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		Chapter 1

		

		My name is Mike Ward and my wife, Nina, and I have been married for almost twenty years. We got married right out of high school and we have been extremely happy. Of course we’ve had a few arguments over the years but nothing that we weren’t able to work out.

		Nina is thirty-eight and looks ten years younger. Of course, I’m biased but you don’t have to take my word for it. Everyone we know thinks so.

		Nina has a sister two years younger than she and get’s carded anytime she orders an alcoholic beverage. All the females in Nina’s family got that particular gene or whatever it is. Envied by women, admired by men.

		When Nina and I started dating she looked young, but then again she was young being only sixteen. We were constant companions all through high school and it came as no surprise when we got married. It was expected and I suspect desired by her family.

		Nina and I were both high school jocks and the fitness business seemed a natural for us. I worked in a national chain of fitness centers for two years while Nina went to our local community college to study physical fitness. After she finished her studies, she went to work for another chain fitness center and I went to school to study business. We were young but we had a plan and that plan did not include working for someone else.

		Using both our families’ credit, we borrowed enough money to open our own fitness center. We scrimped, saved, and worked our butts off to make a go of it.

		I’ll credit some good luck but it was mostly hard work that we were able to pay off the debt in half the time. It took some more hard work and some more good luck but we expanded our facility and within five years, we had facilities that only the best gyms and training services had to offer.

		Now we hire eight certified physical trainers and they are always booked-up. We had nine other employees to handle the other training and administration duties.

		As a rule Nina handles all the employees and their responsibilities while I take care of the workout equipment and the building. We never took adverse action without consulting the other. That was why I was surprised when Nina informed me she was going to terminate Tiffany.

		“Why? What did she do?” I asked Nina the night she told me about the firing. Tiffany had been with us for over three years. Tiffany Jordan ran the juice bar.

		“She is stealing from us,” Nina said. “I suspected she had sticky fingers for several months so I was watching her closely. Every fourth sale went into her pocket. That’s why the revenue from the juice bar suddenly took a down-turn.”

		“Really?” I said shocked. Tiffany seemed like such a nice young lady. I mentioned that to Nina.

		“Well first of all she isn’t a lady,” Nina said. “She is peddling her ass all over town. That was more or less common knowledge. My sources tell me that she uses the gym to make dates.”

		“Hell, Nina,” I said. “We aren’t their parents. All of them that are not married make dates at the gym. What’s the big deal?”

		“Tiffany isn’t making the regular kind of dates. When I said she was peddling her ass, I meant it literally. She is a whore, Mike.” Nina gave me that pitying look that women always give their stupid counterparts because I should have known that, I guess. “Hooking is one thing but stealing from us is another thing all together. Quit worrying,” Nina said with a smile. “There are plenty of other good looking, well built women for you to ogle.”

		“I do not ogle,” I said not quiet pulling off the indignation that I was shooting for. “I check for any flaws they might have so we can work on them,” I added. It even sounded lame to me. “Anyway, how did you find out she was a whore?”

		“Hell, Mike,” Nina said with a laugh. “I have eyes. I have ears and I have a brain.”

		Eyes, ears and brain wasn’t all Nina had. I’ll try to describe her. She’s five feet six inches tall with smallish boobs. I think she is a 32A and she seldom wears a bra because she doesn’t need one except when she wants to mask her hard puffy nipples. I suppose she would have to be described as a “hard-body” because she teaches fitness and works hard at it.

		Nina is beautiful, at least to me but I suspect most men would say she’s a wholesome, girl-next-door type. She is friendly and out-going. She keeps her coppery-red hair cut short like most athletes. Handier when taking so many showers I suppose.

		I discovered the night I proposed marriage that Nina is one hot woman. She loves sex and has never developed a convenient headache. She had said on many occasions that she is always ready or at least ready to get ready. Nina and I are living proof that it’s impossible to wear out the sex organs. If not, we would have done so the first year of our marriage.

		We both came to the marriage virgins or almost virgins. We both had some narrow escapes but remained mostly pure. Nina admitted to me that before there was an “us” she engaged in some oral sex with her then current boyfriend.

		Speaking of oral sex, Nina relishes getting and receiving oral sex. Not as much as old fashion sex, but close. Being an adventurous lady she was the one who initiated anal sex and that proved to be something we both liked as variety in bed.

		Nina has orgasms easily and frequently during our fun and games and we always had an active sex-life. After almost twenty years we still have fun in bed or anywhere else we happen to be with the mood strikes us.

		It was my Nina who taught me the difference in “making love” and fucking. I came into the marriage thinking they were the same thing. Of course, I was wrong but I’d be hard pressed to say which I liked best.

		That night when Nina told me about Tiffany Jordan I got to thinking about it. I had seen signs of her activities but had failed to recognize them for what they were. Of course I knew Tiffany was a hot little number and the guys always flocked around her at the juice bar but that, I thought, was normal. I knew it was good for business.

		“How sure are you that Tiffany is stealing?” I asked my wife.

		“Pretty sure,” she answered. “I can’t prove it, but something happened to the revenue. I know for a fact she’s selling her pussy. I got that bit of information from the horse’s mouth.”

		“Okay, so she’s selling it,” I said. “You can’t accuse her of stealing without absolute proof. Making an accusation might fly up and bite us on the ass. We have great liability insurance but I wouldn’t want to test it in a lawsuit. How much are we coming up short at the juice bar?” She said a figure that didn’t make any sense.

		“Why would an intelligent pretty girl steal such a paltry amount of money?” I said. “Maybe we should conduct an audit on the sly. I know the cost of some of the more exotic juices have gone up considerably over the past few months. Maybe that would account for the loss.”

		“Maybe,” Nina said. “But so what if it does? Are you comfortable having an employee who’s also a hooker?”

		I grunted but declined to answer the question. Actually, I was comfortable. I simply didn’t care what the employees did with their free time. I was sure Tiffany wasn’t using the gym for a place to screw. Not there weren’t several places that would work. The stacks of pads used on the floor exercises would make a perfect place to fuck. I should know because Nina and I had used them several times.

		The next morning I went to work at the gym. That was one thing Nina and I couldn’t agree on. I called it a gym and she insisted it was a fitness center. Nina said a gym sounded too much like a sweaty place where boxers trained and fought or a place where basketball games are played.

		When we bought the original building, it had been a boxer’s gym and I commandeered a small section of the new building to hang the heavy bag and a couple of light bags. I fought Golden Gloves while in high school and a short while afterward. I wasn’t good enough to turn pro but I enjoy doing the fighter’s workout regimen. Jumping rope, using the heavy and light bags, running, and all the other exercises was good for me and I enjoyed it. I usually went through the drills a couple times a week.

		I wondered if Tiffany was hooking if any of the other girls were. I went over the roster in my mind while I pounded the heavy bag. Diane Larkin, Missy Miller, and Rose Collins came to mind as possible. That caused me to laugh. What does a prostitute look like? More than likely not like the stereotyped street hooker with short skirts and fishnet stockings. Hell, it could be any or all of the instructors or members. Since I didn’t know what I was looking for Lara Petree, Hannah Willson, Janet Carter, Alice Johns, and Dixie Morton the other instructors could also be hooking. Maybe not Dixie Morton because she was married. That prompted another laugh. Where was it written a married woman couldn’t be a prostitute?

		I finished up my workout and showered. I was getting dressed when Abner Gribble came into the dressing room. Ab was a middle-aged black man who had started working for Nina and I almost from the day we started. He did all the janitorial work and most of the handyman duties. We inherited Ab from the old gym and he was a jewel.

		“How’s it going, Ab?” I asked him.

		“Couldn’t be any better, boss,” he replied with a huge grin. I suspected that was true for him. Ab was closer to fifty than he was forty but acted like a twenty-year-old kid. He got more pussy than any five men should get. One time he told me if I could be a nigger for one weekend, I would never want to go back to being white. I was aware that Ab was often the target for white women.

		“Great,” I said to Ab. “You getting any?”

		“Getting’ enough,” he replied. “The ladies seem to like what ol’ Ab is packin’”. I didn’t doubt it. Once I was standing at the urinal and Ab came to stand beside me. I could not believe the size of the thing he pulled out of his pants. It’s a good thing I’m confident enough with my masculinity because his cock was intimidating to say the least. I use two fingers to hold my dick when pissing. Ab should have used two hands to hold his.

		“I got that weight machine fixed,” he reported. “I was here early to work on it. Good thing, too. Miss Nina came in just as I got it done and she was wantin’ to use it with some old chick she had with her. You sure got some woman there, boss.”

		“If you said it again, you’d be right twice, Ab,” I said. “The roof people are coming this afternoon. Can you stay around to show them what needs to be done?”

		“No problem,” Ab said. Ab was salary but I was careful not to make too many demands on his time. He came early and stayed late. He was there on weekends and holidays. Ab didn’t have any family I was aware of.

		I wasn’t supposed to know about his bedroom in the basement. I wasn’t supposed to know he lived there when he wasn’t shacking up with some woman. I didn’t know if Nina knew about Ab’s living arrangements or not. We hadn’t discussed it. I was certain Ab took an occasional woman to the basement. Not that I blamed him because I would have.

		“I saw you sluggin’ that big bag,” Ab said. “You get any good out of that shit?”

		“I take out aggravations on that bag, Ab,” I told him. “That’s why I’m such a sweetheart to work for. What do you know about Tiffany?”

		“The gal at the juice stand? Good-looking woman is all I can say about that girl. Some kind of hot. Why you askin’ about Tiffany, boss?”

		“Just asking,” I said as casually as I could. “No particular reason.” Ab had suddenly gone cunning on me and that was unlike him. He had always been forthcoming with me. “If there was anything going on around here, you’d tell me wouldn’t you, Ab?”

		“I would if I thought you should know it,” he answered his eyes shifting away from me. “Like what, boss?”

		“Like anything that might hurt Nina or me,” I said. “Like something that could get us in trouble with the cops. Anything that could bite us on our ass.”

		His attempt to reassure me didn’t reassure me at all. I was sure Ab knew something that he wasn’t telling.

		My gym and Nina’s fitness center operated from six in the morning until nine o’clock at night on weekdays. We opened at nine o’clock on Saturdays and one o’clock in the afternoon on Sunday and closed at seven o’clock on weekends. As a rule Nina went early and I stayed late except weekends. We alternated the weekends taking some days off.

		I have no idea how Nina schedules the fitness trainers. I just knew that there were always some of them there at all times. Missy Miller, Dixie Morton, Janet Carter and Rose Collins were part-time employees. With the exception of Nina, Dixie was the oldest of the trainers. She was a pretty mature woman of forty-three. A hot looking forty-three. On the way from the dressing room to my office I stopped to admire Dixie leading a group of badly out of shape women in some sort of group exercise. Dixie was the only one worth watching.

		“Is there no age limit to your ogling?” Nina whispered from behind me. Damn, caught again.

		“No,” I answered her. “Age minimums, but no limits. What are you doing?”

		“I’ve just spent two hours going over the books,” Nina said. “I may have been wrong about Tiffany stealing. The costs have gone up about the amount of shortages. Damn, I thought I had her.”

		“May have been wrong?” I teased. “May have been wrong. Is that the same thing as being wrong?”

		“Fuck you. McGee,” she said laughing as she strolled off. I watched her and watching Nina walk away was always a lot of fun. “I’m on my way to raise the prices of juice. Stay out of trouble, Mike,” she called back over her shoulder.

		That night after we closed I started home and was almost there when I remembered the bank deposit bag I left on my desk. I called Nina and told her I would be a few minutes late and went back to the gym to rectify my mistake before Nina found out about it.

		I noticed that Ab’s old pick-up truck was parked where it usually was and that there was a strange car parked in the otherwise vacant parking lot. I didn’t think too much about it thinking maybe someone’s car wouldn’t start or one of the employees went with someone to get a drink.

		When I walked by the juice bar I heard water dripping. I went back to check it out. The icemaker was leaking again. I got the night deposit bag and went to the basement to find Ab to fix the leak.

		“Oh God!” I heard a woman yell. “Oh fucking God! Your cock feels so fucking good, Mister Gribble.”

		Mister Gribble? That sounded strange. I eased to where Ab had built a partition to hide his bed and peeked around it. There on the bed was a young white woman and Ab. Ab was slam-fucking the woman. As soon as the thrashing woman looked around, I recognized her.

		“Fuck me with that big black cock, Mister Gribble!” she screamed loudly. “My mother was right. You are the best fuck in the whole fucking world!”

		“Hold on, girl,” Ab grunted. “I’m about to unload some hot nigger cum in your cunt.” I thought that sounded like it was time for me to leave and so I did. I was still thinking about what I saw on the way from the bank to my house.

		The object of Ab’s effort was Sherry, Dixie Morton’s daughter by a previous marriage. I didn’t know what Sherry’s last name was. I heard Sherry cry again, ‘my mother was right’. I had to assume that her mother had sampled some of that giant cock Ab carried.

		Nina had my dinner still warm when I went in. I debated if I should tell Nina what I saw or not. I decided to wait until we were in bed to do so.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		“Honey, how old is Sherry Morton?” I asked Nina. She was brushing her short hair in front of the vanity mirror.

		“Sherry? I swear Mike. Are you going for the younger set now?”

		“No,” I said. “Hell no.!I just wondered if she was eighteen yet. That’s all.”

		“She’s legal, Mike,” Nina said coming to the bed. “She’s legal, but if you mess with her, I’ll kill your ass for you.”

		“So she is eighteen,” I said. That was a relief. At least Ab wasn’t facing statutory rape charges.

		“No, Sherry is nineteen,” Nina said. “You went to her birthday party last month. Tell momma why you are interested in a kid.”

		“If she is nineteen then she is not a kid,” I said. “I saw her naked tonight and you better believe she ain’t a kid.”

		“I’m going to strongly suggest you tell me how you happened to see Sherry naked,” Nina said coolly. “Best make it quick, pal.” I told Nina what I saw at the gym.

		“You have to be kidding me!” Nina said when I finished. “Ab has a bed in the basement?”

		“That’s what you got out of that?” I asked. “You fixated on a bed in the basement?”

		“Yeah, I mean no. What are you going to do about it?”

		“Nothing,” I said. “Sherry is old enough to know who she wants to fuck. It’s none of my business. Besides, her mother seems to know about it having been there first. If you mean what am I going to do about Ab, the answer is the same. Not a damned thing. He wasn’t raping her, Nina. They were two consenting adults fucking. I am not a member of the morals police.”

		“Well I can do something about where he fucks them,” Nina said. “I’ll run his black ass out of my basement!”

		“No you won’t,” I said. “Think about it, Nina. Ab is always there. He works all the time for very little money. He repairs things that would cost a lot of money to call in an expert. Just this morning he fixed that weight machine and that would have been several hundred dollars if a company technician came. Not to mention the machine would be out of commission for two weeks while we waited. Ab is worth ten times what we pay him so giving him a place to sleep is no big deal.”

		“A place to sleep? A place to fuck, you mean.”

		“Okay, a place to fuck then,” I answered her. “It’s none of our business what he does there as long as it’s not illegal.” I turned out the bedside lamp plunging the room into darkness.

		“Did you enjoy watching them?” Nina asked in the darkness.

		“Enjoy watching them?” That was a stalling question. I don’t know why I stalled because I always told Nina the truth. Not that I was that honest but because she always knew when I lied. I don’t know how she knew but she always did even before we got married. “I guess so,” I finally said.

		“Did it look good? Better than you and me?”

		“I don’t know because I never saw us. It sure looked like Sherry was having a good time with Ab’s big ol’ cock.”

		“That’s right,” Nina said. “We’ve never taped ourselves doing it, have we? I wonder why that is, Mike.”

		“Maybe because I don’t own a video camera,” I suggested. I had several still cameras. I’m somewhat a photography enthusiast. I caught it from my best friend in high school. Jimmy Conrad was a serious amateur photographer. As far as I know Jimmy was the only other guy to see Nina naked, but more about that later.

		“It’s too bad that Jimmy is no longer with us,” Nina said softly. “He could have taken our picture together.” It was uncanny how she could mind-track me. Jimmy had been killed during Desert Storm. “You could buy a video camera, couldn’t you?” She was snuggling up to me. I knew what that usually meant.

		“I guess I could,” I answered. “Maybe I will.” Nina sat up and removed the extra long tee shirt she used as a nightgown. I damned sure knew what that meant.

		For some reason unknown to me, Nina was extra hot that night. She had my cock out of my shorts and went down on it like she was starved for dick. She sucked me until I came and then slowly but surely got my dick hard again. She mounted me and rode me as a cowboy rides a bucking horse. It was a grand ride.

		The next morning I went to Circuit City to check on video cameras. I found one that would work on one of my tripods. They were a lot cheaper than I remembered seeing them advertised. I decided on a digital video camera because it didn’t require tape and was only a few dollars more. While I was there I asked about a small wireless camera.

		“Naw, you’ll have to go to a specialty place for that. Spy stuff, you know. Hey, you should check E-bay,” the kid clerk said. “They got all kinds of weird shit there.”

		He was right on the money because later I found a nifty little video camera on E-bay for less than fifty dollars plus shipping from Hong Kong.

		I couldn’t help but think of Jimmy Conrad again. He had every type of camera available at the time. It was his suggestion that I started photographing Nina. Jimmy was a geeky little fellow and I knew he had a huge crush on Nina. I thought his suggestion was sound so I mentioned it to Nina.

		“Naked? You have to be out of your mind,” Nina said when I told her about my idea. She wasn’t too warm to my idea. I finally got her to pose in a bathing suit and later some topless shots. After begging a lot, I finally got her completely naked. It took a long time for Nina to get comfortable posing butt naked but she came to find it enjoyable.

		One day we were in my parents’ garage doing some hot photography when Jimmy walked in on us. Nina didn’t see him at first but I did. I had to grin when Jimmy put a finger to his lips to keep me quiet. When Nina finally spotted Jimmy, she didn’t panic as I expected. She calmly walked over, got her clothes, and dressed while Jimmy watched.

		“You tell anyone about this and I’ll gouge out your eyes,” she said to Jimmy as she walked by him. Later Jimmy being the better photographer got some great nude shots of Nina. Once he got some great shots of Nina and I. Not having sex, but close as you can get without doing the deed. I still have the pictures and look at them now and again. I wanted to have one of Nina and I enlarged and hang on the wall. Nina would have none of it.

		I’ve often wondered how things would have gone if Jimmy hadn’t joined the Marine Corp. Nina was completely comfortable being naked with Jimmy around. After Nina and I got married, Jimmy came around often at first. I think his frustration over Nina is what drove him to enlist. A truth I never admitted to anyone, especially Nina, I wanted it to happen. I wanted Jimmy to fuck Nina. I thought it would be great for my best friend and my wife to fuck.

		The night before he left for boot camp he came over and took some photos of Nina and a few of Nina and I together but we never got to see them. I have no idea where his camera or the film got to.

		After Jimmy was killed I kind of lost interest in photography. I didn’t take a single picture for several years until one Christmas Nina got me a nice digital camera. Since then I’ve taken thousands of pictures of my beautiful wife.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		Videotaping us proved to be harder than it appeared. Not that I couldn’t do it, because I did, but having the camera static, a lot of the good stuff was missed. I finally bought a remote and that helped with the zooming but not panning the camera. I had to dismount for that and it was a lot of trouble to do so. Most of the time I was so into fucking I couldn’t stop to rearrange the stupid camera.

		Three weeks later the tiny spy camera arrived. It was a simple little thing and not much larger than a box of matches. In fact, it is called a matchbox camera. It was, as advertised, wireless but didn’t have a lot of range. After much trial and error, I figured out how to rig it. I put the receiver on my new video camera and it did the recording. I put the little camera in Ab’s bedroom.

		I had more than voyeuristic reasons to put it there. I wanted to know who Ab was screwing. I almost told Nina about it but didn’t for some reason. Luckily, there were a thousand hiding places in the basement for both cameras. The tiny one I stuck on a beam above Ab’s bed and set it for the widest angle. The other camera, I used as a recorder and I put in a half-empty cardboard box a few feet away.

		Every morning for two weeks, I retrieved the video camera and dumped it into my computer. Since I was doing the deed covertly, I had to be careful who was around when I dumped it. I didn’t have time to look at what I was recording until one day Nina was out of the gym shopping and I had the office to myself.

		I started at night one and watched a parade of women coming to Ab to be screwed. The lucky son of a bitch had all the women who worked for us. Most of them two or three times. About midway through the first week I got a surprise. It was Dixie Morton who came to Ab’s bed but it wasn’t Ab who fucked her. It was some black man I never saw before. Dixie and the stranger had no more than left when Sherry, Dixie’s daughter, and another stranger arrived. I wondered what the fuck was going on.

		From then on the parade of white women and black men continued. Two and sometimes three different couples a night. Money changed hands before the fucking started so I guess Nina had been right. Tiffany was peddling her ass. So were Diane, Missy, Rose, Lara, Hannah, Janet, and Dixie as well as Sherry. I wondered what happened to Alice Johns. She was as pretty as the others were if not prettier.

		I left my DVD burner making a disk with all the activities and went for a walk. I needed to think and I was poorly equipped for the task. One major question loomed over me. What would Nina do when she found out about all the fucking going on in the basement of our gym? She would hit the ceiling and maybe taking me with her. My first inclination was not to tell her but I quickly discarded that notion. I could not keep secrets from Nina for very long.

		It took two disks to capture all the fucking and I had just finished the last one when Nina returned from her shopping trip. She inquired as to what I was doing

		“Making some disk for us to watch later,” I told her.

		“Me and you making the beast with two backs?” she asked with a smile. I smiled at her and shook my head. I told her to stop guessing and just wait. Before closing time, I managed to get the camera back in the box and set to go.

		That evening we stopped for a take-out on the way home. I ate with surprising good appetite considering the bombshell I had in store to drop on Nina. Her appetite is always good.

		I had brought porn home a few times but Nina had shown little interest in watching them so I stopped. I still had a DVD player in the bedroom so we could watch movies. I put the first disk in the machine while Nina was in the shower. I was ready when she came out.

		“Is this more porn?’ Nina asked getting on the bed beside me.

		“It is, but not the usual kind. Just watch,” I said and pushed play.

		Nina was lying back when the show started but quickly sat upright.

		“Holy crap on a cracker,” she said softly after the first few of her trainers had performed.

		“Just wait it gets better,” I said.

		“Who the fuck are those men?” Nina demanded after the strangers made their appearances.

		“Johns, clients, customers…take your pick,” I said. “Watch, some of the girls require payment in advance of the sucking and fucking.”

		“Wow!” Nina said. “I was shocked when I saw Ab and some of my girls. I mean I understand that Ab is a nice looking man and it’s obvious that he can show a girl a good time but…” her voice faded away as she watched the TV screen. Diane Larkin was sucking a black cock and apparently enjoying what she was doing. When the first disk was finished, I asked Nina if she wanted to see the second disk.

		“There’s more? How did you get these movies, Mike? Did Ab give them to you?”

		“No, honey,” I said. “Ab doesn’t know about them.” I told Nina what I had done.

		“You nasty, nasty man,” Nina said when I finished telling her about the spy cam. She was smiling at me. “I need to wait on seeing more. Right now, I need you to fuck me. I need it nasty and hard. I want your dick as deep as you can put it in me.”

		Nina wanted it deep, hard and nasty and I did my best. I fucked her for nearly thirty minutes and that was a personal best for me. Watching the trainers fuck black strangers had me as hard as I’ve ever been and it had Nina as hot as I ever saw her. She was seething hot and wouldn’t let me stop even if I had wanted to.

		Finally, when she allowed me to come up for air I was completely exhausted. It was a good exhaustion and I felt great. That had been some great fucking and Nina agreed with me. I’m not sure but I think she applauded and at some point she shouted bravo.

		“Thank you for a magnificent fuck, Mike,” Nina said after we caught our breath.

		“You are certainly welcome,” I said.

		“What are we going to do?” she asked some time later.

		“I don’t know what you are going to do but I intend on passing out for about ten hours.”

		“No, I mean what are we going to do about the…what do we call it? The highly illegal activities going on in my fitness center’s basement?”

		“We think about it,” I think I said just as I drifted off on the wings of sleep.

		

		***

		

		I awoke and two things flooded my mind. One it was Sunday and my turn to be off and two I was in bed alone. The first one brought a smile to my lips and the second brought concern to me. Nina always sleeps late on Sundays. I got out of bed and smelled the fantastic aroma of coffee. Brewing coffee is one of the great odors in the world but I was in a hurry to locate my missing bride.

		I found her in the den watching the DVD we watched the night before. Not the one we hadn’t watched but the one we had. She had the picture paused and was down on her knees close to the big screen.

		“May I inquire as to what the hell you are doing?” I said from the doorway.

		“Oh Mike,” she said. “You scared me. I didn’t know you were up.”

		“I am and I’m wondering what it is you are doing down that close to the TV. Why don’t you help me out and tell me?”

		“I’m counting the money this guy is handing Missy Miller. Those are one hundred dollar bills, Mike, and I’m almost positive there are five of them. Do you know what that means?”

		“I’ll take a stab at it,” I said. “If that’s the going price of pussy, I owe you a lot of money. I’m going to get some coffee. Do you want a refill?”

		“No, I’m fine,” she said. “What it means is my trainers are making more than I am.”

		“No they aren’t,” I said from the kitchen.

		“Per hour they sure are!” she called back. “I timed Missy and she wasn’t with that guy but about thirty minutes and that is one thousand dollars an hour, my friend.”

		“Well I saw what was given to one of them and it wasn’t five hundred dollars,” I said coming back into the den.

		“What the hell do you mean you saw it?” Nina demanded.

		“I mean I saw it on my monitor when I made the disk,” I said. “I saw it better on my monitor than it shows up on the large screen. When the man paid Hannah, I could see it was two one hundred dollar bills and a fifty. They are only making five hundred bucks an hour.”

		“Big fucking deal!” Nina yelled. “That’s still more than I make.”

		“Okay, find out who’s in charge and maybe they’ll put you on their staff,” I said. “Come on, Nina. Lighten up some. The problem is not what they are being paid to fuck. The problem is that they are doing it in our basement. The problem is what do we do about it if anything.”

		“What do you mean if anything? Of course we are going to do something.” There was a long pause and she looked up at me from her spot in front of the TV. “Aren’t we?”

		“You know I think it is possible to make a thousand dollars an hour. I saw Missy do a three-man turnaround in less than an hour so that’s seven fifty. If she had hurried one or two of the first men and had a fourth man ready she could have done it.”

		“Mike, what the hell are you jabbering about? You better get serious before the cops break down our door and haul our asses off to jail.”

		“Nina, honey,” I said soothingly. “We have violated no laws. We own a gym. I’m sorry I mean a fitness center. You and I are law-abiding citizens. They will not come and haul our asses to jail so calm down. Since I’m off all day I think I might go back to bed.”

		“Bullshit!” Nina said jumping to her feet. “All leave and liberty is hereby canceled.”

		“Who died and made you captain?” I asked.

		“You did,” she said with a smirk. “Not died but our corporate charter lists me as president and secretary. You are but a lowly vice president.”

		“And treasurer,” I said. “Vice president and treasurer. If you expect to ever be paid, you will not pull that ‘I’m president’ shit. Go on in this afternoon, get the flabby into shape, and come home to a nice supper.”

		“You’ll make dinner?”

		“No, but I’ll call someone who will make it and deliver it.”

		“How can I look the trainers in the eye, Mike?” she wailed. “Oh my God! I’ve gone to a movie with some of them. I’ve had lunch with all of them at one time or another. They are prostitutes and we have to turn them in to the cops!”

		“Yeah, maybe you should focus on something else,” I said. “We do not have to turn them in to the police, Nina. We have to do nothing until we reason things out.”

		“If they were selling dope in our basement would you reason things out or call the law?’ Nina demanded.

		“I would most definitely call the law, but selling pussy isn’t the same thing as selling dope. No little children are being hooked on…well hooking. This is different and you know it, so get down off your high horse and settle down. Tomorrow is Monday and we always have a staff meeting on Mondays. At the regular scheduled meeting we will calmly discuss how you can get a job with them.” I had to duck and run because Nina was looking for something to throw at me.

		“I have another question, Mike,” Nina said as I was leaving. “What is that big black thing the men used on my girls?”

		“I think it’s called a cock, Nina,” I said

		“Then what the hell is that thing you’ve been calling your cock? A pee-pee?”

		I did not dignify that with a response.

		

		***

		

		“I made it,” Nina said settling down on the sofa beside me. “I got through the fucking afternoon and said nothing to any of them.”

		“Who worked today?” I asked putting my arm around her and hugging her close.

		“Missy, Diane, and Dixie were the girls. Tiffany at the juice bar and there were two male trainers. I didn’t see Ab all afternoon.”

		“He drives up to Waverly to see his mother some Sundays,” I said. “She’s in a nursing home up there. She’s close to ninety, I think.”

		“Yeah, I guess I knew that,” Nina said.

		“Did you watch the second disk after I left you in the den this morning?” She nodded. “Did you notice that Alice Johns wasn’t on either disk?” she nodded again. “Do you think it’s significant?”

		“No,” Nina said. “She just ended her period so she had an excuse to be absent. What did you order for dinner?”

		“I didn’t,” I said. “I thought we would go down to the Golden Frog and have a nice meal. Maybe order a nice bottle of wine. What do you think?”

		“I think that is a wonderful idea. Give me a minute to get out of my leotard and into some street clothes. I showered at the center so I’m clean. I won’t be but a minute.”

		Of course I didn’t believe for a moment that she meant a minute as in sixty seconds or even as a measurement of time. We walked out the door thirty minutes later.

		The Golden Frog restaurant is within easy walking distance and since it was a pretty evening, we walked. We had a lovely meal and after half a bottle of expensive wine, we engaged in some sparkling conversation.

		“You know what I really hate about all this crap,” Nina said as we strolled back home. “It’s knowing I can’t trust any of the people I considered friends. I’ve known Dixie for over fifteen years. I babysat Sherry when she was just a baby. I’ve known Alice almost that long. I was Hannah’s matron of honor when she got married and I let her cry on my shoulder when that didn’t work out. It just sucks, Mike.”

		“I can see how you might think so, Nina,” I said. “The trouble is it’s not a trust issue unless you insist on making it one. They didn’t steal from you. They didn’t talk about you behind your back. In fact, none of them did a thing to you, Nina. Not one damned thing. There was no breach of trust, babe.” Nina didn’t respond until we were almost to the house.

		“I see your point,” she said. “But why do I feel like I got screwed?”

		“If that’s the way you feel, maybe you should find out who owes you two hundred fifty dollars,” I joked. “Yes, they were sneaky and yes it is a bit underhanded and yes one of them should have ratted out the others, but this is the real world. In the real world sometimes, people moonlight when they need extra money. While it’s true that apparently they all make more at their second job than we pay them, it is none the less a second job. Think of it that way, why don’t you?”

		“I don’t know why I didn’t think of that,” she said. “Next time I see Hannah I will not see, in my mind’s eye, her getting a huge black dick rammed up her pussy. When I gaze into Missy’s beautiful emerald green eyes, I will not see her sucking a big black cock and swallowing his cum. When I see…”

		“Okay, maybe I over simplified,” I said interrupting what I was sure was a torrent of descriptive words. I did notice she seemed hung up on the size of the black cocks. I didn’t think any of them were all that big. “Let’s forget it for tonight and see how things look in the morning.”

		“Great idea,” Nina said. “Let’s get into bed and watch the second disk. I didn’t get to see all of it.” That was something new. I guess porn with people you know is worth watching. On the other hand, maybe, just maybe it was the big black cocks that Nina thought were worth watching. Whatever the reason it bode well for me. I hurried to catch up with her.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		I held Nina’s hand and stroked her for nearly two weeks to keep her from confronting one or all of the trainers. I didn’t have a plan I just didn’t want her to fly off the handle and possibly get some people in trouble including Nina and me.

		I used the two weeks to order another video camera to put in the basement. This one had video and audio. Since I was in somewhat of a hurry, I paid for express delivery and it came within a week.

		Getting the new camera installed was a little more tricky than the first one but I managed. I hard-wired it directly through the floor to my computer. Ab co-operated by making a mid-week visit to see his old mom.

		Also during that time, I kept a careful watch on Tiffany. I noticed that right after she arrived in the mornings, she went to the basement and changed the linen on the bed. She put the old dirty, and I do me nasty cum soaked, sheets in a hamper and got clean linen from a closet.

		Actually, the sheets weren’t that cum soaked. I had noticed that all the strangers wore a condom, which were put in a container after they finished with them. Apparently, it was Tiffany’s job to bring the condom depository to the outside trash each morning.

		“They have quite a little organization going, don’t they?” Nina observed watching Tiffany’s morning routine on my computer.

		During the second week of me holding Nina back something unusual happened one night after closing. A pick-up truck delivered a load of plywood that was taken to the basement and stacked at the back in a darkened corner. At least it was dark after Ab removed the light bulb.

		“I’m tired of waiting,” Nina announced one night. We had watched the previous two night’s action in our basement and enjoyed a good romp afterward. “It’s time to shit or get off the pot.”

		“Okay,” I agreed. “I need to find out what the hell Ab is going to do with the sheets of plywood. Who do you think is the trainer most likely to level with you?”

		“Dixie,” Nina said without having to think about it.”She and I have always been close so I think I can get her to talk. Are you going to talk to Ab?”

		“Yes, but I have to be careful. I do not want to lose him. I wasn’t kidding when I said he’s worth his weight in gold to the gym…fitness center.”

		I met with Ab the next afternoon in the office. I told him to have a seat. He looked uncomfortable at being summons to the office.

		“Tell me about the stack of plywood in the basement,” I said to the man. For a moment I thought he was going to profess ignorance but he shook his head and looked at the floor.

		“I was going to build some partitions down there,” he said. “Maybe put in some wiring.”

		“Why, Ab?” I asked him.

		“I thought it would be okay if I spread out a little,” he mumbled.

		“I think that kind of remodeling would require a city license or a permit of some kind, wouldn’t it?”

		“I guess so if they knew about it,” he said. “I was going to do the work myself when we closed for the Thanksgiving holidays.” If he worked fast he could do it because we closed after work on Wednesday and didn’t reopen until the following Monday.

		“Okay, Ab,” I said turning the computer monitor around so he could see it. I played the first of the many disks I had. It was a clear video of Ab fucking Tiffany Jordan. “Why don’t you level with me, Ab? Haven’t I always been fair with you?” he watched the video for a few moments.

		“How long you known about that?” he asked me.

		“A while,” I said. “Talk to me, Ab. Tell me what the fuck is going on in my basement.”

		“It started last spring,” he said after a moment. “Miss Tiffany needed some money. A lot of money. Her daddy was sick and needed an operation. She had sold her good car and bought a junker to drive but it weren’t nowhere enough money.”

		“One day I was driving down the street and saw her old car halfway in the street. It had quit on her and wouldn’t start. I got out in the pouring rain and pushed her on out of the street. She sat in my truck while we waited for a tow truck and that’s when she told me about her money problems. She told me she had sold everything she had with any value and didn’t have anything else. I joked with her and told her she still had one thing to sell.”

		“Miss Tiffany laughed and said if she knew who would buy she was willing to sell her pussy. I told her I thought I could find her a buyer. After the truck came to get her car, I took her home to her place. She let me sample what she had and I thought she was good enough to make some money. It didn’t take long to find a brother who would pay good money for a piece of white ass. I kept her supplied with men but she wasn’t getting enough money to pay for her dad’s operation. At least it wasn’t coming fast enough. Somehow, Miss Tiffany talked some of her friends into helping her so I had to scout around for enough men to pay for white pussy. I was surprised to find there were a lot of black men willing to part with money to fuck a white woman. Some of the dudes only came once, but most of them came back for more. Not that it mattered because there are a lot more black men wantin’ white pussy than there are white women willing to put out. I had to start scheduling and that was hard.”

		“Also the only place any of them felt safe was right here at the gym. So all spring and summer I kept the brothers coming for pussy,” Ab said. “Am I in a lot of trouble?”

		“I don’t know yet,” I answered. “Did Tiffany get enough money for the operation?”

		“Yeah, she did after her friends jumped in to help her get the cash. Miss Tiffany told us the operation was successful and her old man was getting better.”

		“When was that?” I asked him.

		“Back in late July or early August, I think. A couple months ago.”

		“And of course you took a commission for your services as a pimp and furnishing the room,” I said.

		“I did not do any such thing,” he said indignantly. “Miss Tiffany needed the money and I would never take it from her. None of us took a dime of the money. Every dollar went to Miss Tiffany.”

		“So what? You took pussy in payment?”

		“Yeah, I guess you could say so,” he said. “They was offering me pussy and I wanted it. I mean it was a thing for some of them to fuck a black man. Of course me and Miss Dixie had fucked a bunch of times before any of this started. I knew she would jump at the chance to help Miss Tiffany. That girl of hers showing up was a nice surprise. That little bitch sure loves to fuck and dearly loved a black cock.”

		“I can see your motives were good, Ab,” I said. “I have to wonder if the operation was nearly three months ago, why are the girls still fucking for dollars?”

		“I expect you need to talk to Miss Dixie about that,” he said. “Not my place to say anything.”

		“Okay, I will, Ab,” I said turning off the computer. “Go back to work and we’ll talk later.”

		I was on my way to find Nina when she found me. She looked excited or maybe worried or some of both.

		“Did you talk to Ab?” she asked when we were out of hearing distance from anybody.

		“I did,” I told her. “It’s a fascinating story. Did Dixie talk to you?”

		“Yes, some but she wanted us together before she told the whole story. She’s coming over tonight. What did Ab say?” I told her what Ab told me. She listened without interruption.

		“If I didn’t know Ab was a truthful man, I wouldn’t believe a word of it,” Nina said when I finished. “I guess it makes some sense though. Tiffany told me last spring her dad was sick. She took a few days off to go see him.”

		“Let’s see what Dixie has to say about it,” I suggested.

		That evening after we closed Dixie came to our house. I made her a stiff drink and we sat in the den. This is the story she told us.

		

		***

		

		Dixie’s Story:

		

		I don’t know where to start. I suppose I should back-up to about a year ago. Barry, my husband, lost all interest in sex and hadn’t touched me sexually for several months. One night I went out to get drunk or laid or both. I managed to only get drunk.

		I was on my way home when I realized I was not able to see what was ahead of me without closing one eye. I was only a block or so from the gym so I managed to get to the parking lot without running over anything or anybody. I decided to go in and call a taxi.

		I had no idea that Ab was actually living in the basement so I was shocked when I heard water running in the men’s locker and shower room. I thought maybe someone had left the water on so I went in to turn it off. I walked in the shower and there stood a soapy, wet, and naked Ab.

		I stood in shocked silence for a long time just staring at that wonderful hunk of man meat hanging between his legs. It was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen. I don’t know how long I stared at him before I realized he was talking to me.

		“Get naked and get in with me or get the fuck out of the shower room,” he said. His cock was slowly coming alive and while I watched it become longer, thicker, and harder I undressed. It was almost as if my fingers had a mind of their own. I got under the water with him and he embraced me. He held me tight and kissed me. It had been so long since a man had touched me I had a small orgasm right there. The first of many that night.

		Ab took me down to the basement and proceeded to fuck me like I had never been fucked before. It was heaven on earth and it lasted most of the night. He shoved that big black log in my pussy and he didn’t take it completely out for nearly two hours. Even when he did take his cock out he wasn’t through with me.

		I was ashamed of what we had done and I didn’t speak to Ab for a few days. Then it dawned on me that I had the answer to my problem right there in the fitness center. I didn’t need to go out drinking while looking for sex. I located Ab and asked him if I could come back that night. He was happy and said he would be pleased if I did. I did go back that night and the next and almost every night after that for over a month.

		One afternoon I came in from work early and found Sherry with some pimple faced boy and they were fucking in the floor of my living room. Not only were they naked and fucking but also Barry was sitting in his chair watching them. I was so pissed I couldn’t talk. I just screeched and threw the boy out of my house. I would have thrown Barry out but he left before I could get to him.

		When I turned on Sherry, she just laughed and told me to get off my high horse. I was so surprised I didn’t get angry at her. I demanded she explain.

		“Barry took my cherry but he’s not into fucking any more. He just likes to watch me and Donny fuck. What’s the big deal? You are getting some somewhere, aren’t you?” I asked her to tell me why she thought so. “Because for months you were a fucking bitch and suddenly you were back to normal. You went from witch, to bitch, to sweet ol’ mom. That could only mean you were getting some dick from someone. Am I right?”

		I thought about it and decided to tell her the truth. I told her I was seeing Abner Gribble from the fitness center. Sherry didn’t believe I was fucking a black man at first. When she did believe me, she wanted details.

		I’m sure Sherry thought I was exaggerating. It has to be hard for someone who has been fucking a wimp like Barry and some teenage boy to understand what it means to be fucked by a real man. A man with a big cock. A man who doesn’t understand the meaning of quit. A man who makes it his mission to make you cum…and cum…and cum.

		When Sherry finally believed I was telling her the unvarnished truth she wanted in on the fucking. I wasn’t sure she could handle a man like Ab but she insisted so I took her to the doctor and got her on the pill. I was still on birth control pills so I didn’t worry about becoming pregnant and I damned sure didn’t want Sherry knocked-up.

		I suppose it’s bizarre when a mother fixes her daughter up to be fucked. It felt weird but right. I told them I would be there when it happened to stop it if it was too painful for Sherry. I worried for nothing. Ab was a perfect gentleman and he took it slow and easy with Sherry.

		It was a good thing she was on the pill because Ab pumped a quart of cum in her pussy. It was so full when he shoved his cock in her his cum squirted out. I asked Sherry if she had enough and she said most defiantly no. Ab did her for over an hour and when he came in her for the last time poor Sherry was as limp as an old dishrag. I had to nearly carry her up the stairs and to the car. Ab helped me or I would have had to leave her there.

		After that night I had to share Ab with Sherry but he seemed to be able to handle both of us with no trouble. The man is a fucking stallion.

		In the meanwhile, I had to figure out what to do with Barry. As a husband and a breadwinner he was worthless. He had no value as a sex partner. In fact, he was just taking up space so I told him to pack his shoes, shirt, and the rest of his shit and hit the road. He said he would take me to court so I asked Ab if he would help me. Ab beat the crap out of Barry and tossed his ass out the door. I told Barry that since Sherry was under eighteen when he took her virginity he could go to jail. I think she was over eighteen but there was no way Barry wanted to have it in court. He packed and left and I haven’t heard from him since.

		Things were going along great with Sherry, Ab and me. Like I said he was man enough for both of us. Then he told me about Tiffany Jordan and her dad. I wasn’t too surprised when he told me he was setting her up with customers. I mean I figured she was a slut. Her story touched me and I offered to help her raise the money. Sherry found out about it and she volunteered to help. Then Missy found out and jumped in to help out. One by one all of the trainers got into the act.

		It was a good thing because Tiffany, Sherry, and I couldn’t get enough money in time to do any good. Did it bother me that my daughter and me were prostitutes? No, not really. At first we didn’t think of it as prostitution and by the time we did think of it as prostitution it didn’t matter. We were raising a lot of money quickly and Tiffany’s father needed it to live. It’s real easy to rationalize what you are doing if it is for a good cause.

		By the time we had enough money to pay for the operation and the hospital costs we were used to fucking strangers. To tell the truth it was a lot of fun for all of us. None of us wanted to stop so we didn’t. For the past two months we’ve been putting the money we made into savings and investments. We formed an investment club. We all fuck and we all put money into the fund.

		

		***

		

		“I mean we did until today,” Dixie said. “I guess you’ll insist we stop what we’re doing.”

		“Dixie, honey,” Nina said. “You can see the position you put Mike and me in, don’t you? I mean we don’t care what you or the others do with your own time and your own bodies. If you want to be a prostitute it’s your business but we could get into real trouble with the law.”

		“I know you could,” Dixie said. “That’s why I insisted, when we set up the investment club, that you and Mike were equal share holders. Your share is worth about fifteen thousand dollars so far.”

		I could feel Nina’s eyes on me. I knew she knew what I was thinking. Fifteen thousand dollars was a lot of money and it would go a long way toward a new facility we were thinking about building. When I looked at her, Nina was smiling at me.

		“Want to become the manager of a house of ill repute?’ she asked me. “A gym of ill repute?”

		“A whorehouse by any other name,” I said. We talked with Dixie for a while longer. Dixie seemed completely at ease talking about being a prostitute. It didn’t seem to bother her that she was a whore for black men. I found it curious that Nina was taking it all in stride. If anything, she seemed caught up in the intrigue of it.

		Ab and I started working on the basement a few days later. Working part time, we built five rooms and since there was plumbing already in the basement, we made the rooms with a small bathroom complete with a shower. I say we, but it was mostly Ab. He told me where to drive a nail and I did it.

		We all decided that it wasn’t smart to have more people knowing we had bedrooms in the basement. That was one reason I went fifteen miles away to get the beds. I used Ab’s pick-up truck and I had to make three trips to get everything. In the meanwhile, Nina went to several outlet stores to get linen and pillows. When I questioned the need for pillows Nina quipped that a pillow as needed to put under the girl’s butt. My wife always surprises me with her sense of humor.

		The new and improved house of ill-repute opened for business the week before Christmas and the girls all had a busy time. The only advertisement was word-of-mouth and apparently, it was effective. So effective one of the girls had to act as a scheduler and hostess. To accommodate the increase in the prostitution trade we shortened the gym’s hours.

		All of the women were extremely busy through the New Year’s holidays and the weeks that followed. Since Nina and I came late to the party we let Dixie continue as the leader of the pack. She allowed the girls to keep half of what they made and the other half went into the investment portfolio. By the first of March every one of them were driving a new or at least a newer car. Everyone but Ab and Nina and me. We let our entire share go into the investment and so did Ab. He told me he was saving for his old age and his old truck was still good enough for him.

		One afternoon just before the gym closed and the whore department opened I had a visitor. I was in the office when he showed up at my door.

		“You Mike?’ the man asked.

		I looked up to see a short heavyset black man staring at me. “My name is Tosh. Jerome Tosh. You heard of me?”

		“I have not,” I answered. “What can I do for you, Mister Tosh?”

		“I’m interested in some of this fine white pussy you got around here,” he said coming on into my office and sitting down across from me. “I do dearly love to sink my black cock in white gash. In fact, I’m thinkin’ I’ll fuck your whore wife first. I like white cunts with tiny tits like hers. What do you think about that?”

		“That’s not an option, Mister Tosh,” I said unable to keep my heart from thumping hard.

		“I think it is,” he answered with a cruel smile. “I can almost hear her squall when I shove my cock in her tight little ass. I’ll let you watch if you got the stomach for it.”

		“What’s on your mind, Mister Tosh?” I asked trying to keep my anger from showing.

		“You got a nice operation going here,” he said. “I’m only going to take half of the money. You can keep the other half. If you play ball with me, I won’t be fucking your wife. Not unless she wants it.” He added with a sneer. “I probably will fuck her.”

		I want it clearly understood that I had not hit another human in anger since grade school. I had not hit anyone at all since my golden glove boxing days in high school. I hadn’t even wanted to hit anyone but I stood up and I hit Tosh. I gave him a hard right jab and I put my whole body into it. I felt his nose break and flatten and I heard teeth hitting my desk. Jerome Tosh was out cold and never even moved from his seat.

		For a few moments, I stared at him and the wreck I had made of his face. Blood poured from his mouth and nose.

		I left the office, closing the door, and went to find Ab. I found him tinkering with one of the machines. I asked him to find a laundry cart and bring it to my office.

		“Tosh,” Ab said looking at the unconscious man sitting at my desk. “That asshole is Jerome Tosh. Is he dead?”

		“No,” I said and told him what had happened.

		“He’s a bad man, Mike,” Ab said. “He ain’t ever goina rest until he gets even. He’s a mean cocksucker and he’ll shoot you from ambush or torch the gym. Help me get him loaded in the cart.”

		We struggled and finally got the man out of my chair and into the laundry cart. The cart is something we used to haul dirty towels and whatever to the washing machines. It was about half full of dirty towels when we put Jerome Tosh in it. I put some dirty towels on top of Tosh. We pushed it through the gym to the small loading dock in back.

		I waited while Ab went for his truck and when he had backed up to the dock we pushed Jerome, cart and all, onto the truck.

		“What are you going to do with him, Ab?” I asked.

		“Don’t worry ‘bout it, boss,” Ab said and drove away. I got some ice and put it on my hand. It was going to be very sore in a short while. Ab hadn’t returned by closing and I waited until it got late and then I went home. I told Nina what had transpired.

		“Where was Ab taking him?” she asked. I told her I had no idea. “I guess we should have expected it,” Nina said after a while. “It’s the sort of business that attracts unsavory people.”

		“That’s not true, Nina,” I protested. “We’re in the business and we are not unsavory. None of us are unsavory.” I had some trouble saying unsavory. The ice had kept the swelling from my hand but the pain was still there. Nina gave me some Tylenol with codeine that she got from her tame doctor.

		“Okay, if you say so,” Nina said. “Why did you hit him so hard? Was it because he was muscling in on your whorehouse or what?”

		“Naw, it was what he said about you that really pissed me off,” I said. “It’s all right if you want a black cock in your ass, but be damned if you should have to squall about it.”

		“It’s really all right?” Nina asked. “You wouldn’t mind if I got some black cock?” The codeine had scrambled my brain but I knew I was walking around in a minefield so I didn’t answer her. “Really, Mike, it would be okay with you if me and Ab, for example, got it on? You wouldn’t mind seeing me with another man. Sucking his cock and letting him fuck me?”

		Not saying anything had worked well for me to that point so I stayed mute. I knew that Nina had nearly worn out the disk with Ab fucking Tiffany, Dixie, and Sherry. Oh, I don’t know if it’s even possible to wear a DVD out or not but I made a copy just in case.

		“I’ll admit I have thought about it,” Nina went on as if I had responded. “Watching Ab do Dixie gives me cold shivers followed by hot flashes. He certainly looks like he would be a good fuck, doesn’t he? Dixie said one of the greatest thrills ever is meeting a strange black man for the first time knowing he was going to fuck her. I think Dixie and even Sherry would do it for free. They both sure like being whores. I think I might like it, too. Do you think I would make a good whore, Mike?” I would not have answered if she hadn’t poked me in the ribs. That caused me to move and thus speak.

		“I think you would make a great whore, honey,” I said. “I’d love to see you take a big hard black cock.” Fuck! That had to be the codeine talking. I never had the balls to say that to her. What was worse, I couldn’t shut up. “I’d like to hold your legs open for ol’ Ab so he could get to your snatch. I’d be in the perfect position to watch as his black cock went in your white cunt. After he had his cock in you and was fucking you I’d get down and bite your perfect tiny tits until you came hard. When Ab had fucked you for half an hour I’d claim sloppy seconds and I’d fuck you and maybe I’d fuck your ass, too.”

		Nina sat and stared at me in shocked silence for what seemed the longest time. Then she got up and helped me up.

		“Come on, Mike,” she said. “I’m going to need some fucking before you conk-out on me.”

		I awoke feeling fuzzy. I had a hangover and hadn’t had a drink. I managed to sit on the edge of the bed and look at the clock. It was much later than I usually get up. My hand hurt but not as much as it had at first. It was stiff and just a little swollen. A shower helped with some of the fuzziness and some coffee Nina left for me helped enough for me to get to the gym. I found Ab in the basement cleaning up after the night’s debauchery.

		“What did you do with Tosh?” I asked Ab.

		“Don’t concern yourself about it, boss,” Ab said. “I took care of it. We won’t have to worry ‘bout Tosh anymore.”

		“What the fuck does that mean?”

		“I took him up to the New River Gorge and tossed his ass off the bridge,” Ab said.

		“Threw him off? Was he dead, Ab? Did my punch kill him?”

		“He claimed he wasn’t dead, but Tosh was a known liar,” Ab said with a big grin. “Don’t you worry ‘bout that piece of shit. He wasn’t any good to anybody. If he had family they are better off without him. This be the last time we speak of it, boss. It’s over and done with. Looks like the girls had a good night,” he said. “Least ways a messy night. Your hand feeling all right?”

		“My hand? Oh yeah, it’s okay, Ab.” I tried to think of something to say that would make things better. I drew a blank.

		“Look, boss,” Ab said. “The only family I got left is my mother and her brain left her years ago. This place is my home and the girls with you and Miss Nina is my family. A man protects his family or he ain’t a man. That’s all I got to say ‘bout that. I got to get busy and get this place cleaned up. Looks like it will be busy tonight.”

		I went up to my office and sat down. I saw two teeth on my desk and found another one under the chair Tosh had been using. I put all three teeth down the toilet.

		“You made it,” Nina said when I got back to the office. “You are alive.”

		“This ain’t living,” I said. Actually, I was feeling a lot better.

		“Did you ask Ab what he did with the man?”

		“You can’t testify to what you don’t know,” I said. “So don’t ask, okay?”

		“Okay, if you say so,” Nina said. “Thanks for last night, Mike. You were wonderful.”

		“No kidding?” I had no recollection of doing anything. I suddenly remembered talking to Nina about Ab.

		“Your performance was with your usual ardor and you did clear up a few things that had been bothering me.”

		“Like what?” I said instead of saying ‘oh shit’ like I wanted to do.

		“From what you said I got the feeling that you wouldn’t mind a threesome with me and another man,” Nina said. “Is that right?” I nodded because my mouth was too dry to speak words. “Good, that’s what I wanted, too. Make it happen, Mike and make it soon, please. I have a class about to start. See you later, love.”

		The rest of the day went by normally but to me it seemed to drag much too slowly. I kept thinking or trying to think about what all I said to Nina last night. It came to me in bits and pieces. I certainly had indicated I wanted to see Nina with another man. Ab, if memory served, is who I said I wanted to see her with. I suspected I may have been graphic in what I wanted to see.

		By seven o’clock, closing time, the gym part of the business was empty of customers. There were a few vehicles in the parking lot so I assumed the basement was beginning to get busy. I gathered up some things I wanted to take home, including a couple of recent DVD’s from the cameras in the basement. I had installed one camera in each of the five rooms.

		I should point out here that at no time had blackmail or extortion entered my mind. Nina and I both enjoyed looking at the fucking that went on every night and that was the only reason I taped the proceedings.

		Nina met me at the front door when I entered the house. She was dressed in an old housedress but her make-up was carefully applied. She always looked hot no matter what she was wearing.

		“Did you talk to Ab?” she asked me.

		“No, not yet,” I said. “I thought we needed to make sure we both were on the same page.”

		“We are on the same page, Mike,” she said. “You want to see me get fucked by a black man and I want to get fucked by one. Is that the same page?” I had to admit that it certainly sounded like we were on the same page. “Okay, so why isn’t Ab here right now?” I simply shook my head. I didn’t have an answer. “Okay,” Nina said coming closer to hug me. “I did talk to him. Ab will be here in a little while. Do you want a drink?”

		Not only did I want a drink, I needed a drink. Maybe two or five. Nina got me a double bourbon on the rocks. She knew exactly what I needed.

		Nina went up to the bedroom to do something and I sat in the den and sipped the drink. I was fearful of what was about to happen. Oh, I wasn’t afraid of how I would feel, but I wondered how it would impact Nina and our marriage. When the doorbell rang, I jumped as if touched by a live electrical wire.

		“Howdy, boss,” Ab said when I opened the door to admit him. He looked around and I knew who he was searching for. I told him Nina was upstairs dressing. “Good,” he said. “I wanted to talk to you before…well, before anything happened.”

		I took him to the den and gave him some whiskey and ice. He looked uncomfortable and I suppose I did also. It was an uncomfortable situation.

		“Are you and Miss Nina sure you want this to happen?” Ab asked me. I assured him we did. “I mean it all right if you changed your mind. I like to be around the gym on nights when the girls are working. Some of them boys ain’t gentlemen. I got a friend of mine, he a cop, looking after things tonight. He’s cool,” Ab quickly said seeing the look of concern on my face. “I’ve used him before. I just want to be sure I ain’t fucking up a good thing. I mean I’m putting money in the bank and I never got to do that before. You see what I’m saying, boss?”

		“I do and everything will be as good tomorrow as they are today,” I said. “Don’t worry about it, Ab.” I wasn’t as sure as I made it sound.

		“Good,” he said with a sigh of relief. “How’s this going to play out?”

		“I don’t know,” I answered honestly. “I think Nina is in charge. Let’s just play it by ear.” We sipped our drinks and waited. We didn’t have to wait very long.

		“I went shopping and I bought some things to model for you boys,” Nina said breezing into the den. “I hope you like the show.” She was wearing a neon red outfit, which consisted of a negligee, and under it she had on matching panties and bra. She looked hot as hell as she paraded around the room occasionally flashing us by flipping the robe open. Both Ab and I applauded. She smiled at me and left the room telling me to put some music on the stereo. I found a CD and started the music. It was mainly percussion and bass music.

		While she changed, I ran to get my video camera. There was no way I didn’t want this show recorded.

		Her next ensemble was a slinky black teddy. Her small perky breasts were nearly visible as she swayed to the music. I was sporting a throbbing boner, and I knew Ab was hard also. A dead man would have been hard.

		“I like the music,” Nina said “Don’t change it. You boys seen enough yet?”

		We quickly assured her that we had not had anywhere near enough. She laughed as she left us. Her next outfit nearly caused my heart to leap out of my chest. It was a gauzy white drape affair that I hadn’t seen before. I’m sure it has a name, but I don’t know what. We could catch a glimpse of her tiny breasts when she moved across the room. It was plain to see that she had nothing on under the gauzy material.

		Nina came out two more times and each time she had on less than the time before. Her last change was a fire engine red bikini. Not the top, just the bottoms. She paraded around the room her pert breasts and puffy nipples proudly displayed.

		“So boys, did you like the show?” she asked coming to a stop in front of where Ab was sitting.

		“Hell yes!” Ab said. “Girl, you don’t know what you’ve done to me. Show us the rest.”

		“Do you mean you want me totally nude?” Nina said in a teasing tone. “Wouldn’t that excite you and make you want to do something to me? Something disgusting and nasty?”

		“Dammit, bitch,” Ab growled. “I already want to fuck your brains out. I have wanted to do it for years.”

		For some reason I had zoomed in on Nina’s face, and through the viewer finder, I saw her eyes blink rapidly when Ab said “bitch”. That wasn’t one of her favorite words and she chastised me for using it, but his use of the B word didn’t seem to have a negative effect on her.

		I widened the view back out to catch Nina slipping the bottoms off. If I had any doubt that something was going to happen between her and Ab, I didn’t have them any longer. Nina was going to be fucked and nothing on this earth could stop it. I couldn’t have stopped it then, even if I had wanted to…which I didn’t.

		Nina, now totally naked except for her heels, took a short walk around the room and came back in front of Ab and stopped again, her legs spread wide, hands on her hips. “See anything you like?” She was in full heat now. The sexual tension was something I could actually feel in the air.

		Ab didn’t answer. He reached out and ran a finger through her pussy. He slipped one finger in, then two in her wet pussy and with his fingers crooked in her, pulled her to him. I could hear Nina moan as she fell into his lap. Ab covered her mouth with his, never taking his fingers out of her pussy. With his free hand, he was mauling her tiny tits and pulling hard on her puffy nipples.

		I was in voyeur mode. It was a strange feeling to be a watcher while Ab mauled my woman but I liked the feeling and it gave me a thrill to see her so sexually revved up.

		After about ten minutes of play, Ab let Nina go. She jumped to her feet, gasping for breath, her chest heaving. She grabbed Ab hands and urged him to get up. When he did, she pulled him toward the downstairs guest bedroom, yelling at me to forget the fucking camera and come on. I did follow, but I took the camera with me. There was no way I wasn’t going to capture what I knew was going to happen.

		I got to the bedroom in time to see Nina tearing at Ab’s clothes. They were standing beside our bed. Nina went to her knees as she pulled his pants down. She left them crumpled at his ankles and jerked his boxers down.

		“My God, it’s beautiful,” Nina said breathlessly. “Mike, look at it. Isn’t it the most gorgeous thing you have ever seen? It’s even better in real life and not just on tape.”

		I am sure of my masculinity so I can admit that Ab has a pretty impressive looking cock, but I’ll be damned if I’ll use the words beautiful or gorgeous. Ab sported a cock that was almost eight inches long. I could see that it was big in girth also. Like the rest of him it was black except for the mushroom shaped head, which looked purple. I eased back out of the way, camera poised.

		Nina got up and rose up on her tiptoes her mouth searching for his. Ab bent down and they kissed, long and deep, while she held onto his cock. It looked like she was afraid that it would get away if she let go.

		Watching my beautiful wife handle Ab’s huge cock was without a doubt the most erotic thing I had ever witnessed.

		Nina was flushed and not just her face. Her whole body was bright pink. Ab’s cock was so large she had to use both hands to control it.

		“You want to suck my cock, Nina?” Ab asked after the kiss broke. Nina nodded several times, dropped to her knees, and put her mouth on his nearly hard cock. Nina loves to suck cock and she was getting down on it pretty good. Ab let her work on his cock for a few minutes until it was as hard as it was likely to get. A cock that big doesn’t stick straight out like us shorthorns. Too heavy I guess, but I hadn’t thought of it until then. Again I wondered if the guys with big dicks enjoyed sex more than the rest of us. Again, I concluded it wasn’t possible.

		“Damn, baby,” Ab moaned. “That feels so fuckin’ good. You got a great cocksucker here, boss.”

		I nodded but he wasn’t looking at me. His eyes were on Nina and it was obvious he was ready to move on to something else.

		“It’s time to fuck,” Ab asked Nina softly. “How do you want it?”

		“On my back,” Nina said laying crossways on the bed. “I want to be under you, and I want to see your face when you put it in me.” She raised her legs and spread them until her knees were almost to her shoulders.

		Ab pulled her out on the bed a little ways, and rubbed his massive rod up and down her wet and glistening slit. I could see that she was soaking wet even from across the room. I moved around, taking the camera with me so that I could see both their faces. Ab had a half grin on his face and Nina was wide-eyed, and had a look of eager anticipation on her face. Ab was teasing her by putting the head of his black cock in her and then withdrawing it. He did that several times.

		“Quit fucking around!” Nina said sharply. “Put the damned thing in and fuck me.” Ab put the head of his cock back in her pussy and leaned in, putting another two inches in her. Nina’s wide eyes got even bigger. “Want more, cunt?” Ab asked.

		“I want it all, you black son of a bitch,” Nina hissed. “Give it all to me. Fuck me, you black cocksucker!”

		Ab shoved all eight inches into her, she bucked hard, and screamed loudly. He gave her a few seconds to get used to it, and then he started pumping in and out of her. I saw all this through the viewfinder. Ab grabbed her legs and pulled them farther apart and even farther back. That raised her pussy upward, and he kept slamming in and out of her. Nina’s face was flushed. Hell, her whole body was flushed. I knew when she came the first time, and even the second, but I lost track after that.

		Fifteen minutes after he started fucking Nina, Ab ejaculated in her. When he unloaded, he grunted loudly, but kept fucking her. His come was leaking out of the tight ring her cunt formed around his cock. When Ab withdrew his cock, her pussy came out with it some. It looked like she was being turned inside out. Seeing his black shaft in her beautiful pink pussy was the most erotic sight I had ever seen.

		It was amazing to watch her pinkness turn to bright red as blood engorged her pussy. One of her hands was on Ab’s shoulder, urging him on, while the other played with her puffy nipples. She pulled, rubbed, stroked, and pinched her nips. She was grunting and moaning while the big black man fucked her. Occasionally she would whimper, and a couple of times cried out for him to stop while in the same breath she urged him to keep fucking her. I didn’t think he intended on stopping.

		When Ab pulled completely out of her, a flood of his come came gushing out. He rolled her over, relocated her on the bed, and took her doggy fashion. Nina started woofing like the bitch dog she was. Ab was getting even deeper in her in that position. My cock felt like it was about to burst. I put the camera down and took off my clothes. I went to the other side of the bed closest to Nina’s head and presented my cock to her. Her eyes were closed, but she sensed I was there so she latched onto my dick and started sucking it. With my excitement level and her hard sucking, I didn’t last very long. I shot-off in her mouth; she swallowed and kept on sucking. I managed to get my softened dick away from her, and went back to my camera work.

		Nina and Ab fucked for another fifteen minutes until he exploded in her again and became very still. They both lie as still as death for a few minutes then Ab got off of her and got off the bed.

		“My God!” Nina said her voice shaky. “That was something!”

		“Yeah and we ain’t through yet,” Ab said. He was sitting on a straight chair. His massive cock was not soft and it wasn’t completely hard either. I wondered if he ever got completely soft. “Let me know when you want some more black cock.”

		“I’m ready right now,” Nina said and she got off the bed. Cum was running down both of her legs. She approached the seated Abner Gribble with a look of pure determination. She was a slut on a mission.

		“Climb up on it, Nina,” I suggested. “Get on his lap and put that cock in you.” Nina climbed up on Ab’s lap and rose up so that Ab could guide his massive love stick in her sloppy soaking wet cunt.

		“Ahhhh, God! It’s huge!” Nina cried as he worked the head of it in her again. “It’s so fucking big, Mike! I love it!” I squatted down and aimed the camera at her pussy. She eased down a scant inch at a time until she had all of it in her. She was sobbing and making weird noises. “Don’t move, honey,” she told Ab. “Give me a few minutes, please.” Ab assured her that he couldn’t move. After a few minutes, she wiggled her ass a little, like she was testing things.

		“Suck…my…tits, Ab,” she said softly. “Bite my nipples.” I moved to the side so that I could capture his thick lips descending on her pink puffy nipple. Nina had an orgasm just as his teeth touched her hard nipples. She had an even bigger one when he bit down on her.

		With Ab’s teeth still clamped on Nina’s nipple, she started to rock back and forth. Slowly at first then gradually getting faster. After a few moments of that, she raised herself up a little and fell back down on his cock. Nina did that a few times, rising higher each time until she was wildly fucking the entire length of his black cock. Her wild gyrations tore his teeth from her nipples causing her to screech with pain and pleasure combined.

		Suddenly Ab stood up with Nina still impelled on his cock. He moved to the bed and fell on it with poor little Nina under him. His weight must have driven his cock deep into her womb. She screamed loudly and came again. For the next half hour, Ab fucked Nina in every position known to man.

		“I love it!” Nina screamed as he rammed his cock in her from behind. “Oh My God, Mike! I love his black cock in me! He’s filled my pussy up with it! His dick is in my cervix!” I saw an opportunity to get in on the action again so I presented her with my super-hard throbbing cock to suck and she took it and sucked me with gusto. The force of Ab’s cock being shoved in her cunt would send my cock deep into her throat. She gagged some, but never turned loose of it even when I shot off. She swallow every drop of my cum.

		The sight of Nina and Ab, in any position, was totally unbelievable. She looked like a doll he was playing with. Once he had her sitting on his cock while he lay flat on his back. He used his ham-like hands on her hips and fucked himself with my wife. She didn’t have to do anything except enjoy the ride, and it certainly appeared as if she enjoyed it a lot.

		Sometime after two in the morning, I went up to my own bed and left them still going at it. My battery and the battery on the video camera both ran down about the same time. I went to sleep thinking I had witnessed something very special. Something to be treasured forever.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		Later the next morning after only a few hours of sleep I went down to the kitchen to find my wife sitting at the kitchen table. She should have looked haggard and worn out but she didn’t. She looked as fresh as a daisy.

		“What time did Ab leave?” I asked pouring a cup of life-giving coffee.

		“Not long after you went to bed,” she answered. “Are you all right? Are we all right?”

		“I’m fine and we are fine, honey,” I said. “That modeling thing was a stroke of genius.”

		“I thought it might be a good ice-breaker,” Nina said. “When you are awake and functional I have to tell you something that Ab mentioned last night.”

		“What?” I said. “I’m about as functional as I’m likely to get for a while.”

		“The basement business is generating a lot of traffic,” Nina said. We had started calling the whoring part as the “basement business”. I motioned for her to continue. “We have a nice business with the fitness center. It’s making us a nice living and Ab thinks’ with all the men coming to the basement we’ve put the center in jeopardy. There is a risk that someone would say something to the wrong person and we would be arrested.” I knew she and Ab were right. I had started to worry about it myself.

		“I’m not so much worried about being arrested, but that the gym’s reputation would be ruined,” I said. “We would lose all out customers if it became common knowledge we were running a whorehouse in our basement.”

		“That’s right and we don’t want that,” Nina agreed. “So what should we do? Close it down?”

		“I don’t want to do that,” I said. “Too many people are counting on that income. I’m not sure we have the right to fuck them up. Let’s think about it. Maybe you should talk to Dixie about it. Surely we can come up with something.” I watched her and noticed that she was in her work mode. No make-up except some lipstick and freshly scrubbed. I had seen her like that countless times. This morning, however, there was something extra. She had a unique glow about her.

		“So, was it everything you thought it would be?” I asked.

		“It was a lot more,” she answered. “I loved it, Mike and I want you to know that while I loved it, I love you more. If you don’t want me to I’ll never do it again.”

		“I want you to fuck Ab or any man you want to,” I told her earnestly. “I have never seen you so hot or so beautiful as when you had his cock in you. Just promise me you’ll let me watch and jump in now and again.”

		“Of course,” she said. “That was what made it so hot for me last night. Knowing you were there, seeing you approve. Okay, let’s get to the fitness center and see if we can develop a plan.”

		It always amazes me how sometimes things just fall into place without any real effort. In a meeting with Dixie and Ab, Nina and I laid out our concerns.

		“What we need is a big house somewhere where we can set up the basement business,” Dixie said. “Somewhere close enough but out of the way. I wonder what they are going to do with that big house over on Maple Street.”

		“What house?” Nina asked her.

		“A few weeks ago I had to go get Sherry at a friend’s house. I got lost and turned down Maple Street. It’s a dead-end but I didn’t notice until I got to the end. There is a huge old house at the end and there is a for sale sign in the yard. It would be perfect if it’s not too expensive.”

		“Yeah, well expensive is an issue,” I said. “I suppose we could sell our house and raise enough for a down payment.”

		“Mike,” Dixie said with a laugh. “Do you have any idea how much you have in the investment club’s account? No, I didn’t think so. You and Nina have a lot of money there, but I don’t think you all should foot the bill. We are a group so the group should buy the house and pay the expenses of moving.”

		She told us how much we had invested and Nina and I both were struck dumb with surprise. I knew that the girls kept some of what they made but I didn’t understand the mechanics of it. Nina and I were one shareholder and so was Ab. Each of the girls was also a shareholder. Dixie had each of us an account in the investment club. Dixie told us an accountant she knew helped her set it up.

		“So,” Dixie said when she finished shocking us. “Everyone puts up the same amount for a down payment and the club makes the mortgage payments and pay’s the expenses of the place. Now let’s go look at that house and see if it fits.”

		It was a perfect place for what we had in mind. The house was two and a half stories and sat on a huge lot. From the outside, the house was pristine.

		“There’s no way in hell we can afford this place,” Nina said as we walked around the huge place.

		“I think you may be right,” Dixie said copying down the number on the for sale sign. “Won’t hurt to inquire so let’s do that. I’ll call the number this afternoon.”

		“I talked to a lawyer who is handling the sale of the house,” Dixie reported later that day. “He didn’t actually say a price but he wants us to go with him to look at it. His name is Jasper Washington, the third. He asked me to call him Trip. I made us an appointment for in the morning. We’re suppose to meet him there at ten o’clock.”

		Trip Washington was a bit of a surprise. He was an older black man and apparently, he and Ab were acquainted. After the introductions, he escorted us inside.

		“This place was completely modernized just last fall,” Washington said. “All the old plumbing and electrical wiring was replaced. New carpets throughout the place. The previous owner dropped dead right over there,” he said pointing to a long wooden bar that looked as if it came out of some old tavern.

		“He died in here?” Dixie said. “That can’t make it easy to sell the house.”

		“No, it’s made it harder,” Washington said with a chuckle. “This place isn’t for just anybody.”

		“Why is that?” I asked.

		“You’ll see when you get upstairs,” the old attorney said with a smile.

		Once up there I could see what he was talking about. There had been four large bedrooms on that floor and now there were eight smaller rooms. Each room shared a modern bathroom.

		“What was he going to do with this place?” Nina asked Trip. “Open a hotel or bed and breakfast?”

		“No not exactly,” Trip answered. “His name was Grover Walters. I knew Grover for several years and like me, he was black. Grover inherited a lot of money. More money than he knew what to do with. Grover bought this place with the idea of making it a joy house. A whorehouse if you please. He spent a lot of money repairing and remodeling it. He was about ready to start getting his staff. That’s how he referred to the ladies he was going to use. He had just finished with the remodeling and went to his bar to have a drink. He poured a stiff drink and dropped dead. It was a massive heart attack they said.”

		“That poor man,” Nina said. “He didn’t get to realize his dream, did he?”

		“No, he didn’t but he was getting on in years and he hadn’t taken very good care of himself. Anyway, as his attorney I contacted his next of kin. Grover’s only living relative was a grand nephew. The nephew is a preacher at some off-the-wall church upstate. He came, took one look at this house, and recognized it for what Grover intended it to be. The poor fellow turned gray and ran out of the house. He told me to sell it at any price and send him the money. I finally chased him down and got him to sign a power of attorney. So there, now you know the story of Grover’s shattered dreams.”

		“So what is the asking price?” I asked him.

		“I’m still waiting on an offer,” Trip said. “I have to say I’m a little surprised that none of you showed any shock at the story. Not at you, Gribble, because I know you are an old reprobate. I suppose if you had the money you could remove some walls and take out the whorehouse accessories.” He looked up suddenly and smiled. “The lady I spoke with on the phone said you owned a fitness center. That wouldn’t happen to the gym on State Street would it?”

		“Yes,” Nina answered. “It’s the State Street Fitness Center. Why do you ask?”

		“I’ve heard some interesting rumors lately,” Trip said. “But before you say anything else, give me a dollar, please.”

		“Okay, but why?” I asked taking the bill out and handing it to him. He kept us waiting until he wrote us a receipt.

		“Now, you are clients of mine,” he said handing me the receipt. “What is said is now considered privileged communication. I can’t be required to tell anyone what we say. I hear that there are women available in the basement of that gym. Is that correct?”

		“That is correct,” Nina answered without hesitation.

		“White women catering to the desires of black men?”

		“That is correct,” Nina said again. “We are a group of people who jointly run that part of the business.”

		“I see,” Trip said and laughed. “I think this place is just right for you. Gribble, you dog. Why haven’t you told me about your business venture? You know I would be interested.”

		“Ain’t seen you in a while,” Ab said. “I don’t hang out with lawyers.”

		“I don’t much blame you,” Trip Washington said. “I gather you are looking to expand?”

		“More like getting the basement business out of our basement,” I said.

		“That sounds like a wise decision,” Trip said. “You have to know that I’ve had some people show an interest in this place and none of it came together. One reason is it is zoned residential and the city won’t change the zoning. That knocked out the bed and breakfast investor. The property is valued for taxation purposes at two hundred fifty thousand dollars. Make me an offer and let’s see what happens.”

		“We don’t know what we should offer,” I said glancing at the others. “Two hundred fifty thousand dollars is way out of our reach.”

		“I see,” he said. “Let’s go downstairs and see what’s left in the bar. I think I saw some twenty-year-old Scotch just sitting there.”

		We followed him down the stairs to the main floor. He got some glasses, rinsed them off in the sink, and poured each of us a healthy shot of whiskey.

		“I know and Grover’s nephew knows we will never get what it’s worth on paper,” Trip said. “If you were to offer fifty thousand dollars I would be willing to take that offer to the preacher and tell him it was as good as it was going to get. I think he will take it because he has no money. Fifty thousand grand will look like a lot of money to him. Can you afford that much?”

		“Hell yes!” Dixie said. “Let’s do it. Mike, Nina, Ab,” she said. “Are we in?”

		“We would be fools not to,” I said. “Consider that we made the offer, Trip.”

		Two weeks later, we owned the house at the end of Maple Street. Trip Washington helped us get the papers in order and assisted us in many ways we hadn’t anticipated. The owner of record was Maple Street Entertainment Company. Trip helped us form a corporation. Actually it was a company within a company within a company that was owned by a company registered in the Cayman Island. Ol’ Trip Washington is one smart cookie.

		“You could be found as the owners,” Trip cautioned me. He had come by the gym to talk to me.“But it would take a lot of hard work by someone at the federal level. Local cops wouldn’t stand a chance of discovering who the real owners are so you are pretty safe. Now can we talk man-to-man?”

		“Of course,” I said. “What’s on your mind?”

		“I know Dixie works in what you call the basement business,” he said. “Does Nina work there also?”

		“No,” I said. “Not yet, but it wouldn’t surprise me if she started someday soon. She got a taste of black sex and she liked it a lot.”

		“I’m glad to hear she likes us gentlemen of color,” Trip said. “She is the kind of woman that appeals to me. Slim, trim, small breasts and a lot of spark. Is there a chance she and I could get together?”

		“I think there is a good chance,” I told him. “She has mentioned she finds you attractive. Why don’t you come to our house tonight and let’s see how it goes.”

		“Great,” he said. “Can I bring anything?”

		“Just yourself,” I said. “Trip, can I ask you a question about prostitution?” When he nodded, I launched the question that had been bothering me. “Is prostitution controlled by organized crime?”

		“First, Mike, I consider the term organized crime to be an oxymoron. If you are speaking about the Mafia, they were never very well organized. Most of the crime groups and there are several, the Jamaicans, the Haitians, the Colombians and so forth are among the fastest growing crime groups in the country. The Russian Mafia is coming on strong also. None of them, including the old style mafia, gets involved with the prostitution racket to any appreciable degree. Maybe at the top of the food chain. High priced call-girls for example might get their attention. One reason they don’t fool with it is there is a lot of risk and little reward. This is true especially when you compare prostitution to the narcotic business. There they find moderate risk and huge profits. If you are asking about this city’s prostitution control there is hardly any. I suspect as far as income, you and your group would have to be considered one of the leaders. Jerome Tosh was an up and comer but he apparently dove off a very high bridge up north somewhere. Here in the city there are probably twenty major players. As far as I know no one is looking to take over now that Mister Tosh is no longer with us. I suspect your little group is safe for the time being. Did I answer your question?”

		“You did and thanks,” I said. “See you tonight, Trip.”

		He left and I went to find Nina. She smiled and winked at me when I told her Trip was coming over.

		“Is it going to be what I think it’s going to be?’ Nina said still smiling. “I hope.”

		“I would not be at all surprised,” I told her.

		“How old do you think Trip is?” Nina asked me while we waited on his arrival. I told her I couldn’t even make a guess. “I asked Ab how old Trip was and he told me old enough. That’s not much of an answer is it?”

		“What else did Ab Tell you about Trip?”

		“Not much,” Nina said. “He did say I wouldn’t be disappointed. How did he know about Trip and me?”

		“Ab asked me what we were doing tonight and I told him Trip was coming over,” I answered. “I guess he figured out Trip wasn’t coming over to play bridge. There’s the doorbell. I’ll get it.” I went to the door and Nina went upstairs.

		Like Nina, I thought of Trip Washington as an enigma. He was obviously an older man. His hair was white but that was the only indication of his age. He walked with a youthful and spry gait. He wasn’t stooped and didn’t groan when he moved. His face looked old but not his eyes. I opened the door and admitted the enigma.

		“Good evening, Mike,” Trip said bouncing through the door. “I brought some wine I had on hand.” I thanked him for the wine and showed him to the den.

		“How do you wish this evening to go, Mike,” Trip asked me. “I mean it’s your house and your wife. Do you want to be in charge or shall I?”

		“I don’t know,” I said. “I’m…we are kind of new to this. I’ll follow your lead.”

		“Very well,” Trip said. He seemed please that I was willing for him to be our leader.

		While we waited I opened the wine he brought I poured three glasses and I just finished when Nina came in. She was wearing pajamas. Not the going-to-bed type but something she called lounging pajamas. They were a shimmering gold and it was obvious she wasn’t wearing anything under them. She sat beside Trip on the sofa.

		“This is some wine Trip brought,” I said handing her a glass. She sipped and pronounced it good.

		“Wine is a hobby of mine,” Trip said. “I have a modest cellar and I suppose I would call myself a lover of fine wine. It is one of my few vices.”

		“It is delicious, Trip.” Nina said. She is the wine expert in our family. I don’t know one from another except by color. “What are your other vices, if I may ask?”

		“You may ask and I will tell you,” he said. “I consider myself a connoisseur of fine wine and fine women. Age has reduced my vices to these two things.”

		“Oh, you consider women a vice?” Nina asked.

		“Yes, but not in the sense of something evil. Anything one loves to the extreme can become a vice. I am addicted to good wine and bad women.”

		“Bad?” Nina said. “Bad as in what way?”

		“Bad in they do not let society dictate how they conduct themselves,” Trip said. “A good woman, such as yourself, can be bad when she feels like being bad.”

		“So you are saying bad is good?” Nina wasn’t about to let it go.

		“It can be,” Trip said. “For example if I told you to remove your top, society would dictate that you become offended and refuse to do so. Because tonight you choose to be bad you will gladly remove the top.”

		“Are you telling me to remove my top?” Nina asked boldly.

		“I am,” he answered. Nina set her glass down and unbuttoned the pajama top. When she had undone the last button, she paused and looked at Trip. She held the open shirt together until she had turned facing him. She opened the top and shook if off.

		“I knew it,” Trip said with a big smile.

		“Knew what?” Nina inquired.

		“I knew you would have perfect breasts. I bet with myself that your nipples would be large and puffy. Your breasts are works of art, my dear. Simply beautiful.”

		“Thank you sir,” Nina said demurely. “Is there any other part of my body you wish to see?”

		“I want to see all of your perfect body. You must have been a dancer at some time. A dancer or maybe a gymnasts.”

		“No but I’ve always been athletic. Now I’m a licensed fitness instructor. I have to stay in top shape to teach.” While she was speaking she stood up and slipped the bottom part of the pajamas down and kicked them away. Then she was wearing only a necklace and a smile.

		“I do love a mature woman with a hairless pussy,” Trip said. “I would imagine it tastes as sweet as it looks. I shall investigate that later. Come here, Nina, and sit on my lap.”

		She did as he asked and when she was on his lap, he kissed her long and hard. While he kissed her he pushed her legs apart and flicked her clitoris causing her to make a muffled moan.

		“You have a wonderful body, Nina,” Trip said. He caressed her breasts and gently tugged at her hard puffy nipples. She moaned louder. “You have a fine looking cunt, but it needs something. It needs a cock in it, don’t you think?” Nina, looking up into his eyes as she fingered her clit, nodded. “I have a hard black cock, Nina,” Trip said, running his finger into her wet slick pussy. “You want my cock in you?” Again, she nodded. I found that I was having trouble breathing.

		Trip lifted Nina off his lap as if she were a child and told her to get on her knees, which she did.

		Trip stood up and dropped his pants and shorts. Nina, still kneeling on the floor, looked up and I saw her eyes widen. There was the object of her most recent fantasy. A hard, black, pulsating cock. A big black hard pulsating cock. Trip Washington’s cock was at least an inch longer than Ab’s big cock but about the same thickness. Without any hesitation took the cock in her hand. I could see the veins in her neck throbbing with the beat of her heart as she slowly stroked Trip’s big dick. Nina needed no instructions now. She leaned forward and took the large cock into her mouth.

		Nina licked and sucked the black pole long enough to have an orgasm. She helped the climax by using her fingers going as deep in her pussy as she could, then wildly massaging her clitoris.

		Trip let her worship his cock for a little while longer then he led her to the couch. He sat down and literally picked her up and sat her down on his jutting rod. I watched as she settled down on his cock, her back to me. Her moaning was ragged, as was her breathing. I wondered if she was going to pass out.

		“Oh God!” she said loudly as he completely filled her. She stayed still for a few moments then lifted herself up and back down. She was muttering something incoherent as she did it again then again. Up then back down, fucking herself with his ebony cock. She picked up the tempo and soon was bouncing wildly on his glistening cock. From where I was, I could see that when she rose up it looked like her pussy was being turned inside out. I should point out that according to my videotapes her pussy didn’t look like that when I fucked her. There was a slurping sound each time she rode up. And a different sound when she went down again. Suddenly she started to orgasm. Big ones, coming one right after another. I had been able to get her to have multiple climaxes only a few times, but when she did it was an amazing event to witness. Now she went into vocal high gear. I didn’t have a clue what she was trying to say, if anything.

		I saw Trip stiffen and jerk as Nina continued to fuck him. I saw big globs of come leaking around his cock that was tightly encased in her pussy. Still she rode him and still he stayed hard. It was nothing less than amazing to behold. Nothing I had ever seen or heard about, including watching her with Ab could have prepared be for the spectacle I was witnessing. I was so hard I ached with pain. I wanted to release my cock and jack-off, but I didn’t. I wanted to wait for my turn at her. I wanted to ram my hard cock in her hot come-soaked cunt.

		I hadn’t realized that I would have to wait so long. Trip turned her around so that she was facing me and continued to let her use his cock. Then he got her on her knees on the couch and fucked her from behind. The son of a bitch never went soft like a human is supposed to do. I thought that if this interracial sex thing continues I was likely to get an inferiority complex.

		It wasn’t until he got her on the bed that I got a turn. Nina took the change in personnel without losing her stride or any passion. While I fucked my wife like the bitch in heat she was, Trip went and got more wine for us.

		After a short rest, we went back to it. Before the night was over Nina had a cock in every hole and once Trip and I double fucked her. Me in her tight hot ass and he in her cunt. She squealed like a banshee, bucking and thrashing like mad. Apparently being in the presence of greatness brings out the best in me.

		Trip left us sometime after two o’clock in the morning. I was only semi-awake when he left. Nina was out for the count.

		***

		

		The transition from the basement of the gym to the house at the end of Maple Street went smoothly. We didn’t have to buy much in the way of furniture because the house came furnished. Once we started checking in closets and cupboards we found linen, towels, disposal douches and a lot of other useable things. Grover Walters had been only a few days of opening his house of joy. All he lacked was some whores and we supplied that.

		Ab moved into the living quarters on the top floor. Apparently, Grover Walters had intended on living there because it was plush. Ab was one happy camper. Nina and I were happy for him. He deserved something better than the gym basement.

		The Maple Street house proved to be ideal for the black customer base. It was an easy drive from the heart of the city and a cheap cab ride. There was even a bus stop not more than three blocks away. Grover Walters had provided a paved parking lot behind the house so there was plenty of parking.

		In fact, things couldn’t be better. Business is booming at the gym and on Maple Street. Two of the fitness trainers dropped out. One had a pregnancy scare that turned out to be just a scare but enough for her to seek another profession. The other one went back to school since she could afford it. Trip Washington recommended their replacements along with one other woman and they were hired on the spot. Trip had a good eye for the ladies.

		It didn’t come as any surprise that Nina wanted to try her hand at the business. When she asked me I didn’t dissent because I knew it wouldn’t do any good and that she would drive me crazy about it. She wasn’t working full-time at Maple Street. She maintained her full-time job at the gym, excuse me, the fitness center and only worked a couple of nights a week at Maple Street.

		It’s human nature when things are going well for pessimists to become fearful and being somewhat pessimistic I was afraid that something would go wrong. It did, but that’s another story for another time.

		

		The End
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