That scared Jenny off from that.

		"No, give him a peek," I said realizing my voice had gone up a notch. This was moving faster than I thought it would. The fact that it was moving at all was a shock.

		"Let me help you," Sweet said helping Jenny take off the shirt. "Now that's what I'm talking about," he said when the shirt was completely off. I guess I assumed she would raise the shirt and then lower it. This was not a peek. "Just right for a mouthful," Sweet was saying. "Girl, you have beautiful tits."

		"Thank you," Jenny replied sticking her chest out as far as it would go. "They are kind of small."

		"Everything over a mouthful is just wasted," Sweet said. He leaned over and took one breasts into his mouth. The whole thing and he must have sucked hard because Jenny started moaning loudly.

		After a long time he pulled away but captured her fat nipple in his mouth. He stretched her nipple as far as it could go and released it. Jenny sobbed and choked. Then he did the same thing with her other boob.

		"Do you like to suck cock?" Sweet asked my wife. They seemed to have forgotten I was even there.

		"Yes," Jenny answered in a strained voice. "I do."

		"How would you like to suck a black cock?" Sweet asked her while jerking on her elongated nipples. Jenny's answer was to put her small white hand on his crotch. Sweet then unzipped his fly and pulled out a long thick cock and my sweet little Jenny pounced on it.

		I mean she actually lunged at his cock and she took all of it right down to her gag point. She deep-throated him for several minutes then begun to suck him in earnest.

		"Girl, you do know how to suck a brother's cock," Sweet said. "Do you fuck as well as you suck?"

		"Yes," Jenny said breathlessly taking his cock out of her mouth. "Better."

		Sweet lifted her up onto her feet and removed her little skirt. I was surprised she was not wearing panties. If Sweet was surprised he didn't show it. He put one fat finger into her slit and wiggled it. Jenny widened her stance to accommodate his probing finger. Her breathing was quick and ragged.

		"You are wet, girl," Sweet said. "Your cunt is all slick and hot. Is it wet for me? Do you want to be black fucked?"

		"Yes!" Jenny hissed. "Come on," she said taking his hand and literally running to the bedroom.

		I followed them because I didn't know what else to do. When I got to the bedroom old, fat, ugly Sweet was naked and his big black pole was sticking straight out. Jenny was laying on the bed, legs opened and begging him to hurry and fuck her.

		From the doorway I saw his big black cock enter her pussy. Poor little Jenny disappeared under his bulk but I could hear her muffled screaming from under him. At first I thought she was in pain or being smothered but before I could get to her Sweet raised up enough so that I could clearly hear my wife say how good his cock felt in her.

		"Come on, Sweet man," Jenny said using her heels to urge him on. "Fuck me with that big beautiful man cock. That's it, honey, fuck me hard. Make me come...ahhh! Fuck, I'm coming!"

		Sweet fucked Jenny for a long, long time without slowing down let alone stopping. I could see from the cum gushing out around his cock that he had ejected in her at least once and still he kept on keeping on.

		After nearly half an hour of man superior position he got her on her knees and dog fucked her for another half an hour or maybe even longer. There were copious amounts of his cum leaking out by then and my wife was in some sort of orgasmic state.

		She had a climax almost before he was fully in her and she had an orgasm every few minutes afterward. I had never heard her so vocal or so nasty.

		"You are a black cock lovin' whore, ain't you?" Sweet asked her.

		"Yes, I am a black cock loving whore," Jenny responded.

		"You are my black cock lovin' slut now, ain't you?" Sweet said pounding her hard.

		"I am your slut!" Jenny yelled. "Just keep fucking your white slut, Sweet! Don't stop fucking my pussy, honey! I'm coming again!"

		It was well dark by the time Sweet got through with my wife. He left her damned near comatose lying on the bed in a pool of his cum.

		"When do you want me to start on your remodel?" he asked me at the front door.

		"What? You weren't serious about that estimate were you?' I demanded. I was angry at him and I was angry at Jenny but most of all I was really pissed-off at me for allowing it to happen.

		"Sure," he said. "I can do most of the work myself and save you a bundle. I work cheap, too. Since I'll be here a lot fucking your wife I may as well do some work."

		"No, Sweet," I said. "That was a onetime thing. Not going to happen again."

		"We'll see," he said grinning at me. "I'll get some material on Monday and start then. I'll need some money."

		I had originally thought of Sweet because I thought I could control things. As it turned out I had absolutely no control over anything.

		

	
		

		Chapter 9

		

		Sweet arrived on Monday afternoon after work but all he did that day was make a mess and fuck Jenny for a couple of hours. When the Fourth of July arrived he was still making a mess and fucking Jenny. The Fourth came on a Monday and Mister Bogan gave us all the holiday and weekend off. Sweet showed up early Saturday before I even had coffee. He had a helper with him, a man by the name of Tip. Tip smiled and nodded at me but didn't speak. He was about six and a half feet tall and painfully thin.

		The two looked around the den then went outside. They did some drawing, pointed at things, and then they started working. They tore part of the roofing off and cut a hole in the roof.

		Pretty soon they started nailing big boards to something in the hole they made. I got tired of watching them because neither of them would talk to me. They grunted at each other. Well Tip grunted and Sweet basically ignored me. I went in to finish my coffee.

		"What's all that racket?" my wife said coming into the kitchen.

		"Sweet and Tip are extending the roof...I think," I said.

		"Who's Tip?' Jenny asked pouring her coffee.

		"I do not know," I said. "Some black dude Sweet brought this morning. A helper I guess."

		"It's going to be hot today," Jenny said. "I'll make them some lemonade."

		I didn't think two men could work so fast and do so much. By late afternoon they had extended the roof, took out the old outside wall, and build a new wall.

		"The rest is getting the windows in and doing some trim and cosmetic work," Sweet said taking the beer I offered. I handed the silent Tip some beer also. They both were wet with sweat and grimy from dust and dirt.

		"What I need now," Sweet said look at Jenny who had hovered close to the men all day, "Is a hot shower and some hot pussy. What do you think, Jenny? Want to help a couple workers out?"

		"Sure," my wife said. "I know where the shower is and I have the hot pussy."

		"Come on, Tip," Sweet said. "Let's get clean then let's get dirty."

		I tried to stop it. I'm sure I did but all three of them ignored me. The man called Tip showered first while Jenny and Sweet made-out on the bed. The fact he was dirty and sweaty didn't seem to bother my wife at all.

		When Tip came out of the bathroom he was bare-ass naked and I heard Jenny gasp. The man's cock hung nearly to his knees and was as big around as a beer can. It may have been me that gasped.

		"Baby," Sweet said. "You give Tip some of that good pussy while I go knock the stink off. Don't worry if he don't talk none. He's a mute." He gave her a big smooch and went into the bathroom.

		Jenny stared at Tip's huge cock for a few moments as if undecided what to do. Suddenly she made up her mind. She told Tip to come to her.

		"Can I suck your cock, Tip?" Jenny asked taking hold of the huge piece of meat when he was close enough. He eagerly nodded his head and my wife stroked it a few times and then she put it in her mouth.

		From the odd sounds Tip made I could tell he liked the head she was giving him. After a few minutes of her sucking him he started making urgent sounds and tried to pull back.

		"No, it fine if you cum in my mouth," Jenny told him. "Let it go, Tip. Come for me."

		He did shoot-off and Jenny drank it all down. She licked her lips as she gazed up lovingly at the tall mute who was gazing back at her with a huge grin.

		"Did you like that, Tip?" Jenny asked not turning loose of his cock. He nodded his head quickly. "Want to fuck me?" she asked and his answer was to jump on her and shoved his still hard cock in her pussy. I can't understand why black men don't lose their erections after that unload. Aren't we suppose to?

		Apparently Tip was going deep because Jenny was moaning when he went deep and chirping like a bird on the upstroke.

		"If our slut can take and like Tip's cock, she'll be able to take anything," Sweet said. Like his friend he came out of the bathroom naked. "Why don't you go get us some beer?"

		I didn't want to leave my wife alone with them but I went anyway. When I got back I saw that both Sweet and Tip were fucking Jenny. Tip was on his back with Jenny on top of him. He was in her pussy. Sweet was behind them with his cock in Jenny's ass hole. They actually fucked my wife until she was unconscious and still didn't stop until they were satisfied.

		Over the next two weeks Jenny was fucked every night by Sweet and most of the time with one or two other men. One day I came home from work and found a note that said Jenny had left me to go find herself.

		***

		"What the hell does that mean?" Martin said. "I didn't get it then and I still don't. I reported her missing and dropped hints to the police that a gang had kidnapped her. I guess I just wanted them to look for her."

		"That's tough, Martin," Gloria said. "But she did come home, didn't she?"

		"Yes she did," he said. "A couple months ago she just showed up at the house. She said she had sown her wild oats and wanted to settle down, have some babies, and make a home for us."

		"So it sounds like you have a happy ending to the story," I said. "Why so glum, chum?"

		"I don't know if I believe her or not," he said. "What if she's lying?"

		"What if she isn't lying?" Gloria countered. "You have to ask yourself if you love her and want her. If you do then stop whining about something you set in motion and got away from you. She came home, Martin. That's what you have to remember. The rest is just bullshit so get over it."

		"Yeah, maybe you are right," Martin said. "It bothers me that she was having sex with black guys."

		"Bull!" Gloria said and laughed. "You liked it, Martin. You loved seeing your little white wife being fucked by black cocks. Why don't you admit it and shut up about it?"

		"What do you mean?" Martin demanded his face getting red.

		"I saw your eyes when you told us about the first time Sweet poured the meat to Jenny," Gloria said. "You got a boner when you told us about her and Tip. You got excited when you watched her being fucked by the black studs and it pissed you off when she took off where you couldn't watch."

		"You don't know what you are talking about," Martin said. He blushed a deeper red when Gloria laughed at his denial.

		"Okay, whatever you say, buddy," Gloria said. "I'm sure after you get her knocked-up, Sweet will be happy to come and fuck her for you." Gloria looked out the front window. "Betty, your friend just pulled into the parking lot."

		I looked out to see who she was talking about. It was Brock Witt coming with another stupid offer. As it turned out he made a very attractive offer.

		"Look, I want Bogan Drayage," Brock said. "What if I guaranteed your employees would keep their jobs? Rob put a good team together and I would be foolish to change anything. I would like it if Gloria took over as general manager with a nice raise in salary."

		"What about Bobby Sweet?" Gloria and I asked almost at the same time.

		"I know what makes this company work," Witt said. "I talked to Bobby and he'll stay with me if you sell. You have a CPA working and being paid as a bookkeeper. I can use Martin at my office and I would pay him what he's worth. What do you say, Mrs. Bogan?"

		"Let me talk it over with my people," I said. "I'll get back to you within a couple of days."

		"What will you do if you sell?" Gloria asked after Brock Witt left.

		"Travel," I said without having to think about it. "I'd sell my house, pack some clothes, and see the world."

		"Naw, you don't want to sell your house," Sweet said when I told him I was thinking seriously about selling. "You got to have a base camp. I'll take care of your house while you are gone and that way you'll have a place to come home to."

		"Knowing you, you'll turn my house into a whore house," I said. He made a lot of sense about keeping the house.

		"I ain't sayin' there won't be some fucking going on here," Bobby said. "So you going to do it?"

		"I think I would be foolish not to," I said. "He made a fair offer and I would be set for life if I didn't do any foolish spending. I have an old college friend who lives in London so I guess that will be my first stop."

		"Got to get you a devil's threesome before you go anywhere," Sweet said.

		"I heard some good things about a mute named Tip," I said and went back to sucking Sweet's cock.

		

		THE END
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