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   WARNING
 
    
 
   This book contains sexually explicit scenes and adult language. It may be considered offensive to some readers. This book is for sale to adults ONLY.
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   Chapter 1
 
    
 
    
 
   Shit!  Susan tore up the pari-mutuel tickets and tossed them on the ground.  She had been so sure that Indian Fog was going to win that she had bet her last $200 on the horse.  Dead last for Christ's sake!  The goddamn glue bag had come in dead last.  At 7 to 1 she would have been sitting pretty, but now she was in deep trouble.  The money she'd just lost was the week's grocery money.  The cupboards were bare when her husband had gone for a snack and he had given her $300 to stock the shelves.  When he got home tonight he was going to expect to see something, and there was no way she was going to be able to explain that she'd lost the money at the track.  
 
    
 
   What the hell am I going to do? She asked herself.  
 
    
 
   She had borrowed money from everyone she knew to support her gambling habit and now even her own mother was refusing to help her.  To make things even worse, she owed her bookie $1800 and for three weeks now she had been promising him that she would pay up; he was beginning to lose his patience and was starting to make threatening noises.
 
    
 
   A sudden sharp cry brought her attention back to the present; she looked down and saw that little Andy had spit out his pacifier.  Sweet Jesus, she had forgotten that she had him with her.  She put his pacifier back in his mouth, rearranged his blankets, and started pushing his stroller toward the exit.  She heard a 'wolf whistle' and turned her head to see two young men watching her with apparent interest. 
 
    
 
   Assholes, she thought, I'm a young mother pushing her baby in a stroller, not a goddamn hooker looking to get laid.
 
    
 
    Susan continued on toward the exit and as she pushed little Andy in his stroller, she allowed her mind to dwell on her predicament.  She had to get some food in the house by the time Brian got home, but how in the world was she going to do it?  A voice broke her train of thought:
 
    
 
   “Hey Momma, looking good!”
 
    
 
   She looked to her left and saw a young black man at the public phone.  He smiled at her and gave her a little wave.  God, she thought, what is with these guys?  It must be something to do with her being a young mother with a baby in tow; God knows I don't get this much attention when I'm out without the baby.
 
    
 
   Susan was almost to the exit when the thought hit her with the force of a sledgehammer blow.  No, she said to herself, I couldn't do that!  But an inner voice said:
 
    
 
   “It would solve your problem.”  Then several voices in her head started to argue. 
 
    
 
   “It would only be this once”—“But I'm not that kind of girl”—“If you don't, what will you tell Brian tonight?“—“But I've never done anything like that before.  What about little Andy?”—“Little Andy is too young to know what is going on”—“But I might get caught“—“Brian won't be home before six-thirty, and if you don't do it, where will the food come from?”
 
    
 
    Susan bit her lower lip and then, making up her mind, she swung the stroller around and headed back the way she came.  The young black man was still by the phone and she pushed the stroller up to him; taking a deep breath she said, “Do you really think I'm looking good?”
 
    
 
    The young man was caught off guard by the question, but he quickly recovered and with the bravado of youth he replied, “Good enough to eat, and then some.”
 
    
 
   Susan took another deep breath and plunged on, “Good enough that you would pay $100 for some of it?”
 
    
 
   The young man gave her a big smile and said, “In a heartbeat lady, in a heartbeat!”
 
    
 
    Susan told him to wait for her over by the exit and she went looking for the two who had whistled at her.  When she found them, she followed the same scenario that she had used on the black man.  It was easier the second time and after a few minutes talking they had each agreed to pay her for her favors.  When she approached the exit with the two men in tow, she found that the young black man was waiting for her with another black man, “I told Gene her about you”, he said, “And he thinks maybe he'd like some of what you got.”
 
    
 
   Susan looked at the four men and then said, “It's like this guys, I need money for food and diapers.  I've never done anything like this before, but I'm desperate.  I'm so desperate that if you know someone else who would be interested in a fresh young housewife, give them a call and I'll take them on too,” and she gave them directions to her house.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   The two black men, Gene and Andy, did not have a car so they rode with Susan.  On the trip to her place, Paul asked her just how many men she thought she could take on at one time.  Susan thought for a moment before saying that, having never done this before, she had no idea.  Andy said he knew a lot of guys who would like a shot at a girl like her, “But your price might have to come down a bit.  After five or six guys, you're going to be pretty loose and sloppy and some guys won't want to pay full price for that.”
 
    
 
   Susan got an image in her mind of eight or ten guys standing around her bed, looking down at her, and it caused her to blush.  What is wrong with me, she thought, this is only a one-time thing—it's never going to happen again—so why am I thinking of eight or ten guys?
 
    
 
   Because, said a small voice from the back of her mind, you still have to pay off your bookie.
 
    
 
   She pulled up in front of her place and for several moments she sat staring straight with her hands on the wheel.  It's not too late to back out, she thought, all I have to do is tell these guys I've changed my mind and give them a ride back to the track.  No, she thought, I've got to have groceries in the house when Brian comes home and this is the only way.  She turned and looked at the two guys:
 
    
 
   “Come on, let's do it.”
 
    
 
   As they were going up the front steps, a car pulled up behind Susan's and the other two guys from the track got out.  Once inside Susan turned to them:
 
    
 
   “We've got to get this done before my husband gets home, so while I put the baby down for his nap, you guys figure out who gets to be first.”
 
    
 
   She put little Andy down for his nap and then went into her bedroom and took off her clothes.  As she looked at herself in the full length mirror, she wondered how she could be so calm and matter-of-fact about what she was about to do.  She had never been with any man other than her husband before, and here she was getting ready for a gangbang.  Oh well, if I'm going to be a whore I can at least try to give them their money’s worth.  She went to her bureau and got out a pair of nylons and a garter belt, and then went to the closet for a pair of high heels.  After putting the stuff on, she took one last look at herself in the mirror. Not bad, she thought, they should like it.  Taking a deep breath she said to herself, “Show time,” and she turned and headed for the living room.
 
    
 
   Instead of four guys there were six—all naked and stroking their cocks.  Gene said:
 
    
 
   “I took you at your word and called these guys.  There are two more who are going to try and make it, but they were not sure they can get away.”
 
    
 
   Susan looked at them for a moment, took a deep breath and said, “Okay, who's first?”
 
    
 
   Gene stood up, and Susan took him by the hand and led him into her bedroom.  Susan laid down and spread her legs expecting Gene to just climb between them, but as soon as he was undressed he climbed up on the bed and moved into a sixty-nine position with her.  As his cock bobbed just inches away from her mouth she almost panicked; she hadn't planned on anything more than a quick fuck for each of the men, but a glance at the bedside clock showed her that she did not have a lot of time to waste—she had six guys to do and then had to get to the store before Brian got home—she had no time to argue.  Gene must have read her mind.
 
    
 
   “Just a couple of licks or a quick suck to get me rock hard, okay?”
 
    
 
   Susan opened her mouth and took him in; she wasn't really into oral sex and she rarely sucked Brian's cock so she wasn't all that good at giving head.  Gene stroked into her mouth a couple of times, and then he moved down between her legs and wasted no time in pushing himself into her opening.  A couple of hard pushes and he was all the way in and fucking her hard.  Susan started to push her box back up at him. She had not figured that she would enjoy what she was doing, but she thought the more active she was, the sooner she could get him off and move on to the next guy.   
 
    
 
   Gene started to fuck her harder and she was suddenly surprised to find that she was responding to his thrusts.  She had expected that she was going to have to fake an orgasm, but her body was starting to tingle and it looked as if she was going to have a real one.  Gene grunted in her ear, “Here it comes baby, here it comes,” and he shot himself deep inside her.  Susan wanted to cry out, “No, please no.  Wait for me,” but it was too late.  
 
    
 
   Gene got off her and went back to the living room, leaving her lying on the bed, legs spread wide, cum leaking out of her pussy and her fingers working furiously to get herself off.  Mike was the next one into the room and when he saw her finger fucking herself, he called back to the other guys:
 
    
 
   “Hey, we have got a real hottie in here.”
 
    
 
   As Mike thrust into her, Susan arched up to meet him, grabbed his ass cheeks and pulled him as deep into her as he could go.  She was pushing up to meet his every thrust and she was making noises that she finally recognized as her voice crying:
 
    
 
   “Make me cum, make me cum, please make me cum.”
 
    
 
   The words seemed to drive Mike into overdrive and he started to fuck her harder and faster, and Susan's body shook as her orgasm washed over her.  Mike kept fucking her hard and Susan felt her loins begin to tingle again and Susan was amazed—she'd never before had more than one orgasm during a love making session, but there was no denying that another one was building.  Her head was grabbed and turned to the side and a hard cock was pushed between her lips.  
 
    
 
   Susan lost all track of time as the six men fucked her repeatedly.  She had swallowed cum for the first time in her life—three times that she could remember—and she was surprised to find that it tasted different from man to man.  She couldn't remember how many times each guy had fucked her, nor could she remember who the guys were who had cum in her mouth.  Her body had taken over and had delivered orgasm after orgasm and that had turned her into a mindless piece of meat.  She probably would have lain there and let them fuck her all night, had not Paul put a stop to things:
 
    
 
   “Hey guys, we have to stop and get out of here before her husband gets home.”
 
    
 
   “Fuck that,” said another voice, “We'll let him take a turn.”
 
    
 
    Then Gene spoke up, “Hey man, I don't want to fuck up and risk not getting another chance at this one.  She's just too damn hot a slut.  Let's get her cleaned up.”
 
    
 
   Susan felt herself being lifted up and carried and suddenly water was hitting her skin.  She came out of her sexual trance to find herself in the shower, and as confusion slowly drained away came the realization that she had several things to do—and quickly—before Brian got home.
 
    
 
   Susan came into the living room to find everyone except Andy gone.  Andy had little Andy over his shoulder and was burping him.
 
    
 
   “He started crying and you were, how should I put this, you were busy, so I fixed him a bottle and started feeding him.”
 
    
 
    Susan looked around the room and saw no evidence of anyone having been there.  Paul noticed her looking around and he said:
 
    
 
   “Mike and Gene cleaned things up for you.  Your money is over there on the table.”
 
    
 
   Susan walked over and counted it; there was over $900 dollars.  Andy saw the look of confusion on her face.
 
    
 
   “Four more guys showed up after you got started.  You know, if you plan on doing this on a regular basis, you are going to have to learn how to control yourself.  If the guys hadn't wanted to be able to come back for some more of you, they could have left you lying senseless on the bed and taken off without paying you a dime.  In fact, two of them tried to do just that, but Mike and Gene put a stop to it.”
 
    
 
    Susan looked at him. “I don't know what came over me.  I've not been with another man since I got married, let alone with several.  I thought I was just going to lay there and pretend to like it, let you all fuck me once and then get the place cleaned up before my husband got home.”
 
    
 
    Andy smiled at her and said, “Well, you need to work on it before the next time.  Here, take your kid, I've got to get going.”
 
    
 
   He handed her little Andy and headed for the door, but then he stopped and came back.  Taking a piece of paper out of his pocket, he handed it to her:
 
    
 
   “It's my phone number.  If you want to do this again, give me a call and I'll set it up for you,” and then he left. 
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Susan looked at the wall clock—she had just enough time to get to the Piggly-Wiggly and still get home before Brian.  Christ, I hope he doesn't want sex tonight; he'd be sure to notice how loose I am.  As she put Andy in his crib, she thought about how fortunate she had been.  She had more than enough money to buy groceries and still have enough to take to the track the next day.  There were three horses running that she knew were winners.  If the odds were right, she would win more than enough to pay off her bookie and still have lots left over.  She headed for the kitchen to get her grocery list.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 2
 
    
 
    
 
   Three horses that couldn't lose!  Three sure bets.  
 
    
 
   Shit!  She tore up her tickets and threw them on the ground.  All the money she had made yesterday was gone and she didn't have a damn thing to show for it.  And there was still the seventh race to go and Blackie's Tyree was going off at 12 to 1 and Susan was certain that he couldn't lose.  Sure, she'd had a run of bad luck, but it was going to turn—she could feel it.  She needed to find some money quick; she only had about fifteen minutes to get her bet down on Blackie.  She looked around, and in less than ten seconds she found what she was looking for; a man of about forty who was staring at her with a look on his face that was saying:
 
    
 
   “Boy, I sure would like some of that.”
 
    
 
    “Come on Little Andy, Mommy's got to do it again,” she said to the eighteen month old baby in the stroller as she started to push it in the direction of the man.  
 
    
 
   Susan smiled to herself; two days ago and she would have been horrified to even think about what she was about to do.  Yesterday had changed all that; Oh God had things changed!  Desperation had made her into a whore yesterday, and it looked like it was going to do it to her again today.  When she reached the man she said, “Like what you see?”
 
    
 
   The man seemed a bit taken aback by her bold approach, but he recovered quickly, “As a matter of fact I do,” he replied. 
 
    
 
    “Enough to part with fifty bucks for a blow job?” Susan asked.  
 
    
 
   The man gave her a grin and said, “I'd rather fuck you.”
 
    
 
   Susan said, “Maybe later, but right now I only have enough time for a blow job.  I need to come up with fifty before the seventh race.  Yes or no?  If not, I've got to hurry and find somebody else.”
 
    
 
   The man said okay and asked where.  Susan looked around, then told the man to follow her, and started pushing little Andy's stroller toward a line of Porta-Johns that were next to one of the race track's walls.  She moved into the space between the line of toilets and the wall and looked around to make sure she would be able to do the man and remain unseen.  She held out her hand for the money and the man pulled a roll of bills out of his pocket and peeled off five ten dollar bills and placed them on her palm.  Susan put the money in her purse and dropped to her knees in front of the man who already had his cock out.  
 
    
 
   Susan still wasn't all that keen on performing oral sex, but she had done well enough yesterday and she owed this man a blowjob for his money and she would do her best.  She opened her mouth and circled her lips around the head of his prick, her right hand came up to cup his balls and her left wrapped around the base of his cock and she started to suck him off.  The man's hands moved to the back of her head and he held her as he began to plunge his cock back and forth in her mouth. 
 
    
 
    Little Andy started to fidget and to keep him from starting to cry she dropped her hand from the man's balls and used it to rock Andy's stroller.  Susan stopped trying to suck the man's cock and instead clamped her lips tight around him and let him fuck her face.  It took only minutes before the man said, “I'm cumming baby, I'm gonna cum in your hot little mouth,” and no sooner than he had said it, he did it.  Susan choked as the spurts of cum hit the back of her throat and she did her best to swallow it all.  The man kept his cock in her mouth until he stopped spurting and started to go limp.  Susan, determined to give good value in case she ever needed this man again, licked the man's cock clean.  As the man put his cock away he said:
 
    
 
   “I still want to fuck that tight little body of yours.”
 
    
 
    Wiping her mouth clean with a hankie, Susan said, “Maybe later.  If my horse doesn't win in the seventh, I may have to earn some gas money to get home.”
 
    
 
   “Who you betting?” asked the man.  Susan told him and the man said, “Don't waste your money honey.  Bet on Sammy's Child.  He's a lock!”
 
    
 
    Susan stood at the rail and watched in disgust as Sammy's Child flew across the finish line five lengths ahead of Blackie's Tyree.  As she threw her tickets on the ground, the man, who had been standing next to her said:
 
    
 
   “Do I get to fuck you now?”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Susan was disgusted with herself.  She had been so upset at losing at the track that she hadn't even discussed price with the man (his name was Dan) who had followed her home and then into her bed.  They had fucked for over an hour until she told him that they had to stop because her husband would be home soon.  It was only after Dan had gone that she'd remembered that she had forgotten to ask for the money.  Shit! She said as she changed the bed sheets for the second time in two days, but on her way to the bathroom, she saw green on top of the dresser, and when she looked she found two one hundred dollar bills.  Not bad, she thought, I'm moving up in the world.  Yesterday it was a hundred and today I'm up to two hundred.  As she took her shower she was already figuring out where the money would go: five on her favorite number, ten toward lottery tickets and the rest to the track—there were some very good horses running tomorrow.
 
    
 
   Susan was changing little Andy's diaper when the front door bell rang.  Picking up the baby, she went to the front door and pulled it open to find Eddie, her bookie, standing there with two other men and a woman.  Eddie smiled.
 
    
 
   “Susan!  I was afraid I might not catch you at home.  Can we come in?”
 
    
 
   Numbly, Susan stepped aside and let the four of them enter and then she said:
 
    
 
   “Eddie, you promised me that you would never come to the house.”
 
    
 
   “I know, I know,” Eddie replied, “but you promised me that you would always pay your losses off on time, and I figure your broken promise to me cancels out my promise to you.” 
 
    
 
    “That's not fair!” Susan cried, “I've always paid you.”
 
    
 
    Eddie waggled a finger at her, “You have been promising me for over a month now and I haven't seen a dime.  Yet my sources tell me you have dropped at least six bills at the track over the last two days and that was money you could have given me to pay down your debt.  At the very least you could have had the courtesy to place those bets with me instead of giving your money to the track.  It wouldn't have drawn down your debt to me, but at least I could have made a buck or two off of it and you would have kept my good will.”
 
    
 
    Little Andy started whimpering and Susan said, “I've got to take care of the baby and then I have an appointment at noon, so tell me what this is about and then go.”
 
    
 
   Eddie's smile went away. “What this is all about is that I have sold your IOU's to Mr. Diamano,” and he pointed at the larger of the two men who were with him, “And he is here to discuss with you the method of repayment.”
 
    
 
   He turned and headed for the door and partway there he stopped and turned back toward her, “Oh, by the way, don't call me to place any bets anymore.  You belong to Mr. Diamano now,” and he turned and left.
 
    
 
   Diamano said, “Let's get down to business.  With transfer fees, penalties and interest, you owe me twenty-two hundred.  You got it?”
 
    
 
   Susan was stunned. “But I only owed Eddie seventeen!”
 
    
 
   “Like I said, penalties, interest and fees,” Diamano replied.  “Do you have the money?”  
 
    
 
   Little Andy was crying now and Susan got up and started to walk to the kitchen.  Diamano said:
 
    
 
   “Henry!” and the other man moved in front of her and stopped her. 
 
    
 
    “Gloria, take the baby.” And the woman reached for Andy.  
 
    
 
   Susan tried to step back, but Henry put both of his hands on her shoulders and held her in place and then he squeezed.  Susan cried out in pain and gave up the baby when the woman again reached for him.  
 
    
 
   “Sit down!” said Diamano, “One last time, do you have the money?”  
 
    
 
   Susan looked down at her hands and weakly mumbled, “No.”
 
    
 
   Diamano looked at her for a moment before saying, “That's too bad.”
 
    
 
   He looked at Henry and said “Take her into the bedroom and strip her.”
 
    
 
   Susan lay on the bed staring at Diamano and Henry as they took off their clothes.  She had struggled and had tried to fight Henry, but he had just picked her up like a doll and carried her into the bedroom.  He had thrown her on the bed and told her to get undressed and when she hadn't moved, he had ripped her clothes off of her.  She had deep welts on her shoulders where her bra straps had dug into her flesh before breaking.  Diamano approached the bed and said:
 
    
 
   “This is your first installment.  We will call it a collection fee and if you prove to be adequate, we will adjust your debt to reduce some of the principal.  Do you understand?”  
 
    
 
   Susan meekly nodded yes and Diamano had pushed between her legs, lined up his cock and pushed forward.  It took him four strokes to work his cock all the way in and then he started to fuck her with slow strokes.  Susan, in an attempt to be “adequate” moved her legs and locked them behind his.  She started pushing up to meet his strokes and Diamano started to move a little faster and push into her a little harder.  Susan felt the little “tingle” in her loins that signaled the start of an orgasm building, and she started to moan and the moan turned into a string of 'oh oh oh's which in turn became “oh yes, oh yes, oh yes.”  
 
    
 
   Susan was no longer trying to pretend to be adequate, she wanted this orgasm and she began to fuck back as hard as she could.  Diamano was fucking her fast and furious now and she was meeting every thrust with an intensity that astonished her.  She wanted to make this brute cum, to drain his balls, to show him that she was the best piece of ass he'd ever had.  Her heels were drumming on the backs of his legs, her fingernails were dug into the cheeks of his ass and she was crying, “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me” in his ear.  His hands went under her and he pulled her to him and she felt the warmth that told her that he had cum inside her.  Diamano kept stroking into her, but she could feel his size diminish and she cried:
 
    
 
   “Don't stop, don't stop damn you!  I'm almost there, I'm almost there!” 
 
    
 
    Diamano rolled off her and said, “Give her what she wants Henry, finish her off.”  
 
    
 
   Henry moved between her legs and sank his hard cock into her wet, juicy cunt and he started fucking her hard and fast.  It took twenty strokes of Henry's cock to send Susan over the edge and she fell back on the bed drained of energy, but Henry was just getting started.  Susan lay there, breathing deeply, as Henry ploughed her pussy and in only minutes she felt the “tingle” again.  Both men fucked her three times that morning.  It was during Diamano's third time that Gloria came into the room.  Diamano was fucking her and she was sucking Henry's cock when Gloria came in and said:
 
    
 
   “The baby's hungry.” 
 
    
 
    Susan took her mouth off Henry's cock long enough to say, “The formula is in the fridge.  Use the blue bottles, not the red ones,” and she went back to working on Henry's dick.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   As Susan changed the bed sheets for the third time in as many days, she thought about what Diamano had said as he was leaving:
 
    
 
   “I'll be back tomorrow at nine in the morning.  Either have the money or a plan on how you intend to pay off the debt within the next two weeks.”  
 
    
 
   As Susan fluffed the pillows, she wondered where in the hell she could come up with two grand on short notice, and then her train of thought was interrupted as little Andy began to cry.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 3
 
    
 
    
 
   Susan was feeding little Andy strained carrots when the doorbell rang.  She looked at the clock—nine already. Diamano was certainly punctual.  She wiped the overflow off of little Andy's face and then got up to answer the door.  She opened the door to find Diamano, Henry and Gloria waiting and she held the door open for them.  Once inside, Susan closed the door behind them and followed them into the living room and said:
 
    
 
   “I'm feeding the baby.  It should only take a few more minutes.” 
 
    
 
    Diamano said, “Gloria.” And Gloria said “I'll take over honey,” and she headed for the kitchen.  
 
    
 
   Diamano pointed to the couch and Susan dutifully sat down.  Diamano got right to the point.
 
    
 
   “How do you plan on taking care of your debt to me?” 
 
    
 
    Susan had expected the question, but she wasn't used to Diamano's direct manner; she had an answer for him, of sorts, but hesitated to give it because she didn't think it would satisfy him.  
 
    
 
   She thought back to the previous day: Diamano and his crew (as she'd come to think of them) had no sooner gone than the phone rang.  It was Tony, one of the guys from her first day as a paid whore, and he wanted to know if he and a couple of friends could come over.  She had glanced at the clock and seen that she had plenty of time before her husband got home from work and she had said yes.  Their visit had been brief, but profitable; she had sucked the cocks of the four men and then had fucked them, and had collected $600 for her time.  After they had gone she had remembered what Andy, the young black man, had said about helping her if she decided to sell her body on a steady basis.  She had looked up his number and called him and asked him if he was still willing to help her.  She had explained her situation and her need to make two grand, and he'd told her that he would see what he could do.
 
    
 
   “You know what this makes me, don't you?”
 
    
 
   When she had said no, Andy had laughed and said, “It means that I'm your business agent, your pimp, and that I'm working on commission.  Don't worry, I'll be gentle,” and he'd hung up.  He'd called back an hour later, “I got you something.  It will get you a grand, but I don't know if you are going to want to do it.” 
 
    
 
    “What do you mean?” Susan had asked.  
 
    
 
   Andy said, “It's a stag party and there could be as many as twelve dudes there.  Do you think you are up to it?” 
 
    
 
    Susan had taken several moments to think about it saying, “I have no choice, I have to do it.”  
 
    
 
   Andy had said he'd set it up and get back to her.  
 
    
 
   “Well?” Diamano's voice broke into her train of thought. 
 
    
 
    Susan looked up from her hands and said, “I can give you $200 now and I'll have a grand to give you by the end of the week.  That will leave $800 and I'll get that to you by the end of the following week.” 
 
    
 
    “Wrong!” Diamano said, “The interest on your debt is twenty percent per week.  That means another $360 gets added on this Friday.  If you pay the grand before Friday, it will still be twenty percent on the remaining balance, which brings your debt to $960.  Henry and I are both going to fuck you again today, primarily as an object lesson to show you what you have to look forward to if you don't pay according to the schedule that you just set for yourself. If you don't meet that schedule, you are going to spend a lot of time on your back with your clothes off.  Do you understand me?”  
 
    
 
   Susan nodded her head yes and Diamano said, “Good!  Today's session will knock off another $200 so you are only looking at $1600 which should pose no problem for you if you follow your schedule.”  He got up. “Shall we move to the bedroom?”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   As Susan changed the sheets yet again she wondered if she should buy several more sets.  If today was any indication, she probably should.  Both Henry and Diamano were in fine form and they had fucked her for over an hour.  Both of them had fucked her twice and as much as she hated to admit it, even to herself, she had loved every bit of it and had even hoped that they could have gone a third time.  
 
    
 
   When this play-for-pay thing of hers had started, it was because of desperation; but the more she screwed, the more she came to like it; and if she ever got her ass out of debt, she didn't think she could ever go back to being a one-man woman.  What that would do to her marriage, she could not imagine any more than she could imagine what would happen if Brian ever found out about her gambling.  There was no way she could ever let her husband find out about her gambling.  Brian's straight-laced upbringing would have him looking at her as a handmaiden of the devil.  He would accept her as a whore easier than he would accept her as a gambler, or so she believed.  She could be wrong, but could she chance finding out?  No, she didn't think so.  
 
    
 
   She also wondered about the curious conversation she had had with the woman Gloria as Diamano and his crew were leaving.  Gloria had hung back a little, and as soon as Diamano and Henry were out of earshot, she'd said, “Make sure you meet that schedule honey.  They don't want you to and they are hoping that you don't.  They have plans for you and you're not going to like them,” and then she'd hurried of to catch up with Diamano.  They had plans for her?  What possibly could that mean?
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 4
 
    
 
    
 
   Susan was soaking in the tub when the call from Andy came. “You going to be home for a while?”  
 
    
 
   Susan said she would be, and Andy said he would be right over.  As Susan put down the cordless phone she wondered if she should bother getting dressed.  Probably not.  Lately, she thought, every guy who walks through the front door fucks me.  After she had dried off and put on her makeup she went to the closet and selected her frumpiest looking robe; no sense putting on something sexy and asking for it, she thought, and then went into the kitchen to make a pot of coffee.  The doorbell rang (the sound of doom, she was beginning to think) and Susan answered it to find Andy and another black man standing on the porch.  She stepped aside to let them in and then had them follow her into the kitchen where she offered them both coffee which they accepted. 
 
    
 
    “Honey,” Andy said, “This is Jerome, and Jerome is the man who put together the stag party, and he wanted to meet you before he agreed to give you the gig.  But before we go any farther I want to be sure that you know what you are getting yourself into.  The party is a bachelor's party for Jerome's brother and there are seven invited guests plus Jerome and his brother.  Yours will be the only white face in the crowd.  And,” he went on, “There is also the possibility that the word might go out that there is a good looking white broad taking on all comers and there could be some party crashers.  Jerome and I will try and control things, but I can't promise you anything except we won't let you be physically abused.  Knowing this, do you still want to do it?”
 
    
 
     Susan was silent for several moments and then she said, “I really don't have any choice.  I have to pay my bookie off by Friday or I'm in deep trouble.” 
 
    
 
    Jerome spoke for the first time. “Andy has already told me that you're a great piece of ass, and I can see for myself that you are gorgeous, but I want to find out how good you are myself.”  
 
    
 
   Susan looked him right in the eye and then she stood up and slowly let her robe slip from her shoulders to the floor.  Jerome looked at her and said:
 
    
 
   “Not bad, not bad at all, but that's not what I want to check out.”
 
    
 
   He unzipped his pants and took out his rapidly hardening cock.  Susan's eyes never left his as she sank to her knees in front of him and licked the head of his cock.  She licked it twice more like she would lick a lollipop and then she lowered her head and took him in her mouth.  For two minutes she sucked on the hard shaft while massaging Jerome's balls, and then she stood up and headed for the bedroom.  Half way there she stopped and turned around, “Well, are you coming or not?” Andy and Jerome both got up and followed her.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Susan was surprised.  She had expected Brian to throw a fit when she told him that she was going to a Mary Kay party given by one of her girl friends and that he shouldn't wait up for her.  Brian did not usually like to be left alone with little Andy, but he had simply said, “Fine.  Have a nice time and don't worry about us guys, we'll be all right, won't we Champ?” as he took little Andy from her.  A feeling of love and tenderness came over Susan at those words and she hated herself for deceiving Brian.  She wished she could tell him about her gambling debts, but she knew he wouldn't understand and it would only create more problems.  She bent and kissed him and then she left.
 
    
 
   It was just as Andy said it would be—the room was a sea of black faces and she felt an unaccountable tingle as she realized that she was really looking forward to the night's experience.  She had planned to do a slow strip tease to warm things up, but she soon found out that as far as the men were concerned, things were already hot enough.  Two guys came up to her and walked her to the couch and proceeded to undress her.  They sat her down on the couch and then sat down on either side of her and began to play with her tits.  A third man pushed her legs apart and then knelt between them; she felt fingers being pushed into her pussy, and as the man began to finger-fuck her she looked around the room and saw all the men shedding their clothes.  A fourth man appeared in front of her, his stiff cock swaying back and forth in front of her face and the man's hands went to the back of her head and he pulled her mouth onto him.
 
    
 
     Susan was being turned on quicker than she thought possible.  She started hunching her pussy at the hand that was finger-fucking her and the guys working on her tits stopped what they were doing and pulled her down on the floor.  She was put on her hands and knees and the man who had been fingering her pussy moved behind her and she felt his cock probing for her opening. The large knob finally found what it was looking for and she felt it being pushed into her.  The man whose cock had been in her mouth had followed her to the floor and her head was now bobbing up and down on him.  She felt hands playing with her tits and someone grabbed her right hand and put it on his cock and she began to awkwardly stroke it.  The man whose cock she was sucking suddenly grabbed the back of her head and held it still, and she felt the first spurt of his cum hit the back of her throat.  She struggled to swallow his outpouring without choking and finally he released her head and pulled his dick out of her mouth.  He rolled away from her and another man took his place, and as her mouth closed around him, the man fucking her started to pound hard into her; he grabbed her hips and pushed into her as deep as he could go, and Susan felt the wet heat that told her she had just taken his load.  He pulled out of her and someone else immediately took his place and rammed his cock into her. 
 
    
 
    Susan lost track of time as cock after cock emptied itself in her mouth and pussy.  She had orgasm after orgasm until she was weak from exhaustion, and then, suddenly, it was over.  Everyone was gone except for Andy and Jerome.  They helped her to her feet and Susan saw a look of awe on Jerome's face.  
 
    
 
   “Jesus,” he said, “You were awesome.  I've never seen anything like it.  I just wish I'd had a video camera so I could have taped it.  If I can set it up, will you do it again?”  
 
    
 
   Susan smiled and said, “As long as the price is right, just give me a call.”    
 
    
 
   Andy helped her into the bathroom and helped her clean up.  He had taken charge of her clothes as she had been stripped and so they were still clean and presentable.  Looking at herself in the mirror as she applied her makeup she thought, at least you don't look like you've just been gangbanged, but she knew that she didn't dare let Brian fuck her tonight.  She was so loose and sloppy down there that he wouldn't even be able to touch the sides.  Andy walked her to her car and just before she got in the car, he handed her an envelope, “Here's your fee baby.  I'll stop by in a day or two and collect my commission.”
 
    
 
    She looked at him and said, “You never did tell me what your commission was.” 
 
    
 
   Andy smiled at her and said, “I'm going to take it in trade.”  
 
    
 
   Susan dropped the envelope in her purse and turned to him.  She leaned forward and kissed him.
 
    
 
   “Any time lover. Just call and I'm yours.”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 5
 
    
 
    
 
   Susan pulled into the slot in the supermarket parking lot. She got out, took the stroller out of the car and then helped little Andy out of his car seat.  She was putting Andy in the stroller when a white van pulled up next to her.  The side door slid open and Henry stepped out.  He motioned for her to get in the van and she bent over to take Andy out of the stroller, but Henry said, “Leave the kid.  Gloria will take care of it.” 
 
    
 
    Susan climbed in the van and found Diamano sitting on a couch, and before she was even fully inside the van his hand shot out toward her, “The money!” 
 
    
 
    Susan looked at the outstretched hand and felt sick inside.  “I don't have it,” she said.  She thought back to yesterday: so full of promise at the start, so disastrous at the end.  Susan had gotten out of bed feeling curiously refreshed and she knew it was going to be a great day.  While having her first cup of morning coffee she had read her horoscope in the morning paper: “Your investments will bear fruit so press your advantage.  Beware of confrontational personal matters.” 
 
    
 
    By ten in the morning she knew what she had to do.  She packed up little Andy and had gone out to the racetrack.  She had won $200 on the first race, $165 on the second and $210 on the third.  Knowing that her luck had finally changed, she had plunged heavily on the next three races and when it was time for the seventh to run she was broke.  She had gotten up this morning and gathered together all of her jewelry and she was going to pawn it as soon as she left the grocery store.  
 
    
 
   “I'll have some of it a little later today, I promise,” she said, but Diamano just looked past her. 
 
    
 
   “Gloria—bring her car and follow us.” 
 
    
 
    Susan paled, “Where are you taking me?” as Henry climbed in the van and pulled the door closed. 
 
    
 
    “To a place where you will settle your debt to me.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Half an hour later the van pulled up outside a warehouse on the outskirts of town, and Henry helped Susan out of the van and then took her by the arm and led her inside.  The inside of the warehouse had cables running all over the floor and a lot of what looked like spotlights.  There were several pieces of furniture lying about in a haphazard manner and there were ten or twelve people running around and moving things.  Diamano hollered, “Sylvia” and a harried looking middle-aged woman hurried up to him.  He pointed at Susan and said:
 
    
 
   “Here's the talent.  Get her ready for scene one.”  
 
    
 
   The woman looked at Susan and said, “Follow me dear,” and started walking away.  Susan did not follow.
 
    
 
   “What is this?” she asked. “What's going on here?”  
 
    
 
   Diamano gave her a menacing look and said, “You just do what you are told and you and your kid will leave here unhurt and debt free.  You give me any trouble, and you just may not leave here unhurt.”   
 
    
 
   Angrily, Susan said, “I'm not going anywhere until you tell me what is going on here!”  
 
    
 
   Diamano looked at her for a moment and then he said, “You, my dear, are going to star in a porno movie.  In scene one, your husband’s boss will stop by the house with some papers for your husband to sign and finding you home alone, he will seduce you.  In scene two you will be fucking the two men who have just delivered your new bedroom set.  In scene three your next door neighbor will come over for coffee and you will eat her pussy while she eats yours, and in scene four you will be fucking your neighbor’s husband when yours comes home and catches you.  He will decide to join in. The End.  Roll credits.”  
 
    
 
   Susan was aghast!  “I will do no such thing!  I am not a slut who will just spread her legs because someone like you says, ‘Do it!’” 
 
    
 
    Diamano laughed, “Honey, you have been selling it for the past week now and that makes you either a slut, a whore, a prostitute or a hooker—you pick whatever name for it you like.  Oh, don't you give that hurt, shocked look.  Did you think I wouldn't keep an eye on you?  You will do it all right, one way or another.  I'll scrap the first version and we can do a rape movie instead.  Or better yet,” and he hollered for Gloria, “Come here and bring the kid.” 
 
    
 
    In a few moments Gloria appeared with little Andy.  “Gloria here has a bad case of ‘drop’-itus.  If she forgets to take her medicine, she gets real clumsy and careless.  Have you taken your medicine yet today Gloria?” 
 
    
 
    Gloria shook her head 'no.'  Diamano looked at Susan and said, “Let's hope she doesn't drop your kid head first onto this hard concrete floor.  Could be bad for him, know what I mean?”  
 
    
 
   Susan doubted that Diamano would let that happen, but she couldn't be sure, and so she resigned herself to the fact she was about to become a porn star.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Susan hadn't realized that making a movie could be so hard.  The heat from the lighting was intense and the actual fucking was difficult.  She would just get comfortable and get into a rhythm when someone would yell “cut” and she would have to stop and change positions.  In over an hour of off again on again fucking, she'd not had one enjoyable moment; the tingle she was used to feeling when she was screwing just wasn't there, so it came as somewhat of a letdown, when after five minutes of being dicked by her co-star, someone hollered, “Okay, give us the cum shot.”  Her partner pulled out of her, moved up to her head, stroked himself and then shot his load of cum all over her face.  “Cut!” someone hollered. “Good job people.  Get her cleaned up Sylvia.  Time’s a-wasting and time is money.”
 
    
 
   Susan had a hard time believing it.  She had been fucked by five different men for over three hours and had gotten nothing out of it.  Ten minutes at home with a dildo would have given here more.  When it had come time for the lesbian scene, she was surprised to find that her co-star would be Gloria, and even more surprised to find that it wasn't as bad as she had feared it would be, but she knew that it would never be her “thing.”  Finally, someone hollered, “Cut!  It's a wrap.  All right guys, go for it,” and Susan was suddenly surrounded by a bunch of men stripping off their clothes.  
 
    
 
   “What's going on?” she had asked and Gloria had smiled at her, “It's their version of a wrap party.  Relax, enjoy it.”  
 
    
 
   For the next two hours, she and Gloria had taken on every man who was there, some more than once, and Susan had had more than enough orgasms to make up for what she didn't get during the filming.  At one point, when she had been on her hands and knees sucking one cock while another pounded her from behind, she had looked over to find Gloria in the same position and she wondered why they didn't just film this instead of the stupid movie.   Fifteen minutes later, when she had a cock up her ass, one in her pussy and one in her mouth while two guys held her up so she could jack both of them off, she had the thought again—this would have been Academy Award stuff.  When it was over and she was dressed and getting ready to leave, Diamano handed her a piece of paper and a pen.  
 
    
 
   “What's this?” she'd asked. 
 
    
 
    “A model release.  Sign it.”  
 
    
 
   She signed on the line he indicated and gave him back the form.  He handed her another piece of paper; “This is a phone number where you can reach me.  You did okay today.  With some work and a little direction you could do even better.  The usual fee for what you did today is $3000.  Not bad for less than six hours work.  Then of course, there is the cast party, which you seemed to enjoy.  Think about it.” 
 
    
 
    Susan wadded up the piece of paper in her hand and was about to throw it on the floor, but she hesitated at the last moment and put it in her purse.  She picked up little Andy and looked at her watch.  She had just enough time to get home and fix Brian his dinner.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter 6
 
    
 
    
 
   It had been three months since Susan had been forced to make the porno film, and her life had settled down some.  She was still seeing five or six guys a week at a $100 a pop and she had done two more stag parties that Andy and Jerome had set up.  She had even made two more films for Diamano.  She didn't need the money; the track was closed for the season, but she had come to love all the sex she was having—why not make money at it?  She figured she could have a very nice nest egg when the track reopened.
 
    
 
   Diamano wanted her to make more films, and had even offered to up her fee from $3000 to $4000.  She hated making the films, but the wrap parties were great.  She was in the kitchen fixing dinner when she heard her husband come in the front door.  She went to the fridge and got the pitcher of ice cold vodka martinis she'd made and poured Brian a glass.  When he came into the kitchen she walked up to him and handed him the martini, and was about to kiss him when he threw the drink into her face.  He grabbed her by the arm and dragged her into the living room and threw her down on the couch.
 
    
 
     “Just you sit there and keep your fucking mouth shut,” he commanded as he walked over to the TV and VCR.  Taking a videotape out of his coat pocket, he shoved it in the VCR and turned on the TV.  He turned to her as the picture formed on the screen. “The Restless Housewife starring Tracey Cummings in her debut as America's new porn queen” rolled across the screen and then she saw herself.  The blood drained from her face as Brian said:
 
    
 
   “This little gem showed up on my desk last week in an envelope from our Los Angeles office with a note that said, ‘Thought you ought to know.’  At first I didn't want to believe it, but there is no denying that it's you.  It made me wonder about what else you were doing while you were supposed to be here taking care of the house and raising my son, so I hired a private detective,” and he reached into his briefcase and took out a large manila envelope which he tossed at her. 
 
    
 
    “Open it up.” 
 
    
 
    Numbly she did what she was told and took out the contents: a large stack of 8 x 10 glossies.  They were pictures of her with every one of the men she had fucked over the last week, and some of them even showed her collecting the money.  She couldn't think of anything to say so she just stared down at her lap.  
 
    
 
   “How long has this been going on? And for God's sake, why?”  
 
    
 
   Susan started to weep and as the tears trickled down her cheeks.  Brian snorted in disgust:
 
    
 
   “Don't pull that ‘poor me’ crap on me cause I ain't buying it.  Stop your damn crying and answer my question.” 
 
    
 
    Susan got up from the couch and ran for the bedroom and threw herself down on the bed.  Brian followed her into the room and grabbed her by the arm and pulled her off the bed and pitched her onto the floor saying:
 
    
 
   “This is my bed and my bedroom and you are no longer welcome in either one.  Now answer my question or I'll throw your sorry ass out into the street.” 
 
    
 
    Between sobs Susan told Brian the whole story, even the parts he could have never found out about.  She told him about how she had felt forced into it the first few times, but then how she'd come to enjoy all the sex and the different variety she experienced.  When she was done, Brian had shaken his head and said:
 
    
 
   “I can't believe that you could have been so utterly stupid.  You can use the guest room until I decide what I'm going to do about this,” and then he walked out of the room leaving her sobbing on the floor.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   It was two days before Brian spoke to her again, and during those two days she had stopped taking calls from Andy, Jerome, and all of her other regulars.  She let the answering machine take them and then she erased them before Brian got home.  She kept the house clean, did the laundry and the shopping; she fixed his dinner and left it on the stove and she made sure that she and little Andy were in the guestroom when he got home.  She'd had plenty of time to think about her situation, and while she knew Brian was justified in his anger, she also knew that cowering and hiding in the guestroom wasn't going to accomplish anything.  
 
    
 
   She needed to start planning the rest of her life—a life she had never envisioned without Brian.  She loved him, she always had, and the fact that she had come to love the cocks of many others wasn't going to change that.  She had $10300 saved from selling her pussy and making movies and that would be enough to get her an apartment somewhere and furnish it, and she could find a job.  She smiled at that—I already have a trade, she thought, and a loyal customer base.  She decided she would move out the next day while Brian was at work.  
 
    
 
   That night Brian had called her into the kitchen. “I've decided what we are going to do.  I've decided, that given what you've become, to use your talents to my advantage.  For years now I've been supplying my out of town customers with whores and paying for them out of my commission checks.  This has reduced my take home on some paydays, but I eventually made it back on increased sales.  I don't have to do that anymore.  From now on, you will take care of them.” 
 
    
 
    Susan was shocked at what she was hearing.  Her Brian, her darling, stick in the mud, self-righteous Brian, paying for prostitutes, and now he expected her to do it in their place (not that she would mind of course).  Maybe she didn't know this man at all. 

 
   “Do I have any say in this?” she asked. 
 
    
 
    “Absolutely,” Brian replied. “You can say yes or you can pack your bags and say goodbye.”  
 
    
 
   Susan knew she was going to say yes, but first she said, “What about us?”  
 
    
 
   Brian was silent for a minute and then he said, “I don't honestly know.  Over the last few months you went from being mediocre in bed to being an absolutely marvelous piece of ass and I don't really want to give that up, but I don't know that I'll ever be able to trust you again.”
 
    
 
   Susan stood up and said, “You have to trust me now. I'm your new business partner and the Absolutely Marvelous Piece of Ass is on her way to the bedroom where she will be waiting for an Absolutely Marvelous Fucking,” and she headed for their bedroom.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   As the elevator made its way slowly up to the thirty-second floor Susan thought back on the last six months of her life and how she had changed.  She had gone from being a reluctant cocksucker to being an avid one; from hating anal sex to loving it; from nursing a prejudice against blacks, Asians, and Latinos to not caring about the color of the cock as long as it was hard.  But by far the biggest change had come in her marriage.  Her sex life with Brian had run the gamut from four to five times a week when they were first married, to twice a week and then to twice a month and now they were suddenly back to damn near every day.  It had not been a sudden thing of course, but it had not taken long once Brian started sending her out to fuck his customers and clients.  
 
    
 
   She had come home one night from dinner, dancing, and no holds barred sex with one of Brian's customers to find him sitting in front of the TV masturbating while watching her porno tape (the first one; Diamano hadn't yet sent her copies of the other two).  It was at that point she knew that her marriage was safe.  In bed that night Brian had asked her how it had gone and instead of just saying “all right,” she had described the evening in graphic detail and it had inflamed Brian.  He had become insane with lust and had fucked her for over two hours.  In the morning she had been awakened by Brian eating her pussy—a pussy that still had the cum of two men in it.
 
    
 
   From there it had progressed to him wanting to see her in action, and so one night she had Andy and Jerome come over, after putting little Andy to bed, and they had fucked her to exhaustion while Brian had watched from the closet.  Once they left he had come out of the closet and had tried to fuck her to death and then he had gone down on her and sucked every bit of the cum out of her.
 
    
 
   Now, once or twice a week he watched from the closet while she fucked and sucked someone or a bunch of someones, and then he would come out and fuck her and then drain her of cum.  He particularly liked it when she had four or five guys fuck her, and he had even talked her into calling Diamano and telling him she would make more porno flicks for him.  And while he hadn't yet suggested it, she knew it was only a matter of time before he came out of the closet and began to participate.
 
    
 
   Susan knocked on the door of room 3217 and a fairly good-looking man of about forty answered it.  Past him, she saw two more men in the room.  Susan smiled and said, “Good evening.  I believe I'm the evening’s entertainment,” and she walked into the room.
 
    
 
    
 
   The End
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Here is a sample from another story you may enjoy:
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   I picked her up at the apartment that she shared with two other girls and we went out for dinner, drinks and dancing.  She seemed a little nervous when she got into the car and I put it down to the fact that this was the first time I had picked her up instead of meeting her some place.  I got the feeling  from the way she was acting that she was afraid of being seen with me and I asked her about it as I pulled away from the curb.  
 
    
 
   “It’s my dad.  He has been asking Gwen and Harriet (her roommates) about what I’ve been doing and who I’ve been seeing.  Gwen even told me that he is paying part of her rent to keep an eye on me.  If he’s paying Gwen, he is probably paying Harriet also.”
 
    
 
   “Why would he do something like that?”
 
    
 
   “He worries about me doing something stupid and ruining my life.  He never wanted me to move out of the dorms in the first place.”
 
    
 
   “What have you done to make him think that you are going to do something stupid?”
 
    
 
   “It isn’t what I’ve done, but what my two sisters have done.”
 
    
 
   “And what is that?”
 
    
 
   “They dropped out of school and got married to guys whom my dad considers fortune hunters.  He says that Amos and Jack only married my sisters because of their trust funds.”
 
    
 
   “Trust funds?”
 
    
 
   “My grandparents set up trust funds for all three of us grandchildren.”
 
    
 
   “You have a trust fund?  We have been dating over two months now so how come I’ve never heard of it?”
 
    
 
   “I think dad is right about Amos and Jack so I don’t tell guys about it because I want to be sure they want me and not the two million I’ll get when I either graduate from college or get married.”
 
    
 
   “So what you are saying is that if your dad finds out about me, he will assume that I’m just another fortune hunter?  Is that why I’ve never met your parents?”
 
    
 
   “Yes to both.”
 
    
 
   “Well I can put your mind and your dad’s mind to rest.  If our relationship gets to the point where I ask you to marry me, and I don’t mind saying that it is extremely likely that I will, I will sign a prenuptial agreement that will satisfy your father.”
 
    
 
   “You would do that?”
 
    
 
   “Sure I would.  I don’t need your money.  I have a trust fund of my own that I get when I turn thirty.  It is only half as big as yours, but it is enough.”
 
    
 
   “I never knew that.”
 
    
 
   “My dad clued me in real early about women who would come after me for the money so like you I’ve always kept quiet about it.  I think that we are far enough along in our relationship to realize that neither of us is after the other for their money.”
 
    
 
   “I still don’t want my dad to know about us.  Because of what my sister’s did he will try and split us apart.”
 
    
 
   “Ain’t gonna happen, kiddo, it just ain’t gonna happen.”
 
    
 
   We had dinner at Duke’s Steak House and then went to the Black Onion for drinks and dancing.  We had been there about an hour and I’d had two drinks and Connie had consumed four as we danced and enjoyed ourselves when my cell rang.  I answered it and then told Connie that it was a call that I had to take and I got up and went to find some quiet.
 
    
 
   I went into the men’s room and found Charlie waiting for me.  “Ready?” I asked and he smiled and said, “We’re good to go.  See you in a few,” and he left the room.  I went into one of the stalls and sat down.  I took the crossword puzzle that I’d clipped out of the daily paper out of my pocket and began to work it.  It took me twelve minutes which I figured was enough time.  
 
    
 
   I headed back to my table and when I got there I saw Charlie and Connie out on the dance floor.  I sat down at the table and waited.  When the music stopped, they came back to the table and Charlie scowled when he saw me.
 
    
 
   “This is a private party, bud.  Scram!”
 
    
 
   “It is indeed a private party and I don’t recall inviting you.  Did you invite him, Connie?”
 
    
 
   “No, but he was kind of pushy and it was easier to dance with him than cause a scene.”
 
    
 
   “Hey!  I bought you two drinks.”
 
    
 
   “And it got you three dances, which were more than you had any right to expect.”
 
    
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed this sample then look for Sweet Revenge.
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   From the Author
 
    
 
   WANT FREE COPIES OF MY BOOKS?
 
   Just visit my blog and download free copies of my books:
 
   awesomeauthors.org/justplainbob
 
    
 
   Yes, I write about sluts and whores because as everyone knows, you tend to write about the things you know.  And I do like sluts and whores, just not the ones that lie to me and cheat on me.
 
    
 
   So be forewarned - if you click on a Just Plain Bob story you will be getting sluts, whores and husbands who do not kill, maim and destroy.  There are other things you will rarely find in a Just Plain Bob story.
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed any of my books then please share the love and promote my books in Amazon. I would really appreciate your honest reviews, too!
 
    
 
   Good news is always welcome.
 
    
 
   One Last Thing, For Kindle Readers...
 
    
 
   When you turn the page, Kindle will give you the opportunity to rate this book and share your thoughts on Facebook and Twitter. If you enjoyed my writings, would you please take a few seconds to let your friends know about it? Because... when they enjoy they will be grateful to you and so will I. 
 
    
 
   Thank you!
 
    
 
   Just Plain Bob
 
   justplainbob@awesomeauthors.org
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   After the lunch crowd had gone, Anne Bernard watched Mom from the window of the diner until she got to the house. Minutes later, Mom called that she was lying down. 
 
    
 
   Mom had handled the diner for years by herself. Anne hadn't appreciated how much work it was. Even when she had helped after school, she had bitched at how hard she worked instead of seeing the killing hours Mom had worked. And, then, she'd left Mom to handle it herself for three school years while she was in college. Mom had lied to her about the cancer when she was home for Christmas, though she could tell Mom wasn't feeling healthy. 
 
    
 
   Now, Mom still came in for lunch and dinner hours. It was Molly's Diner, and Molly still kept it up.
 
    
 
   -=-
 
    
 
   Greg Thibault shook the cell phone in his hand. He kept from throwing it across the mesa by telling himself that that would only make the situation worse. And a worse situation than the present would be unbearable. Every arrangement which had been "of course, Professor Thibault," or "no problem, Greg," when he had been in Boulder was unraveling at the other end of an unreliable connection. 
 
    
 
   "Look," he said, "I'll call you back in an hour or two with better reception." He punched off. He didn't know whether the guy at the department had heard him, but they would know that he wasn't on the line.
 
    
 
   The phone companies boasted that they covered 99% of the people living in the country. This mesa was in the 1%. To be fair to the phone companies, not that Greg felt like being fair to any phone companies right then, the Anasazi weren't actually *living* in the United States. The last of them had been dead five centuries now.
 
    
 
   He gave elaborate instructions to his students, descended by the footpath, and headed out in his Jeep.  He took a quarter hour to get to something paved. The Jeep was supposed to be an off-the-road vehicle. It's just that the mesa was further off the road than the Jeep had been designed for. He found that his AC was dead, but he would have to climb back up the mesa and down again to get the keys for another vehicle. He opened the windows and got hot, moving air.
 
    
 
   He wondered vaguely just why he'd bothered with giving the directions. Being a programming executive described as "like herding cats." Supervising archeological graduate students was like that, but worse. Everybody knew how to do the job better than the instructor did.
 
    
 
   The nearest cellphone tower was between the two small towns of Randolph and Copper City. Randolph, the closer one, was more than an hour away. Even so, he passed only three cars on his way. Archeology got done in dry, empty country. It wasn't that Minnesota hadn't had cultures living in the area for millennia; it was that most of their artifacts had rotted or sunk into the ground. When the Anasazi had tossed out a potsherd, it was still where they'd tossed it.
 
    
 
   He pulled into the parking lot of a diner in Randolph and called again. His hassles had only begun, and he spent half an hour on the cell, mostly on hold. By then, sweat was running down his body and pooling in the seat of his pants. 
 
    
 
   Hot, still air was worse than hot, moving air. And the air down here was, if anything, hotter than the air on the mesa. He looked across at Molly's Diner. He had seen the air conditioner when he'd driven in. His glasses were too streaked with his sweat now, but he could hear it when he listened. He'd been an idiot. He would go in and ask to make the other calls from there. 
 
    
 
   He'd left before lunch. He hadn't missed much. Assigning cooking duties only to coeds would be arrant sexism. On the other hand, guys who were going to major in Anthro didn't take home-ec in high school. Most girls who were going to major in Anthro didn't take home-ec either. Or, if his present students had, they had forgotten everything they'd learned in that course.
 
    
 
   The diner had an air conditioner. He could hear it. He'd eat and make the rest of his calls from there. He headed into the diner.
 
    
 
   -=-
 
    
 
   Anne didn't recognize the customer who came in. The non-local customers were truckers. How had an 18-wheeler got into the lot without her hearing it? The guy looked rugged, but not like a trucker, and she didn't know why for a minute. Then she did. He was tanned, deeply tanned, but the tone was even. Truckers had more tan on the left side. 
 
    
 
   She grabbed a menu, and the guy sat at the counter. She got behind the counter and handed him the menu. He took off his glasses and held the menu close.
 
    
 
   "The home-made chile looks good," he said. "Might I have some of that?" 
 
    
 
   "Coffee?"
 
    
 
   Greg shivered, and it wasn't the AC. That voice was the sexiest voice he'd ever heard. And she wasn't trying to be sexy. She had only asked if he wanted coffee.
 
    
 
   "Please." 
 
    
 
   Anne poured him his coffee before getting the chile. Truckers, and many locals, were more interested in the coffee than in the food. She'd learned to brew good coffee. That meant pouring out a lot and alternating pots and scrubbing them often. A cup of coffee brought in more than making a pot cost, though, and truckers chose to stop based on the quality of the coffee.
 
    
 
   Greg liked the coffee. The chile was the best-tasting food he'd had since he'd come to the mesa. Better than that, it tasted good. He got a napkin out of the dispenser and wiped off his glasses. The waitress was the sexiest woman he'd ever seen. And it was neither her attitude nor her clothes.
 
    
 
   She was wearing a blouse that covered her to the elbows and an apron over that. He'd spent the last two weeks with girls wearing shorts and halters, and none of them had been so attractive. The waitress had long hair, but it was tied up in a bun with a pencil stuck in it.
 
    
 
   She hadn't presented the bill, but he paid with a $20. She brought him back his change. She stayed within sight while he ate, and that was easy on the eyes. 
 
    
 
   "Look, ma'am," he said, "the air is out in my Jeep. I have some calls to make from this area. I've been working in a dead zone." He held up his cell. "Would you mind if I made them from that table back there?"
 
    
 
   Anne said, "Go right ahead. Want more coffee?"
 
    
 
   "Please." This guy had said please more often to her in the last ten minutes than some regular customers had in the last month. She couldn't figure him. He didn't have a local accent. Something in his speech reminded her of the professors at Tempe, though they hadn't been that polite. He looked like he sweated every day in the sun, and he sounded like he spent his life in a library.
 
    
 
   He stood at the counter until she had refilled his cup. Then he carried it to a table by the door. By the air conditioner, too, she noticed. 
 
    
 
   He talked on his cell. He'd been right that he had *some* calls to make. After the second, he drained his cup and put it down. She carried the pot to his table to refill the cup.
 
    
 
   "You didn't have to do that," he said. "I could have gone back for it."
 
    
 
   "I wait tables."
 
    
 
   "And cook?"
 
    
 
   "And sweep the place out at night," she said. "This place barely supports Mom and me. It couldn't pay for a big staff." How barely it supported them, she wasn't going to tell a stranger, however nice he talked.
 
    
 
   "Well, I don't know about the sweeping, but if you cooked that chile, you did a damned fine job."
 
    
 
   "Why, thank you."
 
    
 
   A trucker came in for coffee and pie just then, and she didn't pay attention to the guy until the trucker was served. The guy got loud on the phone towards the end, though, and she could hear that. Apparently, he could tell.
 
    
 
   "A lady can overhear me, which puts a real crimp in my vocabulary. But you can take the next down handbasket." The person at the other end apparently said something. "No. Both of you are women, but only one is a lady."
 
   After he closed the cell, he brought his cup to the counter for more coffee and ordered a hamburger. He waited there for the burger, paid, and waited for his change. The driver went out and the guy went back to his table. He made another call and argued some more.
 
    
 
   Greg was perfectly well aware that yelling on the phone didn't make them hear you any better. Sometimes, though, he couldn't resist. Finally, he ended his last conversation with Boulder and closed the cell. He brought his cup and saucer back to the counter.
 
    
 
   "What sorts of pie do you have?"
 
    
 
   Anne said,"Peach, apple, and cherry. We don't cook the pies, though." She couldn't figure why she'd said the last. Just that the guy had said nice things about the chile.
 
    
 
   "I'll risk some cherry, anyway. And more coffee." She got the coffee and the pie. He paid immediately, using some of the change she'd given him earlier. She suddenly wondered whether the $20 bill was all the money he'd brought with him. 
 
    
 
   Greg ate the pie slowly. He told himself that he wanted to stay because of the coolness. The waitress was great to look at, and great to listen to, though she hardly spoke to him. Still, she was a pretty girl in a town full of young men. She was certain to be taken. He could look, but not touch.
 
    
 
   "You were right," he said, pushing an empty plate and an empty cup away. "The pie was not home cooked. Nothing wrong with it, though. This is a nice place, how long are you open?"
 
    
 
   That, he thought, was real suave, Thibault, not! 'When do you get off?' Indeed. The question isn't when she gets off, but where you get off. 
 
    
 
   "We're open six to ten."
 
    
 
   "Thanks." He put a couple of bills under the edge of his plate and walked towards the door. "Really, thanks for everything," he said before going out. It would be a long drive back, and into the setting sun, too.
 
    
 
   Anne said, "You're welcome," in a voice which was probably too low for him to hear. Then she got his dishes, spoon, and fork into the soaking water. There wouldn't be many customers before supper. She might as well wash the dishes now, so she did. 
 
    
 
   She put the tip into the cash register. About half the truckers and a quarter of the locals tipped. Their tips seldom folded. Of course, the guy had eaten a lot, and he had asked about making calls from here. But people called on cells from the diner all the time. Two free refills weren't a lot, and he sure hadn't made her walk. She did hear his car leave, though she hadn't heard it arrive.
 
    
 
   Well, she'd tell Karen about the mysterious stranger in September, and she would invent one of her marvelous stories to explain him. Then Anne stopped smiling. Would she go back to school in September? Would she ever see Karen again?              
 
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed this sample then look for Molly’s Daughter by Lilith Jones.
 
    
 
   *****
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   I could remember exactly when I knew my marriage to Jocelyn was over.  It was the night of our tenth wedding anniversary.  I came home early, brought flowers, and a nice silver pendant, that I knew she would wear.  We kissed perfunctorily at the kitchen door, before I went upstairs to shower and change, prior to taking her out to her favorite restaurant for dinner.
 
    
 
   What made it memorable is that we spoke hardly a word to each other, despite the fact that we had not seen or talked to each other since the previous evening.  I typically left for work an hour before Jocelyn, and she was in the shower when I pulled out of the driveway that morning.  At the restaurant, there were no reminiscences of past times together, no fond remembrances…nothing.  We made the odd comment about the weather or our work, but nothing intimate.  When we went to bed, I reached for her, hoping for at least some anniversary lovemaking, but she said she was too tired and that was that.
 
    
 
   I lay on my back and knew then that it was over.  We had each been pretending that our marriage was still alive.  I thought back and realized, I wasn’t even sure if we were ever in love with each other.  We went through the motions, but I couldn’t remember a moment when I knew for sure that I would do anything for her: walk through fire, slay dragons, or take on a gang of villains.  It was a dispiriting thought, and with our life having sunk into ennui over the past two or three years, I knew a decision was at hand.
 
    
 
   I delayed leaving for work the next morning.  I might as well face it when I knew what I wanted to say.  Jocelyn came down and was obviously surprised to see me sitting at the kitchen table with a coffee and the morning paper.
 
    
 
   “What are you still doing here?” she asked, curious, as she poured her first coffee.
 
    
 
   “I wanted to talk to you.  It seemed like the best opportunity,” I said quietly.
 
    
 
   I suppose it was my tone of voice that alerted her.  She looked at me, and then picked up her coffee, and sat in her usual chair.  
 
    
 
   “What did you want to talk about?”  She was clearly uncomfortable with the uncertainty.
 
    
 
   “Jocelyn, there’s no easy way to say this.  I will file for divorce early next week.”
 
    
 
   I watched her eyes grow large and heard the sharp intake of breath.  
 
    
 
   “Why?” she struggled to ask.  
 
    
 
   “I think you know the answer to that, as well as I do.  Our marriage is dead.  It died a long slow death, but it is dead,” I said solemnly.
 
    
 
   She sat silently, looking at me, thinking about what she had just heard.  Slowly, she lowered her gaze to her untouched coffee, and stared at it for a few moments.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry, Lee.  I wish it had worked.  I’m sorry,” she finally whispered.
 
    
 
   “I know.  Don’t blame yourself.  Sometimes … sometimes it just doesn’t ….”  I couldn’t finish the thought.  I saw a tear, and then another trickle down her cheek.  
 
    
 
   “I’ll look after the paperwork.  If we use the do-it-yourself forms, we can cut the legal costs … unless you want to contest it,” I said, almost as an afterthought.
 
    
 
   “No … I won’t fight it.  You’re right … it just didn’t come out the way we wanted it to.”  
 
    
 
   I stood up, kissed her cheek, and left quietly for the garage and off to work.
 
    
 
   If there is such a thing as an amicable divorce, we were the model.  It was civil and civilized.  We split everything almost 50-50.  Jocelyn’s income was very healthy as an assistant director in the provincial government Ministry of Environment.  Thus, there would be no alimony.  We agreed to sell the house and close the mortgage.  Our home in Burnaby was valued at an almost ridiculous amount, after the eight plus years that we had owned it.  After we retired the mortgage, we split nearly three hundred thousand dollars.  We both had our own retirement savings plans, and maintained them in our own names.  
 
    
 
   Jocelyn kept her car, but I drove a company lease car with no asset value to me.  I let Jocelyn keep most of the furniture, except for a couple of pieces that had come from my parents and grandparents.  I guess, all told, she would have taken away thirty-thousand or so in value more than me, but in truth, I really didn’t care.  I just wanted the whole unhappy episode to be over.
 
    
 
   We met once more, just before the divorce was final, to make sure that there were no outstanding issues to be resolved.  We chose a pub not far from our former residence, and found a semi-secluded place to talk.  It didn’t take us long to determine that there was nothing left to discuss, except our feelings and our future.
 
    
 
   “So, where are you going to live?” she finally asked.
 
    
 
   “I don’t know.  I quit my job last week.  I’ll be finished at the end of the month, and then I’m going to do what the Aussies do; ‘go walkabout.’”  
 
    
 
   “I almost envy you.  I wouldn’t mind a sabbatical myself.  I hope you find what you’re looking for,” she said sincerely.
 
    
 
   “Me too.  I just hope I’ll know it when I find it.  What about you … where are you going to live?” 
 
    
 
   “I’ve taken a job in the Ministry of Industry and I’m moving to Victoria.  I found an apartment there.  I’ll enjoy that, I think.  Less pressure than Environment.”
 
    
 
   “Good … I’m glad,” I said honestly.
 
    
 
   “Regrets?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Sure.  Plenty.  I wonder if it would have turned out differently if I hadn’t been sterile.  I’m sure that must have hurt you more than you let on, finding out after we were married.  I know it hurt me.  Not good for the male ego.” 
 
    
 
   “Yes … it hurt.  But then, we talked about adoption and IVF.  We had choices.  I’m not sure that would have made a big difference except that maybe we might have hung on a lot longer because of the kids, and then become much more unhappy.  Not much of a choice in my opinion.” 
 
    
 
   “I suppose you’re right.  Well,” I said, raising my mug, “here’s to a better future for us.  I wish you all the best, Jocelyn.”
 
    
 
   She touched her wine glass to my mug and offered a faint smile.  A few minutes later, we hugged and kissed each other for the last time. I stood and watched, as she slowly worked her way out of the pub, and into the parking lot.  I slumped back in my seat, waiting for the waitress to come around so that I could order another beer.  I didn’t have any place special to go, and I was in no hurry to get there.
 
    
 
   I moved in with my folks for a couple of weeks after the sale of the house.  They were very generous and sympathetic.  Mom and Dad were married over forty years, and I think they were deeply disappointed at my divorce.  I had failed at something important, and I think they knew that I was ashamed to admit it.  They said nothing directly to me, but I could tell by some of their inferences what they were thinking.  The sooner I hit the road, the better off they would be.  
 
    
 
   There was only another week until the end of the month and my employment.  I think they were surprised and dubious about my unplanned future, but they said nothing to discourage me.  On a bright and sunny Saturday morning of March, I loaded the last of my bags into my car, kissed and hugged my folks, and drove off into the sunrise.  I had absolutely no idea where I was going, but I really wasn’t worried about it.
 
    
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed this sample then look for Casual Encounters by Lee North.
 
    
 
   *****
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   I saw her as I was pulling into the Pendleton truck stop. Even though it was unseasonably warm, it was still out of the ordinary for anyone to be wearing such short cutoff jeans. As my eyes travelled up the rest of her body, it was easy to see that she was a knock out. My jaw dropped when I finally studied her face. This girl could be an identical clone of that Claudia Black who was on that hit TV show Farscape.
 
    
 
   Even with the dark aviator sun glasses she was wearing, I could swear they looked identical.
 
    
 
   I tried not to stare at her when I passed her going in the door to buy some coffee and use the restroom.
 
    
 
   I could not see her eyes through the dark sunglasses, but she seemed to have a whimsical smirk on her face as I went past her. I made it a point to keep my eyes on her face but I could still feel a wiggle down between my legs as I caught a whiff of her honeysuckle scented perfume. I was disappointed to find that she had left the sales area when I came back out to get my coffee and a snack cake.
 
    
 
   She was standing by the curb as I was pulling out of the parking area. I saw two cars stop almost instantly but she waved them away just before I reached the exit driveway. I almost bit my tongue when I pulled up in front of her to see if she would accept a ride. I figured that was why she had her thumb out. Her black leather biker style jacket was completely unzipped in front and I could see most of both her big firm breasts.
 
    
 
   When I pressed the button to lower the passenger window, she bent forward to peer in at me. 
 
    
 
   “Where do you need to go?” I asked her. I could not keep myself from glancing at her bare chest. “My breasts need to get as far away from here as possible,” she taunted me when I glanced up into her eyes. “The rest of me would like to go along as well.”              
 
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed this sample then look for The Daring Doppelgangers by Jack Ryder.
 
    
 
   *****
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    [image: C:\Users\Samyn\Google Drive\BLVNP _\Books\EROTICA_\Yasiv Books\E1591-Celia Falkor-Delectable Collectable\E1591 Cover.jpg] 
 
    
 
    
 
   Stella heard Patrick knock on the bathroom door. "Can't I get a peek?" he pleaded.
 
    
 
   She smiled and turned the lock, "I'm not ready yet. Be patient." Stella pulled up the zippers on her black boots and fastened the small, scalloped cape. Leaning forward, she examined her hair in the mirror. It was long, straight, and strawberry blonde. 
 
    
 
   But just to be sure that her bright mane looked top-notch, she ran a comb through it one last time. Then gingerly she put her mask on, hoping that its elastic band wouldn't push any stray strands in an ungainly direction. Glancing at the mirror again, she did a spin, making her black skirt billow beneath her yellow belt. Stella grinned, "Fabulous. Patrick?"
 
    
 
   "Yeah honey?"
 
    
 
   "Get ready for the reveal..." Unlocking the door, she opened it a crack and stuck one leg out, bending it sensually before kicking the door wide open. "What do you think?"
 
    
 
   Patrick leaned against the wall, and let out a low whistle. "I don't think there'll be a sexier Batgirl found in the whole convention tomorrow." 
 
    
 
   Stella stepped up to him and gave him a light peck on the lips before running a finger along his shaved head. "Even if there was, I'm sure she'd be quite jealous of the strapping young man on my arm. Did the front desk have a catalog for the auction?"
 
    
 
   "Yes."
 
    
 
   "Well then, let's take a look."
 
    
 
   "First you have to find it."
 
    
 
   "Hide and seek?" Stella cracked her knuckles. "This shouldn't be too difficult." She turned and began an inspection of the hotel room, looking back at Patrick every so often to catch him staring at her bat-clad form. The catalog wasn't in or on the nightstand; wasn't under the bed, in the sheets, or among the pillows; and wasn't behind the TV or mini-fridge. "If you're going to enjoy the show, you might as well give me a hint."
 
    
 
   "I can tell you that you're very cold."
 
    
 
   "Am I?" Stella took a step toward Patrick.
 
    
 
   "Now you're getting warmer."
 
    
 
   Stella took a few more steps before standing nose-to-nose with him. "How warm am I now?" she whispered. 
 
    
 
   Patrick buried his face in her hair. "Red hot." Stella put one hand on his brawny chest and slid the other into his pants.
 
    
 
   "Found it!" She pulled the rolled-up UltraCon catalog from its hiding place and hopped onto the bed. As she flipped through the glossy pages, Patrick lied down beside her and put his arm over her shoulder. Stella bit her lip as her eyes scanned the auction items listed, "Let's see... Section One: Props, Section Two: Costumes and Accessories, Section Three: Artwork, Section Four: Toys and Figurines..."
 
    
 
   Patrick excitedly pointed to the bottom of one page, "There it is! Item 138!" The couple aimed a longing gaze at the catalog's listing: "Item 138, Princess Speer-La of Evermore figurine (with detachable skirt and spear). Limited Edition, 1982." Next to this was a photograph of the plastic princess. 
 
    
 
   She was six inches tall with long, Barbie-like hair and a painted-on leotard encrusted in ersatz jewels. She wore a silver skirt on her waist and in her right hand she wielded a spear the color of gold. "Mint condition," breathed Stella. Such preservation seemed like a miracle, given the nature of the toy's rarity. Only a thousand Speer-Las from the original line of Evermore toys had been distributed to retailers, and most of those were soon recalled when the princess's hewn cleavage sparked outrage among concerned parents. 
 
    
 
   Many of the remaining toys were discarded aimlessly by their child owners or hidden under mattresses by lusty, teenage boys. In the seven years that Stella and Patrick had been running their comic book shop, the Amazing Ashcan, they had heard of just a dozen Speer-Las still existing in the hands of private collectors. But in honor of UltraCon's twentieth anniversary, Mazda Mikkenson, the star of the 1985 Speer-La film, had donated her own Speer-La figurine to the convention's annual charity auction. Stella climbed onto Patrick's lap and held the open catalog in front of his face. "Where do you think it would look nice in the shop?"
 
    
 
   "Hmmm..." As Patrick thought, his gaze wandered to Stella's bust, which was emblazoned with her costume's yellow Bat-symbol. "How about in a glass case above the counter? That way when people walk in, they can see my girl's hotter than the greatest warrior of Evermore."
 
    
 
   Stella sat the catalog on the nightstand and turned to face him," And we can put another action figure in beside her, a stud that looks half as good as you..." She pressed her mouth onto Patrick's in a warm kiss, keeping her lips sealed even as she felt Patrick's tongue approach. He slid it along her upper and lower lip and across the seam of her mouth, poking at each corner to gain entry. His hands crept underneath her top and up to her strapless bra, where he pressed his palms against her covered breasts. Stella took a deep breath in, giving Patrick the opportunity to push his tongue into her mouth. 
 
    
 
   Her tongue laid in wait, and when they met they prodded at each other with a fury. Ripping from him and forcing his arms down, Stella began to unbutton Patrick's shirt. Once the last button had been freed, Patrick shook the shirt off and tossed it onto the floor. Stella began to lift her top off, but Patrick grasped her hands. "Not all the way. Here..." 
 
    
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed this sample then look for Delectable Collectable by Celia Falkor.
 
    
 
   *****
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   Dear Ms. Joan:
 
    
 
   This is the report you asked me to write up about me, my husband and our very dear friend (and special family member), Maria.
 
    
 
   Let me begin by telling you about each of us.
 
    
 
   About me (Annette)...  Since the first time I had intercourse in the backseat of a boyfriend's car, I have always enjoyed the feelings of pleasure that sex has given me.  While I had feelings of conflict over the non-marital sex those first few times, I still enjoyed the feel of a man's organ probing around inside me.  Then I learned to give my dates manual and oral pleasure.  I found that I liked that too.
 
    
 
   A few years later one of the guys I dated treated me to "head."  I was hesitant at first to let him do that, but he insisted.  The intense pleasure of that experience left me wanting "head" as often as a date would give it to me.
 
    
 
   That was my sexual background prior to meeting Jordan (or Jordy, as I call him).  From our earliest dates, we made sex a regular part of our dates.  Six months after we met, we married.  At the time, Jordy was 24 and I was 23.
 
    
 
   Oh yes, the obligatory physical description.  I stand 5' 6" tall, generally weigh about 130 lbs., and have rather full C-cup boobs.  My eyes are blue, and my hair is a sort of dishwater blond.  I generally keep my hair curled and styled.  While I have always thought of myself as sort of average, Jordy is constantly telling me that I am "really good lookin’ with beautiful legs and tits."  Who am I to disagree with him?
 
    
 
   Both Jordy and I are college grads with post-grad degrees.  For the past several years I have been doing contract engineering work out of our home.  My field of engineering allows me to get work rather easily, and choose between part time or full time work.
 
    
 
   About Jordy...  Jordy is very handsome (in my subjective opinion, but Maria says so too).  He stands 5' 9" tall, typically weighs about 170 lbs., and has brown hair and brown eyes.  He has a ruddy complexion, a mustache and a full beard.  Jordy sports a cock that when stimulated measures 8" long and 5" around.  Unlike most other men I have seen, his dick tapers from a relatively small head to its thick girth (gives wonderful sensations as it enters and slides within my pussy!).
 
    
 
   Both Jordy and I generally work full time.  He works for a computer firm that sells and services software for specialty retailing businesses.  His work often takes him out on the road (up to 1,000 miles away).  We are both typical Anglo-Saxon Caucasians.
 
    
 
   About Maria...  Maria is a beautiful young woman (four years younger than me).  Her father was half black and half American Indian.  Her mother was mostly Spanish (her mother from Mexico and father from Brazil).  
 
    
 
   The result of their union was a sexy gal who has soft skin that boasts the appearance of a year-round deep Coppertone tan.  Jordy says her skin looks (and tastes like) golden honey.
 
    
 
   She has small cone-shaped breasts with large (very sensitive) nipples.  Her legs are at least as long as mine, yet she just stands just 5'3" tall.  Jordy describes her as “a compact gal whose legs go all the way to ‘heaven’”.  The little nymph typically weighs in at a scant 105 lbs.
 
    
 
   Maria was born in Porto Rico, and grew up in New Jersey.  Her father died when she was very young.  Her mother struggled to raise her and her two older sisters.  When they grew up, the sisters left home, and really have not made much of themselves.  Maria saw that, and determined that she was going to get some higher education and make something of herself. 
 
    
 
   They both also had very unsatisfying marriages to husbands who were abusive.  Maria's mother got sick when Maria was just 17, and Maria decided to stay living at home and help her mother.
 
    
 
   Meanwhile, Maria enrolled at a local community college while staying at home to care for her mother.
 
    
 
   Her mother died just after Maria turned 20.  With nothing holding her back any more, and no desire to hook up with some guy just to get married, Maria decided to travel west to begin a new life.  Her savings took her only to Oklahoma City where she got work in a restaurant.  After several months, she decided she didn't like Oklahoma City.  She had accumulated enough money for a bus ticket to Santa Fe, New Mexico, where we happened to be living at the time.
 
    
 
   Again, Maria took work waiting tables in a restaurant.  That's where we met her, three weeks after her arrival.  While dining at the restaurant where she was working, we got to talking with her.  We found her to be quite attractive, pleasantly personable, and quite intelligent.  She agreed to meet us for a drink after her shift ended.
 
    
 
   We walked down the street to a nearby lounge where we each had a few drinks and got to know each other.  We learned that Maria had her 21st birthday the week before, so we asked her if she would like to celebrate by joining us for a late night dip at a nearby hot springs.  She said she did not have her swimsuit with her.  I let her know that the place has several pools, some of which were "clothing optional," and that we seldom wore swim suits there.  After giggling a bit about that prospect, she agreed, and we all piled into our car for the short trip.
 
    
 
   I should tell you that Maria has long, straight, shiny black hair that hangs about 5" below her shoulders.  Her eyes are also pools of deep black.  In spite of her father's racial background, Maria's face and hair give no indication of her Black heritage.  Only her skin evidences her mixed heritage... and does so in a highly attractive way.
 
    
 
   As she and I stripped in the dressing room, I noticed she had a full, untrimmed bush covering her crotch…
 
    
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed this sample then look for And Maria Makes Three by Joan Vegas.
 
    
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   WANT FREE COPIES OF MY BOOKS?
 
   Just visit my blog and download free copies of my books:
 
   awesomeauthors.org/justplainbob
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