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BOOK ONE: JENNY & APRIL

  




 Chapter 1

 “Don’t forget your briefcase, honey!”

 Dave was halfway out the door when Jenny hollered from across the living room and he stopped and turned towards her. His face flushed when he looked at his hand and realised yes indeed, he was about leaving for work and forgetting the one important item he ought to take with himself.

 She stood at the passageway that divided the living room from the rest of the house in her cashmere nightgown, holding up his briefcase for him with a wry smile that seemed to say: ‘I love you, darling, but you can’t help being forgetful, can you?’ He recognised that smile of hers so well. One too many times in their fourteen years of marriage he thought he would have gotten used to it by now. A part of him detested it, but still he could not help being grateful that she never was the sort to chide him about it unlike his former wife often did.

 “Hope you don’t plan on leaving this behind,” she said as she approached him and gave him his briefcase.

 He took it from her and kissed her. “Thanks for always having my back, darling.”

 “That’s what a good wife is for, honey.” Jenny smiled as she adjusted his striped tie inside his navy-blue suit for him. “Better hurry. Don’t want you getting there late.”

 “Are the kids up yet?”

 “I’m fixing breakfast for them right now. Call me if anything important comes up.”

 “You know I will.” He kissed her once again then left the house.

 Dave adjusted his glasses on his chubby face as he walked down the cobblestoned pathway that branched off the side of the house to his car parked facing the garage. He nearly tripped on his feet when he stepped on something and groaned inaudibly when he saw it was one of his son’s Transformer toys. He annoyingly kicked it onto the lawn and adjusted his suit and continued his walk. He got to his Chrysler, glad he didn’t make another clumsy misstep. He unlocked his car door and took a moment to run his hand over his bald pate before sliding into his car. He clipped in his seatbelt then started his car and reversed out of his driveway.

 The neighbourhood was quiet as it typically was this time of the day. He made a left turn at the end of the street and honked his horn as he drove pass the school bus. It would be pulling near his home in a couple of minutes by which time Jenny would be rushing the kids out so they wouldn’t miss it. Thinking about his wonderful family brought a winsome smile to his face.

 Dave was in his late forties. He had been married before but that lasted two years before calling it quits. He and his ex-wife had been young and somewhat unprepared for the hazardous life that lay ahead. Plus, he had some fetish habits that delighted him so much but ignited nothing but abhorrence from his former wife when he made them known to her. She had presented him an ultimatum of either he quit his dirty acts or she would leave; Dave had stuck with the former. It had been a depressing time for him when their marriage ended. A few years had gone by before he ran into the one woman in the world who infinitely surprised him by loving as well accepting him for his fetish habits. He could not have found a better companion when he met Jenny. Like him, she, too, had her own kinky fetish. They had made for a dynamic couple when they muttered the words ‘I do’ to each other after four months of testing out their separate delights and realising they could actually make things work for the best together.

 He slowed his vehicle as he came to a red light and as if then remembering, he turned on the car radio knob to his news station giving off the day’s headline news. He looked out his side window and winked at the hot-looking dame in a flat top riding beside him. She too glanced his way and smiled back at him; her smile made his morning seem even special to him. The light turned green and he shifted into gear and continued with his route.



 Chapter 2

 Jenny Belling walked back to her driveway having waved goodbye to her kids after ushering them into the school bus. She stopped to pick the rolled-up newspaper lying on her lawn that Dave had missed, as he sometimes did, as well pack up her children’s toys scattered about before returning into the comfort of her home.

 She left the newspaper in the kitchen then went upstairs to drop the toys in her kids’ bedroom. She stopped to scratch an itch in her ash-blonde hair as well wipe a light pool of sweat off her brow. Returning to the kitchen, she set a kettle on the stove and made herself a cup of tea before sitting down to peruse the newspaper.

 A person’s silhouette appeared behind the curtain that shielded the back door window. Jenny looked up when she heard a knock on the door and seeing the person’s silhouette recognised who her morning visitor was. What with the conversation they had yesterday (or was it the day before?), she should have known April was going to visit her today, though she never expected to see her come around this early.

 Jenny left her chair and went and unlocked the door and was rewarded by the expectant green eyes and earnest smile that was her neighbour and closest confidant, April McLaren.

 “Hey-yah, Jenny!” April embraced her friend and kissed her cheek. “You up and ready for the week?”

 “Come in, April.” Jenny shut the door behind her. “I was making myself some tea, care for some?”

 “Yeah, sure. Morning tea will do. And then I want to hear again all about your last adventure.”

 “It was not any adventure,” Jenny corrected her while filling the kettle with more water then placed it back on the stove. “What more would you want to know? I thought I told you everything last time.”

 “You told me some but not all of it,” April pulled a chair and sat across from Jenny. She glanced at the newspaper for a moment before turning back to her.

 “I just thought I’d want to know more. Everything you told me yesterday, I don’t know how to say this but it got me feeling so strange with myself. I wanted to hear it one more time to really believe everything.”

 “What I told you was not something for the faint-hearted, you ought to know that. Gosh, I already said too much already.”

 “Please don’t, Jenny. Just do me this one favour and tell it to me again.”

 Jenny looked at her friend and debilitated with herself if really she was doing the right thing entrusting April with her secret as she waited for her kettle to heat up. Everything about April, including her bob of red hair, indicated her as seemingly feisty with a vivaciousness spirit. Not exorbitant though; more like decorous. There was a time Jenny mistook her for a chatterbox, but as their friendship grew she realized how tight-lipped she could be when it pertained to stuff between them. There was something about April that was like bubbling effervescent inside of her, like it wanted to burst out but she was doing her best to starve it off and keep it chained in a basement. Jenny had shared this insight with Dave before and quipped that she thought April’s husband, Howard, knew little of the woman he was married to. Dave could not help agreeing with her. When it came to sniffling intimate secrets regarding other women, Jenny was a pro in that field.

 “You want to hear about my last outing right?” Jenny asked. “I can’t go into telling you everything I’ve done in the past.”

 “Sure, your last outing sounds okay for me,” said April. “Think you’ll be getting any call today?”

 The kettle began whistling and Jenny went and turned off the stove. She opened a glass drawer and got out two cups and made tea for both of them.

 “It’s been a while since I got any calls,” Jenny gave April her cup of tea then sat down on her chair and stirred her own cup, watching smoke curl out of its surface. “But its still morning and you never know what the day might bring. So, where were we?”

 “You were going to tell me what happened with your last score.” April blew into her cup while waiting for her friend to begin her tale.

 Jenny continued stirring her tea, taking time to gather her thoughts. She swept her hair backward when she felt ready then started talking.





 Chapter 3

 “Yeah, we’re shipping a million units this coming month, and hopefully another in the second quarter. I’m optimistic that will be enough to keep the board of overseers business happy and smiling till fall season arrives.”

 Dave had his feet propped on his desk with his office phone glued to his ear as he conversed with the admin executive calling from the company’s West Coast office located in Santa Monica. He rotated his chair left to right casually while he talked and listened. His eyes hovered upon his wall of honours that featured various executive awards and distinction plaques. Standing on separate shelves were photos taken with Jenny at company events, and others of both of them with the kids on holiday. Everyone looked bright and happy in the photos including himself. He looked at a photo stand beside his computer that was of Jenny and the kids smiling at him when he had taken the photo; that had been taken during a summer trip to Disneyland. He switched his gaze to the window that afforded him an expansive view of the city’s downtown section. He would love so much to be someplace else right now, especially for today. Except someone had to bring home the bread and it was him.

 “Yeah, you’re absolutely right on that,” he continued on the phone. “Ray Thrumbone from Finance will be swinging by my office soon. I’ll let you know how the meeting goes. Okay, Timmy, talk later. Bye.”

 He dropped the phone, blew air into his cheeks before letting it out through his lips, feeling relieved that the call was over. He brought both hands behind his head and allowed himself a brief moment of daydreaming. His thoughts went to Jenny. He tried conjuring up whatever she might be doing right now. No doubt bored out of her head while looking after the homestead, wasting time till the kids got back from school and he returned home… or who knows they might get lucky by the end of the day and he would get the sort of call they have been expecting since that would spur her into getting out of the house.

 Dave looked at a desktop calendar. It had been three weeks and two days since last time they got any prospective calls. This was the first time they have had themselves a longer wait - usually it took a week or less before any worthy client having checked out the escort page in her website made up his mind on contacting her for some erotic service. On the plus side, her website garnered a growing followership. Jenny prided herself in being an irresistible sex queen always wanting black men, and Dave remained devoted towards ensuring that remained so.

 There have been times he slyly caught men’s eyes admiring her figure when attending past company parties and social events. He always tried to be perceptive when glimpsing stares he caught in men’s eyes whenever they paused to ogle her figure. One time they had attended some forgettable charity event where he had received a compliment from a man who audaciously whispered into his ear that Jenny was sexy as fuck. The man never realised he was speaking to her husband. Dave pretended to take his remark at face value when actually he felt a nudge in his pants just from hearing those words.

 His thoughts brought him back to the present as if something important suddenly occurred to him. Dave took his feet off his desk and went into the rest room that adjoined his office.

 He stood in front of a mirror attached to the wall and first unzipped his fly then unbuckled his pants. His pants fell to his ankles to reveal the red-laced panties he was wearing. Jenny had picked the colour for him as she always did everyday; it looked a little skimpy on him especially with his protruding gut hanging low. Dave held up his gut for a moment to get a better view of his panties before letting go of his flesh. He pulled up his pants then went and peed in the toilet and flushed when he was done. He wore back his pants and washed his hands before leaving the room.

 He had barely shut the door when his mobile phone started ringing. There it was blinking its light on his desk. Dave groaned as he clumsily bumped his knee into his chair while reaching to get to his phone. He was quelling the throb in his knee while he answered his phone.

 “Hello,” he said.

 “Hi, is this ‘1-800-Call-A-Slut’?” a man’s voice enquired.

 “Yes, this is the number,” Dave lowered himself into his chair. He was bubbling inside and could barely contain himself as he spoke to the would-be client. “How can I help you?”

 “I was checking out her web page and I liked what I saw there. I’ve never done this before but is there any chance I can set up an appointment today?”

 “Yes, it’s definitely possible. Just give me a second, please.”

 He searched about his desk till he found himself a pen and then reached for a jotter pad and leaned as well. “All right, I’m ready. Let me have your details, sir.”



 Chapter 4

 April slumped against her chair as if she had not sat there the whole time. Her face bore a dazed expression, like she had just heard a fantastic tale that apparently knocked the breath out of her. In this case, yes, it was fantastic and unbelievable… well, sort of.

 “And that’s that,” Jenny concluded her tale with self-satisfying aplomb. She looked at April with mild amusement as she slowly regained herself. “You look surprised?”

 “I don’t know what I am right now,” April exhaled. “How long have you been running this sort of… sex enterprise? And when did you start?”

 “It’s been more than a year since,” Jenny said. She picked April’s empty tea cup along with hers and went and added them into the dish washer. She left the kitchen and April got up and went with her.

 “Dave and I were swingers before we married,” Jenny said as she went up the stairs towards her bedroom. “It was quite fun back then - meeting kinky people and stuff. That slowly changed as Dave’s job started taking too much of his time, and then I got pregnant and then life kinda dried up for us. One night we got to talking about stuff we’d missed out on. That was when he came up with this idea about me becoming a good-time slut for black men. That I should be on call for anyone wanting special sex entertainment and get paid for it.”

 “Seriously, just black men?”

 “Yes, April. Just black men,” she emphasized as she ventured past her bedroom door and her friend followed behind.

 “That’s what I don’t get,” April settled in a chair while Jenny got busy removing the bed sheets and pillow cases.

 “What don’t you get?”

 “How come you prefer only black men? What’s the mystique about them? I mean, I’ve heard everything you’ve said about them, but I still don’t get what makes them special. Is that part of the fetish stuff you mentioned before?”

 Jenny rolled the sheets and pillow cases in a bundle then dropped them on the floor. She went looking in the closet and took out a fresh pair which she then unfurled over the bed.

 “You’re a good friend, April, and a good mother, too. But really you’ve never ventured beyond your doorstep to know what’s out there.”

 “Oh, come off that, Jen. Howard and I have a healthy relationship, thank you very much. Our love is strong, and gives me everything I want.”

 “This has got nothing to do with your love with Howard,” Jenny explained while she set about dressing the bed. “This is sex we’re talking here. I’m talking hard-pounding sex here, or otherwise dirty rough fucking. Step out of your comfort zone if you can and you’ll see there’s a difference. What you have with Howard is the same thing I have with Dave. Except Dave knows he can’t satisfy me when it comes to sex, and he loves me dearly for me it.”

 “You mentioned that he sometimes loves to watch?”

 “Whenever he can, yeah. What I usually do is sometimes I tape my sessions, depending on if my client allows. Dave edits the videos and uploads them to my web page. I’ve got an alias for anyone wanting to set up an appointment. Dave handles everything: he checks on the site, updates my social media, and talks with anyone who wants to know more about me. And believe me, there’re many out there who do,” she stopped to laugh. “You probably won’t believe me, but I know plenty of women out there - married wives, too - that want to get involved in stuff like this. Hell, many are doing it already.”

 “Going out and fucking random black men?”

 “It’s however they want it, April,” Jenny went about dressing the pillows and arranging them on the bed. “Some do it in their home. Doesn’t matter where as long as they enjoy it, which they usually do.”

 April fell silent for a moment, contemplating. “Boy, if you’d never made any of this known to me, I never would have thought you the sort of woman that does this. I still don’t know whether to believe everything you’ve said or not.”

 Their conversation ended when a mobile phone started ringing - Jenny’s phone. He fished it out of her pocket and saw it was Dave calling.

 “Excuse me,” she said to April before taking the call while turning away from her friend.

 “Hi, honey,” said Jenny. She listened for a while then broke into a laugh. “That’s good to hear. Yeah, sure, I won’t mind stepping out today; it’s about goddamn time, too. No, just me minding the house. April’s here with me though. Yeah, we were talking about stuff - you know, that stuff. I don’t know, we’ll see. Okay, so you say it’s a single? Text me the details then, I’ll let you know how things go later. Okay, darling, see you later. Bye.”

 She ended the call and looked at April.

 “That was Dave,” she threw her phone on the bed. “Looks like I’ve got a horny client who needs some sexual healing.”

 “Sexual healing, you say?” April echoed her words like it was something confounding. “Where?”

 “I don’t know yet, but Dave’s gonna text me the details.” She slipped out of her bathrobe then made for the bathroom door. “Gimme a couple of minutes and I’ll be out in a wink. Don’t go running on me, you hear.”

 The door slammed shut before April could voice a response.

 She sat there looking about the room ruminating on everything Jenny had opened up to her downstairs. She checked the time on her watch. She was supposed to attend a PTA meeting at their son’s school around noon. Nothing serious, but when you’re a suburban middle-aged housewife you fight boredom however you can. Anything to get herself out of the house for a while would do. Instead here she was being captivated by her friend’s secret lifestyle.

 Jenny’s phone uttered a ‘Beep-Beep’ noise then went silent. April got up and came from around the bed curious to see what it was about. She spied the bathroom door for a second before picking up the phone to read the text message flashing on the screen.

 CLIENTS NAME: JOE JONES

 DRESS SEXY

 BELTWAY HOTEL ON LENOX AVE

 CHECK WITH LOBBY. KISSES XXX.

 April dropped the phone and hurriedly returned to her chair and sat waiting. She could hear running shower from behind the bathroom door and again checked the time on her watch, still contemplating what to do once Jenny finished bathing. Either go with her to her client or go to her son’s school for another boring PTA meeting.

 The bathroom door opened and Jenny came out running a towel over her naked self.

 “You got a message,” April gestured at her phone. “Sorry I looked. I hope you don’t mind.”

 “No harm done. Probably Dave’s text,” Jenny picked her phone and read the text message then resumed drying her body.

 “Looks like we’re on. I just need to get ready first.” She plugged her hair dryer then sat at her vanity table and went to work on her hair. She turned to look at April. “You’re coming with me, aren’t you? Please don’t say no,” she added.

 April opened her mouth while struggling to find an answer. “Ahhhh…”



 Chapter 5

 The taxi cruised off the main road and drew to a stop in the large parking ground that fronted the Beltway Hotel. The backdoor opened and Jenny came out followed by April; Jenny settled the cab fare then slung her big handbag over her shoulder.

 “So you know, you’re taking care of the fare when we return home,” she said as they covered the distance towards the hotel’s front entrance. A strong wind blew at them, ruffling their clothes.

 “I don’t understand why we had to take a cab when we could have taken my car or yours to get here.”

 “Discretion purposes,” Jenny answered. “This is how I prefer doing whenever I go out like this. Can’t afford to be recognised by someone who knows me, or in your case right now, someone your Howard might know. But we can always think up a lie whenever that happens.”

 April tagged alongside her as they pushed past the hotel’s glass doors and stopped for a moment in the lobby to size up the place as well familiarise themselves with their new surroundings. A swarm of people sauntered past them; one or two were black men who glanced at them casually while keeping in step with their movement.

 “Think he might be any of them?” April asked. “How would you know what he looks like anyway?”

 “Only one way to find out,” Jenny headed towards the lobby desk to confer with the woman operating behind the counter. She returned to April a minute later and locked her arm around hers and pulled towards the elevators.

 “I’ve got his room number,” she said. “He’s expecting us already.”

 The elevator doors slid open and deposited them on their designated floor. Jenny consulted a chart by the wall that listed the room numbers for that particular floor then strolled down the left corridor with April keeping step behind her.

 “This is it,” Jenny indicated at the door in front of her. “You ready?”

 April looked confused by her question. “Do I look like I’m fucking ready?”

 Jenny laughed then knocked once, and then a second time. A lock turned then the door cracked open to reveal a black man’s face who curiously appraised both women before then opening the door further to reveal more of himself. He was thickset with a round face, flabby arms and an ample gut. He was shirtless and the top buttons of his pants was undone.

 “Hi there,” Jenny gave him a perfect charming smile. “You called for a slut remember? Well, I’m here.”

 “Yeah, that’s good to know,” the man smiled back then stepped backward for them to enter.

 The room’s curtains were drawn close. The TV was on but the volume was on mute. April’s eyes went everywhere before ending at the bed. Jenny gestured at her to find herself a chair while the man locked the door before joining them.

 “The name’s Joe Jones,” he shook Jenny’s hand. His eyes salaciously admired her outlook and he then licked his lips. “I dig your outfit.”

 “Thanks. I always love to dress sexy for anyone who desires me,” she spread her arms and turned around for him to admire her better. She had on a tank top, leather skirt, with fish net stockings; she was braless. “I hope this is sexy enough for you.”

 “It sure is. Who’s your friend?” he gestured at April. “She wants to join in?”

 “Not really. She just wants to see how things go and take notes. I hope you don’t mind if I record our sex bout. My man would be very grateful for it.” She reached into her handbag and pulled out a camcorder device.

 “Sure, as long as you get to blank out my eyes. Won’t be good if my wife finds out about this.”

 “That I’ll certainly do. Just a minute, please.”

 Jenny switched on the camcorder as she went and instructed April how best to wield the equipment to film her action. April asked several questions and when she felt ready took the camcorder from her. Jenny left her handbag beside April’s feet then returned to her client.

 “One other thing we need to get clear on,” Joe asked, “how much are you charging? Your man on the phone mentioned a hundred.”

 “That’s what I charge for a straight fuck, how many rounds you can go is up to you; whatever other fantasy is an extra fifty. But if the sex is fun for me, I’m apt to cut you a discount. And you get to cum over my face, in my mouth or wherever else on my body you’d prefer.”

 “Sounds good. Do I need to wear protection?”

 “Not unless you’re not clean or want to. I have to be honest, I prefer it bareback.”

 This produced a grin on his face. “That’s how I roll, too. Hope I get to suck your tits also.”

 “Of course, you do,” Jenny laughed as he held her with both arms. “Oh, and by the way, the rougher the better for me. Now enough talking; let’s fuck!”



 Chapter 6

 April got immediately into the groove of what was happening in the room as she watched Joe Jones grab Jenny by her arms then roughly brought her forward to lean on the bed. April dropped her handbag beside Jenny’s and focused the camcorder on both of them while her eyes remained riveted by what was about to unfold.

 Jenny got onto the bed just as Joe yanked her skirt up her butt, exposing what she had on. She cooed with delight and twerked her butt as he caressed her romp before pushing her thong panties aside to peruse her vagina. She lolled her head downward, bursting with excited chuckles as his fingers continued foraging between her pussy lips while still feeling over her romp. She fidgeted as her pussy grew wet from his finger probing. The feeling was so exquisite Jenny could not help squirming and groaning till she climaxed and squirted all over the bed. She fell forward on the bed clutching the sheets and moaning with relief after she had cummed. He retrieved his fingers and licked off her cum juice.

 “You fucking taste so good,” he murmured.

 Joe pulled her panties down her thighs then buried his face between her ass cheeks. Jenny hiked her face from the bed as her body tensed. She gripped the sheets and loosened a throaty gasp as his tongue probed and perused her erogenous flesh. He spread apart her ass cheeks and growled as he fed upon the tiny aperture that was her anus then slid his tongue southward, stopping at her anxious pussy and then lapping up her cum. Sparks of exquisite ecstasy shot off in Jenny’s heart while he did that. She struggled to remove her tank top off from her head and flung it across the bed. She raised herself on her palms as if doing push-ups and shoved her butt backward at his face. Joe took the impact of her butt with ease but persisted in eating her pussy.

 Joe smacked her butt then came to his feet, relieving her panties from her legs as well. Jenny fell back on her face gasping like she was out of breath; it had been weeks since she got eaten out like that. She looked over her shoulder to see Joe push down his pants. She came off the bed and knelt before him, took charge of his erection, stroked pre-cum out of its penile hole while massaging her pussy with her other, and wasted no time sucking his cock.

 April sat forward with one leg crossed over the other holding the camcorder inches from her face while spying through the viewing screen. She barely realised how hard she was breathing as she aimed the camcorder at Jenny who was forcing the man’s cock into her mouth like she wanted to swallow him whole. Listening to the slurping sounds Jenny made as she bobbed her head back and forth on his shaft added further dosage of reality that this was happening for real. Watching them together dispelled whatever prior assumptions April carried on her mind about her; this was all so real and she was here filming it, too.

 Joe groaned repeatedly from the exquisite pleasure of Jenny madly attacking his cock and balls, sluicing and slobbering spite over his member as if she was sucking a lollipop. He could not help but want more and began shoving more of his meat down her throat. Jenny’s face glistened with spit, sweat, and pre-cum. Strings of saliva dribbled off the side of her mouth and sprayed across her chin and torso. Still she worshipped his erect muscle like it was all she wanted to do. These past weeks of not having a black cock to enjoy was now bubbling to the surface and she damned well wanted to savour ever moment of it. She looked towards April who still aimed the camcorder at them and winked at her then laughed.

 April listened to her friend laugh and thought it was one she was never going to forget.

 Joe pulled back from Jenny and her lips gave a ‘plop’ sound when his cock fell out of her mouth; his cock glistened and dripped with saliva. He extracted his feet out of his pants while Jenny pushed down her skirt then got back on the bed and assumed the doggy-style position. Joe edged towards her, held her by her waist and rubbed towards his prick against her pussy entrance. Jenny groaned and reached down between her legs for his cock and slipped it inside her cunt hole. Her body tensed as Joe penetrated her, holding her hips while he did. Joe gritted his teeth as he fed her cunt with lengthy strokes of his cock. Cum juice coated his foreskin with each thrust he gave her. He grasped her ass cheeks apart, so warmed up by the sight of his cock sliding in and out of her cunt while she beat her head on the bed moaning from each impact.

 Joe went from slow lengthy strokes to gradually pounding her harder. Each pounding thrust made Jenny jerk violently forward on the bed. Her gasps grew high-pitched and erratic. She rummaged between her legs to massage her pussy while still getting slammed from behind. Joe groaned explicitly from the warming pressure of her pussy muscles soaking his prick. He got one foot on the bed and when his balance felt secure planted the other as well. Jenny felt her snatch expanding from his repeated thrusts; her screams were reaching new highs. Her hand again stretched past her cunt to cup his balls. She loved the way they slapped against her vulva each time he fucked her.

 Eventually his cock slipped out of her and nearly fell off the bed before righting himself. Jenny swept her hair from her sweaty face and searched for April who remained where she had planted herself at the chair with the camcorder still recording her friend.

 “That felt so fucking good,” Jenny moaned.

 She turned over on her back and played with herself as Joe came to her side and offered her his prick to clean up. Jenny did as he wanted and gestured at April to come over.

 April came forward, holding the camcorder, making sure it captured Jenny as she slobbered on Joe’s turgid muscle. April stood a foot from the bed eagerly feeling like a female Steven Spielberg of porn; she could not help but snigger at that thought.

 “Not yet,” said Joe before pushing Jenny off his member. “I’m paying to fuck your pussy, not to make me cum yet.”

 April went to the other side of the bed as Joe brought his bulk between Jenny’s spread legs. He ripped a hole in her net stockings as he grabbed her thigh and pulled her towards him. Jenny was groaning even before his cock slid back into her vagina’s entrance. Joe tensed as he entered her, soaking up the lust of her cunt. The feeling was incredible, like he had sunk his prick into a vat of honey. Jenny grabbed him by his hips and her bottom lifted off the bed as she earnestly took the pounding he gave her.

 April returned to the far side and drew closer to film Joe’s prick driving home then pulling out of her. Jenny held her thighs apart for him and screamed at him to fuck her harder. Joe leaned on his knuckles and growled like an enraged bull and was grunting harder as he did his best to fuck her deep.

 “Awwhh shit!” Joe gasped. His face squeezed into a sweaty grimace as he picked up his pace, panting like an athlete. “Awwhh fuck… Aaaawwhhh shit-fuck, I’m gonna cum… I’M GONNA FUCKING CUM! ”

“Cum in my mouth,” Jenny panted. “Uuuhhhgghhh… I want your cum in my mouth.”

 Joe shut his eyes from the rivers of sweat racing down his forehead and jerked his hips one last time before pulling out of her. His prick felt like it was on fire the way he gripped it in his hand and stumbled from the bed. April watched Jenny come after him and filmed her take her client’s cock from him in her mouth. Joe threw his head backward like he had just been stabbed in the back and groaned as he filled Jenny’s mouth with his load of cum.

 “Awwgghhh… Aaaahhhh… Gaddamitt, shit!”

 His body jerked like he was being electrocuted while Jenny stroked his cock and held it inside her mouth, slugging every ounce of cum down her throat. She kept on sucking his penis, draining his semen till he grew flaccid in her mouth.

 April had before then stopped filming and had scrambled for the bathroom. She bolted the door once inside and her fingers shook as she frantically took care of her own private business, sighing while still cradling the camcorder in her arm.



 Chapter 7

 It was nearing 6:30 pm. when Dave drove into the neighbourhood heading for home. He took a different route taking him past the McLaren’s home. He saw Howard who had pulled into his driveway nearly two minutes ago and was beside his vehicle conversing with his wife April while their son played with a ball about the driveway. Dave honked his horn at them and they glanced his way and waved at him as he continued down the road.

 He cruised into his own driveway and switched off his engine about the same time the front door swung open and his kids raced towards him screaming excitedly. He was all smiles as he got out of the vehicle, ready for his four year old son and three year old daughter as they ran into his arms pelting him with hugs and kisses. Dave lifted his daughter in his arms and allowed his son to take charge of his briefcase.

 “You both been good today?” he asked them, and got the expected answer. “Where’s your mom?”

 He lowered his daughter on her feet and took her hand and allowed her to lead him inside the house.

 “Honey?” he called out after shutting the front door.

 “In here, darling,” Jenny’s voice called from the kitchen.

 Dave took off his jacket and loosened tie and gave them to his kids to take upstairs along with his briefcase. He watched his son and daughter scramble towards the stairs as he unbuttoned his cuff links and top button then went into the kitchen.

 Jenny had her back towards him stirring something enticing in a pot when he came and wrapped his arms around her waist, both of them laughing as he then kissed her cheek.

 “There you are,” she said. “I was wondering what took you so long to get home.”

 “You know how tedious evening traffic is on the highway. But I’m here for you now.”

 “Hmmm, same here. And you stink of sweat, too. You’d better go upstairs and change. Dinner will be ready in a half hour.”

 “Yeah, I sure can use some cleaning up. You had a fun time today?”

 “I’ll tell you about it later,” she winked at him. “When you’re upstairs, look inside my handbag that I left on the bed. I’ve got something in there you’ll love to see.”

 “A secret, me thinks? Oh, I love secrets.”

 Dave patted her behind then left her alone in the kitchen.

 Later that evening Jenny was in the bathroom washing off the evening sweat from her body. Her kids were already tucked into bed asleep or on their way. She turned off the shower faucet when she was done and waited for water to run off her body before stepping out of the stall. She ran a towel over her hair as she returned to the bedroom. Dave was in his shorts occupying his side of the bed watching the video recording April had done of Jenny enjoying her afternoon client. It was his third time watching it since coming upstairs to change before returning downstairs to have dinner alongside his kids. Not a word had been said then, not till after they had sent their kids to bed.

 “Looks like someone’s loving my video so much,” Jenny teased as she did away with her towel and rubbed lotion on her skin. Dave looked at her and the look he gave told her everything she needed to know that was on his mind.

 “I’m surprised you managed to talk April into going with you. How did you manage with her?”

 “She’s been a nag since I first mentioned this to her; she was here with me when you called. I figured it would better that she gets to see things herself so she doesn’t think I’m lying.”

 “Yeah, but how did you get her into filming you?”

 “Was not hard,” she said, still taking her time with rubbing lotion on her feet. “I just gave her the camcorder and told her what to do. She did a great job, don’t you think?”

 “It’s excellent work what she filmed. You’re not thinking about getting her involved, are you?”

 Jenny shrugged. She capped her lotion bottle when she was done and returned it to her vanity table then got up and wore her night dress. Dave pulled back her side of the covers for her as she came and lay beside him.

 “I don’t know. She can be cagey sometimes. We’ll just have to wait and see.” Her voice then turned sultry. “But right now, I’ve got something you need to do for me.”

 She pulled up her night dress and spread her legs and slid her hand towards her crotch. She played with her pussy while awaiting her husband’s expected move. Dave kept the camcorder aside and slid over on her side of the bed to come and kneel before her spread thighs. She spread her thighs for him and moaned as he spread her moist velvet labia for inspection. This was a favourite ritual of theirs especially after she had enjoyed a good fuck session. It was one Dave always looked forward to enjoying. It was unfortunate that he could not always be around to watch her in action with her clients. But it was nothing compared to knowing that after a long dry spell she had finally gotten some satisfaction.

 Dave pressed his face on her crotch and Jenny in turn guided his head and raised her pelvis at him as his tongue pressed down on her sweet nectar. Within a minute he was grasping her thighs hard and ravenously eating out her pussy while she squirmed relentlessly under him.

 “Ohhh yes, eat me, babe,” she cooed with lust. “I’ll bet you’d have loved to have been there, don’t you, darling?”

 “Oh yes, babe,” he replied.

 “Hmmm, I’ll bet if you were there, you’d have loved to shove his huge cock inside me, wouldn’t you, darling?”

 “Ohh, very much, honey,” Dave was lapping her erotic crevice with feverish eagerness as her searing moans got him hard and randy. “I wanted to be there so bad.”

 “I’ll bet you’d love to suck his cock, too,” she hitched her breath and body broke into convulsion as his tongue nibbled on her clitoris for what felt a long time. “Uuuugghhhh… Awwhhh, yesss. That feels so good. Won’t you love to suck his cock for me, darling?”

 “Oh God, yes. You know I’d love to.”

 “Would you love to taste his cum, too?”

 “Fuck yeah!” he exclaimed

 Dave could not contain himself no more and he came to his knees and pulled his shorts down his waist. Jenny jerked his cock and once more pulled him down towards her. His cock slid into her pussy with ease and he wasted no time thrusting into her excitedly. Jenny locked her arms and limps around him and grooved spasmodically under his weight. Dave was gasping harder with each stroke. He grabbed at the bed’s headboard and grunted with force while slamming down on her hard. He shut his eyes to the ecstatic warmth he was enjoying and pictured himself in the room with Jenny, filming her while she fucked her client. He pictured the man fucking her hard and then suddenly pulling out of her and beckoning Dave over to come and clean his cock for him.

 Dave’s feature turned grim, every muscle in his body tensed as his climatic moment came and he let loose inside his wife while simultaneously conjuring an image of sucking her client’s cock till he too shot his load down his throat. His body shuddered and then tiredness flooded him as he then collapsed against his wife.

 It was past midnight when Dave awoke and switched on his bedside lamp. He looked over at Jenny and was satisfied to see she was asleep. He came off the bed and wore his slippers and carried the camcorder with him and switched off the lamp before venturing out of the room.

 The house was quiet. Dave went looking in each of his children’s bedroom and found them snuggled under the covers in their bed. He shut their doors quietly then proceeded downstairs to his library.





He opened the library door and entered the room. He locked the door behind him then turned on the lights. He went to his computer and switched it on. He attached the camcorder’s USB cord to his computer and for the next two hours worked hard at editing his wife’s video. He blacked out the client’s face as he had done with other previous videos, and cropped out a few scenes to make the work shorter. Satisfied with the end result, he uploaded the video onto Jenny escort service website and uploaded shorter clips of the video onto several of her social media accounts. Jenny’s followers was ever growing, mostly made up of horny men itching to watch her updated accomplishments. Dave recorded the video onto several empty DVD discs as well. He killed time corresponding with numerous active followers online who wanted to hear more snippets about Jenny’s taste for black cock while he waited for the discs recording to get done. Someone presented an offer of wanting to feature her in an upcoming amateur porn flick in the foreseeable future and enquired if she would be interested. Dave thought he would have to discuss that with Jenny later.

 He got a black marker pen out of his desk drawer and scrawled different names on the separate discs when he was done. He knew several people who would love more than ever to watch Jenny in action beside the ones always stopping at her web page.

 He left the discs inside the drawer and locked it and spent another hour replying several emails and social media messages before finally switching off the computer. He detached the camcorder and took it with him after switching off the lights then locking the door when he was done.







 Chapter 8

 The postal van cruised into the neighbourhood and now and then slowed to a stop by the kerb and the post man then came down and deposited an envelope or two or a package into the mail box standing in front of the driveway of whichever home he stopped by. He returned to his van and continued with his easy-going drive. He drew to a stop in front of the McLaren mail box and took out a package and put it in the slot.

 At that moment the front door opened and Howard McLauren came out to fetch the day’s newspaper that had been flung across his lawn minutes ago before the postal truck arrived. He waved and hollered good morning to the post man who then returned his greeting before getting back into his truck and driving on. Howard came to the mouth of the driveway and watched the truck make a left turn into the next street. He opened the mailbox and took out the square-shaped package lying inside. The package bore April’s name and their home address; he turned over the package and frowned as he did not recognise the sender’s name or returning address. He closed the mailbox and returned to the house.

 April was humming a song while putting breakfast on the table in front of her son when Howard returned to join them. He had on a blue stripped shirt and dark blue tie; his jacket hung over the back of his chair.

 “Look what I found out in the mailbox, honey,” he dropped the package on the table.

 April had just finished dishing out scrambled eggs and bacon on their plates when she happened to glance at the package as she loosened her apron.

 “What is it?” she asked.

 “I don’t know. Apparently it’s for you,” he sat down and picked up his knife and fork and dug into his meal. “Whoever it’s from; I don’t recognise the sender’s name.”

 April came and sat across from him. She picked up the package and read her name and address on one side, then turned it over and it became obvious the way she looked at it that she, too, had no idea who the sender was. She tore open the package and took out a flat black case from inside and opened it and saw it contained a DVD disc inside along with a note. She opened the note and the worrying frown on her face gave way to disbelief when she read what it said.

 Here’s your copy

 Call me when you get it.

 Cheers.

 - Jenny.

 “You know who it’s from, honey?”

 April looked up at her husband. She squeezed the note in her hand and laid the case beside her plate, propping up a happy face as she picked up her fork.

 “Yes, it’s from Ms. Olivier down on Grenneo Street,” she lied with surprising smoothness. “It’s a recording of her daughter’s wedding, the one I went to help out two weeks ago. I forgot she promised sending send me a copy. How’re you enjoying your sausages, little man?” She turned her attention to her son who was all happy smiles.

 Later the school bus arrived and April walked her son to get on it then went and kissed her husband before he got into his car and drove off for work, blowing him a kiss as he drove away. Her smile left her face as she returned into the house and turned the lock in the door.

 April went and got the DVD case and brought it to the living room. She wrenched the disc out of the case and switched on the DVD machine. Her hands were shaking and she found herself a little nervous as she slid the disc into the player’s slot, switched on the TV, and settled down on the sofa behind her. The movie began and a thought suddenly occurred to her and she pressed the PAUSE button on the remote and raced out of the room and up the stairs. She raced back minutes later gasping out of breath, this time wielding her pink dildo in her hand. She hiked up her skirt as she fell on the sofa then pressed the PLAY button.

 The picture started shakily and dark at first until it then focused on Jenny kneeling in front of the bed sucking the black man’s cock ( whatever was his name again? ). April watched the movie to the end and found herself enjoying it and she then watched it again. She slipped out of her panties and massaged her pussy with her dildo, getting more relaxation from it. She soaked up the part when the man got on the bed and jammed his cock into Jenny’s mouth. Jenny seemed to enjoy his gruff approach. It got April wondering if majority of black men fucked this way. The thought seemed scary yet she could not quit from feeling somewhat aroused by it, seeing the way Jenny was enjoying herself.

 April had herself a terrific orgasm courtesy of her dildo. She was all sweaty when she was done and tasted her cum while sucking her dildo. She adjusted herself and watched the movie a third time before deciding it was enough.

 Two days had passed since that fateful day and she had not spoken with Jenny, more out of embarrassment than anything else. Having just watched the movie got her feeling morose that she had not. After all, it was she who had pestered Jenny about wanting to know more of her adventurous sex life. She never thought she would get to witness so much being in that hotel room watching Jenny and the black man fuck. It had been too much for her to contain herself when she fled for the bathroom to masturbate while Jenny and her client continued without her.

 April switched off the DVD and TV set then went for her phone and dialled Jenny’s number. She was still flush from her orgasm and her hands were sweaty as she wielded the phone.

 “Hi, April,” said Jenny.

 “Hi, Jenny. How’re you doing? I’m sorry I haven’t called or dropped by to see you since-”

 “Tell me you’ve gotten what I mailed to you,” Jenny interrupted. “I mailed it the day before; the man at the Post Office told me it should get to you about today.”

 “If it’s what I think you mean, then yes, I got what you sent this morning. I’d like to talk to you about.”

 “I’m leaving the house soon. Need to get some shopping done, and then I’m going to watch my kids’ soccer game.”

 “Oh yeah, my son told me about that. Maybe we can meet over there if that’s possible.”

 “Sure, let’s do that. I’ll give you a call when I’m done shopping. Enjoy the video; we’ll talk more when we see.”

 Jenny laughed and April could not help laughing along with her. If only her friend knew.



 Chapter 9

 Jenny’s kids attended the same school as did April’s son. Just as their moms were good friends, so, too, the boys were the same.

 It was past noon when April came out of her house and got her Chevy out of the garage. The summer heat was overwhelming. She got inside, surreptitiously admired herself one last time in her mirror, then started her car and pulled out of her driveway.

 It was a ten minute drive to the school’s soccer field. Already there were many parents there as she could tell from the line of cars parked along the kerb. April drove down a block to find a suitable spot to park her car and after turning off her engine, admired her feature once again before getting out of her car. She slung her handbag on her shoulder and walked back towards the soccer field entrance.

 She recognised several parents there and exchanged handshakes and hugs with a few of them as she ventured into the arena. There was a spectator’s stand to the left of the field where majority of the crowd sat under a canopy shade enjoying the game that had already begun. April whipped out her phone to call Jenny while scanning the faces of the crowd. She jumped when someone pinched her arm from behind then broke into nervous laughter when she saw who it was.

 “My God, you scared me,” April returned her phone into her pocket. “I was going to call you to know if you were here already.”

 “I told you I would be. But I’m glad you came,” Jenny led her friend up the stand to an empty bench and there they sat down. “I was across the other side of the field talking to the assistant coach, Elwood before I looked over and spotted you and then hurried over.”

 “I got here as quick as I could. How long had the game been on?”

 “You haven’t missed much, trust me.”

 They sat in silence for a while enjoying the game. April made out her son and Jenny’s boy amongst the players. They looked so innocent and cute in their school jerseys racing back and forth on the field kicking and receiving the ball from their colleagues. It was sometimes hard making them out from the opposing team.

 “You were upset that day, weren’t you?” Jenny said to her. “That’s why you didn’t call.”

 “Not upset, really,” April admitted. “Just sort of humbled by everything. I don’t know why I didn’t call, and I’m sorry. I did watch the film however. You showed it to anyone else?”

 “More than seven thousand of my subscribers have last time I checked,” Jenny chuckled when she saw the way April’s eyes expanded. “Dave edited and posted it online. I’ve gotten hundreds of comments already saying it’s fucking hot.”

 “You don’t seem worried that someone out there recognises you on the video?”

 “Dave takes care of that,” Jenny answered. “He blacks out my face before uploading any video online. If you visit my webpage to watch it, it’s nothing like the one I gave you. By the way, Dave told me to say thanks for you doing that.”

 April blushed. They turned their attention to the ongoing game and didn’t say anything for a while.

 “I had fun with my dildo while I watched it,” April whispered to her friend who responded by shielding her face with her hands to stem down her laughter that attracted several people to glance at their direction before returning their attention to the soccer game.

 “That’s really made my day,” Jenny said and straightened herself. “There’s a new client coming from out of town in a couple of days. Dave and I talked about it and he begged me to get you to tag along and maybe enrol you into the program.”

 “Oh God, no,” April looked at her with wide eyes akin to stage-fright. “I can’t possibly do that.”

 “And why not? What’s stopping you from wanting to live a little?”

 “That’s asking a lot; a whole fucking lot.”

 “Is it really? If it were, then you never would have followed me the other day, but you did.”

 “I did nothing besides film you with the camcorder,” she stopped and looked around to make sure no one was eavesdropping on them then returned to her friend. “Jenny, I’m not that crazy to want to do something like that, okay. I admire you for what you do, but that’s a level that’s way above me, seriously.”

 “Funny how you never before mentioned any of this when you were badgering me to tell you more. What happened to the April of then?”

 “You got me curious, and I wanted to know.”

 “True. And now you know, but won’t you like to know more? A trial is worth a thousand convictions.”

 April’s mouth fell open while her mind tried thinking up a good response but all her mind drew was a blank. Suddenly the crowd broke into an uproar and even Jenny, too, turned towards the game and was cheering along with the crowd as her son’s team just netted a goal in their opponent’s post.

 “Try and think about it,” Jenny insisted. “You don’t have to do anything right now except that.”

 April sulked at that and said nothing to that. She turned her attention to the game and tried not to think seriously about her friend’s words.



 Chapter 10

 April could not stop herself from thinking about what Jenny had said to her. Not even later that night as she made love to her husband.

 She lay on her back with her legs open and welcoming, allowing Howard to do his thing to her. She appropriately responded to his kisses whenever he sought her lips. She conceived perfunctory moans as he thrust in and out of her under the covers; everything she did felt mechanical. She gripped his arms as the moment came when she felt him tense on top of her and his body gave a tense tremor then seconds later he ejaculated inside her pussy. They remained locked in each other’s arms for a while exhaled tensely as they breathing soon adjusted before he then rolled off her. April reached for a roll of tissue on her bedside desk and cut a handful which she then used to wipe herself with it and then got up and went into the bathroom and disposed it in the toilet before returning to bed. They switched off their bedside lamp and huddled under the covers facing each other. April later turned over to lie on her back and almost forgot that Howard was awake until she felt his hand touch hers under the covers.

 “Something on your mind, honey?” he asked.

 “No, nothing really… I don’t know, for sure.”

 “Don’t look like it. Your face looks like you’ve got plenty on your mind. Anything the matter?”

 She turned to face him and he brought his arm to her shoulder and drew her closer. She inhaled the foul, musky smell of semen and sweat oozing off his skin. She so much loved that smell… and yet she could not help speculating if it would be the same coming from some other man.

 “Do you love me, Howard?”

 “Why would you ask that? You know I love you.”

 I’d like to ask you something,” she pulled back a little to look at him better. “Do you think I’m sexy?”

 He smiled. “Where’re you going with this, April?”

 “I don’t know. I sort of feel like I’m becoming too much of a mother and a housewife, I want to know if I’ve still… you know, if I’ve still got it in me. If I’m still sexy to you. Or say you and I were never married, if you’d still find me sexy now as when we first met.”

 “You’re always sexy to me, April. Don’t go putting crazy stuff in your head thinking you’re not. Don’t ever let anything make you think otherwise.”

 She nodded solemnly then rested her face on his chest. “I can’t help wanting something more,” she grumbled. “Haven’t you felt like that before? That maybe what you have isn’t enough?”

 “We all want something more, darling,” Howard said. “Best thing is letting it come to you instead of forcing it. It all works out fine in the end.”

 April barely knew when she fell asleep. She usually did not dream but this night was an exception. The dream felt real and it stunned her more when she awoke in the morning to find that she still remembered parcels of it. She had found herself in a room naked surrounded by multitude of black men, all them naked as well. There was no one besides her and the men - Jenny was not there with her. The men advanced towards her, their features expressionless like zombies, all of them sporting hard-ons. They came to her and began groping; caressing and squeezing every aspect of her body… and surprisingly in the dream, she liked it.



 Chapter 11

 Jenny drove her car and pulled to a stop in front of her friend’s home. She got out and walked up to her door and pressed the doorbell and while she waited, admired herself in her outfit. She was decked out in a sleeveless cotton blouse, tight jeans on her ass and thighs and ankle shoes. She surmised that if she had on a cowboy hat then she would be on her way to a rodeo convention. That got her chuckling as she pressed the doorbell a second time before the door opened to reveal April who, too, marvelled at her striking appearance.

 “Hiya, April,” Jenny took off her sunglasses then hugged her. “You ready for us to step out or what?”

 “In a little while,” she let her friend inside her home and shut the door. “For a second I thought you were someone else.”

 The TV was on and a movie was playing but with the volume mute; Jenny stopped in her track and laughed so hard when she saw what her friend had been watching. April’s cheeks turned rosy red as she realised she had just been caught.

 “I know I shouldn’t,” April bashfully admitted, “I just can’t help myself from not watching it. I’m becoming addicted.”

 “You needn’t apologise for what you like, April. That’s what happiness is about.”

 “Yeah, except I’m trying to rein it in. Wouldn’t want Howard to return home early and find out what I’m watching. Or worst, my son.”

 “You’ll always find some other way. Besides, the video never would be what it is if you hadn’t filmed it for me. I should be the one thanking you for that.”

 “Aw shucks. You could have done better without me there with you. I was the dumb one with nothing better to do myself than to tag along.”

 “If you want to put it that way. Anyway, we ought to get moving if we’re gonna beat traffic. We’re driving across town today.”

 “Let me go grab a scarf and then I’ll be done. How many clients this time, or is it just one?”

 “I’ve got two separate clients today,” Jenny sat down on a couch. “I need to be there in the next hour for the first one. The guy’s on a clock so you’d best hurry with yourself.”

 “OK, gimme a minute,” April raced up the stairs towards her bedroom and was back within a minute having found the scarf she wanted which she then wrapped around her neck and picked up her handbag. “Did you bring the camcorder with you?”

 Jenny came to her feet. “It’s in my bag, but we might not use it this time. It’s not all the time I get to use it, especially if they don’t want me to.”

 They left the house and April locked the door then hid her key under the floor mat.

 “In case we don’t get back early,” she explained. “Josh knows where I usually keep the key in case I’m not there to pick him up from school.”

 “I did the same thing, too. It’s past eight already. We should make good time getting there and hurrying back. We’re taking my car this time.”

 They walked to Jenny’s car and she unlocked her car doors for them to get inside.

 “I thought you said something the other day about being discreet,” said April as she clipped her seatbelt.

 “Only when it demands for it,” Jenny started her engine and put the car in gear and driving off.

 The motel was located on an exit lane off the main highway leading towards the airport. A shabby looking structure that looked like it was so close to being labelled as dilapidated.

 The parking lot contained two vehicles, one of which was a pristine ’78 Ford Camaro. Jenny drove round the lot before sweeping into a half turn and came to a stop beside the Camaro. April admired the Camaro and an alarming flashed upon her mind that she had seen the vehicle somewhere before, or at least knew whom it belonged to. She could have been wrong but the foreboding thought persisted on her mind as she tried working whomever it belonged to as she got down from Jenny’s car.

 Jenny slammed her door shut and wore back her sunglasses while April came and tapped her arm and gestured at the Camaro.

 “Call me crazy, but I swear that car looks very familiar,” she said.

 Jenny looked at the car nonchalantly then pulled her away towards the motel. “You think? Come on will you, April. We’ve got business to settle elsewhere.”

 They went inside the motel. The interior was just as drab and unimpressive as the outside was. April wondered if seriously they had the right address. To think that Jenny drove all this way to meet with a would-be client was mind-numbing.

 Jenny left her side and went to speak with the proprietor sitting lazily behind the counter. She came back and took April’s arm and led her past the lobby up the flight of stairs that stood beyond the room.

 “You not going to tell me who it is we’re meeting here?” April asked as they got to the top floor and took a left turn along the corridor.

 “All in good time,” said Jenny.

 “For God’s sake, I need to know,” she whined.

 Jenny took off her sunglasses as they came and stopped in front of a door. April looked at the door and imagined something dreadful about to jump out and surprise them.

 “This is it,” Jenny pocketed her glasses then knocked on the door.

 The door opened a crack and at first neither could make out the figure of the man standing due to the darkness of the room. It was not until the light came on that April uttered a gasp as she then knew who the owner of the Camaro was.

 “Hi there, ladies,” the black man known as Coach Elwood smiled at them.



 Chapter 12

 Coach Elwood retained his smile as he led the women into the room. April looked at him with slight agitation and awkwardness as she came a step behind Jenny while Elwood shut the door. She cast her eyes about the room almost expecting to find Howard jump out from whichever hiding place and surprise her. Except for a gym bag resting beside a pair of trainers by the foot of the bed, the room was any typical fleabag room.

 “This is quite cosy,” Jenny said as she took down her handbag and sat down hard on the bed, testing her weight on it. “Bed’s even durable.”

 Elwood came and sat beside her. Jenny wasted no time getting into the mood of things and parted her legs. He slid his arm around her backside and pulled her towards him while his other groped her blouse. Their kiss was deep and passionate; April could just feel the sexual tension in the room kick up to a high level.

 “You got me worried for a while,” said Elwood after he broke the kiss.

 “How worried?”

 “I thought I was been stood up. You know we’ve got little time on my hands. I need to head back in an hour or so to run laps with those runts.”

 “Of course, you do.” Jenny said. “And I’m gonna make it up to you.”

 She rested her hand on his crotch and fondled the tent pole rising in his pants and returned to kissing him.

 “I’m so fucking horny right now,” she moaned, and then as if it just then occurred to her, looked over at April and back to Elwood. “You don’t my friend here sitting in to watch? I’m trying to break her in.”

 Elwood switched his gaze to April as if then realising it was not just them in the room.

 “She just wants to watch? Thought we were going to have ourselves a fun party here. Hey, I do recognise you. Your kid’s name is Josh, right?”

 April smiled sheepishly; her cheeks glowed red. “Yes, he is. I never knew you and Jenny knew each other so well.”

 “Oh, stop it, April,” said Jenny. “Don’t you remember me telling you that day at the soccer game I was chatting with the coach here before you arrived? What did you think we were doing, setting you up?”

 Jenny came off the bed and proceeded to take off her clothes. Elwood got rid of his shirt in one swoop while Jenny unbuttoned her blouse like it was on fire and then her bra fell off next. She unbuttoned her jeans but left it that way as she then knelt before Elwood who was up on his feet and she assisted him with undoing his belt buckle and unbuttoning his pants.

 April sat down on a chair across the room and watched her friend get busy making Elwood’s cock grow turgid in her mouth. His pants fell to his ankles. He groaned approvingly as she expertly worked his cock like only a whore would and began jerking his hips forward, fucking her face with eagerness. Jenny grunted and sputtered gobs of saliva as he grabbed her head and rammed his girth down her throat. April listened to her friend’s gagging noise and almost felt pitiful for her. But she could not resist the tinge of eroticism happening upon her. She kept crossing one leg over the other, squirming in her chair like it was biting her bottom.

 “Ohh yeah. Suck that cuck, bitch,” Elwood was all grim while still thrusting his cock back and forth aggressively. “You can’t wait for me to fuck you, don’t you, bitch?”

 Jenny grunted an affirmative while her mouth continued being punished by his cock, taking him all the way to the hilt.

 Elwood looked over at April and snapped his fingers at her.

 “Come over here and help get this bitch out of her clothes. If you’re gonna watch, best make yourself fucking useful.”

 April left her handbag on the chair and came and positioned herself behind her Jenny and helped slid her panties and jeans down her rump. Jenny let go of Elwood’s cock with a smack of her lips then stood up to enable April shove her jeans down her thighs. Elwood kicked away his pants and sat back on the bed stroking his shaft while Jenny struggled with getting out of her jeans and then her ankle shoes.

 “Watch and learn,” she winked at April then went to the bed.

 Elwood slid further backward for Jenny who then balanced herself on one knee and rubbed the bulbous tip of his prick against her vagina, getting it well lubricated with her juice before inserting it inside her. Elwood grasped her butt cheeks and compelled her to straddle him perfectly.

 “Ouuwwhhhh… Uuuhhhhh fuck yeah!” she gasped and flung her head backward. She broke into a whimper as his girth went on stretching her cervix. His cock seemed to open her out and spread further warmth coursing through her body so bad she imagined herself as a flower suddenly coming into full bloom.

 “Pussy’s goddamn tight,” Elwood grunted as he squeezed her ass cheeks down on his pelvis. Her pussy gradually loosened as he continued pumping into her cunt. The feeling was something out of this planet.

 His hands remained on her rump as Jenny lowered and raised herself on his shaft. Her moans grew steadily frantic as her pussy absorbed more of his prick with cum juice dripping down his shaft. Elwood retained one hand on her butt and wrapped his other around her backside as she leaned downward on his torso. He locked his feet together and Jenny let off a shrill cry as he began pistoning his hips and his thighs, pounding her pussy faster.

 April stood by the foot of the bed looking lost with herself yet mesmerised by the sight of Elwood’s cock fucking Jenny with gusto. Jenny rested against her face against his shoulder and hollered for more as his cock continued pounding her hard.

 At one time she sat upright gasping as she rocked her butt and pelvis upon his prick. Elwood’s stamina barely let off as he continued to punish her pussy, smacking her ass cheeks and leaving red welts on her skin.

 “Fucking good pussy,” he grunted with effort. “Ahh fuck! Ugghhh… So fucking wanted to fuck this fucking pussy of yours today.”

 “Yeah, my pussy loves you, too,” Jenny swept her hair from her face.

 April was getting more and more aroused just from watching them. She barely realised how much until she looked down and saw she was holding up her skirt and feeling her way inside her panties like a prospector digging for gold.

 Elwood raised himself from the bed and latched his lips onto Jenny’s tits while still working his hips against hers. They changed position afterwards with Jenny propping her feet on his shoulders while he came down on her. He worked his hips and his butt muscles contracted as he went deep inside her cunt. Jenny had her arms around his backside and feverishly licked sweat off his chin while kicking up her hips to match his rhythm.

 “Ohhhh… so fucking good… I’m fucking cumming!” Jenny groaned. “Ohh God, make me fucking cum! Fuck me till I fucking cum!”

 Elwood was relentless, grunting harder with brute force. His pace never waned; the louder Jenny whimpered and cried, the more he fucked her harder. April heard herself breathing through her lips as her thumb and fingers were rubbing her clit. It grew too much she could barely contain herself from exploding. She went and slumped on the chair, gasping from her own climax just as her friend was having his.

 Elwood lay on top of Jenny, still working his pelvis between her spread legs. His body grew tense and he uttered stuttered grunts as he unleashed his load of semen inside her. Jenny instinctively wrapped arms and locked her feet over his thighs, feeling his spurts of cum inside her womb. He rolled off her when he was done, panting hard.

 “Now that was some good fucking!” he exclaimed.

 “It was for me, too,” Jenny said then looked over at her friend before returning back to him. “Oh, don’t forget what you promised.”

 Elwood glanced over at April and nodded. “You’ve got it.”

 Jenny came off the bed and went and found the bathroom door and slipped inside. Elwood waited some seconds before coming to his feet. He got a towel out of his gym bag and wiped sweat off his brow then threw it on the bed and went towards April watched him nervously, wondering why he was smiling at her. A foreboding feeling washed over her and she could not help be afraid for herself.



 Chapter 13

 “Wh… wha… what do you want?” April’s voice quavered when she spoke and she could not believe it was actually her voice she heard. It sounded nothing like her. Elwood gazed down at her and April’s eyes strayed towards his flaccid penis dangling between his testicles still coated with dry stain of cum. It looked like it could come alive any moment.

 “What do you think I want,” Elwood replied gruffly. “I’ve gone soft and I want you to get me hard again. About time I get to see what a Milf-mom like you is made of.”

 April was appalled by his intention with heart-wrenching fright. “Uh… I’m sorry, but I can’t… I don’t want to do that,” her voice sounded uneasy like she was struggling against being drowned. “This is crazy. You’re my son’s soccer coach. I can report you to the school board whenever I want.”

 Elwood barked harsh laughter. “You go ahead and do that. Till then, you’re gonna give me what I want. And what I want right now is you shutting your trap and get busy getting me hard.”

 His hand flashed with lightning speed and grabbed a fistful of her hair. April yelled with shocked surprise as he then pulled her forward towards him. April feebly tried to fight him off as he forced her to her knees but his grip would not budge. His other hand stroked his penis inches from her face. A tidal wave of horror mixed with desire lit April’s eyes as she watched his penis start to grow turgid.

 “Ooouuhhh! Let go of me,” she whined. “I’ll fucking scream if you don’t.”

 “Go on and scream, bitch. See if anyone will care. Now shut the fuck up and open those pretty lips of yours. And you’d better not fucking bite me, you hear. Try it, and I’ll snap your jaw.”

 April still grappled with him but he was just too strong and she was already being weakened by the potent aroma of sex and masculinity oozing from him. Not to mention that she had achieved orgasm mere minutes ago and her body was clamouring for another. She shut her eyes and afterwards won’t remember when exactly it happened except seconds later the tip of his penis was stuck in her mouth and she put up no resistance.

 His hand remained on her head but April was unaware of it as she was stubbornly pulling on his cock and rolling her tongue over his prick-shaft, doing everything she could to get him hard quickly. The energy she expelled to suck him had the turn-over effect of making her hornier. Her hand went back to foraging underneath her skirt, spurring her towards becoming more aggressive with her blowjob. She replayed in her mind the weird dream she had enjoyed last night of her been in a room with multiple black men. This time she recognised one of the men as Coach Elwood and he did just like he had done to her seconds ago, forced her to her knees to suck his cock. April seemed to want him even more.

 A door slammed shut and April looked to the side and saw Jenny coming from the bathroom door running a towel over herself. Jenny flung the towel aside and came over to April’s chair and reached for something inside her handbag that turned out to be the camcorder. April tried to say something but Elwood grumbled and she went back to polishing his cock.

 After a while, Elwood tapped her shoulder and April looked up and he gestured at her to rise to her feet. April took a moment to wipe spite from her lips while Jenny stood beyond the bed aiming the camcorder at her and grinning.

 “Jenny, please-”

 “Shut the fuck up, and get yourself out of those clothes,” Elwood snapped.

 He led her towards the bed and April squealed as Elwood aggressively bent her forward like he’d earlier done to Jenny and wrenched her skirt off her bottom and got busy smacking her butt.

 “Yeah, smack that ass, Elwood,” Jenny cheered while still holding up her camcorder. “Go on smack it, she loves it.”

 Elwood went on making April howl louder with each successive slap of his palm. The pain did hurt for April and to her utter surprise she liked it too. Elwood nearly ripped off her panties as he pulled it to the side and held her with one hand while he attempted to shove his cock between her butt cheeks. April was resistant at first, but Elwood then slapped her butt harder that brought tears to her eyes and that alerted her to behave.

 “Spread your legs and spread your ass, too,” he demanded. “Do it, bitch. I ain’t got all day.”

 April rested her chin on the bed and even reached behind and held her ass cheeks apart for him. She was afraid of his intention but as well overwhelmed by her lust and could not wait for him to slid his cock inside her. She shut her eyes and tensed herself as the tip of his prick pushed between her labia. She broke into a shudder and groaned aloud as inches his girth stretched her pussy. Elwood withdrew out of her slowly then shoved back inside her with such force it knocked the wind out of April whose body convulsed uncontrollably.

 “You bitches sure brought some tight pussies for me,” he groaned.

 He went on with the pace he applied on her and still April’s hands never let off from holding her ass cheeks apart for him. She was howling into the sheets. Her pussy grew warm and she felt herself ejaculating sporadically due to his immense girth and the pounding he gave her.

 “Uhhh… Ohhh God, stop… Oh my God… your cock is fucking huge!”

 Elwood laughed uproariously. He was grunting like a mad man, his feature sadistic with lust as he fucked her harder. April squeezed her eyes and gripped the sheets. She tried to imagine making love to Howard except that thought never crystallised in her mind; no way would Howard ever fuck her like this. She barely knew when the pain ended and the pleasure began.



 Chapter 14

 “I’m sorry I lied to you,” Jenny admitted bashfully. “I could have told you before we left, but I was afraid you’d say no. I wanted it to be sort of a surprise.”

 “Sort of?” asked April.

 “Sorry, wrong choice of words. I did want it to be a surprise.”

 “Some surprise that turned out to be,” April said tritely. She drew her glass of milkshake closer and sucked on the straw. “I don’t know whether to throw this drink of mine at your face or just keep drinking it.”

 “If it’d make you feel better,” Jenny said.

 April looked at her but then gave up whatever intention she might have in mind.

 They were at a fast food restaurant in the city, miles from the drab motel room they had shared with Coach Elwood. The time was 1:13 pm. That surprised April as it felt to her like they had spent the entire afternoon there before eventually calling it quits. She was perplexed by what had happened but was torn between her feelings afterwards and prior to Elwood fucking her while Jenny cheered and watched.





“Tell me everything,” she demanded. “I want to know where the lie began.”

 Jenny was munching on a hamburger. She picked a napkin and wiped a stain off her lips then took a sip off her glass of Diet-Coke. The whole time April had the aura of impatience as she waited for her friend to speak.

 “Coach Elwood was not really a client,” Jenny confessed. “I attended the last PTA meeting and he complained to me about Elliot. He said he wasn’t showing dedication to the soccer team and he was contemplating dropping him off his roaster. I told him I’d straighten things out with Elliot, and somehow in the midst of all that one thing led to another and we got to talking about ourselves. That day at the soccer game I was fixing a date with him for today, and I told him I might not be coming alone. He didn’t like the sound of that, but I told him my friend is just as much a slut as I am and he’d got nothing to worry about. But I added that you’re quite shy so I thought of enlisting his help on that. And everything turned out the way it did.”

 “My God. Jenny, you’re one conniving she-devil. How could you let someone take advantage of me just like that?”

 “Oh, stop being naïve, will you, April. You wanted to know what I was doing as much you wanted to try it. Well, now you did. And it was just a one-man thing, so stop sounding like you got raped.”

 “It might as well have been if you weren’t there. How the hell will I ever go back and erase everything that happened?”

 “You can’t go back in time, but you can pretend like it never did,” Jenny said. “Only people that know is me and Coach Elwood, and he’s never the talking sort, and neither am I. Your secret is my secret, likewise mine is yours. That’s the way we look out for each other.”

 April wanted to say more but Jenny’s argument put off whatever further complaints she might have. The sex had been an utter surprise, but she had ended up enjoying it. She was bewildered with regards to how to feel about it or whether she was forever marred by the experience. She opted not to consider that question for now.

 “Besides Coach Elwood, were there any real clients today?”

 “Oh yeah, and just one though. I’ve got five of them waiting for me. Or for us if you’re coming.”

 “You mean me getting involved?”

 “However you want it, April. The fact is I’d love to get you involved in this. Call me wicked, but that’s been on my mind since you began asking me questions about it. I knew I might not get any luck from getting you willingly interested, that’s why I needed Coach Elwood. And you certainly had yourself a wonderful time, didn’t you?” she flashed her a conniving smile that got April’s cheeks glowing crimson. “You see how addictive getting fucked by black men can be? You’ll be a horny slut thinking about their cocks in no time. Come on, hurry up, we need to start hitting the road.”

 “Where are we going this time?” April finished her milkshake but her hamburger remained untouched on her plate. “Not some fleabag motel, I hope.”

 “No, something better this time,” Jenny smiled back as she returned to finishing her hamburger.







 Chapter 15

 The motel announced itself with a billboard sign three feet above its rooftop that said: DAWN TILL MIDNIGHT PLACE. Everything about the place screamed sleaze, and it was not even midnight. How very appropriate, Jenny clicked her tongue against her upper lip as she eased out of the freeway and drove into the place. She slid her car into an empty parking slot in front of the building and offed her engine and smiled at April.

 “Get your game face on, babe. It’s party time from here on in.”

 April puckered her face at her and that got Jenny laughing as they unclasped their seatbelts and alighted from the car. Jenny turned on the alarm before slamming her door and threw her keys into her handbag. This time she did not bother going into the lobby to inquire which room as she led the way towards a flight of stairs to the top floor and walked alongside a barrage of motel room doors. From here, they had a cool view of the freeway; the atrocious noise of traffic was prevalent coming from there.

 “Do you know which room it is?” April asked.

 “Sure, I do. Just remember to be a good cheer. These aren’t my type of customers.”

 “You certainly don’t look scared of anything.”

 Jenny stopped at a door marked Rm. 23.

 “This is it,” she indicated. “We’re here to fuck and get paid, nothing more. Are you ready?”

 “Let’s just do this before I lose my shit.”

 Jenny knocked and waited.

 “Who is it?” a man’s voice spoke from behind the door.

 “It’s the woman you requested,” Jenny answered. “You know, 1-800-Call-A-Slut. You set up an appointment.”

 A brief silence, then the door opened a few inches to reveal a broad-chested man in brown pants wearing a wife-beater. His feature was all wrinkles. He had a few day’s stubble of beard, and appraised the women with indolent eyes.

 “You’re a couple minutes late,” he said.

 “Sorry. There was terrible traffic on the way.”

 He opened the door further for Jenny and April and then shut the door behind them. April glanced back at the door thinking she had missed her one chance of escaping this surreal dream.

 Jenny tapped her arm and April turned to see what she was looking at.

 Four other black men occupied the room. Three of them sat on the bed playing dominoes while a third occupied a chair watching something on TV. All four men stopped what they were doing the moment the women entered the room and came to their feet. April felt uneasy but looked at Jenny who beamed a smile at all five of the men and tried to mimic her attitude as she exchanged handshakes with the men and introduced herself as well.

 “We’re the sluts you boys ordered for your entertainment,” Jenny announced. “My friend here is still new at the job, but I hope you boys will go easy on her. As for me, well, I always love my black men hard and strong.”

 The men were all smiles and grunted responsively as they edged closer. One of them relieved Jenny of her handbag as she fell heartily into the arms of the other men. April stood rooted where she was with a nervous smile as two of the men came at her like hungry lions. She let go of her handbag and gasped as one of the men came at her aggressively. He was about kissing her when she pressed her palm against his lips and looked towards Jenny who already was being groped everywhere by her men.

 “You guys are going to wear condoms, right?” April asked.

 Her question apparently stopped the proceeding action, but only for a moment before they all burst into laughter, Jenny included.

 “Oh yeah, we’re gonna bust out the condoms, alright,” one of them replied her.

 She yelped when a hand smacked the back of her skirt and turned to see the hand’s owner leering at her.

 “First let’s get down to seeing all that booty you’ve got.”

 Their hands were all over her body, touching, feeling, groping and urgently squeezing. April succumbed to their kisses and responded somewhat willingly towards touching them as well. She inhaled the sweat pouring out of their body and even the musk scent of their cologne. The men wasted no time getting rid of her clothes. She leaned against one of the men, exchanged kisses with him while his colleague pushed her jeans down her legs. She glanced over at her friend and saw Jenny down on her knees clustered by the three men and taking turns stroking and sucking their cocks. She seemed so confident with her actions.

 April’s men worked themselves out of their clothes and jerked their semi-hard penises at her, grinning lasciviously while they did. She was amazed by girth; she perceived herself getting wet just from staring at them.

 “About time we test you out, slut,” one of them said to her.

 “On your knees, bitch.”

 The other touched her shoulder and pushed her downward to her knees. April assumed some confidence and stroked their shaft, spraying her face with pre-cum, then opened her mouth to let the one by her right slid between her lips.

 Jenny was moaning and simultaneously choking on a mouthful of black cock when she glanced over at her friend who too was gagging on multiple cocks thrusted down her throat. She rose to her feet and bent forward still bopping her head back and forth then muttered a mewling cry as one of the men entered her from behind; the third was on his knees caressing and munching on her tits. The cock jammed in her mouth fell out and she gasped momentarily from the one stretching her pussy before retrieving the man’s cock back into her mouth.

 The men bantered shamelessly amongst the women.

 “How’s that pussy feelin’ Rob?”

 “Fucking tight pussy. Gonna need some lubricant.”

 “Ohh yeah… love the way you’re rolling your tongue around my dick. Go on do it again, babe. Yeah… just like that.”

 Jenny clumsily jerked forward with each thrust from behind. She held onto the man’s hips before her while still deep-throating his cock. Her feature knotted into a facial mask of hurt and lust as the other kept punishing her pussy. She looked over at her friend again and saw that April was not on her knees anymore.

 The men made April lie on the bed and one of them held her ankles apart while his face sank halfway past her crotch as he invaded her cunt with his tongue. His tongue and lips slithered beneath her pubic region, persisting towards making her cum. April wanted to groan from his foreplay attack except she could not as the other knelt inches from her face plugging her mouth with his erection. Her body thrashed from side to side and yet amid her guttural moans her mouth remained locked on the cock choking down her throat while her hands eagerly wrapped around the man’s butt and pushed his genitals down her face.

 The man performing foreplay on her rose to his knees, stroking his girth in his hand rubbed it against her labia. April could not quit squirming from his action; this elicited harsh laughter from the man to his buddy whose cock she was still gagging upon.

 “Her pussy wants me so bad, brother,” he remarked.

 “Better give it to her then,” his buddy crackled. “I’m gonna need my turn soon.”

 April felt the tip of his prick break into her wet crevice and her body immediately convulsed in response. She let go of the man’s cock and was panting frantically as the man thrust more inch of black thickness inside her and her lower body betrayed her by jerking her hips at his pelvis. The men burst out laughing and jeering.

 “Oh yeah, give it to her, T. Give that pussy the real dick.”

 “Awwhhh, fucking tight snatch she’s got,” the man groaned. “Gonna get her wet enough.”

 “Keep fucking that bitch and then she’ll get wet.”

 Uproarious laughter broke in the room. April barely heard them as she was busy drowning in the tidal wave of her own orgasm exploding before her eyes and so suddenly. Her body thrashed convulsively and she screeched a mewling cry when she pushed the man’s prick out of her as her pussy then unleashed a squirting torrent. She was gasping and groaning after just having a delightful orgasm. The man fell back on her once again and this time rammed his prick deep inside her cunt and fastidiously went ahead pounding her deep.

 Jenny was on the bed riding one of the men in reverse. She reclined backward over him and jerked her hips in a half circle like she were riding a hula-hoop while the man wedged her butt with both hands and rammed his cock up and down her crotch. The others stood on either side taking turns making her gag on their pricks. Now and then they would grab a fistful of her hair and force her fuck her mouth fervently. Driblets of saliva poured out of her mouth. One of them eventually sprayed cum inside her mouth and it was with effort Jenny swallowed every semen spurt he had for her before he then came down from the bed.

 “How about fucking her ass,” said the second man whose cock she was still blowing. “You take it in the ass, don’t you, slut?”

 “Oh fuck yeah,” Jenny groaned in response.

 She slid off his buddy and the man then took over his colleague’s position by lying on his arm. Jenny came beside him and hiked up her leg over his thigh and introduced his cock into her puckered anus. It took a while before she got things going. The other lay on his side in front of her and he worked his cock into her pussy and like that both men got to riding her simultaneously.

 The men had April on her arms and knees and one of them was fucking her from behind while his buddy stood on the sideline cheering him along.

 “Yeah, fuck that pussy, Dave… make the bitch bleed!”

 April’s head lolled downward between her arms. She listened to her own cries and wild pants, but even more was the sound of the man’s pelvis hitting her bottom each time he slammed into her.

 Thwack…  thwack…  thump…

 The other man caressed her tits and occasionally made her squeal harder by pinching her nipples. He came and laid under her torso and sucked her tits while she suffered the onslaught of her pussy getting hammered. April’s face the entire time was a mask of hurt mixed with lust.

 The black cock rammed into her pussy and seemed to stretch all the way towards hammering the walls of her heart as she then clutched her tits hopping that would stem down the fire rampaging inside her. The man under her fingered her labia and her moaning frenzy went into overdrive as she released a wave of squirt over the sheets. The man fucking her pulled away and she collapsed on her face gasping hard. April swept her hair off her face while still panting to catch her breath. She would have loved to remain like that except she then remembered it was not just one man fucking her.

 “Yeah, time I got me some of that sweet pussy, too,” said the other man.

 He laid over her back and rummaged his prick between her ass cheeks looking for the appropriate hole. April yelped when he tried squeezing into her anus and she reached between her legs and made the right insertion for him.

 “That’s what I’m talkin’ ‘bout there,” the man grunted with effort as he began slamming down his pelvis on her butt. “Uhhgghh! That’s what I’m fuckin’ talkin’ ‘bout. Gimme that pussy, bitch! GIMME THAT FUCKIN’ PUSSY! ”

April howled and expletives recklessly flew from her mouth. She spread her legs and struggled to massage her pussy underneath while her other hand clutched the bed sheets. Her eyes kept coming open and shut and she was practically breathing through her lips amid her hollering frenzy. His cock was unbelievable. She felt like she was being stretched by a massive lead pipe; she could not help but wonder if all black men were this goddamn big.

 She looked up and saw Jenny still sandwiched by two men. This time they were standing beside the bed, the man in front cradled her in his arms with her legs and arms wrapped around him like a spider securing a prey and humping her butt against his abdomen with the other fucking her from behind. Their third buddy stood behind stroking his meat.

 They lowered Jenny to her feet and one of them laid on his back on the floor and she balanced herself over him and was soon squealing as his cock slid in and out of her cunt with ease. Jenny had climaxed enough already and loved it whenever she got gangbanged so she won’t have much recollection of how often it had happened.

 She grunted frantically while still on her knees as the man’s thighs slapped against her butt over and over with rapid pace.

 “Uhhh… Ohhh yeah, fuck me!” she gasped. “I’m your fucking slut today, fuck me!”

 “Yeah, you’re a dirty fuckin’ whore, ain’t you, bitch?”

 “Awwhhh yeah, I’m a dirty fucking whore!” she flung her hair off her face, feeling an orgasm explosion welling speedily inside her gut. “GO ON, FUCK ME, FUCK ME GOOD! ”

The man pushed her to the side, grasping her ass cheeks and went into overdrive grunting heavily while pounding her pussy harder. The sound of his pelvis slapping against her butt was like thunderclaps. Jenny squealed and howled with delight, digging her fingers into the man’s arms and shoulders while taking the brute force of his girth pile-driving her pussy. She was still squealing aloud when the orgasm grenade exploded inside her gut and she then fell off him gasping hard. The man came and knelt over her face and stroked his cock inches from her face and sprayed her open lips with every ounce of cum he had welling in his nuts.

 April was lying on her face when one of the men appeared beside her, holding his prick inches from her face. Instinctively her mouth was open to receive. He drove his cock into her mouth and seconds later groaned aloud as he ejaculated spurts of semen down her throat. The other behind her exclaimed seconds later and pulled out in time to spurt his cum over her ass cheeks.

 “Now there’s some load on your ass,” he said.

 The others crackled along with him. April fell back on the bed too weak to do anything with bits of cum dripping out of her lips.



 Chapter 16

 Jenny drove past her home but pulled over at April’s driveway to let her off. Alice had stayed silent for much of the ride. They had cleaned themselves up before leaving the motel, but April’s feature remained flustered possibly from the sexual train ride she had experienced at the motel. The entire day felt to her like one sexual ride after another. All the gropes, caresses, ass-smacking, cock-sucking and fucking she had undergone made her body barely feel like hers anymore.

 Jenny waited for her friend to say something.

 “You all right, April?”

 “Huh?” April turned to her as if stumbling from a daze. She looked past the window at her home and then at the houses across as if to remind herself where she was, and then forced herself to smile. “Yeah, I’m good. I mean aside from the fact that I’m going to be sore for a day or two, I’m perfectly fine.”

 Jenny opened her handbag and took out a wad of money and counted it as she had done before they split from the motel and gave half to April.

 “That’s yours,” she said.

 “Really you shouldn’t, Jenny,” said April listlessly. “I mean, you’re the one they asked for; I only rode shot gun.”

 “Stop being a wuss, April, and take it. Really, I want you to. It’ll be a lot better than sitting at home playing housewife always. Besides, you’re very much a part of it now. Get yourself a new pair of shoes if you can.”

 “And have Howard wonder if I’ve taken money off our joint account?”

 “You think it’ll be something he’ll miss?”

 April closed her hand around the money and shook her head.

 “I still can’t believe I allowed you to talk me into this. My God, tell me I’m not losing my mind.”

 “You’re not losing your mind; I for one won’t let you. Why don’t you come by tomorrow let’s talk more about it.”

 “Yeah, that will be great. What’re you going to do with that video of me?”

 “Put it online. But don’t worry, I’ll make sure I blank out your face.”

 “Yeah, and don’t you dare forget that. Good night, Jenny.”

 She hugged her friend.

 “You take care. And pray you don’t let Howard see that DVD I sent you.”

 “Oh shit, you just reminded me.”

 April opened her door and got out of the car. She deposited the money inside her handbag and waved goodbye at Jenny before hurrying into her driveway towards her house. Jenny watched her friend enter her home then put her car in gear and drove towards home.

 That night at the Belling’s home, after Dave had concluded his scheduled task of eating Jenny’s pussy as well as making love to her, they cuddled in each other’s arms and he asked her again to tell how her day had gone with April. Jenny re-enacted the surprise on April’s face when they met Coach Elwood and then how the coach broke through her defences and fucked her while Jenny captured it on her camcorder, which currently was on the bed beside Dave’s feet. He had watched the clip and even he too had applauded at seeing his friend’s wife getting fucked by the soccer coach.

 “About the motel guys,” Dave inquired when she was done. “How much did they settle?”

 “Five hundred,” she replied. “I gave half to April. I figured she’d earned it for breaking her cheery.”

 “Nothing wrong with that. I’m just amazed how you got her involved in this all in one day. My God, I’m so fucking proud of you.”

 “I told you she’s got those tendencies inside her. When we stopped for lunch, I thought she’d get upset with me for lying about the coach, but she felt cool about it. And she loved the DVD copy you mailed to her.”

 “My God, I’ve got plenty of crazy stuff running through my head right now. Howard’s gonna shit an egg if ever he finds out.”

 “Howard might not like it, but that’s kinda up to April if she wants to tell him. Do you think you can insert a profile on her in my escort page? You think you can do that?”

 “That will have to wait till weekend,” he said. “I’ll have enough time then setting that up with you taking the kids out. You’re such a classy wife, Jenny. I can’t believe you managed the impossible.”

 “That’s why I love doing what I do, honey,” she chuckled and then kissed him.

 Past midnight in the McLaren’s home, not everyone was asleep.

 April had eased out of bed, opened her bedside drawer and taken out her vibrator. She looked over at Howard to be sure he was not awake before slipping out the bed and out of the room. She strolled past her son’s bedroom and down the stairs to the living room. She did not bother with turning on a light as she settled herself on the sofa and worked her vibrator on her pussy. Minutes later after a satisfying climax, she lay there in silence contemplating what she was getting into with Jenny and imagining how far she intended taking it. A part of her wanted to put a stop to it; another prodded her towards venturing along to see whatever lies beyond. No matter what, she’ll have to see how well she can handle it.

 April thought back on the nameless black men who had ravaged her at the motel and a smile creased her face the more she recalled the action. It got her setting her vibrator onto her pussy once more.



 Chapter 17

 “There’s something you need to understand when it comes to black cock,” Jenny casually explained to her friend as they sat at a park bench admiring the bustling crowd milling about a dolphin fountain in front of them while they sipped ice tea.

 “It’s got an addiction quality about it the first time you allow yourself to enjoy it. It’s kinda like a special kind of drug you can’t do without. A good drug, mind you, but still, once you let go to having it, you just want it again and again. Tell me you didn’t get that vibe after you spent time with the coach, or watching me with those guys at the hotel?”

 April gave a clueless shake of her head, unable to fathom into words what her best friend said but feeling what she meant.

 “All I saw was what I caught on your camcorder,” said April, turning her face away from her friend’s stare. “You looked so… lost with what you were doing. You looked like you loved every second of it.”

 “So were you, April,” Jenny said, and when she noticed April’s blush added, “And stop playing coy with me, too. You think I didn’t see when you scuttled your butt into the bathroom later on?”

 April laughed along with Jenny. She could not stop herself from blushing, especially as she recalled herself fumbling inside her panties like she was on fire after locking the bathroom door on herself.

 “Let me remind you I was a good girl before you clued me into all of this, Jenny. Crazy as it seems you’ve got me thinking a lot about black men lately. I can’t believe I’m turning into a slut just like you.”

 “You’re a turtle coming out of its shell,” Jenny said. “I’ve been where you’re at before, and I know what it feels like. Like I said, it’s like a drug you can’t get enough of.”

 “That supposed to make me feel so special? Especially now you said you got Dave to open a slut profile on me on your site? Remind me what my slut alias is.”

 “Virginia Summers. My followers are going to love you like crazy.”

 “I’m still worried, what if it gets to be too much,” April complained. “What if, God forbid, Howard finds out? What then will happen to my marriage?”

 Jenny drank her ice tea and took her friend’s hand in hers.

 “You and I are bonded by fire, April,” she said. “Like it or not, I could not have been any cautious but happier when you asked me about this lifestyle I’m living. Your secret is my secret. Now quit worrying and pick up a smile for a change.”

 There came a buzzing sound. She got her phone out of her jacket pocket and answered it.

 “Hello, darling. Yeah, we’re here waiting in the park… the dolphin fountain, like we agreed. OK, you’re there now? All right, give us some seconds we’ll be over. Ok, see ya.”

 She hung up and tapped April’s arm. “Let’s take a walk,” she said.

 They disposed their ice tea cups in a trash bin and sauntered towards the westward section of the park.

 April wrapped her scarf around her jacket’s collar. She reviewed what she had on as they walked, hopping it was suggestive enough to entice. She wore a black skirt and red blouse under her jacket. Jenny had similar outfit and complimented hers by wearing thigh stockings and no panties. That part she had whispered to April when they left the house.

 “Who is today’s client anyway, or am I supposed not to ask?”

 “Stop being silly, April. Of course you’re meant to ask. Dave often does his share of getting clients for me. It’s his way of wanting to be around so he can watch me,” she chuckled then continued. “There’s this work buddy of his called Raymond Thrumbone. Raymond wants a shot at me and good for him, he’s got a friend as well, hence I figured to bring you along. The price is seven hundred,” she added.

 They were approaching the westward gate.

 “Seven hundred to for us?” she asked.

 “No,” Jenny replied. “I meant seven hundred to bang each of us. You get seven and I get seven, that’s what I mean. Now tell me this isn’t the right type of business for lovely housewives like ourselves.”

 They pushed past the crowd thronging through the westward gate and stood for a moment at the kerb appraising the busy intersection. Jenny was looking across the street scanning the vehicles idling around.

 “Dave said they’re going to be parked somewhere… oh, there they are.”

 She pointed a finger at a black Chrysler parked near the intersection. The passenger window was halfway down and she made out Dave who’d already spotted them and was smiling and waving at her. Jenny hooked her arm around April’s and propelled her forward. The door opened for them and both women fell inside and shut the door and then the driver drove away from the scene.

 “How are you, darling,” said Dave as he hugged his wife.

 April was a little disappointed seeing it was just Jenny’s husband in the car and no one else. But then she wondered what her response would have been if it had been Howard waiting on welcoming them into the vehicle.

 “How are you, April,” Dave shook her hand. “You and Jenny here been good sluts lately?”

 Jenny hit his arm. “You ought to know you’re talking to two of the best whores in the city. Isn’t that true, April?”

 “I suppose so,” April accepted. “Where’s the guys we’re supposed to meet?”

 “That’s where we’re going right now,” said Dave. “My work buddy’s friend has got himself a swanky apartment not too far from her.” He turned his attention to his wife, caressing her thigh. “You look so gorgeous, babe. Raymond’s gonna eat you up, I swear.”

 She allowed him to kiss the back of her hand as she was all smiles. “I’ll bet you’re hard just thinking about everything, aren’t you, honey?”

 “Ohh, you’ve’ no idea,” he answered and brought her hand to his crotch and they both laughed gleefully as she touched his hard-on. “Do you feel it getting hard?”

 “Oh yeah, I feel it all right,” Jenny cooed.

 April felt a sombre longing for Howard as she sat there watched jenny and Dave kiss and laugh with each other. It got her wishing that Howard had knowledge of everything that’s happened to her since yesterday. She thought she would have loved to call him up and tell him everything that has been happening and of wanting to see him watched her as well.



 Chapter 18

 The drive was not a long one. The Chrysler pulled to a stop in front of a brownstone building in what was a predominant upper-class neighbourhood. The three of them got off and the driver drove on without a word. Dave led the way up the short flight of steps and opened the glass door for them to enter. They walked down a short corridor and entered a lift that took them to the fourth floor where they then got off.

 “Raymond and I have got an hour before returning to work,” Dave informed Jenny. “That’s the amount of time we’ve got to do this.”

 “How much and who’s paying?” she asked. “Or is this a discount?”

 “No discount, babe. I made a wager with Raymond a couple of days ago so he owes me a grand.”

 They came to a door and Dave knocked first before opening it and ushering the women first before entering after them.

 Jenny and April marvelled at the luxurious apartment when they ventured into the living room. To call it swanky was an understatement; it was sumptuous with a fabulous view of the nearby rooftops. There was a makeshift bar at a corner; a large black piano occupied a section of the room. The furniture was posh leather; everything else about the room screamed expensive.

 They turned when they heard other voices enter the room and saw two black men come out of a corridor, one of them was shirtless. Jenny might have mistaken them for siblings if she weren’t already familiar with Raymond. The same Raymond who loved flirting with her at their company parties whenever Dave was not looking. She had always known the day would come when she’d get to see how big his cock was as well to hold it with both hands and her mouth; it was his friend she knew nothing about.

 Raymond was beaming at as he came and hugged Jenny and kissed her on the cheek. He held her in his hands and ran his eyes all over her figure.

 “Damn, girl, you’re looking fucking sexy as always,” he said.

 “Thanks, Ray. You certainly know how to live large. This apartment of yours is lovely.”

 “Actually it belongs to my buddy here,” Raymond gestured at his shirtless friend who then came forward smiling infectiously at both women. “This here’s Max. Max, I’d like you to meet Dave’s beautiful and sexy wife, Jenny. She’s a damn sexy bitch and she loves black cock.”

 “Oh, please,” she chuckled, then came forward and shook hands with his friend. “This is a lovely place you have, Max. You do any real-estate?”

 “I wish,” he said. “I was spoilt when I was little. I’m what you’d like to think of as a trust-fund baby.”

 “Well, whatever you’re into, you’ve got good taste. I’d like you two to meet my friend and slut companion, Virginia.”

 The men turned to April who too exchanged handshake with them. Dave appeared with a bottle of bubble and glasses for everyone. The women took off their jackets while he filled everyone’s glass and they drank to each other’s health.

 Dave went and occupied a stool by the bar enjoying his drink while Jenny and April went with either men. Jenny stuck with Raymond as he had already chosen her while April reclined beside Max on a sofa. They made casual conversation while feeling their hands over each other’s thigh; their eyes glimmered with desire. Raymond wasted no time with Jenny and already had her bent on her elbows and knees on the coffee table. He fell to his knees and pushed his face against her ass cheeks. Dave sat earnestly in his stool and was not surprised to observe that Jenny’s bare bottom underneath her skirt.

 Jenny felt behind and fondled Raymond’s head while his face burrowed between her ass cheeks. She was all chuckles and in the midst of her laughter was interspersed a sensuous moan as she felt Raymond’s tongue probing her cunt lips. She glanced over at Dave who clutched his drink in one hand while his other grabbed at his crotch. He smiled back at her and raised his glass in a toast. She mouthed ‘I love you’ at him, then clutched the table tight as Raymond’s tongue flickered upon her clit.

 April and Max weren’t conversing anymore.

 Dave looked at them and saw April with her arms wrapped around Max while they kissed passionately. She rubbed against him and caressed his head when he opened her blouse and pulled a mouthful of her tits. His other hand slid between her thighs and slipped further into the dark alley of her skirt.

 Jenny now sat on the coffee table facing Raymond and was assisting him to unbuckle his belt and then to whip out his turgid cock in her hand. She was drooling with happiness at the sight of it.

 “I’ve dreamed about your cock for so long,” she muttered before first kissing the mushroom-shaped tip of his penis then taking him whole.

 April saw the way Jenny was taking charge of her man and opted to do the same.

 She pushed Max to sit still as she came off the sofa and knelt before him. He pushed the sweat pants he wore down his hips to expose his nine-inch rod that stood like a tent pole inches from April’s face. She stroked his girth with both hands and spat a gob of spit on his foreskin then brought it to her lips. She sucked him with every ounce of strength and desire she could muster. Often a sensuous purr emanated from within her throat as she submitted herself to the cascade of frenzy erotic emotions vibrating across her body. She rolled her lips around the enlarged tip of his prick, and stopped now and then to trace her tongue down his foreskin towards his testicles. She leaned forward with her hands pressed on his thigh and forced herself to swallow more of his girth.

 Max swept her hair away from her face and was panting and thrusting his pelvis upwards for April to choke on his cock. He looked over at Raymond who now had Jenny on her elbows and knees on the coffee table fucking her from behind. Dave remained seated by the bar, having unzipped his pants and audaciously jerking-off without concern.

 Max tapped April’s arm to signal it was time she got on top of him. April lifted her skirt as she stood up then came forward to straddle his thighs. Max stroked his shaft between her legs as she slipped her thong panties to the side. He rubbed his prick against her vulva before sliding it appropriately inside her cunt. April gasped as she had stumbled upon a serendipitous discovery the instant his cock invaded her cunt.

 “Awwhh damn, I’m so fucking wet!” she admitted.

 Max held her ass cheeks with both hands as her butt settled downward on his entire length. April shut her eyes to her expending lust and exhaled into his face, after which she sucked air through his lips. Her hips took on a life of their own, compelling her to start riding him. She held his face with both hands, kissing him frantically, fighting against the swelling tide of lust exploding in her vagina as his nine-inch cock stretched her pussy walls.

 April’s body was on auto-pilot riding him and in the back of her mind imagined she was home instead making love to Howard. But the more she rocked her butt, gasping harder as he slammed his prick harder into her, the further the image dissipated from her mind. Howard was never an energetic fellow when in bed. The sex she was having since Jenny initiated her into the escort lifestyle was a million times better than anything she had ever experienced in her life, including with Howard, and it made her almost upset and angry with herself for thinking it except she could not deny the fact from her mind. Not right now when everything felt so fucking good.

 “Uhhhggghh… fuck me, Ray! Uhh yeah, fuck that pussy like you always wanted to.”





Raymond held a fistful of Jenny’s hair whilst driving home his rod in and out of her, listening to her squeal with hurt. He gave feral-type grunts with each thrust he slammed into her; his pace was relentless. He stopped at one time to yank her head harder, both of them groaning like wounded animals. He kissed the side of her neck while grinding his pelvis against her butt. He made her look over at Dave who busy jerking away uncontrollably; his eyes appeared glazed like he was in another realm watching them fuck.

 “Take a look at what your man’s doing,” Raymond demanded while still pressing against her back. “See what he’s doing?”

 “Oh yeah,” Jenny chuckled. “He loves watching me fuck.”

 “You won’t guess what he told me today,” Raymond added. “He told me he’d love to see me cum inside you and that he wants to suck my cock and eat my cum out your pussy when I do.”

 “Really? We’d better not disappoint him then. Lead me over to the couch.”

 Raymond looked over at his friend who was busy pumping his cock under April’s butt cheeks and he led Jenny towards them.

 Jenny fell to her knees and Raymond did the same and got down to fucking her while she leaned forward to taste Max’s pair of nuts. She groaned forcefully as she managed to lick cum juice dripping out of April’s snatch as she continued riding Max. But the pounding got to be too deep for her to ignore her own mounting pleasure. She lowered her face between Max’s legs and massaged her pussy.

 Neither was aware of Dave’s nearby presence, having quit his place on the bar stool to come and settle on a couch where he had a good view of the action. His groans added to the cacophony of sex when he ejaculated over his hand and pants. He tasted his cum on his hand and licked himself clean then went back to stroking his flaccid penis hoping to get it going once again.

 Max fell on his side pulling April along. She pivoted her thigh over his hips and reached downward for his cock and returned it inside her pussy. They kissed passionately whilst breathing in each other’s faces while slamming their hips like soldiers clashing on a battlefield. April was climbing her wall of impending orgasm. It compelled her to rock harder against his mid-section.

 “Awwh my God, make me cum,” April wailed. “I’m gonna cum over your cock!”

 Max held onto her tight and gave one final thrust before letting himself go inside her pussy. The feel of his cock exploding inside her was like an atom bomb drop. It sent shockwaves reverberating all over her body, breaking her into sudden convulsions. April’s pussy squirted copiously over Max’s thigh. Still he held onto her, jerking more spurts of cum inside her pussy. His penis gradually grew soft yet still oozing tiny spurts inside her. They let go of each other, gasping and totally overwhelmed by their joint satisfaction. April lay on her back while her head rested against his shoulder; in her mind she relieved the moment of her climax and wished she could have it once more.

 Jenny lay on a sofa with both hands holding her thighs apart for Raymond who leaned over her frame slamming down on her. Dave left where he was and occupied the coffee table enjoying the sight of his friend’s penis sinking in and out of his wife’s spread legs. The sight of their skin contrast got him become turgid and he was back to jerking his cock furiously to their erotic action.

 Jenny groaned and hollered Raymond’s name as he fed her pussy with his cock while his balls slapped against the underside of her bottom. Her pussy squirted cum juice all over. Jenny got immense pleasure from his cock burying deep inside her cunt.

 “You fuck me so good, Ray,” she whimpered breathlessly. “Awwhh, I’ve never been this well fucked before.”

 “I told your man I’m gonna fuck you plenty more,” Raymond grunted.

 “Ohh yeah, fuck me anytime you want,” Jenny said amid her groans. “Uhh, yeah, that fucking feels good. I’m gonna leave you my number. Call me up anytime… come by the house this weekend. I want you to fuck me in my own bed.”

 “That’s a fucking deal, bitch.”

 Raymond quickened his pace. His body pressed upon her and soon he tensed and seconds later gave stuttered groans as he then emptied his sac of semen inside her womb. He remained buried inside her some seconds before finally pulling out of her and then collapsed on the sofa, gasping hard, his body drenched in sweat.

 “Wow, now that was some fucking,” he exclaimed, swiping a pool of sweat off his brow.

 Dave came in a rush and held Jenny’s legs apart while consuming every droplet of cum oozing out of his wife’s cunt. April watched him go at it while Raymond and Max laughed at him. She could not help wishing Howard knew already what she was up to and was here performing such task on her as well.







 Chapter 19

 Jenny and April remained at the brownstone apartment enjoying another round of sex with Max. Raymond had showered and gotten back into his clothes and he and Dave, who already had cleaned himself up, had returned back to work. Raymond took down Jenny’s number and promised giving her a call later.

 What April never would have known until later - much, much later - was the unexpected package her husband Howard received in his office while she was at that moment enjoying another tryst with Max across the city, this time Jenny had gotten out her camcorder and recorded them together in bed.

 The package arrived in the hands of a UPS delivery man who sought directions once in the building where Howard worked and then marched towards his office. Howard looked up, startled, when someone knocked on his glass door and his initial thought was that the UPS man was lost or something. He went to his door and realised the man was not mistaken - he bore a package in his hand that was meant for him that bore his name. Howard signed the receipt and watched the man walk away then shut his door, baffled by his visit.

 He returned to his desk and tore open the package and what fell out was a black disc box similar to the one he had fetched in his mailbox the other day that had been for April. He wondered if by some chance some neighbour of theirs was playing a prank on them. Sure, he might laugh at it as long as he got a sense of what the joke was about.

 He opened the box and as he expected there was a disc inside which someone had written his name on its surface with a red marker pen. He looked at his watch as if thinking that would give a clue as to whom the sender was. He picked up the package and looked at the address but had no idea whoever it was from.

 Howard cleared a path on his desk and slid the DVD disc inside his computer slot. The video player came on instantly. At first it was blank, but then the picture came on seconds later.

 Howard’s feature underwent sudden change from speculative frown to shocking surprise when he saw what was on the disc and who was on it. He was breathing through his mouth but barely realised that until he uttered a gasp and then had to clamp shut. He turned to his door as if he had just sighted a person’s shadow about to knock on his door. He reduced the movie’s volume and fast-forwarded through the action. The movie lasted some twenty-something minutes, its content graphic enough to let him know it was real. As if to be sure, he played it again and took his time.

 Closing hour arrived and he went through his usual office ritual of first putting away everything he had worked on back into whichever cabinet he had unearthed it from. He extracted the disc out of his computer before switching it off and then returned the disc back into its case. The case went with him along with every other item he had to take with which included his cell phone and car keys. He wore his jacket and switched off the light and locked his door before leaving.

 Howard exchanged after-work banter with several of his colleagues - a few were heading across the street to a bar and enquired if he’d like to tag along. Some other time he would have. For this evening, yes, he needed a drink, but wanted to have it alone. He seriously needed to run through the movie he’d watched back in his office. Howard did find himself a bar not far from his home and did have himself a beer. He thought one would do, but after consideration had himself another.

 The movie replayed itself over and over before his eyes. Howard asked himself whether to present it to April when he returned home. How would she take it? How would she start to view her friend Jenny, knowing that he had watched a movie clip of her getting fucked by some black man in what appeared to be a hotel room. Another thought that flirted before his mind was Jenny’s husband, Dave. Was he aware of such recording of his wife or not? It returned him to the question of whoever it was that had sent the DVD to him in the first place.

 Howard finished his beer and settled his tab then returned to his car. He looked inside his glove box and unearthed a mouth cleanser and sprayed some in his mouth to get rid of the alcohol smell. He started his car and drove straight for home.

 Lights were burning inside homes when Howard drove into his neighbourhood and minutes later pulled into his driveway and turned off his engine. He sat there for a moment staring at his home, almost expecting it to open and for April to come and welcome him. He cupped his hands before his face and blew his air into it to check his breath. Everything felt good to him. He came out of his car, took off his jacket and hid the DVD case under it as he then walked towards his home.



 Chapter 20

 There was silence. But the silence lasted about three seconds when Elliot lowered his head with a mouthful of air and blew out the row of lit candles standing on his birthday cake.

 The silence broke amidst the crowd of family and friends around him as everyone cheered loudly and sprayed confetti over his head. Elliot looked at them grinning with delight. Almost everyone drew closer for a hug and kissed his cheek and wish him a happy birthday. Jenny carried the cake into the kitchen to carve it up while the party went on outside. Dave remained with his kids leading the revelry. Jenny returned minutes later and a tray loaded with sliced cake.

 April and Howard stood in the background along with other couples who were there with their kids, all of them sharing the merriment of the day. Neither could have known that they each had separate business that had brought them there in the first place. That would have spoiled the moment too soon.

 Elliot and his sister mingled with their cluster of friends playing hide-and-seek games under the watchful gazes of their parents who pretended not to join in the fun. Jenny shared drinks amongst them while Dave returned to the backyard to mind the barbeque grill. A few of his friends were there to help out, all of them cracking jokes and talking sports; Howard was one of them. He bided his time for when he could sneak Dave away from the lot and pester him with questions regarding the DVD movie he had received the previous week in his office of Jenny getting fucked by an anonymous black man.

 While he impatiently waited, a mystery figure chose that moment to enter the party. He mingled inconspicuously with the crowd outside for a while before venturing into the house and once inside made his way upstairs barely noticed by anyone.

 While that was happening, April wrenched Jenny away from other wives taking up her time in the kitchen rendering whatever assistance they could offer. April led her out the back and farther from the compound. She glanced around to make sure they were alone and no one lurked about.

 “Oh, come off it, will you, April,” said Jenny irritably. “You’re the one making a scene right now.”

 “Something’s come up, Jenny,” April said excitedly. Her cheeks were flush and she almost could not contain herself with what she had to say. “You remember Max? That guy whose apartment in the city we were at last week? I got a call from him yesterday saying he’d like us to meet.”

 “When you say ‘us’, you mean you and I or just you and him?”

 “Me and him,” she admitted.

 “Well, that’s good to know, ain’t it? So what’s got you looking like your panties are in a knot? You looking for an excuse to escape Howard’s eyes?”

 “I don’t know… it’s just - won’t that be going too far? I thought it was going to be a one-time thing with him.”

 “He obviously likes you, or likes your pussy, and wants to fuck it some more,” Jenny said with a straight face while April momentarily panicked and glanced about once again.

 “Be quiet, will you. For fuck’s sake, if I’d known things would be this rushed, I’ve have said no to you before ever I started.”

 “Stop being a fright cat, April,” Jenny calmed her friend. “But tell me when did he call you?”

 “Yesterday when I went to pick my son from school. He’s asking for another appointment, except just me; says he’ll pay if necessary. What do you think I should do?”

 “I think you should meet him. Won’t be good if you stood him up - what the hell?”

 They were suddenly interrupted by the sound of Jenny’s phone buzzing in her pocket. She took the call; it was Dave wanting to know where she was.

 He came and found them minutes later, smiling happy as ever. He drew Jenny aside and whispered into her ear. She looked with surprise in her eyes.

 “You’re serious?” she asked.

 Dave nodded. “Go on upstairs if you don’t believe me.”

 “I’ll be right back, April,” Jenny said before leaving them.

 April watched her friend race towards the kitchen backdoor back into the house. She stopped Dave as he was about walking away.

 “What was that all about?”

 “My buddy Raymond that you were with last week is up in our bedroom right now waiting on her.”

 The look in his eyes told her he was not joking.

 “Oh my God,” was all she managed to say.

 April left him and went into the house. Had she bothered to stop and turn before slipping through the backdoor she would have caught Howard gesturing anxiously at Dave for that important conversation he’d been wanting to have. As it so happens, April won’t ever be aware of what the conversation was about… not till much later.

 She ran into several people in the kitchen and exchanged quick banter with a few before pushing onward into the house, tramping up the stairs to where she suspected her friend had gone.

 April was gasping when she stopped at the bedroom door and swiped her hair from her face before knocking on the door.

 “Who is it?” came Jenny’s voice from behind.

 “Jenny, it’s me, April,” she replied. “Let me in.”

 The door eased open to reveal Jenny with no clothes on. She pulled her friend inside then quickly turned the lock.

 Raymond lay on the bed naked with his pants resting down his ankles. He sat up when he saw it was April and she shyly waved at him.

 “How’re you doing, girl,” he said to April. “You come to join the fun?”

 He gestured at his prick nodded its head against his thigh. April could not resist the sight of his member and it made her cheeks flush red.

 “Ahh, no… not really, I don’t think I should.”

 “Aw, quit it will you,” Jenny chuckled and took her friend’s arm and pulled her forward. “You weren’t bashful last time all three of us were together.”

 Jenny brought her to kneel beside her before Raymond who remained as he was. Jenny’s hand grabbed his cock and breathed through her lips as she stroked him to full-length strength.

 “There’s no harm in sharing,” she smiled at April. “That’s what being a slut is about.”

 April saw nothing wrong about it either. Both women drew closer together and worshipped Raymond’s erection.

 A while later Dave came bounding towards the door and glanced first to make sure he was not been followed before knocking. He put his ear against it and thought he caught some measured moaning coming from behind. Then he heard footsteps approach and held his breathe as the door opened an inch to reveal Jenny’s face behind.

 “What’s up, darling?” she whispered.

 “I’ve been out talking with Howard,” he whispered back. “Mind if I come inside?”

 She allowed him and locked back the door once he was inside.

 Raymond and April looked at their direction and Dave waved at them, smiling bashfully while he did. Raymond had April lying face-forward on the bed. Her skirt was pushed up her backside with Raymond’s bulk resting on her; his buttock muscles tensed and compressed over her backside with both of them grunting in perfect unison. April’s feature squeezed with hurt while she clutched the sheets.

 “What’s up, Dave?” Raymond winked at his friend.

 Jenny came and joined them. Dave groaned and stumbled clumsily on his feet when he bumped into a chair behind him before settling down on it. He watched his wife drop to her knees between Raymond and April’s spread legs and proceeded to rim Raymond’s ass.

 Dave was gasping seconds before taking his hard-on out of his pants and jerked himself towards cumming. He replayed the conversation he had had with April’s husband downstairs. How shocking and yet relieving it would be if he were to walk in here right now and see what his wife was now.



 Chapter 21

 April checked the time on her watch for the umpteenth time and could not help thinking what mistake she had made to agree to this meeting. She had been sitting here in a coffee shop a near half hour past the time she had arranged with her date, Max. Already she had texted him twice to know where he was; his response had been brief - he was on his way. Wherever he was right now she wished he would hurry or at least call her up and let her know he won’t be able to make it. Anything than keep her waiting. She was itching towards finishing her coffee and bagel and getting up to leave.

 April occupied a table by a window that afforded a view of the front driveway. Now and then she gazed about to admire the few people coming in and out of the coffee shop, all looking like they had important places they needed to be. She too thought had important places to be. She thought if her date did not show up she would give Howard a call to have lunch.

 She failed to notice the black limousine that cruised to a stop across the street from her window. She did however jump, nearly spilling her coffee, when her phone started buzzing. April grabbed her phone and brought it to ear.

 “You still there at the coffee shop?” asked Max.

 “Yes, last time I checked,” she replied impatiently.

 “All right. Just gimme a couple seconds and I’ll be with you.”

 The call ended after that. April dropped her phone and finished eating her bagel.

 The shop’s door opened and a man in a black suit stepped inside. He looked around and when he saw April he strolled towards her table. April observed the man approach and tensed with apprehension when he stopped at her table.

 “Excuse me, are you Virginia Summers?” he asked politely.

 April frowned in confusion at first, then she remembered her alias and nodded her head.

 “That’s me,” she said.

 “Mr. Max requested that I bring you to him,” he said. “He’s stuck at the office right now but he’s expecting you. If you’ll please come with me.”

 April slung her handbag over her shoulder as he came to her feet and went with him but stopped him when they stepped outside.

 “I’d like to call him first, if you don’t mind,” she said.

 “Fine with me. I’ll go bring the car around.”

 April watched him strut across the street towards the limo waiting there while she dialled Max’s number. He came on instantly.

 “What’s up?”

 “What’s with the driver you sent to pick me?” she asked. “He with you or am I being kidnapped or something.”

 Max chuckled before speaking: “Whatever gave you that idea? Please, perish the thought. I’ve got something special for you, I know you’ll enjoy it. Just go along with him. I’ll see you soon, okay.”

 The line went dead after that. April swore under her breath before putting her phone away. She was not liking this one bit.

 The limousine had turned around and come to idle in front of her. The driver came over and opened the back door for her and slammed it shut after she got inside.

 April saw she was not alone inside. There was an Asian woman seated across from her. She had a slender frame and thick pair of breasts pushing against the tight dress she wore; the colour of her dress accentuated her complexion and equally matched her high heels.

 “Hi,” the woman said to her.

 “Hi,” April replied as she dropped her handbag beside her and adjusted herself on the seat.

 The driver returned to his seat and put the car into gear. The Asian woman pressed a button and a glass partition slide up behind her separating from the driver.

 “Who are you?”

 “I’m going to be your company.”

 April knew not what to make of that. She looked out the window at the streets moving past them.

 “Are you a friend of Max?”

 “Sort of,” she replied. “But let’s leave questions aside for now.” She left her seat and advanced towards her. “I first need to see what you’re about.”

 April pushed herself backward in the car’s leather upholstery as the Asian woman drew closer till she was breathing at her face. She gave April a puckered kiss then slid out her tongue and rubbed it against April’s lips. April gasped and remained tensed as the woman continued forcing her lips into a kiss. The woman immediately switched direction and goose-bumps broke over April’s arms as she kissed the side of her chin and slid down her neckline, sucking on her skin. April rolled her eyes inside her lids; she exhaled a throaty gasp. She felt herself melting as the woman persisted with sucking and kissing her neckline, venturing down her torso.

 The woman rested herself beside April. She groped April’s thigh, caressing her flesh as only a lover would while still continuing with kissing the underside of her chin. Though her eyes were shut, she found herself kissing the woman back, fervently this time. April’s feature was now overcome with her lust. She gritted her teeth when the woman’s fingers brushed against the hem of her panties. She parted her thighs for her and gasped once more as she felt the women push past her panties fabric to feel her wetness. April soon found herself sprawled on her back as the Asian chick lifted her skirt and deftly slid her panties off her thighs; April assisted by raising her legs for easy removal. The woman came on her knees after discarding her panties and breathed down on her crotch.

 April grasped the woman’s hair and held her face down on her crotch while moaning in response from the woman’s probing tongue in her orifice. She rotated her pelvis side to side, up and down the leather upholstery while experiencing the road bumps the limo drove over. Once or twice the woman raised her dishevelled head and spat a gob of spit on April’s crotch then resumed sucking on her pussy. She slobbered on her cunt, groaned approvingly at her work; it was about the only conversation they had for the remainder of the time they rode in the vehicle.

 April was lost in a sea of ecstatic purgatory. Just when she thought she had enjoyed enough and tried pushing the woman off her, her tongue and lips sucked on her clitoris and sent dynamite waves of lust exploding inside her cunt. April barely was aware of when she let off a shriek of delight and was then panting harder, her face drenched in sweat as she achieved a satisfying orgasm.

 It was not till April felt herself suddenly relax after her climax that the woman then withdrew from her crotch. She swept her hair off from her face and licked her lips coated with April’s cum. April surprised herself by rising fast from the seat and pulled the woman towards her and kissed her with fiery passion. It felt to her like she was giving a kiss of life.



 Chapter 22

 April pressed her cheek against the bathroom stall glass while hot-steamed water rained down her backside. She opened her mouth and formed a cloud of mist on the glass. Her fingers slid against the wet glass surface. Her mind tried recovering from the bout of pleasure she had experienced since arriving at Max’s apartment building with her new-found Asian friend.

 The stall’s door slid open behind her but April remained where she was; it could only be one of either that’s come to join her.

 A pair of hands fell on her shoulder and then she felt her Asian friend’s breathe on the back of her neck. April had asked again for her name when they arrived at the apartment and while enjoying a more aggressive tryst in the living room; she had replied that her name was Miko. They practically fought like lionesses over a prey as they fell each other backward and ate each other’s pussy. April had never before encountered sex with another woman. Never before had the thought ever slipped into her mind that a day like this would come when she would be enticed into having one and would end up loving it; she almost felt like she was years back in college instead of an actual wife and mother. Sex with Miko was almost as good as the ones she had enjoyed with Max and the other black men Jenny had introduced her. It was good, no doubt, but she knew nothing would beat having a hard dick fucking her pussy.

 Miko laid her hands on the stall glass as she then pressed her titties and vulva against April’s shoulders and backside. April reached behind to caress Miko’s rump while she in turn nibbled on her earlobe.

 Their foreplay ended abruptly when they heard Max come to join them naked as well. He had arrived at the apartment and found them enjoying themselves. Now entering the shower stall to join them, they turned to him and were equally happy seeing that he was sporting a hard-on.

 “How come you girls enjoy playing without me,” he said as they came to his waiting arms.

 He exchanged kisses with them before they slid to their knees and got busy fighting over who got dibs on his cock. Max groaned less from the spray of water and more from the pleasure he was receiving from both women. Afterwards he poured liquid soap over his torso and April and Miko divided themselves with sponging his body; he laughed and gave them the same treatment after they got done with washing him.

 Miko was the first out of the shower stall. She ran into the bedroom and jumped on the bed, laughing gaily while she did. Max and April came to join her and she found her lying on her back with her legs spread wide into a perfect split. She was still laughing while she inserted her finger into her cunt, moaning pleasurably as she finger-fucked herself.

 “I need some of that dick of yours right now, daddy,” she admitted.

 Max already had his hand stroking his turgid prick. April went and got on the bed beside Miko and held her leg apart for her as Max edged closer and rubbed the tip of his prick’s head against Miko’s labia. Miko’s pelvis hitched upward at him. She groaned impatiently. Max chuckled at her grumbling response while he lapped up the anticipation as he continued rubbing his prick against her wet entryway.

 “Fuck you, Max,” Miko snapped and grabbed his prick and inserted it where she wanted it to go. She exhaled warmly after that. “Aahhh, that feels so good.”

 Max fed her pussy with long strokes, making her pussy flow with steady cum juice. Her pelvis inched upward from the bed to get more of his girth. He leaned towards her and she pulled him downward and locked lips with him; April drew closer and joined in as well. She latched her lips on Miko’s breasts while Max held Miko’s waistline and worked his hips back and forth. Miko’s pants rose into searing moans. She pulled April towards her and they kissed with fervent. Miko breathed harshly against her face while attempting to restrain her gasps which were getting long drawn and heavy.

 April left the bed and came around and knelt behind Max and rummaged between his thighs to cup his balls-sac. She had a good view of his cock driving him into Miko’s cunt. Max came on the bed pinning Miko with his frame while she locked her feet over his back. April continued fondling his balls-sac after which she leaned closer, spread his butt cheeks apart, and ran her tongue up and down his ass crack. That brought considerable response from Max as he then slowed his pace to allow her continue tonguing his puckered crevice.

 Max eventually pulled out of Miko and remained on his backside while both women cleaned his tube before letting him rise to his feet. Max pulled April forward to fall over Miko. April spread her legs over Miko’s thighs and rested her torso against her, both of them breathing into each other’s face again. She felt Max’s prick’s head pressing against her cunt lips and tensed up seconds later, after which she broke into a hurting facial expression as she felt her cunt swallow his erect muscle. Her body underwent a spasmic shiver as he slid deep into her womb.

 “Awwhhh… Awwuuuhhh my God,” she moaned. “Awwhh that cock feels so fucking good!”

 Miko locked her legs over her buttocks and tasted sweat rolling down her chin. April gazed down at her and they shared lengthy kisses. Max grunted with exertion as April’s cunt muscle loosened its warm grip around his shaft the more he strove to milk her pussy. He smacked, grasped and squeezed her ass cheeks with each thrust he fed into her. April’s pants rose and fell with her cries. Max wrapped his hands on her shoulders and pulled her backward as he started pumping harder into her. He gazed down at the sight of her buttocks bouncing back with each slamming her gave her; the sight was so breathtaking. April raised herself off Miko and turned her head sideways in search of his lips; Miko, too, at upright and attacked her breasts. Max eventually let go of her and she slumped back down on her friend, gasping with relief. Max leaned over her again and she felt his hand rummaging over her backside, except this time he slid his prick into Miko who soon was groaning from her own workout. Beads of sweat fell from his brow and landed on April’s backside.

 Max pulled out and both women moved aside for him to get on the bed between them.

 “About time we get to ride you,” April suggested.

 She was quick to get on top of him, balancing herself on her toes while she found his cock and lowered herself onto him. Max got the best of her by thrusting his pelvis upwards, knocking the wind out of her as he drove a home-run into her womb. April remained balanced on top of him while he grunted from plugging her cunt with rapid thrusts; his thighs repeatedly slapped the underside of her buttock. Miko came beside April sucked her tits while simultaneously massaging her pussy. April could not contain her lust as she squirted over Max’s pelvis and eventually fell off him. Miko took her place and wasted no time grinding her butt up and down Max’s shaft and later switching to riding him back and forth. April lay on her side watching them rock their hips and thighs against each other. She played with her pussy while she watched them fuck, moaning the entire time as she felt herself squirting once more.

 Max increased his thrusts and Miko was gasping louder, unable to quit from sweeping her lovely hair from her face each time she drooped her face over his shoulder. Max tightened his grip around her hips and grunted louder as he pumped a trail of cum inside her. Miko soaked up his cum while working her pussy muscles steadily to milk is cock of everything he had to give.

 April then came alive and scurried over to rescue Max’s cock to capture some spurts of semen with her mouth. The look on her face was that of someone falling in love for the first time all over again.



 Chapter 23

 Jenny was in April’s kitchen enjoying breakfast. April made two cups of herbal tea and they sat out on the back porch and listened to the birds chirping in the trees, feeling the morning heat, and blowing into their cups and sipping their tea. They talked pleasant stuff at first: their kids, their husbands, what either had planned for the day… the whole time April could not rid herself the crimson flush that lit her cheeks.

 “You been having yourself a great time with Max haven’t you?” Jenny asked. “The look on your face tells me everything.”

 April laughed.

 “You’re reading me like a book. I can’t keep anything from you.”

 “You’re not supposed to,” said Jenny. “If it makes you feel better, he told me. Or rather he told Dave who then told me. You been enjoying that Asian girlfriend of his too?”

 “Is she really his girlfriend? I figured she’s like… I don’t know, like one of us.”

 “A horny slut, you want to say? She is a horny demon, is what Dave told me. I haven’t had fun with her yet, but I imagine I will soon enough.”

 “You never had lesbian sex before?”

 “Of course I have,” Jenny answered. “Not once and not twice either. It’s all part of the fun; some men just love it.”

 “That day I met her was a first time for me. I almost didn’t know what to do when she fell on me in the car.”

 “The way Dave heard it from Max, he says you handled it just fine.”

 “Not only handle it. I got so deep into it I was loving the fuck out of it,” April admitted then again broke into laughter; Jenny joined her.

 “Virginia Summers is now a true Black Cock slutwife,” Jenny declared. “Aren’t you loving it now?”

 “I can’t believe what I’ve become in such short time,” April drank her tea before continuing. “Almost every morning I wake up thinking about Max. I’m like wanting him so bad. I keep restraining myself from calling him this morning but don’t know if I should. What do you think I should do?”

 Jenny drank her tea before answering. “Enjoy it while you can. But try not to let it take over your mind.”

 “Yeah, maybe it’s best I don’t call. I think I’m going to be home all day then go over and pick my son up from school. What about you?”

 “Need to go get my hair and nails done. But Dave and I will be going out this evening.”

 They sat in silence for a while. They sipped their tea and savoured the moment.

 “I know I’m crazy for saying this, Jenny,” April turned to her. “But thank you for this.”

 “Hey, don’t thank me yet. There’s more to come; just get ready for it.”

 “I don’t know what you mean, but whatever it is, I hope it comes. I’ve never been this crazy horny in a long time. My battery feels so recharged, I don’t want it dying off soon.”

 “That’s the way it was with me when I first started,” Jenny mused.

 “But since you started this thing, you ever had any regrets? Just anything at all?”

 Jenny blew into her cup while ruminating on the question.

 “Only had one regret and it’s something I’ve never shared with Dave. I always wished I’d gotten pregnant by a black man.”

 April looked at her friend with open eyes like she had just slapped her face.

 “You can’t mean that seriously,” she breathed.

 “Why won’t I? I already have my tubes tied so no way I’m getting pregnant ever again. But it’s something I would have loved to have. Just never got around to making my mind up on it.” She produced a sigh. “Well, I guess for us horny slut wives, we can’t always have everything we want.”

 April said nothing to this. She instead drank her tea and continued speculating whether to dial Max’s number or not.

 April left her friend’s home and returned to hers. She had the house to herself - Howard had taken their son out to enjoy a baseball game; she had professed a headache and wanted instead to stay home. A headache was the last thing she had on mind. Thinking too much about Max was taking over her thoughts hence she’d gone to seek counsel from the only person she knew who could give her one.

 She was throwing in her clothes as well Howard’s into the basket to take them downstairs to the washing machine - she would do the same for her son’s later - but stopped when she felt something in his pants pocket. Horror lit up her face when she slipped her hand into his pocket and unearthed what it was. It was a DVD disc similar to the one Jenny had mailed to her before, except this one had Howard’s name on it.

 April held it to her face and let his pants fall from her hand. She felt herself swoon for a moment, unable to comprehend what she was seeing. She forgot about the clothes and went downstairs to the living room and inserted the disc into the DVD player. It was the recording she had made of Jenny getting fucked by the mystery client of hers. She watched it to the end, almost expecting to see some other recording beside that one. When she found none, she ejected the disc out of the player and sat thinking. Done with thinking, she went searching for her phone.



 Chapter 24

 That night a bedside lamp came on and Howard found himself coming awake from April jerking his arm and talking into his ear. He lay on his shoulder and his eyes blinked a couple of times as he turned his head and saw his wife looking at him, still shaking his shoulder. He mumbled something incoherent before his eyes then came fully awake and he turned over on his backside.

 “April, what is… is something wrong?”

 “Something’s wrong,” said April. “Something’s very wrong. I’d first like to say I’m very sorry.”

 Howard nearly flung the sheets off him as he then sat up to confront her.

 “What are you apologising for, honey?” he took her hands in his. “Tell me what’s the matter?”

 April was silent for a moment while her eyes remained distant. Then she turned over to her side of the bed. Howard was about asking whatever she was doing, but then he saw her open her bedside drawer and took something out of it then shut it back and turned to him. He caught a lump in his throat when she faced him with the items she had brought. One was the disc he had received at the office that bore his name on it. But he was puzzled when April showed him the other disc in her hand which bore her name. As if that was not enough surprise, he noticed how similar their names were spelt on both disc surface, as well that they were spelt with similar marker…

 Howard looked up at April more puzzled than ever. She retained the distant look in her eyes. She nodded her head as if to accentuate that she knew exactly what he was thinking.

 “There’s a lot you do need to know,” she said glumly.






BOOK TWO: HOWARD & DAVE







 Chapter 1

 Dave Belling heard the distinct noise coming from the distant end of a tunnel. He was lost inside the tunnel, manoeuvring like a frantic jelly fish to find his way through the dark towards where he sensed the noise was coming from. Everything else was silent. The noise sounded familiar

 Brrrriiiiinnnnggggg… Brrrrrriiiinnnnggg...

 and the more he listened to it he got to realise how closer he was getting to it.

 The noise went away for a moment, but seconds later resumed it shrill cry. Dave saw himself edging closer to the mouth of the tunnel towards a bright light aiming at him. He stretched forth his hand into the light…

 His eyes shot awake and he saw himself lying on his side staring at his phone buzzing alive on his bedside cabinet. Dave rose slowly from his pillow and screwed his eyes as he continued staring at the blinking lights of his mobile phone, hearing its atrocious ringing tune. His initial thought was that this was all still part of the dream he enjoying and thought for a moment that he was again lost in the darkness of the tunnel. Then he heard Jenny murmur against him and that compelled him to reach for the phone and he screwed his eyes to view the screen better. The caller’s name wiped the dregs of sleep from his eyes and he swung off the bed and answered the call.

 “Hey… Howard,” he paused for a moment to swallow a gob of spite to clear his throat before continuing. “Err, what’s the matter?”

 “I need to talk to you, Dave. Right now.” He sounded pissed on the phone, Dave caught that and yet he was baffled that his friend decided to call him at such hour. He scratched an itch off his eyes then wore his glasses so he could better read the time in his watch and cursed aloud when he did.

 “Gosh, Howard, are you serious? This can’t this wait till later in the morning?”

 “I’m standing outside your fucking door,” Dave’s voice was tight and aggressive coming into his ear. “Get your ass out here right fucking now or I’m gonna wake up the whole street. I’m not leaving till you do.”

 Dave groaned irritably while thinking of whatever measure he could use to placate his friend. Behind him came a mumbling sight from Jenny and he knew it was only a matter of time before she awake to his phone conversation the longer he remained here.

 “All right, all right. Hold your horses and give me a minute.”

 Dave dropped his phone and sighed wearily. He rubbed his eyes behind his glasses then rose to his feet. He found his robe in the darkness and wore it, followed by his slippers. He bumped his ankle against the foot of the bed and managed to stifle a cry from escaping his mouth. Too late he heard a rustle from Jenny’s side of the bed as she turned over.

 “What’s the matter, darling?” her voice was just as groggy with sleep as was his minutes ago.

 “Nothing, honey,” he whispered back. “Go on back to sleep, dear. I’ll only be a minute.”

 He hobbled towards the door while massaging his ankle and let himself out of the room.

 His phone began ringing again as he made his way down the stairs and Dave uttered another curse before answering it.

 “For Pete’s sake, Howard, I told you hold your horses, did I not? I’m almost at the door.”

 “Yeah well, make it quick,” came his friend’s angry response and then the line went dead again.

 Dave swore under his breath as he clumsily navigated his way into his living room, bumping into a furniture as he approached the door. He switched on the room’s light then unlocked the door. A flutter of cold breeze stuck his face as he appraised his front lawn and beyond it the empty street and across from that his neighbour’s home.

 “Psst! Over here.”

 Dave looked towards his driveway and there stood Howard reclining against his vehicle in his pyjamas; he looked like he had been standing there for a long time. Dave shut the door behind him and made his way towards his friend who did not appear to be in a happy mood.

 “The hell you calling me awake at this hour, Howard?”

 “You ought to know why,” retorted Brain who was trying his best to contain the mass of anger bubbling inside him. “Why the fuck didn’t you ever tell me about your wife and mine being sex freaks?”

 As if Howard expected his friend to make any denials, he drew his hand out of his pocket and presented him the two separate discs he had gotten from April.

 “Ring any bells?”

 Dave pushed his glasses further up his nose while looking at the twin discs with Howard and April’s name on either one. Their names were done in his cursive style of writing with the same marker pen he often used. He looked at the discs with disinterest. Howard was somewhat disappointed that he had not gotten the exact response he had expected from Dave. What he expected was something akin to embarrassment and actual shame of being party to his wife Jenny persuading April to partake in whatever sick demented fetish they have been indulging this whole time behind his back. He continued waiting, expecting Dave to say something incriminating. He was growing further incensed with his mute silence.

 “You not going to deny what you and Jenny have been doing with April?” asked Howard.

 “What did she tell you?”

 “What do you fucking think she told me? Just about everything. She woke me up and showed me the disc you’d mailed to me. I don’t know how she found it, except before I could say anything, she showed me the one that bore her name and told me that she’d lied when she told me it was from someone else. Then she and Jenny have been doing this whole time.”

 Dave held the disc with April’s name to his face.

 “Have you watched it yet?”

 “Yes, I have. It’s the same as the one you sent me. But that’s not what brought me here. What I want to know is why the hell I knew nothing about this?”

 “Yeah, about that. I was gonna tell you about it, just needed to find the right time. But looks like April beat me to the punch.”

 “This isn’t funny, Dave. I’m really upset standing here talking about this less than what I’ve been thinking since she let me in on her secret. What she told me about her and Jenny going around fucking black men, is any it true?”

 Howard was upset, but how much upset was hard to explain. Nearly an hour ago he had sat up in bed and listened to April narrate about the times she had spent cajoling Jenny to tell her about the deviant lifestyle she lived along with Dave and how all this time she had become somewhat seduced and cajoled towards venturing into it as well. Maybe not explore wholeheartedly, but somewhat tickled to want to discover for herself how real it was. Jenny had intuitively read her thoughts and brought her along to numerous meetings with black men in hotel rooms. Jenny had as well given her the opportunity of filming her in action.

 Dave came and reclined against his vehicle beside his friend with his hands stuck inside his robe’s pockets.

 “Yes, it’s true,” he calmly admitted. “But this ain’t the right time to talk about this.”

 “My God, that’s exactly what I thought you were going to say.”

 “When she told you about it, why didn’t you come over right away?”

 “I don’t know. I could not believe it was all true what she’d said. I was downstairs in the living room running everything over in my head.”

 Howard felt just as spent and washed with relief having heard his friend admit to the truth. Already the anger that had brought him here to confront his friend was out of his system. Tiredness was what he had left in him now and it was beckoning him to return home and get back in bed.

 They said goodnight to each other and promised to talk later in the day. Dave remained by his driveway and watched his friend return the way he had come. His shoulders remained hunched like he didn’t have any strength in him anymore. Dave returned to his home and locked the door and switched off the light before returning upstairs, careful not to bump into anything along the way this time.



 Chapter 2

 A car cruised past Howard as he approached his home but his head was hanging low almost staring at his feet while he walked that he barely caught a glimpse of the vehicle or whoever sat behind the wheel as it drove past him. Besides that, his head was running a kaleidoscope of outrageous and convoluted imagery that it was some relief he managed to find his way back to his house and did not continue walking off into the night.

 He walked across his lawn not minding the wet grass as it brushed his ankles. He was not all that surprised to find his front door standing halfway open, courtesy of when he had stormed out of the house too caught up in his emotions to care as he hurried to confront his friend. Now that he had expelled all that bottled-up rage, he could not think of what next to do as he walked past the door into the warm comfort of his home. He sauntered into the living room undecided whether or not to venture further. He listened to the silence. April would probably be asleep by now… or even still awake. She had not made any effort to stop him when he left the room. He was confused of what to make of her. He could not even make up better words to qualify her now. Was she still his wife or something else?

 He kicked his feet out of his slippers and sat down on his favourite reclining couch and sighed into his hands. He rested his head and shut his eyes for a moment. All he saw behind his eyelids were explicit images of April wrestling in the arms of another man. He pictured her locked in the wanton arms of a brutish black man who set about ravishing her like she was nothing to him except a sex toy. Everything he imagined seemed way off from his feelings: all juxtaposed with what he had imagined when he watched the video of Jenny getting banged. To think that such actions had happened to April… he just could not wrap his head around it.

 “Howard.”

 He forgot that his hands were shielding his eyes and he thought he had imagined his name been called out until he pulled his hands away and saw April standing beyond the living room standing in a silhouetted frame by the light coming from the passageway. She ventured into the living room calling his name again.

 “I hear you,” he said.

 She came and stood beside him. He could not make out her face in the darkness and figured neither could she of his.

 “Come on,” she said. “Let’s go and get some sleep.”

 She took his hand and he did not make any fuss at resisting. Howard let her pull him to his feet and went with her upstairs.

 They returned to the bedroom and this time it was April who shut the door while Howard went without a word to his side of the bed and sat down and slipped his feet out of his slippers before getting into bed. April switched off the lights before coming to join him. She murmured good night to him; Howard did not respond. He turned over on his shoulder with his back towards her and she too did the same. Except for their breathing neither bothered turning over. April hugged herself under the sheets grappling with her thoughts lost in speculation whether to turn and comfort him. But then again she was afraid of starting a fight she foresaw would not end till morning. She opted leaving him alone instead and forced herself into sleep. Howard, too, lay on his side feeling lonesome and yet lost in his sweltering emotions. He kept looking over his shoulder, almost expecting April to come to him. He barely knew when sleep took over and swept everything else from his mind.



 Chapter 3

 Morning came and except for perfunctory ‘good mornings’, ‘what would you want for breakfast’, and other mild-mannered stuff there still was not much conversation between them. Unlike previous days there was little to no talk this time at the breakfast table; their son, Carl, did much of the talking for them whenever they attempted communicating with him. Howard ran through his meal even though he was not that hungry. He got up when he was half done and wore his jacket from where he had draped it over his chair. April was throwing stuff in the kitchen sink when Howard picked up the day’s newspaper where he had left it on the table to take his leave. April left what she was doing and went after him as he was heading for the front door.

 “Are you going to be early or late today?”

 Howard detested the tone in her voice and for a moment a flare of anger arose within him as he knew she was subtly digging at him for preferring to ignore her. He almost thought up a sharp retort were it not for Carl who had left the kitchen and was coming to see him off.

 “That supposed to mean anything?” he asked in his not so gentle voice.

 “No. I just want to know if you’re gonna be this way from now on or if it’s some phase thing with us.”

 Howard terribly wanted to unleash harsh words upon her but chose to grit his teeth instead. April saw his jaw clench and knew her words her struck bone. She could not help relishing the pain he was going through, even though it was her fault.

 “If you’re mad at me for what I did, just admit to it instead of keeping mum about it.”

 “We’ll talk more about it later,” Howard said with a tight voice. “Right now I’ve got to go to work.”

 Carl waved at him as he headed towards his car. April took her son’s hand and led him towards the driveway to wait for the school bus soon to arrive. She watched Howard get into his car and reverse out into the street. He proffered her a smile and waved back at Carl before driving off. April looked the other way and saw the school bus approach. She stepped back onto her lawn and swept hair from her face just as the bus drew to a stop near her driveway and the doors eased open for Carl to get inside. She waved at him one last time as the doors shut back and the bus then drove off.

 April returned into the house and spent a couple of minutes in the kitchen getting rid of the dirty dishes before heading upstairs. The doorbell sounded while she was changing her son’s bedsheets and she left what she was doing to hurry downstairs. The doorbell went off a second time before she got to open the door to find it was Jenny.

 “Hiya,” said Jenny. “How’re you doing?”

 “Hi, Jen,” she shut the door after letting her inside. “I’m sorry but things aren’t looking rosy for me. Not since last night.”

 “Yeah, I got the gist. Dave told me how Howard came by looking pissed.”

 “Did they get into any fight?”

 “Not really. I was asleep at the time. Dave told me he managed to calm him down though. What really happened?”

 Both friend went upstairs where April resumed changing the sheets while Jenny sat down and waited for her to begin.

 “I could not hold back my fears anymore,” April admitted. “I tried but all through yesterday I realised it was a waste. I woke Howard up and told him everything.”

 April finished with the bed then sat down and narrated to Jenny about finding the DVD in Howard’s pants, the same copy she had filmed of Jenny and the fear that plagued her wondering how Howard came about it.

 “Dave mailed a copy to him a couple of days ago,” Jenny explained. “He told me since then Howard has been bugging him about it.”

 “Would have saved me a world of trouble if you’d told me that before, don’t you think?”

 “I’m sorry. I wanted to but I thought you’d have freaked out. Dave was trying to find a way of talking to him about it. We honestly thought things would have been easier if we did.”

 “Some ease that turned out. You still should have told me, Jen. I probably never would opened up if I’d known.”

 “I didn’t mean any harm; I’m really sorry.”

 “No, you didn’t, which was why I called you yesterday. All the secrets just sort of got to me and I kept thinking what would happen if and when he finds out. One way or another, he would.”

 “How did things go this morning? Is he still mad?”

 “He is, but how much mad I don’t know. He’s got every right to be though.”

 “Dave told me he seemed kinda moved from watching the movie. You remember that day at my son’s birthday? They met and talked about it.”

 “Well, now the cat’s out of the bag, what happens next? What do you think I should do?”

 “I think you’ve done enough already,” Jenny said. “It’ no reason for you to sit here all day feeling miserable with yourself. That’s part of why I came here. What I think we should do is go out and have ourselves some fun.”

 “You got a plan?”

 “I haven’t got just one plan but two,” Jenny was all smiles. “Two old-time clients of mine. I like to think of them as old hound dogs that never give up their fantasy life, know what I mean? Anyway, there’s at this club and they want us to meet them.”

 “Meet them at a club today?”

 “I wish. But no, it’s all set for later this week. They’ll be flying into the city soon and they’ll contact Dave to let him know when. We’re crime partners now so we’d better start thinking and working as one, don’t you agree?”

 “You’re fucking insufferable, Jen. With everything that’s raging in my life you still want me alongside you?”

 “You weren’t no fluke when you had your first taste of black cock. You need someone taking care of that body of yours, making sure it doesn’t go to waste. Someone like Max,” she added with a wink. “Have you heard from him since?”

 “Last time we spoke he said he was travelling on business. He said he’d give me a call when he returns. I know it’s wrong, but why do I feel like I’m falling for him?”

 “That’s the danger zone you’re gonna have to watch out for. It’s hard keeping the sharks at bay; all horny sharks smell pussy, married or not. But every hot-wife needs stability. That’s what you’ve got Howard for.”

 “Yeah, right. Howard probably won’t think hesitate throwing divorce papers at me if ever he gets to find out about Max.”

 “Did you tell him about Max last night?”

 April shook her head.

 “Well, don’t sweat it, dear. What’s done is done. Howard will come around, I believe he will. But till then, we’ve got our own business to take care of.”

 April said nothing; her face was a mask of contemplation. Jenny continued to press on.

 “These guys I want to introduce you to, they aren’t the average type like the ones we met at that motel.”

 “What are they, mobsters and pimps?”

 “Just regular boring business guys. They told me is they’ve got a treat they want us to perform and for the club we’re going to meet them, they’ve booked the joint just for themselves on that day. It’s going to be wild, I tell you.”

 “I don’t know, Jen. My mind isn’t yet settled on everything. I don’t know if I’ve still got it in me to go on with this life.”

 “Yes, you do know,” Jenny rose to her feet. “You do know and you will come and have some fun with me. And I’m gonna take you along if I have to drag you along. Howard’s never going to divorce you over some trifle stuff. Sure, he’s upset right now, and he’ll get over it. I even kinda like it that you told him about it. Beats the risk of you sneaking behind his back all the time.”

 “You make it sound like you know what he’s thinking.”

 “I’m not new at this, remember. These things sometimes start off on the wrong foot. But it’s nothing to get hung over about. Quit kicking yourself and get over and come have some fun with me.”

 April broke into a chuckle. “Gosh Jen, I’m turning into you every hour I spend with you.”

 “Come on then, let’s get done here and go raid your kitchen. I can use some breakfast right now. First we eat, and then later I’ll tell you how we’re going to work to seduce Howard for good.”

 Jenny pulled her friend to her feet and together they left the room.



 Chapter 4

 Becca Simmons knew something was bothering her boss. She could not tell for obvious reasons except all feminine intuition told her something weighted heavily on his mind this morning that had not been there yesterday or the day before and before then. Usually whenever he showed up for work he was all jovial with his morning felicitations; today, he had barely made like he noticed her when he strutted past her desk into his office. She had been his secretary for two years and thought she knew him intimately enough to know that he was upset about something.

 She ran through several clichéd scenarios on her mind while she went through a final company policy draft he had demanded her to look into a couple days before. Possibly it had to do with family: his son was having issues with school… drugs. Nah, sounded way too easy. Only thing that clicked in her mind was it had to do with his wife. That brought crooked warmth to Becca’s lips as she continued typing on her computer. This could definitely be the possible opening he had of cracking her boss’s exterior to get at him.

 She printed out copies of the document when done working on it and stood up from her chair and stretched her limbs. She was twenty-three years old, average height, shoulder-length chestnut hair with long eye lashes and a round face. Her eyes were turquoise and she loved batting her long eye lashes especially to catch the attention of someone such as her boss, Howard McLauren. Her worrisome gripe regarding her body features was that her breasts were not big enough to appear eye catching. Still her push-up bras made a little compensation for that.

 She knew it was wrong but she could not hide from her most pressing desire and that was the chance of spending a terrific evening in bed with her boss. The thought had weight on her mind for so long it was surprising she had bided her time waiting for an opportunity to angle a way of grabbing his attention. Not that she had not tried before. She had sent him tempting gifts on his birthday, simple stuff intended to help pass the idea that she was so available.

 And still it was wrong.

 The thought of fucking her boss was an entirely bad idea. A good thing she had her secret all to herself. Her hand touched her collar while she continued speculating whatever means to apply to successfully nab his attention.

 The copy machine made a pinging noise to indicate it was done printing her document. She scooped the printed papers and arranged them into a file folder. She went and knocked on her boss’s door before entering.

 Howard sat forward at his desk writing on a long note while glancing up at his computer screen. He did not look up to observe Becca approach.

 “Here’s the new policy document you wanted for your upcoming board meeting,” she presented him the folder.

 “Uh, oh yeah, that board meeting, how can I ever forget. Just drop it down on my desk. Thank you.”

 He was still writing away and not looking up at her. Becca did as he wanted and turned to leave but then stopped to note the time on her watch.

 “It’s soon going to be lunch break. Would you mind if I get you a sandwich and soda?”

 Howard was not listening; his face was still buried at his work on his desk.

 Howard’s door opened and it slammed against the back loud enough for him to finally look up to see his company President and overall boss Steve Ailes shuffle his rotund frame into his office, beaming a wide smile. Howard’s air conditioner was in good working condition and yet his boss was sweating as if he just walked out of a sauna. No matter how cold it was, Steve was always sweating. He pulled out a handkerchief from his breast pocket to dab his brow and bald-plate. Howard came from around his desk to shake his hand. Becca stepped backward and made like she was not in the room with them, not like they seemed aware of her presence.

 “Morning, Howard,” Steve slapped Howard by the shoulder then returned his handkerchief to his pocket. “How’s everything going today?”

 “Going just fine, Steve.” His boss was an affable gent who loved nothing but being on first-name basis with his firm’s junior partners. It was not often he left his fifth floor office to walk lower-tier hallways, but when he did, you knew it was something important. In this case, what was important was the presentation Howard had to give to the firm’s senior partners in two days.

 “How’s thing going with your…”

 “Just fine,” Howard answered. “I’m still going through my brief, but we’ll be ready.”

 “That’s good to hear. This just might be the leg up you’ve been looking for. Well, I’m not going to take up your time; just thought I’d drop by and wish you all the best on it.”

 Howard escorted him out of his office then returned to his desk, his feature resumed its cloudy outlook as before. Becca came forward once again.

 “Sir, I said can I get you-”

 “Look, I don’t care what you want, okay?” he snapped. “Go have your lunch break and leave me alone, please.”

 Becca, thrown off by his response, lowered her head and left his office. She wore her jacket and threw her purse and office keys into her pocket and was about leaving when her intercom started to buzz. She pressed the answer button and Howard’s apologetic voice spoke from it.

 “I’m sorry about my manners, Becca,” he said. “You’re right, a sandwich and a soda will do just fine for me. Even better make it two. Thank you.”

 “No problem,” she replied.

 Becca was all smiles as she left the office. She had her lunch at a Starbucks less than a block from the office and while she was there ordered a turkey sandwich, a bag of fries and soda for Howard which she brought back with her office. She knocked at his door and entered his office. He was not behind his desk and her first thought was that he had somehow changed his mind and left on his own for lunch. Then she came further into the office and saw him relaxing on a lounge chair beside his window. He had a lethargic look about himself; Becca felt her heart bleed at the way he slumped on the chair. Whatever crisis he was going on, she intended getting to the bottom of it.

 “I brought you these,” she took out the turkey sandwich and everything she had purchased out of the paper bag she carried and laid them on a coffee table beside him.

 “Thank you. I really appreciate it,” he said as he pulled the table towards him.

 “I don’t mean to pry, but is everything all right?”

 Howard took a bite off his sandwich and grunted what seemed like a chuckle. He reached for a napkin to wipe his mouth when he got done swallowing.

 “It’s no problem,” he said. “Just a little… it’s something you wouldn’t understand.”

 “I’m willing to if you care to let me in on it.”

 “That’s the problem. I might not even know how well to explain it to you, or if really I should. It’s more of a private thing really.”

 “It might help if you get it off your chest,” she suggested. “And I promise not to tell anymore,” she added

 Howard laughed at that. “You’re seriously wanting me to trust you with that?”

 “I’ve been your secretary long enough to earn your trust, and I’m not leaving here until you do.”

 Howard looked at her and there was a curious look in his eyes as if he were just starting to see her under a different light. Becca felt a sense of pride highlight her features. All these months of attempted tries and without much effort she was finally digging into his skin in the best possible way.

 Howard was silent for a moment and Becca almost thought she had gone too far with her request until he then said, “Pull up a chair then.”

 Becca did just that.



 Chapter 5

 Evening and cruising through the city streets. Dave held the steering wheel and maintained his driving within the required speed limit, loving the feel of the wind slapping his arm. Every now and then he glanced at Howard beside him gazing forlornly at whatever they drove past.

 Dave had called Howard before quitting work for the day to let him know he would be stopping by his place later in the evening to pick him up. He wanted them to go out for a ride. Let’s just cruise round the city and cool off our minds, what do you say? Give you a chance to get away from things for a while. Howard had reluctantly accepted. He could not think of anything better to do, not when he and April were still giving each other cold shoulder. Their conversation was minimal during dinner but with little or no sense of spite coming from either. They had gone their separate place of comfort after that: she went with Carl upstairs while he retired to the living room to watch a college basketball game with a beer in hand. His phone rang while the game was midway and it had been Dave letting him know he was outside waiting. Howard trooped upstairs and found April in bed in her nightdress reading a paperback novel. Howard had changed his clothes and told April that he was going out for a stroll with Dave; she did not look up nor bother enquiring why or what for. He took his set of house keys with him and told her not to wait up for him. She kept on with her book like she had not heard him at all.

 They drove to a bar in the Downtown area that played Blues music. Just when Howard was starting to catch the scenery vibe, Dave announced that he had an important errand he needed to take care of and if Howard wanted to tag along. Howard sighed and finished his beer then left with him. His eyes sauntered about the lovely women in the bar and for a moment thought he picked one out that looked a lot like April.

 Dave fiddled with his rear view mirror and adjusted his glasses on his face before glancing again at Howard still bearing a dour look about himself. He felt bad for him somewhat, finding out about April the way he had. If only April had not beaten him to the punch he had intended coming clean to Howard the next day.

 “Hey, buddy,” Dave tapped Howard’s arm and got a startled response from him. “You looking all grim like that ain’t gonna to calm your mind, you know that, don’t you.”

 “Speak for yourself,” Howard sombrely replied. “You’ve no idea how I feel.”

 “That’s where you’re wrong. Look at it this way, if I’d found out such from Jenny, I’d probably be all huffing and puffing about it like you are right now.”

 Howard turned to him. “Say it was Jenny, what would you have done?”

 “Get upset, no doubt. But in the end, I’d do whatever I can to make something out of a bad situation. I mean, you’re not thinking about getting a divorce, are you?”

 They met each other’s gaze for a second then Dave switched back to his driving and Howard resumed staring out the window.

 “God no, I don’t want that,” he sighed. “Right now I’m stuck at the junction of nowhere and fuck it.”

 “You’re the one who’s making this so hard on yourself, Howard.”

 “Gee, and I never knew that. How come neither you nor Jenny thought to come out straight and tell me about this?”

 “I was going to, but April beat me to it. But reflecting on that, would it have made a difference if I had?”

 “No, I guess not,” Howard admitted. “Right now, I don’t know anything more. Where are we going anyway? I thought you brought me out for a drink?”

 “We’ve had the drink. What we’re up to now is something that’s just as important for me,” Dave said as he took a right turn into a tree-lined posh neighbourhood. “There’s a great man that’s having himself a good time and requires me to provide clean-up service for him.”

 Howard turned to him baffled. “What sort of great man are we talking about here? And what do you mean by clean-up service? Don’t tell me you’ve got yourself, a handyman sort of job somewhere.”

 Dave laughed. “You remember what I told you about how Jenny and I started out as swingers, and how I love watching her screw other men?”

 “Watching her screw black men,” Howard emphasised. “Yeah, I can’t ever forget that part. What else am I missing here?”

 “Something else I wanted to tell you but didn’t know how,” Dave said. “You’ll probably get freaked out by it, but I beg you to behave. It’ll be much better seeing it for yourself than me explaining.”

 Another turn and they arrived at a narrow street with similar narrow-looking apartment buildings. Dave found himself an empty space and slid his car into it.

 “Whatever,” Howard unclipped his seatbelt. “Whatever it is that we’re here for, let’s just get it done fast, okay? I’ve got plenty of work waiting for me.”

 “Don’t worry, we won’t be here about twenty minutes, a half hour max. Trust me on that,” Dave chuckled.

 They got out of the car and went across the street and walked a short distance then went into one of the buildings. They took the stairs to the first floor and walked down a hallway before Dave stopped at an apartment door and knocked. The door opened and a blonde woman appeared there. She looked at Dave then at Howard and back to Dave again. She had exotic makeup on her face that in Howard’s eyes made her resemble a vamp than anything else. Howard noticed she was naked.

 “Are you the slave?” she addressed Dave, who responded by nodding his head. She returned her eyes to Howard. “Who’s your boyfriend?”

 “He’s a friend of mine,” Dave answered. “He wants to see me in action to see about learning.”

 “What the-” was all Howard could utter before Dave grabbed his arm urging him to keep silent.

 “He’s new to the training and wants a couple of pointers,” Dave continued, except the blonde did not seem sold on that.

 “Master said he was expecting just you,” she said.

 “Is that that white boy?” a man’s voice hollered from behind the woman. His bark was loud enough to silence the three of them. “Get in here, all of you.”

 The blonde vamp made a face before stepping back to let them inside.

 Howard had enough opportunity to ogle her blonde features as she shut the door behind them. Her body was slender with a flat backside with a bull’s eye tattoo decorating the back of her booty. She possessed a stupendous jutting rack that Howard realised was fake. He turned when Dave tapped his arm and prodded him to venture along further into the suite. They walked past the living room into a dark corridor of which there was an open door at the end of it. This was where they went.

 They entered a bedroom and there was a black man lying on the bed with his arms crossed behind his head. He had an athletic stature with long pair of limps and appropriate muscles. His head was a shaved skull and except for a pair of black briefs he had no clothing on himself. His feature resembled that of the long-deceased actor Yul Bryner. He was watching a program on the TV set when Dave and Howard came and stood a few feet from the bed. Dave had a look of humbleness as he stood before the man’s presence whereas Howard stared with a mixture of confusion and bafflement at what he was doing there. The blonde woman sauntered past them and came and sprawled on the bed beside the black man. She caressed his thigh while he ignored her presence and kept his eyes fixed on the TV screen. Then he looked at the watch on his wrist and he looked at Dave.

 “You’re four minutes late, pig,” he said. His voice was surprisingly mellow but it bore an aura of authority about it.

 “I’m so sorry, Master,” Dave pleaded. “I was rushing as fast as I could to meet your appointment.”

 “Excuses I can do without, pig. What matters is you’re four minutes late and that’s unacceptable.”

 Howard’s eyes returned to the blonde. He watched as she left the bed and went over to a tripod stand upon which a video camera sat; the position it occupied afforded it much of the room’s view including him and Dave. Howard was growing uncomfortable the more he stood there. He felt the urge to leave except he felt magnetised by the blonde vamp and somewhat squeamish by the presence of the black man who had barely moved an inch from the bed.

 The blonde finished tinkering with the camera - Howard saw a blinking light emanating from it and assumed it was possibly recording - and then she returned to the bed. Her hands pulled the pair of briefs the black man wore down his hips while he continued staring at Dave like he was impervious to her actions.

 She fished out the thick black snake that lay dormant within his briefs and held it upright. Howard heard Dave continue to address the black Yul Bryner but their words sounded miles away from him as he was captivated by the sight of the monstrosity the blonde was stroking in her hand. The man’s cock was about the length of her arm. Dave was not aware that his mouth was open until he exhaled a pocket of air as he marvelled at the woman stealing first a kiss from its bulbous tip and to then rolling her lips over its tip.

 “Assume your place over there, slave!”

 Howard jumped at the man’s voice which sounded like the swift crack of a whip. He thought at first that the command was meant for him, then he saw Dave drop to his knees at the foot of the bed facing the couple.

 The black man then looked towards Howard as he sat up on the bed and switched his focus to the blonde woman. He helped her with getting out of his briefs and then forced her face towards swallowing his girth. She exhaled and moaned as her head snapped back and forth while her lips pulled aggressively on his foreskin. The man rested on his elbows observing her output. Now and then he issued forth instructions of how to perform her task.

 “Now run that bitch tongue of yours down my knob,” he casually goaded her. “Yeah, that’s good… just like a good whore would. Go all the way to my balls, now… yeah, suck on those nuts, bitch. Do it for daddy.”

 Lust burned in her eyes as she bent downward with her hair cascading over her face and attacked his testicles as he instructed; her rump jerked up and down and side to side like that of a bunny rabbit while she did. Her face glistened with spit, pre-cum and sweat and her lips made slurping noise as she grasped his prick with both hands and forced her mouth down on him. Now and then she swept her hair backward with one hand, groaning with lust as he went on licking his shaft.

 Howard watched her, mesmerised by the vigour she applied to the man’s hard-on. He had seen women suck off men like this, but only in porn movies; never did he believe until now that women actually blew men off as the blonde was doing. His thoughts went to April and he could not help imagining her suck off black men like this woman was doing. He felt a slight disturbance growing in his crotch. He looked over at Dave and saw to his shock Dave stroking his penis out of his jeans while still kneeling beside the bed.

 The black man then pushed the woman backwards and got on top of her.

 Howard moved away from where he had been standing and edged towards the foot of the bed where Dave was. The black man was all controlling, all domineering over the woman. He rammed his prick roughly inside her and she screamed as her cunt spasmed as he pounded her harder and harder. Their bodies smacked against each other loud. Even the bed groaned from their romp, especially when the man grabbed hold of the headboard and thrust his pelvis against her. The woman’s legs kicked wildly into the air. Howard could not help wincing from her screams. It sounded as if the man was stabbing at her cunt with the raw intention of drawing blood.

 “Fascinating, right?” Dave said to Howard. “Don’t you just love the way he’s fucking her?”

 “My God, Dave…” Howard could not come up with anything else to say. His friend was sweating hard behind his glasses while furiously stroking his cock. Howard felt like he was going insane.

 “Hey slave, get your white ass over here!”

 Howard jumped once again and this time he and Dave looked towards the black Yul Bryner who was up on his feet while the woman lay curled up in near foetal posture with her hand massaging her cunt. The man’s face was dotted with sweat; his erection stood like a tent-pole against his crotch. Dave was scrambling to his feet while clumsily trying to fix his penis back inside his jeans.

 “Don’t make me have to call for you again, slave,” he growled.

 Dave adjusted his glasses on his face and neglected zipping back his fly as he rushed onto the bed. Howard stood numb and mind-crazy as he watched Dave actually suck the black man’s cock as the blonde had done earlier. The black man cradled Dave’s head while his mouth made evident slurping noise and gasps. The picture could not have been any clearer to Howard as he watched Dave bob his head back and forth, making steady grunt noise as he gagged on the black man’s girth with his glasses pressing against the man’s pelvis. Like the woman had done earlier, Dave was sucking the man’s cock with gusto.

 The blonde vamp came to her knees and the black man looked at her and seemed to remember what his mission was and gestured at Dave to get off the bed, which he did without question.

 The woman got into doggy position with her butt arched upward. Howard could not believe the sight of the man’s cock, the way it fell between his legs thick as a beer bottle up-close. He watched him lower himself behind the woman and even winced when the man’s prick made contact and the blonde hollered a screeching cry as he rammed into her. Dave was back at his former stance on his knees and was excitedly stroking his cock to the action. Howard became aware of his erection kicking alive inside his jeans. So surprised was he to think that he was feeling aroused like any seasoned voyeur would. His eyes went to Dave whose groans seemed to near match that coming from the couple and he saw that he had ejaculated on his hand.

 The black man remained crouched over the woman, his hands pinned down her backside while he kept on feeding her pussy with his rod. The woman squirted all over the sheets while he mercilessly fucked her, grunting with exertion till he finally pumped his barrel of cum inside her pussy. Howard watched from the side lines as the man heaved and yet kept thrusting inside her till he exhaled as he then withdrew from her and she collapsed on the bed. Dave came to his feet and came and helped the woman to roll over onto her backside. He got onto the bed and lowered his face upon the woman’s snatch and ate her cum-filled pussy.

 The black man tottered as he came off the bed, his feature glistened with copious sweat. His gaze went to Howard whom he surprised by fixing him with a jovial-type smile.

 “You got a name, white boy?” he asked.

 His voice sounded raspy when he spoke, as if the shock of what he had witnessed had been too overwhelming that he had nearly lost the feel of his voice.

 “It’s Howard.”

 “Nice to know you, Howard. I’m Olu Shango.”



 Chapter 6

 Dave had lied to him when he said they would be at the apartment least twenty to a half hour tops; they had remained stuck there more than an hour since. Howard looked at his watch and to his consternation saw the time had gone way past nine. Only on few occasions did he stay out late, seldom when he was already home and something serious compelled him to venture outside again. It came as a surprise too that all this while April had not bothered calling to know where he was or whatever was keeping him. Besides them playing cool with each other, he felt somewhat disappointed that not once had his phone rang the whole time he had watched Dave and the hot-looking blonde submit to the black man who referred to himself Olu Shango.

 Howard found himself a chair and sat there mulling over the event he had witnessed while Dave ate the woman’s pussy to her satisfaction, then set about putting the room in neat order while the blonde joined Shango in the bathroom. Howard watched his friend change the sheets like only a hotel maid would. He appeared just as content and happy with his actions, even whistled a tune while he tidied up the room. Howard realised he was seeing a distinct part of his friend he had never been made aware of before. He thought back to the video of Jenny getting fucked and blended that with everything he had observed here at the apartment and could not believe the strange relationship they shared and how it had somehow seeped into his own marriage. He could picture April being seduced and persuaded by Jenny to do whatever she wanted of her. It made him somewhat guilty to assume if only he had been paying attention to April’s needs all this time then perhaps none of this ever would have occurred.

 Howard was lost to his day-dreaming he barely knew when Shango and the blonde woman exited the bathroom, both of them dripping water as they entered the room. The woman was muttering something in hush tone to Shango and it got him laughing aloud. The woman ran a towel down over his arms and torso. She fell to her knees and proceeded to do the same to his legs.

 Dave finished with his chores came from around the bed and bowed his head at Shango like a humble English servant would.

 “I’ve wiped off all cum stains and changed the sheets and pillows, Master Shango,” he said.

 Shango grunted in response. Dave went into the bathroom and was there for a couple of minutes before stepping out, having washing his face and hands.

 “Will I be needed for anything else?” he asked.

 “Yes, slave. You know the rules. You were late by four minutes, and that translates to a hundred bucks, boy.”

 Dave swallowed. At that point, Howard could not hold back anymore and shot to his feet.

 “What the fuck is this, a shakedown?” he blurted.





Shango glanced at him with cold malice that had Dave not then rushed over and shielded Howard with his backside there was every chance Shango might have lunged at him.

 “I’m very sorry for my friend, Master,” Dave apologised. “Please offer your forgiveness. He’s just coming into this newly. He knows nothing about your reverence.”

 Shango did not appear appeased. Even Howard at that moment felt a gnawing drop in his stomach, knowing he had said something he should not have. The blonde vamp rose to her feet and it was her who captured Shango’s attention by leading him to the bed.

 “Please come to bed, Master,” she flicked her tongue at him. “I have more of my skills that I want you to see.”

 Shango snapped his finger at Dave and said, “We’re done here, slave. Take your pet dog with you; I’ll be hearing from you tomorrow, right?”

 “Yes, Master, thank you for your benevolence,” Dave ratted off while shoving Howard back towards the way they had come. “I’ll wire you the money as promised. Good night, Master Shango.”

 Shango already had lost interest in them and was at the moment being attended to by the blonde. Dave and Howard made it to the living room and from there out of the apartment.

 They said nothing to each other as they walked out of the building. Howard was a little disoriented when they emerged onto the sidewalk that he almost forgot where Dave had parked his car until he hurried alongside him towards where he had left it. Dave unlocked the car doors and got inside. Howard stopped to look back at the apartment building they had just left as if hoping he would remember it if ever he drove by it in the daytime.

 “Get in,” said Dave from within.

 Howard opened the door and slid inside. His initial thought was that Dave was upset with his outburst at the apartment, but instead he was sporting a grin on his face as Howard snapped his seatbelt into place.

 “Fun night, was not it?” Dave said before starting the car.

 “If you say so,” was all Howard could offer to say. He was too tired and numb to think of anything else. All that was on his mind was to return home to April and his son. Dave left his friend to himself while he drove, preferring to let Howard stew in his thoughts. He could just imagine he had a thousand questions clustered in his mind that he wanted to let loose. Except for his outburst, Howard had surprised him the way he had maintained steady silence the whole time they were in the apartment. Dave had worried that he might end up bolting out of the room, especially when the time came that he went to clean master Shango’s cock. Dave could not help feel a profound respect for his buddy; he knew though he had more work to ingeniously apply on him.

 The neighbourhood was as quiet as a cemetery when they returned home. Dave pulled over on the curb in front of Howard’s driveway. It was then that Howard was able to find his tongue after unclipping his seatbelt.

 “What the hell was all that that I saw back there, Dave?” he enunciated each word as he turned to his friend who responded with a shrug. “You’ve gone insane, you know that? Was I suddenly lost in the Twilight Zone with everything I saw happen back at that room?”

 “Well, first things first, what did you see, Howard?”

 “Didn’t you actually suck that black man’s cock back there? Tell me I was not seeing things.”

 “No, you weren’t. And that was not any typical black man. His name’s Olu Shango. To mere mortals like myself and Jenny and plenty of people out there, he’s known as Master Shango.”

 “What is he, some sort of god or something?” He meant it sarcastically but his friend didn’t get that.

 “If you want to put it that way, sort of, yeah.”

 “Don’t tell me he’s fucked Jenny too.”

 “He has, but it’s been a long while. He’s from Nigeria. You saw the way he banged that blonde chick right? Tell me you won’t want to see something like that every day? Imagine if you had him fucking April?”

 Howard wanted to say something but Dave’s words jarred him to a halt and almost knocked air from his lungs.

 “You can’t be fucking serious,” he said.

 “Of course, I’m serious. Look, I know what you saw was way too heavy for you to handle. But don’t worry about it; there’s a lot more you need to know about. We’ll talk later when you’re feel better. I’d better get to running home; Jenny’s going to want to hear about what happened tonight.”

 Howard climbed out of the car, but stopped to make one last confer with his friend.

 “Dave, look, this whole thing that you and Jenny have got April hooked on… I know you’re trying to do it to me too. And I don’t know for whatever reason, but I’d really like you to count me out of it.”

 They said good night to each other and Dave turned his car around and drove home while Howard walked to his front door and let himself inside. The house as quiet as outside. He went into the kitchen and finished a glass of water before going upstairs.

 He opened the bedroom door quietly, not wanting to stir April awake. He shut the door behind him but he took two steps then stopped when suddenly her bedside lamp came on and there she was sitting upright on the bed; her book lay face down on her thigh. Neither of them said anything for a few seconds.

 “Hey,” he said. “You’re awake.”

 “Isn’t that obvious?”

 “I didn’t want you waiting up for me.”

 “You’ve been gone quite long,” she said. “Must have had yourself some fun.”

 “You’ve no idea,” he said.

 He got out of his clothes then came to bed in his shorts. April closed her book and dropped it on her cabinet then switched off her lamp just as Howard huddled under the covers on his side. Neither said good night to each other; neither turned over to embrace the other. The silence was like a vacuum. Howard hated it but felt helpless to do anything about it.

 “April,” he called out tentatively, almost not expecting any response but was surprised when she did.

 “Yeah?”

 “I don’t want you spending time with Jenny anymore.”

 A beat of silence, then, “Why?”

 “I just don’t want you to. Will you do that?”

 “No.”

 Howard figured she would say that. There was nothing left to be said. He slipped into dreamland, but not before seeing himself back at the apartment room with the black man known as Master Shango fucking the blonde chick.

 Except this time, the blonde woman was actually April.







 Chapter 7

 Howard sat at his desk with his hands locked under his chin staring into contemplative space. So lost was he in his thoughts he never knew when his door opened and his secretary slipped into his office.

 Becca’s feet made little noise as she walked towards his desk. Today she had decided to wear a tight blouse and skirt that was two inches cut above her knees, complete with thigh stockings. She had chosen today’s attire especially just for him. Her seductive temperature was yearning inside her, urging her to be more daring with her approach.

 “Good morning sir,” she said when she noticed he was not staring at her, and then she coughed into her hand for emphasis.

 Her cough got the result of snapping Howard out of his reverie and he blinked rapidly as he apprised Becca like he was only seeing her for the first time, at least with a different pair of sight unlike before. Since leaving the house his mind could not shake off the fleeting glimpses of last night’s dream. That was what he had been contemplating before she entered his office.

 “Oh, Becca, I didn’t hear you come in.”

 “I’m sorry. I hope I was not disturbing.”

 “Becca, you’ve been working me with too long now. I think it’s about time we dropped all formalities about ourselves and that call me Howard. I’d much prefer you do.”

 That got her to smile. “Okay, Howard. I came in to ask if you’ll be heading out for lunch or not. I can fetch you something if you want like last time.”

 “No, it’s okay. I’ll be having lunch with a friend of mine. You go on and enjoy yourself.”

 “Oh, okay. It’s too bad…”

 Howard looked at her. “What’s too bad?”

 “Well, I don’t mean to pry. But I was really happy we had that conversation yesterday. I forgot to thank you for putting me in your confidence, even though you didn’t have to. I’d hate to see you sitting here still thinking about it.”

 “Was not exactly the sort of thing you expected to hear, was it? But don’t worry your pretty self, I’m taking it all in due stride,” he said. “I’m just perplexed about everything including some strange stuff I witnessed last night.”

 That stopped her. “What was it?”

 “Ahhh, nothing too serious,” he tried to choose his words. “I went out last night with a friend of mine took me somewhere last night - the same friend I mentioned before whose wife talked mine into sleeping with black men - we drove into the city to some apartment and what I saw there just sort of got my mind boggling ever since.”

 Becca drew closer to his desk. “Care to tell me what?”

 Howard shook his head. “If I told you, you’d probably think I was crazy or that I dreamed up everything. Somehow I wish I did.” He looked at his watch and he left his desk to grab his jacket from where he had left it. “My friend will be waiting for me possibly already. I might be back a little late. You think you can handle things while I’m off?”

 “Sure. You haven’t many appointments. I can always cancel the rest.”

 “Thank you, Becca. You’re a real life-saver. By the way, you’re still keeping everything we discussed yesterday a secret, right?”

 Becca came and straightened his tie as well smoothened his jacket collar. “Your secret is my secret, boss.”

 Becca suddenly could not hold back the urge that suddenly beckoned her to do what she did next. She held on to her boss and planted a kiss on his lips. It was meant to be a quick kiss, but for some inexplicable reason it lasted some seconds before Becca withdrew from him. She uttered a gasp when she realised what had just happened, but it turned into a snigger when she saw she had left an imprint of her lipstick on his lips. Howard stood rooted as he was until he noticed what she was indicating at his lips and went into the rest room in his office to remedy the situation. He came out less than a minute later still wiping his handkerchief across his lips in case he had missed out anything. Actually he had wanted the distraction as he was now completely indecisive of what to make of his secretary’s action.

 “I’m sorry,” Becca said with a blush.

 “That was a… little inappropriate, won’t you agree?” he chose his words carefully, as this was uncertain territory they were treading.

 “I know, and I’m sorry I did what I did,” she spoke hurriedly. “I really don’t know what came over me, and I’m sorry if I frightened you with you. I just wanted you to know if you feel next time like talking, or maybe doing something else, I’ve very much open. Anyway, I’ll leave you alone now.”

 She turned and glided out of his office with a wicked smile etched on her lips. Her hips swung back and forth as she walked, hopping he got as much view of the back of her tight skirt before shutting his door behind her. Howard did indeed ogle her behind as she walked away, and he did receive a nudge in his pants which stayed that way even after she had gone.

 His thoughts returned to him when he heard his mobile phone ringing. It was Dave telling him where to meet him. Howard gathered his items into his pocket after shutting down his computer and then left his office.

  *

 April swore to herself when heard her phone ringing and almost wanted to ignore it. She was lying on the sofa in the living room with her legs spread playing with her dildo, lost in the warmth it gave her when her mobile phone’s light started blinking. It was Jenny calling.

 “Hey, what’s up?”

 “I’ve got a visitor over who’s dying to meet you,” said Jenny. “Get up your ass and come on over.”

 “What? Come to your place right now?”

 “Yes, slut. Right fucking now.”

 She hung up after that. April looked at her phone clueless of whatever to make of Jenny’s call. But then again, this was Jenny. She went upstairs to freshen up. She changed into a pair of jeans and tank top and then left the house.

 The heat outside was way up into the 70s and scorching. She walked as fast as her feet could carry her and got to her friend’s place in record time. She walked past Jenny’s vehicle in her driveway and pressed her doorbell. The door opened seconds later and Jenny grabbed her arm and nearly flung her into her home.

 “What’s this about?”

 Jenny silenced her with a finger to her lips and gestured with a thumb past her shoulder. April’s eyes went in that direction and they lit up when she realised who else was in the living room with them.

 Max her lover lounged in Jenny’s sofa waving at her. April rushed past her friend and came and fell into his arms. They kissed each other for a near minute before pulling off each other. Max had his jacket open and seemed just as relaxed being in the midst of both women like he did not care to be anywhere else. April sat across his thigh, feeling her hands all him while he caressed her thigh.

 “Surprised to see me, babe?” he asked her.

 “You have no idea,” April swept her hair backward while she rested on her lap. “But I thought you were out of town?”

 “I was. I got off a plane about a half hour ago and took a cab that brought me here,” he explained. “I figured you’d want to see me so bad.”

 “I did want to see you so bad,” she said, then looked over at Jenny standing behind the sofa. “I just had no idea you and Jenny were planning this. How come you didn’t drop over at my place?”

 “I didn’t know where your place was,” he said. “Plus Jenny didn’t want me leaving her sight. She told me it’d be better you coming here instead.”

 April looked over at Jenny and a peculiar look and they both knew exactly what that meant.

 Jenny said, “You two love birds go on ahead, I’ve got stuff to take care of in the kitchen. Seriously, you two better start having fun right now or else I’m kicking you both out.” She got up and sashayed out of the room.

 There was no point pretending about what they were there for as April resumed kissing him while he grasped at her tits. She pressed herself against him and opened her mouth wide enough for their tongue to interlock like fencing swords while her hands squeezed the back of his head and shoulders. Max’s hand slipped underneath the hem of her tank top and April breathed a pleasurable moan as he caressed her breasts. Her moan turned into a squeal when his fingers began pulling at her nipples, hardening them to perfection. April felt a rush of goose bumps run down her backside giving her the shivers. But the most enjoyable type of shivers.

 “Hmmm, I see you actually did miss me,” he said.

 “You have no fucking idea,” she said, and then came off his thighs to her feet. “But let me be the one to take care of you.”

 “Oh really?” Max took off his jacket and threw it across the sofa. “You’re going to make me feel good after the terrible flight I’ve had.”

 “Oh yeah, right now I will.” She flung her tank top off her head and unbuttoned her jeans shorts. “I’ve been fucking my dildo all morning but it’s nothing compared to the real thing.”

 April played with her tits for him; every fibre of her body was itching towards wanting him like never before. She dropped to her knees and her hands were shaking with feverish excitement as first she unbuckled his belt and then unzipped his fly to grab at the apparent bulge in his pair of briefs. She parted her lips when she succeeded to free his turgid hardware out of its hiding place. His cock was just as she remembered it the last time she held it. She could not wait to have it back inside her again… but first.

 She swallowed half of its girth in one slurp and did not stop. She bopped her head to a gentle rhythm, all the while relaxing her jaw muscles in order to take his girth further into her mouth. Max adjusted his weight on the sofa to enable her slid his pants and briefs down his thighs. She heard him groan in response from the pleasure she was giving him; that aroused her to quicken her pace a little. Max parted her hair from her face, loving the sight of her pink lips locked around his cock.

 “Tell me honestly which did you miss,” he asked, “my cock, or me?”

 April thought for a moment while stroking his wet shaft. “I would say I missed your cock,” she chuckled. “But then I’d be lying if I said I didn’t miss you terribly.”

 “That’s my girl. Hold on a minute.”

 April inched backwards on her knees as he then rose to his feet. His pants fell down his legs while his prick jutted a good nine inches from his pelvis showcasing its prominent blood vein along its turgid foreskin. Max undid his shirt’s cufflinks while April stroked his shaft with both hands and applied her mouth to its bulbous tip. Max took off his shirt and threw it where he had left his jacket then pulled April to her feet. She wrestled her wrist free from his grip and pushed him to fall backwards on the sofa, laughing while she working at getting out of her jeans shorts.

 “I told you this time, I’m the one wanting to take care of you.”

 “Oh yeah, how easily I forgot.”

 He stroked his cock while he watched her get out of her jeans shorts; he whistled when he saw she did not have any panties on. April slipped a finger into her pussy and was not surprised about the copious wetness she found there. She came forward and stroked his cock before straddling herself upon him. Max held her ass cheeks and April grabbed hold of his shoulders the instant his cock slipped inside her. She remained tense for some seconds then flung her head backwards and unleashed herself to the wave of ecstasy crashing upon her.

 “AWWWHHHHNNNN… SHIT! Awhhh… Gawddd! ”

She continued to groan as her pussy took in his girth. She reclined her head against his shoulder and felt her body break into a spasmic shake as he squeezed her ass cheeks and began pumping his cock back at her. April was beating her palm frantically from the immense hurt, wanting him to stop, except she really did not want him to. Her butt settled down on his prick and rose again and it went like that, over and over as she felt her pussy’s natural tightness gradually ease on from his thickness. But still it did not quell her frenzied gasps from slowing down.

 “AUUWWHHH, AWWHH God, you’re so incredible! You’re so fucking incredible! Uhh yeah, Uuuhhh…”

 Max breathed hard against her torso; his hands never let up from pushing her butt down hard on his prick, now and then alternating to doing it back and forth. April grabbed the sofa’s headboard and her gasps grew heavy as she too picked up the pace of rocking down hard on him. Now and then she stopped to grind her pelvis, waving her tits against her hungry lips, and then resume her frantic bounce. Max kept up with her by pumping his hips to match her fervour.

 April fell off him a moment later, gasping aloud. Max inserted two fingers into her cunt, his thumb pressed upon her clitoris and started pumping hard. April grabbed his arm, her body went taut like a stretched wire as she suddenly erupted like an exploding volcano with a loud screech.

 “YEEEEOOOOO… AAAAAHHHHHHH,” April screamed and her eyes flew wide open as she writhed from the punishment he was exacting upon her. She screamed until she got so spent that all that came from her was a stuttered croak. Max’s face was drenched in sweat and he was grinning was satisfaction.

 “Just making that pussy succulent and wet,” he declared. “Here, go ahead and taste your cum. See what your husband can’t ever have.” She opened her mouth to receive his fingers. “You love that, don’t you?”

 “Hmmmm… tastes so good,” she moaned.

 They looked up and saw Jenny standing beside the sofa.

 “I heard screaming and thought someone was getting murdered or something,” she laughed.

 “Someone is getting murdered,” Max said as he then fell on April. “And it’s happening right now.”

 April guided him towards her pussy and this time her cunt swallowed his length with ease. Max balanced his knees against the sofa’s edge while she grunted and simultaneously thrust her pelvis towards him, wanting more and more of his cock. Max quickened his thrust, grunting and loving the feel of her cum juice lubricating his shaft.

 Jenny came from around the sofa and got out of her clothes and sat on the centre table watching them while rubbing her hand at her pussy and squeezing her breasts with her other. She soaked up the sight of Max’s buttock and thighs contracted each time he thrust harder into April.

 April’s pants went a higher octave as Max upped the ante, fucking her harder than ever. Jenny left the table and drew closer to gaze between Max’s thighs and cooed at the sight of April’s snatch taking every brute pounding he fed her. Creamy cum poured out of April’s cunt onto the sofa’s seat. Jenny attempted to suck Max’s balls-sac as well ran her tongue up his ass cheeks.

 “Cum in my mouth,” April groaned. “Ahhh… Auuwwhh fuck, that cock feels so good!”

 Max pulled out of her at the last minute and helped April to sit up as he was then stroking his cock inches from her face. He groaned intensely as he spurted his first salvo of cum down her throat. Jenny was there beside her and Max offered her his last remaining spurts before tottering backwards until he slumped on the sofa. Jenny was not satisfied with the amount he had given her and turned towards April and they then shared a deep kiss, their tongues and lips clashed against and they did not stop until there was barely any leftover cum for them to clean up. They hugged and kissed each other’s tits as only intimate lovers would. There was no shame in what they had done. Nothing but the interest of shared pleasure.

 “That was so delicious,” Jenny moaned, and then she turned her sight on Max. “I hope you don’t think you’re done here with us. I too need to get fucked.”

 Max ran a finger across his brow and it came away with sweat. He smiled at both women. “You ladies know I’m done. But you know a brother’s gonna eat afterwards.”

 “I’ve got all the food you can ask for,” said Jenny as she then came at him.



 Chapter 8

 “His name is Olu Shango and he lives to fuck and breed white women,” Dave said then paused for a moment for his words to sink in while he took a swig of his beer. He wiped foam off his lips, cupped a fist to his mouth and belched, then pushed his glasses up the ridge of his nose before continuing. “He’s from Nigeria. He works in immigrations, and he’s got plenty of clout to do whatever he wants with foreigners like you and I that enter the country.”

 “Exactly what do you mean by ‘whatever he wants’?”

 “Think of him as king of his own slice of jungle. When it comes to women - white women - he can hook up with just about any that crosses his path. Don’t ask me how he does it except I know this for fact. I’ve seen him in action - you saw him in action with me the other day. What did you think?”

 Howard smoked his cigarette. It was early evening and they were sharing a table outside a bar not far from their neighbourhood. Howard had wanted to offload the mountain of crazy thoughts percolating in his head that had been on his mind all morning and now further enhanced by the latest circumstances regarding his secretary’s subtle attraction.

 Howard had driven home and observed something intuitively different about April. There had been a certain bounciness about her that never had been when he left for work in the morning. Insomuch that he was curious to know what, he still harboured the weight of discord they shared with regards to conversation. The invincible wall existing between them still got them ignoring each other, though he was starting to feel the problem a major fault on his part for keeping it up. He still found it hard ignoring the revelation April had opened up to him regarding her secret salacious life with Jenny. It hurt just contemplating that image with her being his wife. And now with this strange character Olu Shango veering into the picture he sensed things were only beginning to get complicated as he felt himself drawn towards wanting to find out more about him and of whatever benefit, however morbid it might be, that he could gleam from whatever Dave had to share regarding his cult personality-type hold on him and Jenny.

 “The way he fucked that blonde, I thought for real he wanted to rip her apart or something,” Howard reflected. “Who was she by the way? Not some prostitute I hope.”

 “No way. Shango doesn’t do prostitutes,” Dave answered earnestly as if the mere thought of his Master fucking a hooker was abhorrent to even imagine. “Besides, why would he when he’s followers in the city and across the state who’d turn their wives over to him even without asking. You’ve no idea the sort of man that he is.”

 “Is he some New Age cult guy?”

 “This has nothing to do with any of that, Howard. Come on, get with the program here.”

 “Well, I did see you suck his cock, so that tells me pretty much a lot,” Howard paused to glance around before leaning closer to continue. “My God, Dave, really?”

 “That’s the least of what I’d do for him,” Dave said, unfazed by what his friend had said. “If he asked me to lick his toes or drink his bath water, I’d do that too; any cuck worth his salt would.” He sipped his beer.

 “Did you say ‘cuck’? What’s that mean?”

 “You’ve never heard the word before? A Cuck? As in cuckold?”

 Howard shook his head. Dave shook his head in dazed surprise then lit himself a cigarette.

 “You can look it up online if you care. There isn’t really a definitive term for it, but basically a cuckold is when a man lets his wife screw around with other men. That’s a simple definition of it. But now I’ve said that I can tell just what you’re thinking already.”

 “Yeah, what am I thinking?”

 “You’re thinking that sounds like infidelity, am I right?”

 Brain conceded by throwing up his hand. “Every time I think about the stuff April told me, that’s pretty much what I feel. She really went all out and cheated on me.”

 “That’s what you want to think but you’re far from the point,” Dave explained, but he stopped to suck on his cigarette and scratched an itch on the end of his nose before continuing. “When it comes to cheating, the wife - in this case, April - never would have told you what she’d been doing. She’d have carried on with never once knowing. That’s where it differs.”

 “But she did cheat,” Howard emphasised stubbornly. “Twist it however you want Dave, the fact is she never told me about it beforehand. She and Jenny had been going on about this God knows how long before her conscience decided to come clean about it.”

 “It was not that long. Come on, you’re making it sound like she’d been at this with Jenny going on a year now. And whatever makes you think she never before tried telling you but clamped up because she was afraid?”

 “I don’t know. But I probably would have respected her more, sort of, if she’d told me this was what she wanted before she went out and did it.”

 Dave could not hold back his sudden burst of laughter. “Listen to yourself. You want to tell yourself that but you know you don’t believe it. But what I mentioned about the meaning of the word cuckold, that’s a straight-forward way of looking at it. When it comes to what’s underneath the surface there’s a whole lot more to it than that.”

 “What’re you talking about?”

 “With some couples it ain’t about letting the wife go out and bang whomever she wants regardless of whether or not he’s white or black - for couples that swing, it’s never about how much meat the guy has got but that the couple just want to share. Sometimes it’s about the husband wanting to be submissive to her and her lover the way you saw me with Shango.”

 “You mean that part of you-”

 “Yes, that part,” Dave stressed and smoked his cigarette. “Jenny and I started out as swingers, as I’ve told you before: she’d have fun with another husband while I’d have fun with that same husband’s wife. It was really fun except work and everything else got into the mix and we sort of stalled before we’d even realised. But even back then, I loved nothing but to watch her having fun a lot more than I had mine. You get where I’m heading?”

 “I guess,” Howard said, still soaking up his friend’s revelation. “You’re saying you craved watching her fuck more and didn’t care too much about getting yours.”

 “That’s right, but we both preferred black men and still do. We got invited to a swinger’s party in Vegas and that was where we met Shango. That night just sort of sold to us whom she ought to be fucking.”

 Howard heard what his friend was saying and still was not sold on a lot of things.

 “We keep coming back to this Shango character, and I still don’t understand what sort of magnet he’s got on you. I mean, besides him fucking married women, what else makes him so special? I still don’t get the benevolence thing.”

 “You probably won’t if you keep looking at it the way you are. And me sitting here explaining stuff to you I know won’t do either. How about you meet with him? I’ll bet he can help.”

 “Help with what? And who said I need any help? Only help I need is making April quit from doing all the crazy stuff you and Jenny sold her on.”

 “I hear you and maybe Shango can help with that, too. You’ll never know.”

 They had themselves one last round of beer before calling it a night. Neither had bothered bringing a car and also it was a perfect evening to share a walk back home. Dave counted off several anecdotes regarding the mystique that was Master Shango as they strolled back towards their separate homes. Howard listened to every word, undaunted that he was getting more intrigued and curious about this mystery man. He soon realised too late that he had forgotten to bring up the subject pertaining to his secretary but afterwards thought it wise that he had not. For now he wanted that to remain his best-kept secret till he figured what to do about it.

 They came to street junction and they shook hands, said good night to each other and then Howard crossed the street towards his home while Dave continued up the street towards his. Howard got to his home and let himself inside and felt somewhat chagrined when he saw he had the living room to himself, yet he did not feel like retiring to bed early. He went into the kitchen and filled himself a glass of water and brought it with him to the living room and sat down in the comfortable darkness and drank his water. He thought of his secretary Becca. He thought of the kiss she had planted on his lips, especially how long it lasted, followed by the inviting pair of eyes she gave him afterwards.

 The lights came on and Howard was startled to see April standing halfway in the living room in her night dress.

 “Aren’t you coming to bed?” she asked.

 “I will in a minute. Soon as I get done drinking this,” he indicated the glass of water in his hand. “Why don’t you go on up, I’ll catch up with you soon.”

 If he thought that was going to get rid of her he was mistaken. She ventured into the living room and propped herself on the arm of a chair waiting on him. Howard felt the need to snap at her to leave him alone except he could not bring himself to do that. April looked to him like she would not mind sitting there waiting for him to finish his glass of water.

 After what felt like a long moment of silence she said, “One thing I want to know. Are we going to resume talking like regular couples again or are you going to keep avoiding me like this?”

 “Who said anything about avoiding anyone?”

 He meant to sound humorous but the inscrutable look April gave him meant either she did not get the joke or did not seem to care.

 “What I meant is I’m not avoiding you. I’m just wary of you.”

 “And why are you wary of me?”

 “Come on, April. Quit punishing me for tonight, okay? I’m really not in the mood.”

 “I’m not in the mood either. But it looks like between us right now there seems to be one adult in the room. Actually I should be the one saying that I’m wary of you. Which is sad because really I’m not. I’m far from being wary.”

 “Oh yeah, well then tell me what you’ve got on your mind then. You can tell me since you’re so very good at that.”

 “I don’t want to fight with you, Howard. It’s pretty late and if we did only we’d end up waking Carl and the neighbours and that’s something I don’t want. What I’m saying is I understand I hurt your feelings and nothing I say is going to make up for that. But maybe I can do something to loosen your strife.”

 “What are you getting at, April?”

 “What I’m saying here, and God knows this is hard for me to admit, if ever you want to do some sort of adventure away from home. Something to sort of make up for the pain I’ve caused you, then, I’d like you to go ahead and do that.”

 “This is a joke, right?”

 She shook her head.

 “You’re offering me some sort of hall pass to screw around while you’re busy screwing around? That what you’re saying?”

 “Yes, that’s exactly what I’m saying.”

 He fell silent, contemplating her offer, not wanting to believe what he had just heard. Howard laughed afterwards but April didn’t join in instead continued staring at him waiting for him to say something.

 “You can’t be serious,” he said eventually. “With everything that’s going on with you, this is the best solution you can think of? You and I out there screwing whoever we want like a pair of out-of-control horny idiots? Do you know how crazy that sounds?” he felt like exploding in anger and probably would have except April’s demeanour remained calm and never once took the bait.

 “Is it any crazier than us sitting here pretending all is fine when we know it’s not? You’re the one who’s avoiding me, not the other way around.”

 “Look, for the record, I’m not avoiding you, okay. You’ve gotten my head locked in a daze since that night and I’m still trying to get my head around it. Now here you come making an offer you know I won’t like, trying to make us into a replica of Jenny and Dave. Don’t think I don’t know what you’re doing, April.”

 “Can’t you just understand that I’m not doing anything I wouldn’t expect you to do, Howard,” April choked on her words as finally she could not hold back her emotions any longer. “Why is it that you’re afraid of me? Why can’t you try and see things from my viewpoint instead of only yours?”

 “Because I know your viewpoint enough already. Jenny’s spoiled your mind and given you a hankering for black dicks which according to what you said last night you don’t intend giving up no matter what I say. I truly get that. But now you’re trying to rope me into your crooked fantasy life and if that’s your game then please deal me out of it. I’ll rather wait till whenever you get your senses back.”

 April left the arm of the chair and came and sat beside him. She took the glass of water from him and held his hand with both of hers.

 “Do you remember a couple of nights ago when I could not sleep. You asked me what was wrong and I asked you if you still thought of me as being sexy. Do you remember?”

 “I don’t know, I probably do. What about it?”

 “You told me I was sexy. Later I told about how I wanted something more and do you know what you then said to me?”

 Howard shook his head.

 “You said, and I’m paraphrasing here, ‘we all want something more. But don’t try and force it; just let it come to you.’ Those were your words exactly.”

 “I was sleepy at the time. What has any of that got to do with now?”

 “I’m not saying it does. Maybe it doesn’t really mean anything, and yet maybe it means a lot of things. I just think you should think about what I proposed and give it a try. If anything, you can decide not to do it. I just don’t want Carl thinking we’re avoiding each other for some reason.” She tapped his arm then stood up. “I’m going back upstairs. You coming or do you still want to remain here?”

 “You go on up,” he said. “I’ll be up in a little bit.”

 She took his glass and went and dropped it in the kitchen sink before returning upstairs. Howard’s eyes followed her till her shadow slipped from view and all that was left was the sound of her feet climbing up the stairs. Howard sat in reflection, especially about the peace offering free pass she was giving him. He could tell she was serious about it. As he sat there thinking about it, the image of his secretary floated like a lit bulb before his eyes and it raised a smile on his face as he pictured her without wearing any clothes.



 Chapter 9

 Morning arrived with little fanfare. They rose from their side of the bed and muttered good morning to each other then set about their different household assignment as if on cue. Howard shaved before taking a shower while April went to see about Carl. Howard was preoccupied with the free pass invitation April offered last night, wondering how serious to take up the offer or if it was part of some elaborate game she was working on him. A part of him wanted to believe she meant well with her proposal, and yet he could not help speculating this was something Jenny had instigated her to do. Scrubbing soap suds off his body, he again imagined his secretary Becca waiting for him right now in the bedroom naked. She had been the last thing on his mind before he fell asleep last night.

 Howard got done with his shower and returned to the bedroom where April was waiting for him. She wore her bathrobe and at the moment was turned away from him, picking up items from the bed. Howard stood there forgetful about everything else while he admired the outline of her hips and bottom aimed at his direction. He felt sudden rush of blood to his brain. His penis unsurprisingly grew erect behind his towel. He could not contain himself as he tip-toed towards her and wrapped his arms around her waistline. His hard-on bumped against her backside, further exciting him.

 “What’re you doing?” April asked, pulling herself upright while he continued holding onto her.

 “What does it look like I’m doing? I thought I’d hold onto you, is all. Can’t I just cup a feel?”

 “You can. Except now’s not a good time and I’m not in the mood.” She wrenched herself from his grasp and resumed scooping up the pile of clothes that fell from her arm when he grabbed her. This produced a disapproving groan from Howard. “Carl might suddenly come on here and find us like this,” she reminded him before turning away, not caring to see the miserly look that occupied his face.

 “You just want to make sure I suffer, don’t you?” Howard grumbled as he unfurled his towel and set about putting on his clothes; his penis was back to being a lifeless stump. He felt caught between been angry and disappointed by her actions.

 “What’re you talking about?”

 “You know exactly what I’m talking about. Seriously, I don’t know what you want from me anymore? I feel like you’re doing all what you can to make me upset to want to spite you, that way you can have something justifiable to say here’s why you’ve been doing what you do lately.”

 April looked at him. “I’m not punishing you, darling. If there’s anyone here who’s punishing someone, it’s you. This is something I want you to get involved with me. If you can’t do that then I’ll have to keep keeping myself away from you like this.”

 “Great. So I’ve got no one else to make love to anymore aside from my hands,” he said snidely while putting on his shirt. “You might as well have mentioned that instead of selling me that crap about giving me free pass to bang whichever woman I want.”

 April was almost out the door with the clothes in her arms when she stopped. “But I was being serious,” she said.

 “Yeah right. So you’re saying I too can go out there and invite any woman home and fuck her here in this bed and you could walk in on us and not be upset? You serious about that?”

 “No, I will definitely be upset. But I’ll understand why and I promise not to get mad.”

 “One thing I’d like to know is who put this idea in your head? Was it Jenny?”

 “Jenny knows nothing about it and I intend keeping it that way unless you get to be the one who decides to tell Dave and then it’s on you. But like I said, I’m doing this because I know I wronged you and I want you to get a measure of what I did. Sounds crazy, I know, and maybe I am being foolish proposing such, but I’d love it if you’d experiment with me on this.”

 “You seriously want me to?”

 “I do. But enough of that. Any chance having lunch together? It’s been a while since we did that.”

 “I’ve got a senior board meeting today,” he said as he rifled through a dresser drawer and took out several pair of ties and checked to see which one looked good with his jacket. “I don’t know how long it might last. I’ll see if I can give you a call beforehand. Which do you think goes well with this jacket?” He held up two separate ties for her.

 “The one in your left hand looks good. I always love that tie. Now come on, let’s have breakfast before it gets cold.”

 By the time Howard came out of the house with suitcase in hand, April was standing by the mouth of the driveway seeing Carl get into the school bus. He got into his car and waved goodbye at April as he reversed onto the road and drove off. He was smiling to himself as he drove, thinking about his free sex pass and how he intended using it. Hopefully he would not have to use it for just a one-time occasion. And she does not need to know who he had in mind, does she?

 Howard could not have known at the time as he drove to work with his mind brimming with the horny desire of committing justifiable adultery that April too was congratulating herself for a job well done of having sold the cheating idea to him. She too could not believe how great it was working out exactly how Jenny had exacted that he would respond. April had been sceptic at first when discussing the idea with Jenny who had presented it to her. But her last night’s performance and the way she dangled the carrot before Howard this morning had reassured that that he had definitely swallowed the bait. The way he had been so eager about it, what with his feigned reluctance, made her wonder if there was someone out there he desperately wanted to fuck. An old fling maybe; most likely someone from his workplace. April did not care as long as it keeps him busy while she made out with her own affairs.

 In the kitchen she took care of the dishes and setting up the washing machine before heading to the bedroom to get started on her own adventure of the day.

 An hour later she was admiring her makeup in the mirror but stopped when she heard footsteps approaching her bedroom. The door opened and there stood Jenny. She too was all dressed and ready to venture out into the sun. April smiled then resumed applying another coat of lipstick.

 “You’re looking hotter than me,” Jenny declared.

 “Look who’s talking. For a minute I thought it was Howard. How did you get in?”

 “Through the back door. Are you all set?”

 “Yeah, just about.” April put away her lipstick then pinned her hair to the side. “Remind me again this place we’re going and what’s it going to be like when we get there?”

 “It’s a nudity club,” said Jenny. “Except in our case, we’re the only entertainers that’s going to be playing there. But don’t you worry, it’s gonna be fun.”





“Is there going to be a crowd?”

 “We won’t know until we get there,” Jenny appraised herself in the mirror. “Dave told me they’d rented the place for the entire afternoon. We’re going to do some striptease.”

 “I feel nervous already. Have you ever gotten to take your clothes off in a crowded room before?”

 “Sure, I’ve done it and not once or even twice either. I just hope the guys they bring for us know how to handle their equipment,” she made an O shape with her right thumb and forefinger and inserted her left hand’s forefinger in and out to mimic the act of sex. “Yeah, the last time I did such was about a year ago at a hotel. There was supposed to be four guys, but only two showed up and… it was not that much fun for me. I just took the money and left. This time I hear it’s a group of studs working with the Tongue Patrol outfit that’s coming. We’d best be leaving right now.”

 April went and picked up her handbag and looked about the room one last time before shutting the door.

 “We won’t need to bring any spare clothing or towels and stuff to freshen up afterwards?” April asked as they trooped down the stairs.

 “That won’t be a problem. It’s why I told you not to get your hair done until afterwards. Speaking of afterwards, we are taking your car, right? Mine’s still leaking oil.”

  *

 It was 11:27 am. The meeting had concluded on a buoyant note. Howard shook hands with the company’s board of directors respectively and received accolades from his boss before gathering up his presentation papers and left the room. His heart was racing mildly from all the talking he had done upstairs. He left his items on his desk then went and hung his jacket on the coat tree. He went into the rest room to wash his face of whatever anxiety he had left. He never heard when someone entered his office and turned the key in the lock before approaching the rest room. The door opened and a shadow appeared behind Howard who was just about done washing his face and was drying himself with a towel. He yelped when a pair of hands scratched his back followed by a string of chuckles and he quickly turned around and saw it was Becca pressing a hand to her mouth fighting back her laughter.

 “Becca, that was a cheeky thing to do,” he said.

 He definitely would have lost it had it been someone else. But the sight of his secretary here sharing his rest room and then with him inhaling her seductive -type fragrance was enough to dispel whatever stuff preoccupied his mind. His heart broke into a trot except it was more from desire than fear. Becca caught the same vibe as she then rushed into his arms and kissed him. Their kiss was fierce and passionate like they wanted to rip each other’s lips off. Becca pushed Howard backward against the sink and he even hit the back of his head against the wall mirror. He felt her hand tugging at his crotch and could even feel his erection coming alive inside his pants. He could not believe the enormous hunger he felt for her; he had not experienced this much longing for another woman in a long time besides April. All the pent-up emotion he had contained inside him since becoming privy to April’s cheating ways just seemed to burst to the surface of his skin so suddenly.

 Becca slid downward to her knees, her hands still tugging at his hard-on begging to be free. She did him the esteemed favour of unzipping his fly but that was as far as they went when they heard a knocking tap on his door. Neither moved for a second; their eyes looked past the rest room to his office door as if to certify it was real, there came another repeated knocking.

 “Did you lock the door?” Howard asked.

 Becca shot to her feet and shoved his penis back into its hiding place. “Yes, I did.” She was adjusting back her clothes just as he was too.

 “Wait in here,” Howard suggested. “It’ll look awkward if you come out with me.”

 Becca nodded and Howard shut the rest room door with her inside and ran his hands over his clothes as he then approached his door. He unwrapped his handkerchief and ran it over his mouth and it came away with lipstick. He made sure it was completely gone before then unlocking his door.

 Howard was stunned to see his boss Steve Ailes along with Anthony Lamark, one of the senior partners Howard had addressed a short while ago.

 Like his boss, Anthony Lamark was in his sixties. Only in their physical outlook were they significantly different. Aside from the thick mane of grey hair the man looked tall and pristine for someone of his age. Only when viewed up-close did one observe the bags of crow’s feet around his eyes. He walked with a slight stiffness that came with his slender frame. To see the two of them here in his office was a sight to behold.

 “That was a great presentation that you gave,” Anthony shook Howard’s hand. “I wanted to come over and congratulate you personally for it.”

 “Howard here is one of our aspiring junior partners,” Steve interjected. “I mentioned to him already that he’s got a great future here with us.”

 “Thank you,” said Howard. “I can hope for that.”

 “No need in hopping anymore,” Anthony said. “That already is well assured. Which leads me to say that I’m having a private party at my home next weekend and I’d love you to be there. Do bring your lovely wife as well.”

 “Won’t be a private party if you come alone,” Steve quipped and that elicited laughter all around.

 “Steve here will forward you the details. I hope to see you there.”

 “I certainly won’t dare to miss it sir,” Howard answered.

 They shook hands once again before leaving his office. Howard waited a short time before turning the key in his door and returned to Becca.







 Chapter 10

 “Take the next turn,” Jenny indicated. “The place is at the end of the street.”

 April did as just that even though she was not completely sold on where they were going, not since viewing the area they were entering. The façade of the neighbourhood had changed two streets behind them when they left the interstate; they might as well be in another country right now, she thought as she scanned the austere-looking houses that littered the vicinity.

 “Feels like we’re driving for ages,” April complained as she followed the directions her friend indicated for her. “Where exactly is this mystery place anyway?”

 “Patience, my dear. There it is right there,” Jenny pointed ahead.

 The road they were on was rift with potholes and April was very mindful of her driving. She did glance at the structure her friend was pointing at situated at the end of the street. It was not until they drew closer and she saw the cars parked in front of the building that she got a better view not just of the place but the name of the joint also. It gave a clear message what they had come for.

 “’Leather and Panties ’?” she said the name of the establishment and then looked at Jenny with disbelief in her eyes. “This is a fucking strip joint.”

 “How long did it take you to figure that out,” Jenny crackled. “I told you it was a nudie place. Find us a place to park, will you. We’ve got an itching crowd waiting on us and we’re almost late.”

 There was plenty of space for April to park and she went between two Cadillac vehicles; the Cadillac cars looked incongruous with the neighbourhood. Why on earth anyone would be coming to a stripper joint in the middle of the afternoon befuddled her. It was the last sort of place she could have thought they would come. But she was not going to argue with Jenny; if she says this was the place then there was nothing worth arguing anymore.

 “Now what?” she said after switching off her engine.

 “Now what is we get out and we go inside,” Jenny said and opened her door.

 April got out of the car and once again felt she had made a grave mistake this time as she slammed her door and turned on her vehicle alarm. She admired the gaudy neon billboard of a nude woman along with the XXX insignia beside the establishment’s name.

 “Will you come on and stop standing there like you’ve seen a ghost,” Jenny came from around the vehicle and elbowed her. “The party will be over by the time we get in there.”

 April grumbled as Jenny locked arm around hers and propelled her forward. They went towards the walkway, up a short flight of stairs and then past the door.

 Inside, they stumbled upon a huge guy who acted as a bouncer as they walked down a short corridor. They man eyed both women with expressionless eyes. Jenny had command of the situation.

 “Hi,” she said. “We’re the 1-800-Call-A-Slut ladies, and we’re expected.”

 The bouncer handed Jenny a set of keys then opened the door behind him for them to pass through. April eyed him furtively as she walked past him.

 The interior appeared seedy and as unassuming a place as April could have imagined; it resembled a honky-tonk joint but not as low-class as she expected. Rock music played in the room and she looked around and saw it was coming from a juke box at the east corner of the room. There was a stage at the front and a DJ’s booth situated at the side of it. Tables were arranged facing the stage in a near circle. Not all the tables were occupied; some had the chairs turned over with clothes draped over them. April was surprised to see some men there in business suits, looking so incongruous from the place. Though there were a few shooting pool at the west corner of the room who looked like this was second home for them.

 “Those are our men,” Jenny gestured at the table with business suits and broke away from April to go and meet them. April remained where she was clutching her handbag while watching Jenny hug the three men in suits that occupied a table. April looked about the room. Two of the men earlier playing pool had stopped their game to stare at her.

 She turned her head when Jenny called her name waved at her to come over which she did. She exchanged handshakes with the business men who rapaciously soaked their eyes upon her like they were restraining themselves from wanting to peel her out of her clothes. April found their stare somewhat appealing. What with their thickset frame she doubt either could take her on in bed for long. She discarded the notion that there were whom she and Jenny were here to fuck from listening to their conversation with Jenny.

 “I hope you’ll put on a terrific show for us,” one of the men said to her. April flashed a radiant smile at him.

 “I sure will. That’s what we’re both here for.”

 “Okay, you gents,” Jenny pulled April away from them. “It’s time we change up and give you hound dogs some raunchy entertainment you won’t be getting at home.”

 “Hey, my wife would object to that,” one of the men retorted which earned a round of laughter from his peers.

 Jenny went up the stage to an unmarked door by the side while April followed a step behind. The door opened into a narrow corridor with arrows stencilled on the wall indicating the way to the dressing area. April could still hear the men laughing amid the jukebox music.

 “They’re such insufferable darlings,” Jenny chuckled. “This is the best type of entertainment they can have when away from their boring wives. We’re the sluts they want to watch, but first we need to get into our sexy outfits to make things special, you hear?”

 “Whatever you said, Jen. I just can’t wait to be done here. You know where we’re going?”

 “Of course, I do, silly,” Jenny said as they took a left turn still following the arrows on the wall. “I’ve been here more times than ever. Now suck away your questions and put on your game face and let’s make these men’s peckers hard.”

 They came to the dressing room door marked LADIES; another door stood opposite with the word MEN stencilled on it. Jenny stopped to try out the set of keys the bouncer had given her into the door lock. At that moment the men’s door opened and a black man who had dreadlocks on his head stepped out and looked in their direction. He and April made eye contact while Jenny muttered swear words as each attempt to find the right key failed. April waved at the man who in turned waved back at her then disappeared back into the room.

 “There we go,” Jenny exclaimed when she unlocked the door and pulled April inside. “Let’s get changed.”

 In the brief period of Jenny and April leaving the suited gentlemen to go and change into their exotic outfits, other people had streamed into the joint, one of whom happened to be a distinguished-looking man with a mane of grey hair decked in an expensive suite who looked even more out of place in the establishment. He came and shook hands with the suited gents and shared their table with them. April could not have known who he was but had Howard been there he would have recognised Anthony Lamark and be just as shocked finding him in such a premise as this. Anthony might have looked out of place but he was just as comfortable been there as if he were in his home. At the table there was no talk of business or anything related to that. They drank their beer and checked their watch, all of them impatient for the performance to begin.

 It took time before that happened. Before it did, the disk jockey stopped the juke box music before entering his booth to play some electronic-type music more welcoming than the former. Almost every man in the establishment appeared to come alive then knowing the main show was about to get started. Even the guys playing pool dropped their cue sticks and went and sat an available table before it got taken.

 The curtains parted and four athletic black men strutted onto the stage carrying two separate beds. The men wore scruffy jeans with no shirt on, displaying their oily abs and muscles. Ceiling lights lit the stage and the crowd whooped a roaring cheer as they laid the beds side by side on the stage then stood waiting.

 Seconds later the curtains parted again to reveal April and Jenny and immediately the temperature in the room skyrocketed. Both women wore tight-fitting exotic cabaret outfits complete with thigh stockings, high heels and elbow-length gloves. Their cleavage almost wanted to pop out of the low-cum neckline of their blouse; their skirts rode up their thighs revealing their crotch.

 The excitement and uproar in the room was fever pitch. The men cheered and whistled at them as they strutted onto the stage. Jenny was all smiles and waved at the room like she was at a pageant. April did like her. She was expectantly nervous from the adulation but did a great job of seeming calm. The four black men divided themselves and led both women to the bed; the crowd hushed as the atmosphere in the room turned super-heated. Jenny and April dropped to their knees as they knew already what was expected of them. April turned to the man to her left and helped retrieve his half-erect penis out of his jeans and went to work on him. Out the corner of her eye she observed Jenny sucking on a thick fat cock while actively stroking the other.

 The music playing gave off an off-beat tempo that almost seemed to down the erratic noise of the crowd working themselves to a frenzy while they watched the live sex show.

 April barely heard their catcalls while switching back and forth as one black cock and then another got jammed down her throat. The men took turns stripping out of their jeans while their colleagues went on fucking the women’s mouths. April was lost to her pleasure once more as she knew Jenny was too. It was like been back at the motel where she serviced the group of unknown men alongside her. These men were straight and professional about their work. They took turns grabbing her head and thrusting their cock hard back and forth into her mouth. April could do nothing except sputter and gaggle and cough out a mouthful of spite before resuming her work. Her eyes was glazed with tears she could barely make out the face amongst the crowd aside from the glowing catcalls they produced.

 She took a moment to wipe her eyes and saw Jenny nearly stripped of her outfit and getting fucked from behind while the other went on shoving his cock into her mouth. One of April’s men positioned her on her back but sideways on the stage so the crowd won’t miss sight of the action. The man pushed up her skirt and spat on his prick before thrusting into her tight hole. April groaned from the intrusion. The man barely allowed her time to get appropriately wet enough to lubricate his cock, grunting as he thrust harder into her cunt, not stopping till he gained perfect entry.

 As the orgy progressed, so more people streamed into the establishment as if word had gotten out regarding what was happening. This was not unheard of at the Leather and Panties joint. Except it was usually a treat secluded for patrons willing to pay to watch like the suited gentlemen seated close to the stage; this time around it was open for anyone. The drinks flowed from the bar and a woman went around serving and worked hard getting the men to quit pawing her butt while captivated by the orgy ongoing on the stage. The suited men dug out their wallets and threw wads of money upon the stage; they were riled with excitement like they were enjoy a favourite ball game.

 The man who was fucking April slowed his pace and pulled out of her, opting to catch his breath while his buddy came over and took his place. April felt grateful for the brief respite of rubbing her pussy and slipped her fingers inside her cunt to see her stretched her pussy was when the other man grabbed her thighs and pulled her towards his erection. He was grunting like a feral bull as he shoved his prick into her cunt. April groaned in pain and grabbed hold of his shoulders as he jerked his hips down her crotch. His colleague knelt beside her and munched on her tits, squeezing both with his hands. April grabbed at his cock and did not stop stroking him till eventually he drew closer and brought it to her face for her to jam it into her mouth.

 Jenny’s sultry cries were as loud and prevalent as hers. She leaned backward resting on her arms riding one of the men in reverse. Her pelvis rocked back and forth on the man’s shaft; her feature remained curled with lust and her groaning cries served to rouse the crowd with excessive frenzy.

 Jenny was still jerking her hips even when the man she was riding slowed his pace and lifted her butt. His cock slipped out of her and he grabbed it and attempted finding the entrance to her anus. Jenny crouched forward and she did the work for him then leaned backwards once more and resumed working her hips and pelvis. The second man edged on his knees forward stroking his girth, nearly blocking the crowd from her view. She was just as horny for what was coming.

 “Go ahead and fuck my hole,” she hollered loud enough for the crowd to hear.

 The crowd went wild at her words and whooped for more action. The man rubbed the uncircumcised tip of his prick against her vulva which got Jenny squirting rampant all over the bed. Her head lolled on her shoulder and she groaned when he introducing his meat into her pussy. Jenny gasped and worked hard as both men jerked her back and forth. She did her best to keep with their rhythm even though she was climbing the wall in ecstatic delight.

 April straddled one of the men and was rocking hard on the hilt of his cock while choking on the other’s shaft. Her back was towards the crowd and she caught the wave of jubilant cheer even as she was lost to her sex.

 The man pulled out of her at the right moment and sprayed cum over her rump. She slide off him and he rolled off the bed while his colleague took over his former position and April mounted him in reverse. The man hooked his legs into an inverted V and pumped his hips harder, slamming her pussy harder. April gasped and yelped louder from each slamming jerk he gave her. The sight of her groaning from the hurt drove the crowd boisterous. She barely knew when the man slowed till he eventually stopped and let her climb down from him and he then stood before her and ejaculated copious cum-spray over her face. Cum covered her eyes and she breathed through her mouth while reaching for the man’s penis. She managed to suck him dry before cleaning his cum off her face. She licked his cum off her fingers and smiled at the crowd when they cheered at her action.



 Chapter 11

 Howard did get off from work at his expected time except today he did not get into his car and drive straight for home. He had called April before leaving his office letting her know how well his presentation to the senior partners had gone. He mentioned that he had plenty of stuff to clear off his desk and stop by somewhere and have a drink and would not be home for another hour or so. April had not sounded surprised by his words. If anything Howard found himself annoyed of just how cool the sound of her voice was when she told him not to stay out too long. He did enquire about how her day had gone after which he hurried with a quick goodbye to her then ended the call. His desk was cleared within five minutes. He grabbed his briefcase and switched off the lights before locking the door behind him.

 Becca’s desk was empty as she had left the office going a half hour earlier but not before furnishing him with details of where to find her. Howard made his way to his vehicle. He inserted his key into the door lock but it fell from his hand and he realised it was out of nervousness and excitement of what was coming. He picked up his keys and unlocked his door then got inside. He started his car and smiled at his reflection in the mirror before pulling out of the parking space.

 He located the apartment building from the address Becca had given him. The sun blazed a trail of deep orange across the sky as it slid from view over the city’s sky rise. Howard got out of his car, leaving his briefcase behind in the passenger seat, and adjusted his coat after slamming the door. The neighbourhood was quiet; there were few people sauntering about the street. The building she lived in was across from him and bore resemblance to the one Dave had taken him to meet Olu Shango. Howard felt a stir in his nerves as he conjured up the man’s name as if it were a talisman. Surprisingly he had gone through much of the day not thinking about him except now. His hands were no longer shaking from nervousness as before, but he perceived a tingle under his skin. It was followed by a nudge in his crotch as he imagined his secretary waiting in her apartment for him. He thought for a second what April might be up to with him not been home right now but dismissed her from his thoughts. She had been out having fun this whole time without him. Time to get some payback of his own.

 Howard checked his pockets to make sure he had not forgotten his keys before crossing the street; that action reminded him to switch off his phone which he did. This was one time he did not want to be interrupted by anything or anybody. He neglected taking the elevator and instead raced up the stairs and stopped when he got to the third floor. He stopped to catch his breath before getting to her door and appraised himself one last time before knocking. The door opened and there stood Becca in a chamois negligee that showed she had on nothing else underneath. Her perfume stirred warm lust in Howard as he inhaled its fragrance.

 “For a moment I thought you weren’t going to make it anymore,” she said.

 “In another life I probably wouldn’t,” he said as he crossed the threshold into her apartment. “But I’m here now.”

 He shut the door and pulled her into his arms lest she thought he was not being serious. They locked arms around each other seconds before their lips locked into a kiss. Becca drew him further into her apartment and they bumped against a sofa then fell on it. Becca grabbed at his crotch while caressing his back with her other arm. Howard pushed her negligee fabric aside to cup a feel of her breasts. The touch of her warm soft flesh was incredible and got his cock pressing harder in his pants for freedom.

 Becca got him to sit upright and unzipped his pants and lowered her face down on his cock. Howard gasped and surrendered himself to the overwhelming passion that was upon him. He threw his head backward and gazed wide-eyed at the ceiling fan. His ears caught the sound of Becca’s sucking, smacking and slurping on his cock. The sensation was part agony and part lust.

 “Aaahhhh,” he groaned with appreciation. “Fuck, don’t stop!”

 He caressed her hair as a wealth of vivid images flashed like strobe lights before his eyes. The pressing image he focused on was of April naked playing with herself in bed. Except she was not alone. Another figure emerged from beyond the room and Howard was not surprised to make out the nude form that was Olu Shango strolling towards the bed with his cock hanging down his legs like a dumbbell. Howard blinked rapidly a couple of times. He groaned from the exquisite feel of Becca’s lips tugging onto his turgid foreskin as well from what his mind was concocting. For some inexplicable reason could not shake the image from his mind. He saw Olu get onto the bed and April adjusted herself with her legs spread wide to welcome Olu’s bulky frame. Howard’s body grew taunt as if he was been electrocuted. The raw power of Becca’s mouth was all consuming.

 “Awwhh… shit… ahhh fuck! I’m gonna blow! I’M FUCKING GONNA BLOW! ”

He gritted his teeth as he then let himself go. Becca had herself a mouthful of his testicles when he ejaculated his first torrent of cum. It sprayed over her hair seconds before she popped his cock back into her mouth. She grunted as each spurt of cum slammed into the back of her throat and she eagerly rolled the river of cum in her mouth before gulping it down as fast as she could.

 Howard was still a prisoner to the fantasy of Olu Shango fucking April in his head while his body tensed and convulsed as he continued ejaculating more and more semen. The feeling lasted only a minute and he felt depleted when it was over. He ran his hand over his brow and it came off with sweat, plus he was still panting. Becca remained on her knees stroking his flaccid penis and licking traces off cum her lips.

 “I hope that isn’t everything you have for me,” she said.

 She came to her feet and let her negligee fall from her body. Howard accepted her hand as she helped him up from the sofa. He tottered for a moment as his feet were still caught in his pants leg. Becca helped him out of his jacket while he kicked off his shoes and pants then led him to her bedroom and straight to her bed.

 The sheets were soggy from their sweat and rumpled as they curdled in each other’s arms an hour later. A line of golden sunlight streaming on the wall while murky shadows formed in the room from encroaching darkness. Becca rested her head on Howard’s chest while her breath ruffled the sparse growth of hair that littered his torso.

 Howard hugged Becca in return and lay with his eyes closed while trying to imagine he was in another world. Once again he conjured up the image of Olu Shango banging April and it felt so immediate that it produced a sliver of worry on his mind. He reflected on the night Dave introduced him to Olu and wondered if by any chance Jenny was working towards introducing April to him… if she had not done so already. The premonition that they had met already grew fervent in his mind, threatening to drain him of the exquisite fun he had just enjoyed with his secretary. He made a note to subtly bring up Shango’s name when with April to see if she had mingled with him already. His raised his wrist to his face to read the time on his watch. Becca caught the gesture and raise her face from his chest.

 “What?”

 “It’s getting dark; my time here is almost over. Got to put on everything and head for home.”

 “I’d do anything to keep you here. If only for a day.”

 “You could try but we both know it won’t work.”

 “I won’t mind taking the risk if you will.”

 “It’d be embarrassing if word got out that you and I are doing this, you know that don’t you?”

 “Uh-huh. But I’m not the talking type if that’s what you’re worried about.”

 “I didn’t say you are. I’m just saying.”

 She slid off his chest and reclined her head on her arm. “I know I shouldn’t be asking this, and stop me if I’m out of line, but-”

 “You want to know how things are going with my wife,” Howard completed the question. The look in her eyes told him it was what she wanted to ask. “That’s tough to answer. We’re still good with each other though. We’re kinda cool, nothing looks like we’re falling apart.”

 “I’m glad to hear that. Are you still happy with her?”

 A frown creased his face as he thought hard on the question. He probably would have assumed her question came with some ulterior motive in mind except he knew that was not the case.

 “I’m kinda confused about how to answer that right now,” he sourly admitted. “If you twist my arm hard I can say yeah, I still am happy with her. I just don’t know how much or if I seriously want to anymore. I’m still trying to understand her, to get at what everything means.”

 “You’re thinking too hard about everything,” Becca surmised.

 Howard turned to her. “What makes you say that?”

 “I dunno, just a feeling, I guess. I mean, she wants to have sex with black men. That’s what you told me she wants to do, right? Any husband would lose his shit hearing that come from his wife; that’s just how I’d think. When you first told me about it, I was more surprised you weren’t getting any madder than you ought to be.”

 “I know. Like you, I’m surprised how come I’m not mad either. I guess getting mad won’t change what’s already done.”

 “I just hate to think she’s making you suffer for something you didn’t start.”

 “Well, maybe I’m actually the one who started this,” he explained. “I’ve been somewhat distant from here lately. If I’d opened my eyes more and paid attention then probably she never would have gotten tricked into this crazy lifestyle in the first place. But you’re right, I ought to be mad. It’s just strange that I’m not.”

 “You’re not mad because you like thinking about it,” she said.

 Howard said nothing for a moment. Her words seemed to hit the core of the problem for him and he observed the look reflected in her eyes and knew she had seen through his façade to know the truth of what was keeping him at bay from exploding this whole time. It made the whole possibility and fascination about wanting to see Olu Shango with April more closer to becoming real than mere fantasy.

 “I can’t fault you there, Becca. I’ve got the crazed urge to want to catch her in the act. I can’t stop thinking there’s a black guy in my home right now who’s fucking her and I so want to be there to see it. Makes me sound crazy, right?”

 Becca sat up on the bed and sat Indian-style like she was about to perform yoga. Howard caressed her thigh while she appeared lost in contemplation. The sun was about gone from the sky. He really ought to be returning home by now, except he wanted to hear first what she had to say.

 “There was this guy I dated back in college,” she said. “Whenever we made love he always had me sit on his face. He had these pair of handcuffs with him and every time he’d have me cuff him to the bed then sit on his face. I didn’t know it then but that got to be the only way he could get hard. I’d sit on his face from a couple of minutes to a half hour with him eating my pussy and the whole time he’s jerking his cuffed arms like he wants to break free. If that was not crazy, my former boyfriend always loved it when I punched him in the nuts before we make love. He said it made him love me more.”

 “That sounds plain weird.”

 “Any weirder than what you just said about wanting to see your wife fuck a black man?”

 Howard had no answer to this, and so she continued.

 “The way I see it, we’re all a little crazy; we just have a way to show it that’s healthy. That’s what I’d like to think. I mean it beats walking into a crowded place and mowing people down with a gun. I’m sorry if that sounds morbid.”

 “So what you’re saying is me wanting to see April get fucked by some strange black man doesn’t make me crazy. But it kinda makes me sound crazy, don’t you think?”

 “It does, but if it’s not making you mad then who am I to judge.”

 “This former boyfriend of yours, how long did things go with you and him?”

 “We lasted about a year.” She left the bed to turn on the lights before returning to bed. “Things got too crazy for me to deal with. I remember one afternoon I came home and there he was in the shower punching his penis and bleeding too.”

 “And you put up with him even then?”

 “At first, but it got worst and I just could not stand his crazy ass anymore and then I called it quits. He’s probably still punching his cock right now for all I care.”

 Howard cupped her breasts in his hand.

 “Have you ever gotten into bed with a black man before?”

 She nodded and broke into a chuckle. “Once or twice in college. Hell, plenty of girls were doing it and still are.”

 “Did you ever find anything fascinating about them?”

 “Yeah, they knew how to fuck,” she laughed. “I don’t know what else. The ones I met knew how to toss a girl over on her head.”

 “And since then you haven’t been with any? I mean besides me.”

 “Now that you ask, I probably would have if I haven’t had you on my mind all this time,” she kissed him.

 “You’re such a beautiful girl,” he said. “I’m surprised you haven’t got yourself a boyfriend or someone taking care of you.”

 “If you stick around then maybe I just might surprise you.”

 Becca rubbed her thigh against his and then locked her ankles over his back.

 “I’d like you to stay over,” she said.

 “I would, but you know I can’t. But maybe someday I will if you can do something for me.”

 “What? Tell me.”

 He kept quiet instead and continued kissing her till eventually he wrestled himself from her embrace and went to pick up his clothes.



 Chapter 12

 Howard drove home with a sweltering cloud of frustration growing in his mind. He beat his palms on the steering wheel when he came to a red light. His anger had nothing to do with hurrying home, rather of the missed opportunity he had caught back at Becca’s apartment. He never did come clean about what he had wanted her to do for him. It had weighted on the tip of his tongue but somehow saying it, he figured, would have spoiled the moment. Also it kind of felt wrong what he wanted of her. Already she had intuitively read his mind regarding how he felt about April. Reflecting on the night he wondered if opening up about her sex life to him that she did not already grasp what he had concocting on his mind.

 Howard made it home and turned off his engine in his driveway. He looked at his phone and only then remembered he had switched it off before enjoying quality time with Becca. He switched it back on, glad not to find any missed calls. He appraised his face in the mirror including his clothes to make sure he had nothing incriminating; not that it mattered. Should April spot anything he could always deflect by admitting he was fulfilling his end of the hall pass she had granted him.

 Howard removed his jacket when he got out the car and slung it over his shoulder with briefcase in hand and walked towards his home.

 He opened the door and hollered, “April, I’m home.” He entered the living room and stopped when he saw someone seated there who looked nothing like his wife. Howard let go of briefcase and so too did his jaw as he stared with numb surprise at the man sitting casually across from him. “You,” he gasped.

 “Yes, me,” answered Olu Shango.

 “Honey, is that you?” April’s voice called from beyond the room.

 Howard looked at April who was just then entering the living room from the hallway.

 “There you are,” she approached him. “I was a little worried what was keeping you from coming home. Carl has been worried sick about you.”

 She came and hugged him and they gave each other a quick kiss. April pulled back and gave him a funny look. “You smell different. Did you stop by a strip joint or something?”

 “Gee, why didn’t I consider doing that,” Howard replied before picking up his briefcase. He wanted to say more but then his feature clouded with apprehension as their guest came to his feet. Olu was obviously smirking at him. Howard searched April’s face for any sign of treachery but caught no intrusive signal besides the affectious smile that lit her face as she half turned towards their guest.

 Olu Shango’s aura seemed to fill the room and he walked with benign authority as if he possessed everything around him. Howard felt his penis shrink further inside his pants and he inadvertently swallowed a gob of saliva as Olu’s frame appeared to tower over him the closer he got. April was speaking but he did not hear her and so she had to repeat her words.

 “I said that Dave came by earlier with his friend here, Olu Shango. He said you two have met before.”

 “More like a meet and greet,” Shango and Howard shook hands. “How are you, Howard. I stopped by Dave’s place and he thought you might be home. He tried calling you but got no luck with your phone.”

 “Yeah, sorry about that. I had a lot of clearing to take care of at work. How long have you been here?”

 “Not that long,” Shango glanced at April who appeared to blush from their eye contact. This was not lost on Howard. “But it feels longer. Haven’t even had a drink yet.”

 “Oh, I’m so sorry about that,” April laughed and turned away from them. “I figured you’d want to wait till Howard gets home. Anyway, you two sit down and get to know each other more while I fetch the beers. Would you care for one, darling?”

 “Yeah, sure, honey,” Howard said. “A beer would do just fine. Just give me a minute.”

 He went upstairs and disposed his jacket and briefcase then rushed back. Olu Shango had returned to his former chair, looking right at home with himself. Howard loosened his tie and folded his shirt sleeves as he sat across from him. He watched his guest with the guarded instinct of a fly dodging a spider’s web.

 “This is a lovely home you have,” Olu remarked. “I love the curtains.”

 “Thank you. Did Dave actually bring you here?”

 “He did. How else would you think I’d know where you lived?”

 “I don’t know, I thought… doesn’t matter anyway.”

 April returned with their beers. She kissed Howard and told him she was going upstairs. She shook hands with Olu before leaving. Howard waited till she had gone from view before relaxing somewhat with his visitor. They sipped their beer in silence.

 “You have a beautiful wife,” Shango said. “Beautiful wife, a cute son and a lovely home. What else can a man ask for?”

 “Are you going somewhere with that?”

 “No need to act all stiff on me. I’m just giving complimenting and making conversation here. You’re sitting there looking surprised about why I’m here, right?”

 “I’m curious about that, yes.”

 “I had me some fun time with Jenny hours ago,” Olu said casually. “She’s such a great lay; I can’t believe I’ve missed that pussy so long,” he chuckled. “You never know how good a pussy is when you haven’t fucked it in a while.”

 “Mind doing me the favour of toning down your language, please? I’ve got a son upstairs and I’d hate for him to hear any of this.”

 “Sorry about that.” Shango sipped his beer. “So where were you all this while?”

 “I told you I was at work.”

 “Your phone said it was switched off when Dave called. But I’ll bet if you’d known I was dropping by you’d have quit whatever work you were doing to get here in record time, won’t you? “

Howard didn’t respond; his silence spurred Shango to continue with his jibe.

 “I caught the look in your eyes when you walked in. You probably thought I’d done something nasty before you arrived, right? Tell me I’m lying.”

 “The thought did cross my mind,” Howard admitted.

 “Yeah, you still remember what you saw me doing to that woman friend of mine last time, don’t you?” Olu leered. “Won’t you love me doing that to your bunny?”

 “I think you’ve had enough of your beer,” Howard said. “It’s late and I’d like to go upstairs and change.”

 “Don’t try to brush things off the table, white boy,” Shango snapped. His voice was not raised but it was audacious enough for Howard to grasp the power it carried. Shango was not smiling anymore.

 “I’ll leave when I’m done talking, so you’d best hear what I got to say. Least your bunny finds out what you came to see that other night. I’ll bet you clued her in on that, have you? Yeah, I thought so. You’ve got secrets, white boy, and I’m here to collect on them.”

 “Is this a threat I’m getting from you? Is that it?”

 Shango brushed the question aside and came to his feet. “I’m getting tired already. How about we have this chat outside.”

 Howard dropped his beer and joined him as they walked out the front door and went towards his parked car. He stopped to look back at the front door as if expecting April to stick her head out wondering where they were.

 “You went and got yourself some pussy, didn’t you?” Shango said to him. “Don’t bother lying, white boy. And you don’t need say to anything contrary - I can smell it on you.”

 Howard looked at him and knew it would not be worth lying to a man like Olu Shango. He felt himself captivated under whatever mysterious spell he had over him; from here on, nothing he did or said was going to change that. He would have ample time afterwards to ponder the question of how someone like Shango in the brief period he had known him could enslave his mind like so. Even then the answer would remain elusive to his comprehension.

 “What do you want?” Howard asked as if he had no idea what the answer might possibly be, especially since he had been fantasising about it hours ago.

 “What I want is your secrets,” Shango earnestly declared. “You’ve got plenty of secrets hiding inside you and I can tell it’s eating you up inside. What I want is to give you what your friend already has. But don’t worry your head about it right now. You’re tired and you need your rest. We’ll talk more about it maybe tomorrow or later.”

 Shango drained what remained of his beer and belched when he was done. “Thanks for the beer,” he gave Howard the bottle then slapped his shoulder. “See you around, white boy.”

 “If you’re going back to that apartment why not let me call you a cab.”

 “That was not my apartment,” Shango said as he strolled down his driveway.

 Howard watched him go before returning into his home and locked the door.

  *

 “Has your friend gone?”

 April threw the question as him as he entered the bedroom. She was in her nightdress with her knees drawn up under the covers while the book she was reading lay open on her thighs. Her face was covered by a facial cream.

 “Yeah, he’s gone.” Howard slipped his feet out of his shoes then proceeded to take off his clothes. He could not believe how tired he felt. His time spent with Becca and his conversation with Olu Shango seemed to have worn him out. “I wanted to call him a cab but he said he was fine by himself.”

 “That’s quite an accent he’s got. Dave mentioned that he was from Africa. I forgot to ask what country exactly.”

 “Nigeria.”

 “Oh really, how nice. I wonder if all Nigerians speak like that. There was something sexy about the way he talks.”

 Howard stopped to look at her. He could not tell if she meant that seriously or if that was said to mock him. April resumed her reading while he continued getting out of his clothes.

 “I figured you and him had plenty to talk about before I arrived,” he said. “Did Dave tell you more about him?”

 “Just said that he was an old friend and that he works in the Nigerian Immigration service. You know more about him? He said that you and he were good friends.”

 “I’d hardly see it that way.” He stood up to take off his pants. “I met him on Wednesday night. Dave and I went out for a drive and that was when we met.”

 “I thought you were alone that night,” April said. “You never told me you were with Dave.”

 “You were asleep when I came back. Anyway, I thought Dave or possibly Jenny might have mentioned him to you already. You and her being best of friends that is.”

 April fixed him with a glaring stare that seemed to dig knives at Howard’s chest. His words were inappropriate, he knew it, but he could not stop it from escaping his lips when it did and he turned around and set about folding away his clothes to avoid her gaze. He knew she was waiting for an apology or something to counter what he had said. When he kept on with his silence, she then spoke.

 “I try my best to be honest with you in everything I do. If you don’t want to tell me then just say so. And you needn’t worry about me asking Jenny ‘cos I won’t. Won’t want to give away whatever secret you and Dave might have. I’m sorry I bothered asking.”

 Howard went into the bathroom to wash the day off his body as well to avoid whatever heated argument was bound to erupt should he dare respond to her. Inside, he flipped the faucet and felt relief for the burst of hot water raining down on him. He wrestled with his thoughts while scrubbing his limbs and torso.

 He could not rid himself of imagining April frolicking with Shango; he should have quitted Becca’s apartment earlier than he did. Howard caressed his penis under the water spray and tugged at it as he recalled the exquisite moment he penetrated his secretary’s pussy. It was replaced by his previous image of April spreading her legs for Olu Shango to insert his huge cock inside her. Howard grunted with effort as he got busy masturbating to the frantic rhythm of picturing of Shango pounding April’s cunt. He pictured April wild with lust, clawing and begging for him to fuck her harder. Howard imagined her cries ringing louder in his ears as he jerked his penis harder while the shower spray washed soap suds off him. He tensed and gulped a mouthful of water as he then sprayed cum against the bathroom’s wall. Howard waited till his breathing felt better then cleaned himself up and got out of the shower. He grabbed his towel and exited the shower stall.

 He returned to the bedroom and saw April lying with her back turned away from his side of the bed as before; her book lay resting by her bedside. Howard dried himself and wore a pair of shorts and switched off the lights before slipping into bed.

 Minutes later:

 “April,” he called out. He waited and when he got no response called out her name again. “April, are you awake?”

 “What is it, Howard?”

 Howard thought for a moment, wishing a miracle would occur for him to escape what he was about to reveal but knew that was not going to happen. It was time he bit the bullet.

 “That night I returned home late, Dave and I drove to an apartment in the city where we met Shango with some woman. He might seem nice but don’t believe what you saw of him today. He’s brute of a guy.”

 April gave no response at first. Then her bedside lamp came on and she turned around to face him and touched his arm. In the short span of time of their distance from each other he had missed her touch more than anything else.

 “Tell me more,” she said.

 Howard did just that. He mentioned everything that had happened that Wednesday night, everything his eyes had seen and his ears had heard, and did not even leave out the part of Dave sucking Shango’s cock. Howard could have ended there except he did not think he was done. He described the salacious images he had about seeing her making love to Shango. It was not until he revealed this part that he realised too late he had talked too much. That was when he clamped up, expecting some angry reprisal from April. But instead she drew closer and gave him a deep, lengthy kiss. Her hand reached under the sheets to squeeze his cock. Howard grew hard from her touch.

 “You thought he and I had made love before you came home, didn’t you.”

 “Yes, I did. I know I shouldn’t, but I… I could not help it. A lot of things that’s happened between us I can’t seem to stop myself from thinking such.”

 He helped her out of her nightdress and pushed the covers off their body. The love they made was hungry and spontaneous.



 Chapter 13

 Olu Shango had on him a small diary of which he had long written down addresses and phone numbers of married couples in the city and elsewhere around. Couples who would love the chance to more than cater to his pressing needs like provide shelter for him if ever he asked for it. Majority of them would love to house him possibly for a week or as long as he deemed necessary to stay. All they would require from him was a phone call and the rest would get taken care of. Transportation would not be a problem either as they would be so inclined to provide one.

 He found himself a taxi that dropped him at the driveway of a residential home in Decatur Street, located in Kent Gardens. Neither Howard nor April was aware of the couple and vice versa; there was not even a remote chance of their paths ever crossing. Shango covered the distance of the driveway to the door of the home belonging to Monica and Daniel McDougal. Possibly none of the neighbours around saw him arrive as it was late and everybody was indoors either asleep or getting ready for bed. The McDougals were expecting him since he had called hours ago to let them know he intended dropping by. The lights in the living room were on. He pressed the door bell and moments later the door opened to reveal the husband Daniel who then welcomed his wife’s Black Master/lover into his abode.

 “I’m so glad you made it,” Daniel shut the door after Olu entered his home. “I hope you had no trouble locating the house.”





“None at all.”

 “Good. Can I get you something to eat or drink?”

 “No, I’m good for now. Where is she?”

 “Monica is upstairs waiting for you. The last door on the hallway.”

 “Thank you.” Shango went to the stairs then stopped and turned to him. “What about your kids?”

 “Monica already left them with her parents,” Daniel said. “Since we knew you were in town, we figured it best they don’t be around.”

 “Kudos to her,” Olu bounded up the stairs while Daniel returned to the living room to watch a rerun of the evening news.

 Shango got to the hallway and worked himself out of his shirt as he drew closer to the bedroom door situated at the end. His prick was alive and kicking in his jeans begging to be let loose; like a shark it could smell pussy a mile away. He stopped at the door and pulled his feet out of his shoes then knocked. The door flung open and Monica stood in the doorway with an open robe and nothing else. She smelled of fresh soap and perfume.

 “Master, I’ve been waiting so long,” she murmured breathlessly. She wrapped her arms around him and pulled him into the room.

 Shango grabbed her waistline and was kissing her hard while she led him towards the bed. He caressed her backside and cupped her bottom while she slipped her robe off her shoulders and let it fall to the floor. Monica gasped when he lifted her off her feet and carted her to the bed. Monica gestured at him to come to her. Shango unbuttoned his jeans and shoved it down his thighs whereas Monica writhed on the bed moaning while rubbing a finger down her shaved crotch that then slipped into her vagina. She kept playing with herself, waiting for her lover to finish getting out of his clothes.

 Olu discarded his briefs and stroked his cock. “You been keeping that pussy of yours warm for me, babe?”

 “My pussy is always warm for you, darling,” Monica cooed.

 She spread her legs as Shango got onto the bed; he skipped past foreplay and got straight down to fucking. He spat on the knob of his penis then rubbed it against her velvet entrance. Monica jerked from the contact. She hiked up her pelvis but Olu did not bite but continued teasing her with his prick. It was not until she groaned irritably that he leaned forward and plunged himself into her vagina. Monica yelped and broke into an uncontrollable spasm. She exhaled a throaty gasp and scratched his arms as he fed her more of his giant pipe.

 “Aaagggghhhh God, fuck me!” she smacked her head against the bed, screeching through her gritted teeth.

 “Exactly what I’m gonna do, babe,” Shango grunted as he took charge of the situation.

 He held her ankles apart and observed the way her face curled into a grimace and her lips made an ‘O’ shape as she unleashed gasping cries one after another. Shango pulled back somewhat and held his breath as he thrust deep into her cunt, stretching her more.

 “Aaarrrhgghhh,” she groaned with a look of awe and lust in her eyes. She could just feel his cock spurring her towards sudden climax. She raised her butt off the bed hoping that would ease the pain. He grasped her thighs and lifted her up and pulled her towards him, taking more of his shaft inside her warm hole. He clutched her booty with one hand and caressed her abs with his other, gasping from her pussy muscles tightening around his muscle. Monica kicked the air spasmodically. Her fingers grabbed and pulled at the pillows with frantic fervour.

 “Aww… Aaahhh… Awwhh, you’re killing me, babe,” Monica panted. “You’re fucking killing me.”

 Shango squeezed her tits and pinched her nipples a few more times before returning his hands under her backside and pulled her upwards. Her ankles locked around his back. He had his hands on her waist and kept pulling her down on his shaft. Monica locked her limps around his shoulders and sucked on his lips till they fell to the side.

 He laid her on the bed and fell on top of her.

 Shango grooved his knees forward and again slid his hands underneath to cup her butt and actively thrust his pelvis harder, feeding her pussy with his cock. Monica held him with both arms gasping and groaning against his face. She shut her eyes as she felt his prick stretch her cervix; any moment she felt his rod touch the walls of her heart. And still she wanted him like a glass of water under a sunny day. She wanted him like the day carved sunlight. His cock fucking her pussy was the greatest thing she wanted in the world.

 “Ohh… Awwh God. Ohhh God, I fucking missed your cock!”

 Olu once again lifted her off the bed. Monica’s firm tits pressed against his chest. Her nipples seemed to itch her crazily as they brushed against his torso. She locked her arms under his armpits, groaning with lust while jerking her hips rapidly back and forth.

 He kneaded her ass cheeks, loving the firmness of her butt and desperately locked lips with her. He was driving her up the wall of desire. Each thrust drew her closer and closer towards pulling the trigger of her climax.

 The door creaked open to reveal Daniel peeping through to observe the copulating action. He adjusted the glasses on his nose as he watched his wife clutch her Black Master/lover while panting and gasping from grinding her hips against him.

 At one point Shango fell on his back and Monica fell forward and straddled him. She crouched over him and Daniel watched her slam down her ass, taking all of Shango’s cock inside her. He slipped into the room and came and knelt by the foot of the bed and got himself a better view of the action. Monica and Shango went on fucking like he was not there. Her eyes were glazed over.

 Shango jerked his hips harder, increasing his rhythm and that sent Monica into overdrive as she squirmed and whimpered like crazy.

 “Oh God!” she panted. “Oh, Ohh fucking God, fuck me! Fuck me, Master Shango, sir!”

 Shango pulled her downward and she straddled him lurching her hips and pelvis back and forth while still wailing at him to fuck her harder. He ran his hands over her sweaty body and slid over her behind to grasp ass cheeks. Daniel remained on his knees enjoying the live show. He too was anticipating the moment of Shango exploding inside his wife. He knew it was only a matter of time. It was always the best moment for him whenever he got to watch Monica fuck. Listening to her moans, the way she dug into her sex and screamed for whoever she was fucking to go on and do it harder brought a rise in him that felt like out of this world. He wanted so much to see her climax, but especially to see her man fill her pussy with his load. He could not wait to be beckoned to do what he was meant to do for her whenever such occurrences happened.

 Olu Shango tightened his grip on her body and his body grew taut as he pumped his hips, fucking her faster. Daniel caught the moment as Olu jerked spasmodically, digging his fingers into Monica’s ass cheeks as he shot rivulets of cum inside her womb. Monica too convulsed against him and her body spasmed as she felt his cock flood her inside.

 Daniel waited till they were done as his wife then rolled off Shango before rising from the floor onto the bed. He huddled past Shango towards Monica who was still moaning from her just concluded climax. She parted her legs for him as he then made contact with the river of creampie gushing out of her vagina and wasted no time lapping it up with desperate hunger.

 Monica pressed his head down on her crotch. She moaned with yearning pleasure as his tongue roamed her wet orifice. Daniel spat on her cunt and smacked his lips while feeding on her tasty flesh and he did not rise for air till he was done cleaning every trace of cum he could find. Then he pushed his cum-stained glasses up his nose as he then turned his attention to Shango’s cock which lay deflated between his legs and brought his mouth to it.







 Chapter 14

 Howard came awake into the following morning that was a Saturday and to his utter disbelief felt numb when he found April asleep with her head resting upon his shoulder with her arm across his chest. His immediate reaction was that he was in a dream. But that faded from mind when he recalled the conversation they had last night, and what they ended up doing afterwards… and with her head resting on his shoulder, it was too real to be dismissed as mere dream. She stirred against him as he wrapped his arm around her. It felt good knowing they were getting back to what they were before.

 If he thought the moment of bliss would disappear just as it had begun he was mistaken. April was all smiles and happiness when she woke up. They showered and went downstairs and Howard surprised her by making breakfast. April came behind him and locked her arms around him waist while he worked slices of bacon on the frying pan.

 “That was so much fun last night,” she said.

 “Yeah, I enjoyed it too.” They shared a kiss then she went and laid plates on the table. Carl was yet to join them from upstairs.

 “Besides last night, I had me a fun time yesterday.”

 Howard came and started laying slices of fried bacon on each plate. “Oh yeah? What sort of fun did you have?”

 “I spent the afternoon with Jenny and we went out. It beats sitting at home all day.”

 “Oh yeah, Jenny,” he was not too keen hearing her mention Jenny’s name and was more afraid to enquire whatever they did yesterday. “You’re not going to quit being around her, I see.”

 “We talked about this before, didn’t we? Let’s just leave it at that for now. Are you going to see your friend from last night today?”

 “I don’t where or how to contact him,” he said. “But I know someone who will.”

 Carl soon joined them and they sat and had breakfast together.

  *

 “You want to know where Olu is right now and I’m telling you honestly I don’t know,” Dave replied Howard as he pushed through his door that opened into his backyard porch. He held three bottles of beer in his hands, one of which he gave to Howard. “But I know where he’s gonna be later this evening.”

 He gave the second beer to Ted, a friend and neighbour of theirs who lived a few houses between them, keeping the third to himself. Ted was there to converse with Dave about similar subject that had brought Howard over to his place. It was 10:17 am. Howard had done some yard work at the house and washed his car, after which he opted to spend the remainder of the morning with the one person who had inadvertently persuaded and coerced him into undertaking the profound sexual journey that had already consumed his wife and like an approaching tornado was striving towards consuming him too. There was no point denying to himself the idea that he did not want this any more than he was unaware of dangers lurking inside it. Whether he would be capable of retaining some control and not lose his mind to any of this was something he would have to contend with the further down the rabbit hole he went. His thoughts went to Becca, wondering whatever she might be doing with herself right now. He would make out time to give her a call; the sound of her voice would be pleasing to hear this weekend, as well to let her know the surprising progress he had made with April.

 “Shango’s a busy man, Howard,” Dave sipped his beer after sharing a toast with his friends then sitting down on a wicker chair across from them. “He corresponds with couples on a daily basis; most can’t wait for a meeting with him. I’ve met some of them and I can tell you, even a one-night stand with Shango would drive them nuts. He’s that wanted a man.”

 “They all just want to fuck him?” Howard asked incredulously. “What’s his dick made out of, thirteen carat gold?”

 Dave laughed aloud which triggered Ted into joining him, even though he was just as intrigued to know more about the subject of their discussion. Ted Simms had met Shango once before, though his wife was yet to know about him and his seductive charms. He yearned for the day he would get to watch Shango go to work on Holly.

 “Try not to be so narrow-minded about things, Howard,” Dave cautioned. “This isn’t all about sex and Shango doesn’t go around fucking wives because he wants to. He’s sort of like a guru, a sex guide, if you will. He helps couples with getting to know themselves more.”

 “My apologies then. How did you and Jenny get to know him? You never told me that.”

 “At a swinger’s party four years ago.” Dave drank his beer while Ted and Howard waited for him to continue. “It was a big boys’ type of party - very exclusive, if you know what I mean. You’ve got to be well known in that circle to be invited in it. Shango was there demonstrating his will over other couples. The husbands, myself included - Jenny was at the time getting fucked in some other room - we sat in awe and watched him bang the shit out of one rich guy’s wife. Later I found out it was the wife of the man whose house we were in.”

 “How bad did he fuck her?” Ted asked.

 “Very bad,” Dave answered. “The woman was some matronly old bird; by the time Master Shango got done with her, she was a nubile sex freak.” This got all three of them laughing in unison. “I mean seriously, he fucked every hole including her ass, and just listening to her scream - that’s one night I can’t ever forget. The whole time I kept wishing was Jenny getting fucked like that. I’ll bet that almost every husband that were there was thinking the same thing.”

 “So what happened later?” Howard asked.

 “You mean what did I do when Shango got done with the old bird? What do you think, I went around looking for Jenny and we fought our way through so I could introduce her to Shango. Jenny got to liking him right away. Shango is just irresistible to like.”

 “She brought him here to fuck?”

 “Not that first time, no. Shango fucked her at the hotel he was staying at. I didn’t get to watch that first time and that was disappointing, but later I did. Wait, speaking of which,” he got up and dialled a number on his phone.

 Ted and Howard watched him shuffle away from them while talking into his phone.

 “Me, I’m still trying to get Holly hooked and sold onto this,” Ted said sourly.

 Howard looked at him. “She hasn’t tried it yet?”

 Ted shook his head. “The good thing is she’s still open-minded about it. But even that’s not enough. One minute she’s all for it and the next…” he stopped to drink his beer. “Dave told me his wife Jenny got yours involved with her. You’re fucking lucky.”

 “You can say that. I don’t know if luck’s got anything to do with it. It was a rude surprise when I found out.”

 “You’re still fucking lucky, man. I know plenty of guys who’d love to get that sort of surprise, and I’m one of them.”

 Dave returned to them, all smiles as he pocketed back his phone and grabbed his beer.

 The back door opened just then and out came Jenny carrying a coffee table on top of which rested separate plates laden with scones and cheese cake.

 “Hope your drinks are in order,” she said as she lowered the table in the midst and asked if either would stay for lunch.

 “Honey, thanks for all this,” Dave came and kissed her cheek. “Your company will be here soon.”

 “What company? What’re you talking about?”

 “My buddy, Raymond. I just got off the phone with him; he says he’ll be here in ten or a little above that.”

 “Oh wow. You’ve got my nerves tingling. I’d better go wash up then.”

 She loosened the scarf that held her hair in a bun and it cascaded down her shoulders. She wore tight shorts and a tank top that showcased her nipples from behind. Howard’s eyes never left her, neither did Ted. As she shook her hair free from the scarf he was suddenly struck by her beauty, by the aura of attraction permeating from her. Although Jenny was not a young woman, it was easy to see how irresistible she was towards other men, black men in particular. Seeing her now and having become aware of her attraction towards other men besides Dave, it was hard to picture her as he previously did before all of this. Was this the same fate that awaited April should she continue traveling this road, he belatedly wondered.

 “Well, if you boys need any drinks, I’ll bet Dave here can get it for you. Won’t you, darling?”

 Dave kissed her again and she waved goodbye at them before returning into the house. Ted and Howard ogled her swishing behind. Dave caught what they were looking at and got a rise in his groin loving the way they undressed her with their eyes. It made him expectant Raymond who would be arriving at his home any moment from now.

 “You boys care to enjoy these cheese cakes before it gets cold.”

 They helped themselves to what was on their plates. Howard finished his beer and Dave went inside and fetched him another.

 “What were we talking about anyway? Yeah, you were telling me about Jenny’s first date with Olu.”

 “Oh, yeah, about that. Well, they both met - Uh-oh, what’s this?”

 His phone was sounding off again. Dave shot to his feet when he answered the call while Ted and Howard waited on him with curiosity.

 “Oh yeah, sure. I’ll be there in a second.” He hung up and turned to his friends and adjusted his glasses on his face. “Sorry, my buddy Raymond is here. Come on, I’ll introduced you guys.”

 Howard and Ted looked at each other as if invariably deciding if either was up to accepting the invitation or not. They left their chairs and followed Dave into the house through the kitchen.

 From the kitchen they trailed him into the living room holding their bottles of beer in hand but with neither desire to drink anymore. Raymond was all debonair smiles cocksure of himself as he entered Dave’s home, even when Dave introduced him to his friends.

 “What’s up, Dave. You wearing your chastity age today?”

 Howard and Ted stood back and their expression changed to one of disbelief as Dave unbuttoned his khaki pants to reveal that he was not wearing any pair of briefs underneath beside the alien contraption locked on his penis that resembled that of a silver-coloured spider and came with a little padlock on the side.

 “Jenny’s got the key with her,” Dave told Raymond as he buttoned back his pants. “I already told her you were coming; she’s upstairs wanting for you. But first, would you care for a beer - she made some cheese cake.”

 “Nah, maybe later. I need pussy right now. Let me get on upstairs first and not waste any time with her.”

 He went past Howard and Ted who stood like dumb sentinels watching him make his way up the stairs. Howard was a bit nettled by the way he seemed to dismiss them with hardly a glance as he headed up the stairs. It was as if the house belonged to him and Jenny was his personal property.

 Dave waited till he had gone up the stairs before going in that same direction leaving his friends behind as if to fend for themselves, but then realised that would be rude. He made it halfway up the stairs then called out to Raymond.

 “Is it okay if my buddies and I come upstairs to see how things are going?”

 “Yeah, sure,” Raymond stopped to answer him. “But give it a couple of minutes,” he added before disappearing from view.

 Howard drank his beer, feeling he was going to need as much alcohol before the morning was over. Dave returned to them with a sheepish grin on his face. He gestured at them to sit down. “We’ll give them ten minutes to get started and then head on upstairs.”

 “What about your kids?” Howard asked.

 “They’re over at the Morgan’s down the block. Hopefully they won’t be back till three, and maybe they’re enjoying lunch over there,” he was all wiry with excitement. “So what do you guys think about Raymond?”

 Howard and Ted looked at each other once again, baffled with whatever response to come up with the question.

 “Aww, come on, you guys,” Dave laughed. “We’re all adults here. In case you’re wondering, Howard, Raymond and I are buddies at work. He’s always had a thing for Jenny.”

 “I don’t want to sound rude, but does she by chance bill him for services?” this came from Ted.

 “Not for him, but his best friend has. Matter of fact, it’s his friend Max who’s got Howard’s woman hooked. It’s too bad you weren’t there to see it happen, Howard. I got them together at Max’s pad. They got to fucking before they got out of their clothes,” Dave laughed once more.

 “I wish you hadn’t said that, Dave,” said Howard.

 “My God, Dave, you’ve been having this sort of fun to yourself while I’m still figuring out how to get Holly to agree to do this,” Ted exclaimed. “You’ve got it made.”

 “I’m still working on your wife, Ted. Jenny is, too. Don’t give up on things yet.” He looked at his watch. “That’s enough time gone. Come on you guys, let’s go upstairs and take a peak. But first.”

 He went to double-check locking the front door then hurried into the kitchen to do the same to the backdoor as well before leading the way up the flight of stairs with Ted and Howard tagging behind. They went quietly like kids creeping to some mischief. When they got to the door, Dave gestured at them to be quiet then pressed his ear to it. He gave them a thumbs-up sign and rapped a knuckle on the door then gently turned the handle. To Howard it felt comical like watching a man steal into his own home as he peeped inside then gestured at them to follow.

 Howard and Ted caught the mesh-mash symphony of moaning cries, masculine grunts and cringing bed springs. They slipped into the room, their ears captivated by the raw sound of fucking going on.

 Raymond stood at the other side of the bed looking over Jenny’s shoulder. They had a view of her backside with her legs dangling in the air while he lifted her by her thighs as if he was sturdily curling iron. Their gasps intermixed with the sound of their bodies slamming each other. There was something primal about the way they fucked.

 Jenny tumbled backward on the bed with Raymond grabbing hold of her waist. He kept shoving her back and forth on his cock. Afterwards he let go of her and she turned over on all fours and pushed her bottom against his crotch. Raymond knew what she wanted. He smacked her butt which made her caw with lust. He pushed her hips towards him and she jerked forward with a whimper when he slid his cock inside her.

 Dave left his friends and went and got on the bed. He lay on his back and managed to crawl under Jenny where he got a perfect view of Raymond’s cock sliding in and out of his wife’s pussy. Cum spurts splattered down on his glasses. He raised his face and held on to his wife so he could kiss her vulva. Jenny managed to unzip his fly to unearth his chastity-caged penis; Howard thought the contraption looked ugly on him.

 Raymond got onto the bed and maintained a sturdy balance while still pounding her behind. Dave rid himself of his glasses so he could rim first Jenny then Raymond’s butthole; Raymond stopped to offer his cock for him to clean up before slipping it back into Jenny. Howard jumped when Ted tapped his arm; he had forgotten that he was not standing alone watching the ongoing cuckold tryst.

 “Tell me I didn’t just see Dave suck another man’s cock,” Ted asked Howard with a voice dazed with awe.

 “Yes, he did,” Howard casually replied.



 Chapter 15

 They arrived at a posh apartment complex located in Lakeview District, a trendy neighbourhood that had sprung up in the south-west section of the city closest to the bay area. It was an area dedicated especially to yuppie, liberal-minded folks with twenty-first century mind set: plenty of eccentric-type nightclubs, gay bars, tattoo parlours, karaoke nightclubs and blocks of shopping malls. Howard seldom had any activity that brought him here except on couple of occasions when he had driven by but never to visit anyone residing in the area. It was so out of his realm to want to even attempt that. It was 08:23 pm. When they left home Howard had almost expected Dave was taking him and Ted to the same place where he had first met Shango. He was a little disappointed that it was not so. But if there was to be any comfort, they were bound to meet Shango again, this time with their friend Ted tagging along so they were sure to make excellent company.

 Dave drove into the building’s underground garage and they got out and entered a door which led into the lobby. They got to an elevator and Dave knew what button to press when they got inside. Neither Howard nor Ted knew what they were expecting to find here. Dave seemed to relish keeping that information to himself. It did nothing to rid from Howard the pensive feeling that tonight he was going to discover more than whatever he bargained for. And still he dared himself to want to find out, if only to assuage the curiosity drumming in his heart.

 The elevator deposited them on the fifth floor. Dave took a left turn in the hallway with Howard and Ted coming a step behind. They came to a door and Dave pressed the bell and smiled at them while they waited.

 The door opened to reveal an effeminate-looking individual wearing a sequined dress that stopped at the mid-rib. It took Howard seconds to realise he was staring at a man… or was he really? It was a little hard to tell from the meagre light. He had the contours of a woman but for numerous aspects that betrayed him when he stepped out into the hallway to hug Dave. His brunette hair was shaped like that of a page boy. He was decked in exotic make-up with fake eye lashes and jewellery holding a wine glass in his hand; he looked so much like a Gypsy queen than anything else. The timbre of his voice and even his body gestures were feminine to the near point of parody.

 There was raucous noise and upbeat music coming from within the apartment.

 “Dave, darling,” the effeminate man pulled Dave closer and kissed both cheeks. “So good to see you. So nervous was I to think you might not show.”

 “I didn’t feel mean to come alone. I brought two friends who’re dying to meet Master Shango.”

 Dave did the introductions. The effeminate man’s name was Charmaine. He raised his palm at Howard who seemingly had no choice but to kiss it; Charmaine burst into giggles when he did. Ted too did the same. He did not seem too baffled by the man’s outlook. The man ushered them inside, through a corridor that opened into a large living room that boomed loud music and wild noise.

 A chandelier hung from the ceiling that gave off a discotheque of revolving colours upon the crowd that filled the room. Dave went ahead with Charmaine; both of them got swallowed by the teeming gallivanting bodies of party-goers. Howard and Ted remained at the threshold for a moment before deciding to join in the flurry. It felt like being caught in a ribald costume type of wild party. Almost everyone was gaudy dressed. They were women and men as well there were cross-dressers like Charmaine; some were naked and did not appear to care.

 Charmaine came and grabbed their arms and propelled them through the revelry to a den that was much quieter. Few people were there lounging on sofas, some of them were even making out. A black man was sprawled on a divan with two white men decked in women’s clothing including hair wigs, make-up and high heels, taking turns at sucking his cock. Charmaine led them to the bar across the room and went around the counter while Howard and Ted sat waiting. He tried not to be drawn towards watching the threesome affair.

 Charmaine gestured at the display of exotic bottles of liquor sitting on the wall shelves. “What will it be for you lovely gents?”

 “Beer for me,” Ted answered.

 “You good with Coors or Budweiser, honey? Those are all the beers I have for now.”

 “Yeah, sure, Coors will do fine.”

 Howard opted for something stronger - Charmaine fixed him a glass of scotch with ice and lime.

 “Welcome to my home, darlings.” Charmaine pushed a bowl of grapes in front of them after handing them their drinks. “And as long as you’re friends of Dave and you’re here for Master Shango, consider my castle yours. You boys aren’t allergic to us cross dressers and sissies and trannies, are you?”

 Both men looked at each other for a moment as if trying to comprehend when he meant before then shaking their heads like marionette puppets.

 “That’s supper great. Some boys would love to just freak out at such. If you don’t mind me getting a little candour, I’m gonna share a secret with you darlings. Getting a blowjob from any LGBTQ fellow is the best ever,” he laughed. “I’m serious, it’s to die for. Trust me on that.”

 “Is there a difference between a transsexual and a… any of the other names you mentioned before?”

 “Depends whichever way you want to look at it, darling.” He popped a grape fruit into his mouth. His wrists carried a collection of bangles that made clicking noise with every hand gesture he made. “For simple-minded folk it’s all the same. Not saying they’re wrong, but who am I to tell them otherwise. We’re society’s ghoul that walks in both worlds. Being who we are has its perks.”

 “What exactly do you mean by that?” Howard asked. “Isn’t it the same as being gay?”

 “As I said, it all depends on how you want to look at it. Your friend Dave isn’t any different from me, same goes with you both. You’re here for the same thing as I am - we were put on this earth to serve our gods, our Black Masters, men like Shango. All white men are so,” he chuckled as he popped another pair of grapes into his mouth. “Sounds bold, but it’s the truth, even though many won’t admit to it. It takes time for it to sink in for most. But when we realise it, we know we can’t stop loving it.” He gestured at the two sissies across the room still kissing and sucking the black man’s rod. “It’s like joyful narcotic for the soul, black cock is. We love to fight over it like horny cats.”

 “Is Master Shango around?”

 “Oh yes, he around,” Charmaine pushed a strand of hair into place above his face. “He’s in one of the rooms fucking Lisa right now.”

 “Who’s Lisa?”

 “Lisa’s my wife, darling. I’m still a he, even though I’d rather remain a she for black men. Oh, which reminds me, we ought to go see how they’re doing. Just a minute, darlings.”

 He grabbed two bottles from the wall and two cocktail glasses and hummed a tune while he set about mixing drinks. Howard sipped his scotch whereas Ted swivelled in his chair to watch the ongoing threesome across the room.

 The black man was up on his feet and one of the sissies held up his dress and went on elbows and knees on the duvet and the black man went on fucking him. Ted watched the other sissy remove his clothes and then he too assumed similar position beside his partner. The black man got done fucking the other then came onto him. Howard felt just as embarrassed watching the scene but like Ted found unwilling to turn away from them.

 “Okay darlings,” Charmaine came from around the bar holding both drinks in either hand. “Let’s go find out Master.”

 Howard and Ted left their drinks on the counter and went with him.

 The party was ongoing as they navigated their way through the frolicking crowd, some indulging in some form of foreplay or another. Howard observed women making out with men, women making out with women and men making out with each other too and it got so surreal he almost could not tell them apart. Charmaine did stop now and then to brief exchange words and sometimes a kiss with anyone that strayed into his path yet made sure nobody tampered with the drinks he carried.

 At the end of the room was a corridor with other rooms branching off it. Other people roamed the corridor back and forth, chattering amongst themselves or making out; some slipped in and out of other rooms. Howard caught sight of further revelry going on in one of the rooms they passed as Charmaine led them to the one at the end of the corridor where people seemed to have gathered to get a peek at whatever was going on inside. Charmaine called out and gestured at them to make way which they did, and he looked over at Howard and Ted and gestured with a nod of his head for them to follow, which they did.

 It was an austere bedroom with large windows looking out into the city beyond. A king-sized bed occupied the room which was the focus of everyone’s attention. People made room for Charmaine as he ventured forward. The crowd was surprisingly quiet. In the midst of the quietude came the grunts and moans and body-slaps happening on the bed.

 Olu Shango stood at the foot of the bed fucking a woman in doggy position. She was pale-skinned with an exotic collage of tattoos covering her arms and halfway down her backside. Shango gripped her hips exerting forceful grunts as he rammed her pussy hard while pulling her backwards at him. His pelvis slapped against her butt, jerking her forward with force. The woman clutched the sheets while screaming from each thrust; her screams reverberated around the room like a soundtrack of lust.

 “There’s my gorgeous,” Charmaine announced and advanced towards them. “Hello, honey. I brought you a glass of Margarita and lemon, mixed just the way you like it.”

 Howard and Ted watched him hold up his wife’s face to her offer the drink. Shango slowed his pace to enable her sip her drink.

 More people pushed into the room. Howard glanced about and observed some women moaning pleasurably as too some of the men were masturbating to the action; including trannies who shamelessly stroked their lifeless penis as they watched. Howard thought he was stuck in a sensational madhouse but in no way felt crept out by everything.

 “That’s my sweet darling,” Charmaine cooed after Lisa finished her drink. They shared a kiss and then came over to Shango and offered the other glass to him. “I brought your favourite drink, sir.”

 Olu pulled out of Lisa’s pussy and accepted his cocktail drink. Charmaine fell to his knees and a rousing murmur arose as the crowd watched him suck Shango’s cock. Howard surveyed the crowd, almost everyone was grinning at the sight of Shango having his pipe cleaned by a fellow tranny. Most would have loved to trade place with Charmaine to be granted such opportunity.

 Lisa came off the bed and knelt beside her husband and the room cheered as both shared cock-sucking duty. Howard swore from being jostled from behind as more people pushed further into the room to watch.

 Done with his drink, Olu tapped Charmaine’s shoulder and handed him the empty glass. Lisa rose to her feet and jumped on Shango who caught her and deftly inserted his cock between her legs. They were back to grunting and whimpering as Shango squeezed her firm butt as she pressed against him with her feet locked behind his back.

 Charmaine stepped aside as Shango lowered Lisa onto the bed. The crowd kept edging closer till they were about four feet from the bed. Shango locked his hands under Lisa’s butt and was pounding her harder than before. She squealed her lust, her fingers dug into his shoulders as she took every thrust of penis muscle he fed into her. The crowd seemed to hold its breath when Shango’s thigh muscles suddenly tensed seconds before he let himself explode inside her womb.

 Everyone went ecstatic when that moment happened. Howard again marvelled with awe as he appraised the crowd cheering, clapping and pumping their fists in rapt excitement. Two trannies rushed to the bed as Shango rose to his feet and they knelt before him and begged for his cock before he then allowed them to take turns cleaning him up; one sucked his cock while the other rimmed his ass.

 Charmaine had his wife to himself. He got onto bed and buried his face between her legs. The room stank with the pungent odour of semen and sweat. Howard felt something sticky on his pants and realised with mild disgust that someone had sprayed cum on him. He looked around for Ted who had been pushed farther from him by the teeming crowd. He looked sweaty and flustered having watched the action amid the weird crowd they were with.

 “What do you think?” Ted had to raise his voice for Howard to hear him.

 Howard shrugged his shoulders, but then he knew that was not enough of an answer for Ted.

 “Like I’m lost in space,” he answered.

 They looked towards the bed and saw other people fawning over Master Shango. Some of them bowed their heads at him like the black god Dave earlier mentioned he was.

 Dave.

 Howard turned to Ted. “Have you seen Dave around?”

 Ted shook his head. Howard turned around and fought to get out of the room like he was fighting to reclaim his sanity.



 Chapter 16

 More and more people flocked into the room than those that went out. It was like swimming against a tidal wave for Howard to get to the door that was three feet away. He heard someone holler his name and looked back to see it was Ted wading through the thronging bodies crowding against him. Eventually they made it to the door and stopped to catch their breaths when they stepped into the corridor. They wiped sweat from their brow. Howard used his handkerchief to wipe semen stains off his pants.

 “Kinda like walking through Yankee stadium at the end of a game,” Ted quipped.

 Howard could not think of a come-back to that statement as he folded and returned his handkerchief back into his pocket. He hoped by any chance Dave was still around and had not returned home leaving them behind.

 They went looking in several of the rooms along the corridor. Almost all the rooms were occupied by people having sex. They came to one close to the living room and it was in there they found Dave. Except he was not alone inside.

 For Howard it felt like a repeat of the first time he met Olu Shango. He remembered vividly what he had seen of Dave that night. This time it was more than that; it was enough for Ted to gasp behind his back.

 There were three black men in the room. Two of them were gangbanging a tranny on the bed. The tranny wore a pink tutu outfit and pink corset, thigh stockings and high heels. At the moment he was on his elbows and knees getting manhandled by two black men on opposite ends, choking on a black cock in front of him while the other fucked his ass; both men worked on him with aggressive attitude.

 Dave was on his knees beside the bed. His shirt was rumpled over his backside and his pants were down his thighs exposing his rump. He had his fist stuck in his mouth fighting hard not to groan aloud from the brute fucking he was receiving. Dave’s face kept hitting the floor with each thrust he received. His glasses slipped from his face and he was too locked in his posture to reach for it. The black man fucking him stopped to glare at Howard and Ted. Both men were too stunned with what they were watching to move an inch.

 “The fuck are you white bastards doing in here?” the black man roared. “GET THE FUCK OUT RIGHT NOW! ”

It was like a gun going off as Howard and his friend scrambled out of the room. They slammed the door behind them and stood gasping in the corridor like they just raced out of an abominable hell hole. Ted was bent forward with his hands resting on his knees staring wide-eyed at his friend. His feature was pale and yellow.

 “Did you see that, Howard?” his eyes seemed to bulge in their sockets. “Did I see what I thought I just saw in there?”

 “Yeah I did,” Howard answered.

 They fell silent and stood there waiting while more men and women trooped back and forth past them, some slipping into other rooms. Nobody went into that particular room that bore their friend.

 “Think we should look in again?” Ted asked.

 Howard was thinking of what to say about that when the door suddenly opened and one of the black men looked at them.

 “You white boys get your pathetic asses in here, pronto.” He held the door open for them.

 Howard felt his heart bounce all the way to his throat only for him to swallow it back. He caught Ted looking at him as if thinking he knew what to do to get them out of whatever situation they had gotten into now.

 “The fuck you white boys wasting fucking time,” the man barked. “Get your wimpy white asses in here now.”

 They did as told and the black man shut the door and faced them. He was ugly-looking and though he was smiling, the smile made him resemble a gargoyle.

 “You boys want to be of good use,” he stroked his cock in his hand. Ted could not help looking at it and was mesmerised by the size of his shaft. The man burst into laughter and said, “Either of you white boys ever cleaned a black man before?”

 “What?” Howard said it before he could control himself.

 Howard and Ted shared an apprehensive look with each other that spoke alarmingly of their befuddlement than the fact that they were stuck in some nightmarish portal that was not of their doing; if only they had not bothered searching for Dave.

 The black man grabbed Ted’s shirt and he yelped as the man pulled him forward. Ted was so scared he thought the man was about to pummel him to the ground. He did not realise until later that he had peed in his pants.

 “You’ll do,” the black man said. “Now get down on your knees and get to work, white boy.”

 Ted did drop to his knees while holding a hand to his face as he was afraid he was about to receive a punch from the man. He moaned as his cheek brushed against the man’s penis, leaving a wet trail on his skin. The pungent aroma of sweat and semen coming from the man was so potent up-close as he grabbed the man’s cock with both hands and tentatively touched the knobbed head of his penis with his tongue. This earned him a smack from the man.

 “Put your fucking mouth to that dick, pig!” the man growled. “And don’t you fucking stop till I tell you to.”

 Ted sucked the man’s cock with trepidation on his mind. As he went on he hardly knew at what moment he became use to it as he was then tugging the man’s erect muscle with vigour. Howard watched him do the work, listened to the slurping noise he made while the black man held Ted’s head in his hand, guiding him to swallow more of his prick. Howard looked over at Dave who remained on his knees except this time getting his mouth fucked by the black man who earlier fucked the tutu-wearing tranny.

 The tranny was on the bed riding the other black man reverse cowgirl-style. His face was animated with pain and lust with him panting as the black man slammed his cock into his rectum while his flopped like a useless appendage. Howard could not resist watching him and everyone else in the room: the tranny getting fucked; Dave on his knees sucking the other black man’s cock, and then next to him was Ted getting his mouth stretched… listening to the slurping sounds and whimpering cries in the room, the funk odour that was semen, he could almost feel the room’s walls converging on him like he was in some surreal type of prison and this was his punishment to relieve.

 “All right, that’s enough from you for now.” The black man pushed Ted off his dick then gestured at Howard to take his place. “Your turn, white boy. Hop to it, motherfucker, I ain’t got all night.”

 Howard gave no inclination of putting up a fight as he knelt before him while Ted sat on the floor wiping cum off his lips. Howard held his breath for a second as he popped the bulbous head of the man’s prick into his mouth. He almost wanted to puke as he inhaled the fetid smell of semen and saliva. He had trouble widening his jaw, gurgling hard as the man held his head and shoved his cock down his throat. Howard shut his eyes and pretended to be in bed lapping up Becca’s pussy even though the image went no way in hand with what he was doing. Tears welled up his eyes and he felt like crying from the brute nature of sucking the man’s cock. The man kept his grip on the back of his head so he could not escape no matter how he tried.

 ““Aaahhh yeah. Keep choking on that sweet black dick, white boy. That’s what all you white boys are made for. Always wanting to suck a strong black dick and making like you don’t. Tell you what, I’m gonna fuck all your white boy asses and then I’m gonna fuck all your white bitches. Dare me I won’t, white boy. Go ahead, dare I won’t.”

 Howard was so relieved when the man pushed him away. Howard fell on his rump coughing and spitting out strings of saliva. The man turned away from them and returned to the bed to fuck the tranny’s mouth who had not still fallen off riding the other man’s cock. Ted helped his friend to his feet and out of the room.

 “Ahh, there you darlings are,” Charmaine came towards them with his wife beside him. “I’ve been looking around for you. Lisa, these are Dave’s friends I told you about.” Lisa shook hands with Howard and Ted. She wore a robe and looked like she had freshened up since last they saw of her. “Master Shango wants to see you two. Where’s Dave at?”

 Ted pointed at the door they just stepped out of - no words were necessary to say anything further. Lisa went to the door and peeped inside then closed it back, laughing while she did. She came and whispered into her husband’s ear.

 “Really?” he asked, then he too took a peek in the room and returned chuckling along with her.

 “Come on, you two,” Lisa took Howard by his arm while Charmaine held Ted’s and together they left the corridor. “Let’s go find Shango. It’s never good to keep him waiting.”

 They returned to the living room where the party was still throbbing and the music still playing, albeit subdued this time. Few people were dancing, most of them locked in tight embrace kissing and caressing each other like they were at a prom date. Other couples littered the floor or whatever furniture was available, some of them were having sex or appeared to have fallen asleep. Lisa and Charmaine led their two guests to the den where Shango sat waiting for them.

 He was nursing a drink and conversing with a blonde in a swimsuit outfit. He too looked refreshed like Lisa, and wore jeans shorts and nothing else; Howard made out the distinct outline of his cock inside his shorts. The blonde sat with her feet drawn together beside him holding a cigarette in her hand. The divan bed was still there but gone was the black man and the two trannies that had been with him.

 Shango looked up from his drink. “Where the fuck did you boys go?” he demanded.

 “They were out in the corridor waiting on Dave,” Lisa said. She came and settled beside Shango’s left arm. Charmaine went behind the bar to start mixing drinks. “You boys take a seat, will you,” Lisa said to both of them.

 Howard and Ted found themselves separate chairs and planted themselves there. Lisa whispered something to Shango and he broke out laughing before turning to them.

 “You boys were watching Dave have fun, eh? What did you see exactly?”

 “Dave with some other guy getting fucked,” Howard answered.

 “Did either of you boys help out?”

 Neither Howard nor Ted answered; their silence seemed to explain more.

 “Oh, you boys did help out, all right,” Shango surmised then laughed. “Who’s your friend here?” He gestured at Ted.

 “My name’s Ted Simms. I’d first like to say it’s an honour being in your presence, sir.”

 “You and I met before, Ted?”

 “Sort of, but never this up close. I live not far from Dave and he’s told me a lot about you and of what you do.”

 “What do you think I do, Ted? Wanna share that with me?”

 All eyes reverted to Ted. He turned to Howard as if expecting him to say something on his behalf but Howard too was waiting on him. Charmaine finished with the drinks and came and gave them to Ted and Howard.

 “You seduce… and you dominate wimp husbands and… fuck their wives,” Ted said.

 The blonde was the first to laugh before the room joined her. Ted turned beet red and turned to Howard looking clueless.

 “I didn’t know you seduced husbands,” the blonde said to Shango. “I thought you only stuck to wives like me and Lisa here.”

 “You’re hearing it for the first time, babe,” he said then looked at Ted. “So, you’re a wimp husband with a wife that you haven’t convinced of what you want. Am I wrong on that?”

 “That’s pretty much it,” Ted answered, still soaking up the embarrassment of them laughing at him.

 “Don’t look beat down, white boy. You’re among friends here, and you’ve got a different case from Howard here. Howard wants what you want, except he’s scared to admit it. Ain’t I right, Howard?”

 “Not really so,” Howard countered. “I’m just trying to want to wrap my mind around everything.”

 “What’s there to wrap your mind on, darling?” said Charmaine who now sat on the floor beside his wife’s feet. “You are what you are. What’s wrong with accepting that?”

 “You’re getting me all wrong. I said I’m trying to wrap my mind around everything; I want to understand it all.”





Shango was all candid. “You want to understand is this is happening to you? Isn’t that it?”

 Howard nodded.

 “You’re never going to find the right answer, white boy,” Shango declared. “What you ought to understand by now that this is what you want. It’s what you’ve always wanted. The reason you having trouble figuring that out is because you’re standing in your way.” Shango pulled the blonde towards him and kissed her. His hand groped her breasts and then lowered his head to bite on her nipple. “This is what you white boys want for your women, you hear me, Howard. This is what your women crave. You want to be there to see it happen and you’re going to, that I promise you. You’re going to give your woman to me, and I’m going to make you understand more about why.”

 “I don’t know if I can do that,” Howard complained feebly. “My wife already has a lover. At least I think she does.”

 “That makes it even better,” said Shango.

 At that moment Dave walked into the room. He looked a little disoriented; his face was all sweaty and puffy. He polished his glasses with the ends of his shirt and wore it back and said hello to everyone before turning to his friends as if he had lost them this whole time.

 “Hiya, guys. You been busy without me?”

 They said their goodnight to everyone and shook hands with Master Shango who told them he would be in touch. Howard thought he knew what that meant but did not want to think further about it as Dave led him and Ted out of the apartment.







 Chapter 17

 Howard was scrubbing down his car in his driveway the following morning while Carl scampered about spraying him water from his toy pistol. He played along with him but carefully so as not to slip on the soapy water that had wet the ground and his feet. The sun was hot on his backside; sweat popped on his face profusely. An easier decision would have been to drive to a nearby carwash, but attempting that would only entice Carl to want to tag along. It would have given him the perfect excuse to give Becca a call and figure how they could meet later. Just the thought of her gave him a quick arousal. But he had Carl lurking around thus enabling him to swipe her off his mind and resume his washing.

 He was on the other side of the car scrubbing the windscreen when April came out the front door wearing a t-shirt and summer shorts. Carl raced across to join her and together they came around to where Howard was squeezing his rag cloth into the bucket of water by her feet.

 “You’re going to get burned by the time you’re done,” she said.

 “It’s okay, I’m almost done here. You’re the one who ought to go inside.”

 “I will. I just came to deliver a message,” she leaned closer out of earshot from their son and whispered, “Your girlfriend called a little while ago.”

 The rag fell from his hand into the bucket the moment she uttered those words. Goosebumps broke across his arms all the way down his spine. He tried to remain calm resolve against April reading him for signs that she had finally caught him doing something naughty. Too late, she caught the glimmer of surprise in his eyes. That gave her a satisfying smile knowing she had him by the balls literally. She shooed her son away so she could have a quiet moment with him.

 “You took up my hall pass after all,” she said. Howard said nothing as he picked up the cloth rag from the bucket and returned to wiping the windshield vigorously this time. April waited for him to say something, then pressed on when he did not. “I thought we made a deal to be honest with each other henceforth.”

 Howard stopped and looked around for where his son was playing at. “Yeah, I took up your hall pass. You told me to, remember?”

 “I’m not fighting you on that, honey. Just thought you’d tell me you’d done so. I was worried that you wouldn’t.”

 “The woman that called, did she say what her name was?”

 “Becca. Quite a name.”

 “Yeah, quite.” He rinsed the rag cloth into the bucket. “She’s my secretary.”

 “I see. Has this been a long-time affair?”

 “No, it started a few days ago,” he said. “She’s been helping me cope with all what you revealed to me about your life alongside Jenny.”

 “I hope you’re not going around telling everybody all that’s going on between us.”

 “Give me a break, will you,” he said. “I was in shock and needed someone to talk to at the time. And you needn’t worry, she’s not the tattling type.”

 “Why didn’t you tell me of her earlier? Did you think I’d get upset?”

 “The thought crossed my mind, yes. I didn’t know how you’d take it. And yes, we did have an agreement to be honest with each other and I feel stupid right now not levelling with you. I’ve had other stuff on my mind and I just didn’t think serious about it.”

 “Well, now we’ve got that out the way, you intend seeing her soon, like today?”

 “I was thinking about that too, but right now I don’t know.”

 “You haven’t called her yet?”

 He shook his head. He was staring down at his feet this whole time not wanting her to see the misery of having being caught in his eyes.

 “I think you should go see her. I did tell her you’d come and see her and that I’d love to meet with her too.”

 Howard looked at her. “You didn’t say that.”

 April presented him with her phone out of her pocket. “Give her a call if you think I didn’t. I told her you’ll be there around noon.”

 Howard looked at her warily but not before drying his hands on his shirt first and then accepting her phone. He checked her call record and true enough there was Becca’s number there. He looked again at April not knowing what to make of her latest design. April was all cutesy smiles and there was nothing phony about it, Howard saw.

 “I think it’ll be great if we use this opportunity to strengthen our bond instead of playing hide-and-seek type games,” she explained. “If you’ve anything else you’d like to share with me, stuff you previously wouldn’t, I’d love to hear it.”

 “There’s one,” said Howard, feeling confident with himself now. “You recall that friend of Dave’s who dropped by the house the other night? Olu Shango was his name.”

 “Yeah, what about him?”

 Howard spoke as fast as he could, wanting to eject not just the words but as well the thoughts off his mind. “He and I have been talking lately and I told him about the… lifestyle thing and he talked about wanting to find time to meet you.”

 April said nothing at first except look about to make sure Carl was not lurking around. Howard thought maybe he had spoken so fast and she had not heard everything he said.

 “You want us to meet and you want him to fuck me?”

 Howard looked somewhat discomfited that she was throwing the words at him but as well felt glad to have unburdened himself to her at last.

 “Yes, but not only that,” he said. “I’d also want to watch.”

 April held his face with her hands and gave him a hard kiss. “That’s the most unexpected thing I’ve heard you say in a long time,” she kissed him again. “But more about that later. I need to hurry over to Jenny right now. Watch over Carl for me while I’m gone.”

  *

 Howard did finish with his washing before returning into the comfort of his home. He called his secretary and even she was expectantly surprised hearing him call with his wife’s phone. Howard soothed her nerves and told her he would be coming by her place around 3:00 pm. Becca replied that she would be waiting. The hour did arrive and Howard grabbed his keys and left with April in tow. They had already arranged for a neighbour’s teenage daughter to come by and sit with Carl while they were away. Howard was not comfortable with April accompanying him. Twice he attempted talking her out of it, even complained about cancelling his visit but April had convinced him otherwise.

 “You made a promise already remember?” she said. “Whine all you want but this is one appointment you’re not going to break.”

 “It’s funny you’re this caring,” he said in way of sarcasm. “Were this another time you never would bother about who I spent time with, let alone talk like this,” he grumbled.

 “That’s the old me, darling. Out with the old and in with the new. Now stop complaining and learn to be happy for a weekend.”

 Howard tried to keep his mind focused and happy as they drove towards Becca’s apartment. April did much of the talking while he drove. She enquired about his evening adventure of last night and of what he had discussed with Shango. Howard had already described the weird party he and Ted had walked into with Dave, including the part of them finding their friend getting sodomised by two black men. He shrewdly left out the part of him and Ted performing fellatio on one of the men in the room; he did not think April would be able to handle that part.



 Chapter 18

 They arrived at the street where Becca lived an hour later. He found a parking spot for his car and after switching off the engine led April towards the building his secretary resided. A gentle breeze ruffled their clothes. April locked her arm around his as if fearing he might bolt without her being unaware. They entered the building and made it to Becca’s door where he knocked and waited. The door opened to reveal Becca wearing a black mesh negligee. She was all smiles but the smile faded from her face when she saw who was with him. Becca’s eyes darted from Howard to April and back to him and her lips quivered but no words came forth. April waved a hand and smiled as an attempt to break the ice.

 “Hi, how are you.”

 They shook hands with Becca looking confused amid Becca who smiled warmly like she had just found herself a new friend.

 “I’m April and you already know Howard, don’t you. Is it alright if we come in? Better than standing out here in the hallway.”

 “Yeah sure, please come in.”

 Becca invited them into her apartment and shut the door. Her cheeks were flush red like she would explode any moment.

 April still had her arm around Howards as they sauntered into the living room. Her eyes went everywhere, taking in the cosy furniture, the wall curtains, the numerous magazines scattered on the coffee table and a bowl that contained apples and berries beside it. Since they had made it inside Howard decided then to take back his arm, all tense as if expecting some unusual drama to happen.

 Becca came to join them. “Excuse me, you’re Mrs. McLauren?”

 “Please, call me April. I’d like if we can skip formalities now we’ve met. We talked on the phone this morning, remember? And Howard’s told me good things about you since then. I just wanted to come and thank you personally for it. I know he’s related to you what we’ve been going through, right?”

 “Some of it, yeah. Make yourself comfortable. Would you care for something to drink?”

 “I sure would love something,” April sat with her handbag beside her. “A beer or soda would do just fine for me. But why don’t you and I sit here and like friends, let Howard fetch us the drinks instead. You won’t mind joining me, would you?”

 “Sure, I too can use a beer.” Becca looked at Howard cautiously as she then came and sat beside April who shooed Howard off to go and get the drinks.

 “That’s a sexy outfit you’re wearing,” April remarked. “I’m sorry if I’ve spoiled your evening with Howard, but I’d like you not to think that. I just want to get to know you as one woman to another.”

 Becca kept silent even as Howard returned from the kitchen, carrying two sodas which he gave to both of them.

 “Thank you, darling,” April accepted her drink from him. “You didn’t get something for yourself, dear? It won’t look good with just Becca and I drinking and you having nothing.”

 “Fucking quit it, April,” he snapped wearily at her then returned to the kitchen.

 “He’s such a baby when he dares to act stubborn,” she said to Becca then drank her soda and smacked her lips. “Aahhh, that tastes good. Were you surprised when you called and I answered his phone?”

 “I was not expecting it.”

 “I know, I’d have gone crazy too. So tell me Becca, how good has my husband been in bed?”

 “Pretty good,” Becca drank her soda as a means to get further comfortable. “What really are you here for?”

 “I already told you, I came because I wanted to get to know you. Really, I’m not here to make any crazy scene and I’m not angry or nothing, believe me. I just want to know you better. You mentioned that he’s told you about the dirty stuff I’ve been doing with my best friend Jenny, right?”

 Becca nodded. They turned when they saw Howard return to join them. He had a beer in his hand and he came and sat across from them and tried to look unconcerned about their conversation even though he appeared uncomfortable being there. April returned her attention to Becca.

 “My friend and I are still continuing with that life,” she continued. “Howard knew nothing about it when we started until I told him. I naturally felt guilty about everything and I wanted so bad to make it up to him, so I told him if he’s got anyone out there he wants to have a fling with I’m okay with him pursuing it. It was my way of atoning for what I’ve done. You get what I mean?”

 Becca nodded. Tears were welling up in April’s eyes and she paused for a moment to wipe them off before continuing.

 “What you should know Becca, is that I love my husband. I want always what’s best for him the same that he does for me. I don’t ever want to ruin what we have by getting a divorce - that won’t pan out well for either of us, especially for our son. If this would bond us tighter, I’m willing to take the chance. You get where I’m coming from now?”

 “A little bit, yes. You said you wanted to know me…”

 “Yes, I do. Which brings me to another reason why I wanted to meet you. I want to watch the two of you fuck,” she said. “But that’s if neither of you mind.” She glanced at Howard who sat looking stunned like he could not believe he’d just heard what April said. He merely shrugged his shoulders, unable to think of any other response to counter her. April turned back to Becca.

 “I’d love to see how good you’ve been taking care of him. You’re so dressed up for him today it would be a shame to waste all that effort for nothing. What do you say, hon?”

 Howard finished his beer then came over and sat behind Becca. She was puzzled at first with him coming to join her at the sofa and fidgeted for a moment when his hands slipped under her arm to cup her breasts. April was all smiles as Howard took the initiative of getting things started. Becca’s tenseness evaporated as Howard pulled her backward into his arms all the while nuzzling his lips upon her neckline. She reached over her shoulder to caress his cheek and moaned softly while he rolled his tongue down her clavicle. His hands kept on kneading her tits as if wanting to bake bread. Becca stretched her arm that held her soda in her hand but April came to her rescue.

 “Let me help you with that,” she took the soda from her and dropped it on the centre table.

 “God, you’re so beautiful,” Howard murmured into Becca’s ear. This produced a smile from her, warming her body to melt in his arms.

 “I thought you might like it,” she moaned. “There’s something else I want you to see.”

 She took Howard’s hand and they left the sofa for the bedroom. April watched them go but remained where she was and continued with her drink. She opened her handbag and took out Jenny’s video camcorder. She had gone and borrowed from Jenny when over at her place in the morning; this seemed like the perfect occasion to utilise it. She got it working and aimed it around the living room before getting up and heading in the direction that was the bedroom.

 April went down a short corridor and found the door that opened into the bedroom. Becca lay on the bed with her legs spread and her negligee open, writhing seductively as Howard was on his elbows and knees eating out her pussy; he had undone his pants halfway off his butt. April stood by the doorway filming them. Howard came and knelt beside Becca’s face, offering her his penis to play with while she simultaneously fucked herself with a black dildo. April planted herself at an empty chair while aiming the camcorder at them. It brought back the memory of the first time she had filmed Jenny fucking her black client. The mood compelled her to unbutton blouse and start touching herself.

 Howard pulled out of Becca’s mouth and took a moment to hurry out of his clothes. It was then he noticed April filming them. She caught the startled look on his face and laughed.

 “Don’t worry, honey. It’s for prosperity’s sake,” she explained. “Just go on and pretend I’m not here.”

 Becca went on squeezing her tits and whimpering sensuously while stretching her pussy with her dildo. Howard’s eyes remained fixated on her as he clumsily removed his pants out of his feet and kicked it across the room. He discarded his shirt in similar fashion before jumping back on the bed. Becca stopped him as he wanted to get on top of her. He was puzzled at first as her hand was steadily thrusting the dildo back and forth in her vagina.

 “Not yet,” she murmured. “I wanted you to watch me work my dido. I’ve wanted you over so I can show it off to you.”

 She squirmed on the bed and fingered her anus while still working her cucumber-shaped dildo into her orifice. Howard sat with his back against the wall stroking his penis. He breathed through his mouth the whole time his eyes stayed on the erotic titillations of his secretary, listening to her whimpering pants, observing her pussy squirt whilst fastidious about her workout. He so much wanted to dive between her legs and consume of all that raw cum.

 April carried similar thought in mind as she filmed Becca break into a paroxysm of arousal. She went on pinching her breasts and pulling hard at her nipples the entire time she watched. Her eyes went from what she viewed in the camcorder and back to Becca writhing brazenly on the bed. She wet her lips with her tongue and bit on her gums.

 It was hard fighting the urge not to go over and help her out with the dildo. She freed her tits from her bra cups and groped and played with them while moaning to herself. When it got to be too much, April rose to her feet and pulled the chair a few feet closer then sat the camcorder on it. She checked to make sure it captured a better view of the bed, then when satisfied kicked off her sandals and started peeling off her clothes. Howard watched her, baffled by her actions.

 “April, what’re you doing?”

 “Shut up and keep your eyes on her,” she replied, grunting as she tottered on her feet while wiggling herself out of the rest of her clothes. Finished, she draped her clothes over the chair along with her bra and panties before advancing towards the bed. Her eyes soaked in Becca’s squirming frame as if she were a course-meal she craved to devour.

 “She’s so beautiful,” April said to Howard as she got onto the bed. “I want you to watch how we girls love to play.”

 She lowered herself upon Becca.

 Becca welcomed her with expectation as they embraced like horny lovers. They chuckled at each other’s face as if recognising in themselves a sure-fire kindred spirit that had inconsequentially brought them together. Their kiss was light and tender. As they continued, the tenderness moulded into frantic action as their hands touched and explored each other’s body. Their limps locked in a tight embrace as they sucked air out of each other’s mouth.

 Howard came off the bed enthused by what he was watching. He was now the sole spectator in the room. He looked at the camcorder on the chair and went and picked it up and filmed his wife and his lover/secretary entangled like a pair of mating praying mantis. He held the camcorder in one hand while his other worked on stroking his penis. He was so close to climaxing and did not realise when he let go of his load till he felt it splatter down his thighs and feet. He took a moment to observe the mess but was unmindful of it as he immediately returned his concentration to what was in front of him.

 Becca turned April over on her back and kissed her way down her throat arch and did not stop till she landed on her breasts. Her hair tousled over her face and shoulder. April whimpered and arched her back, thrusting her pelvis in squirming fashion. She was breathless from Becca’s lips feasting upon her areolas and nipples.

 “Awwhhhh yes,” She moaned. Her fingers all over Becca’s shoulders while still writhing with lust. “Go down and eat my pussy,” she breathed. “I want your lips on my pussy.”

 Becca slid backward on the bed, licking her way down April’s abs.

 Howard came to the front of the bed to capture his secretary’s face as she stopped to play with April’s navel, then watch as she slid further to her pelvis and planted her lips on her crotch. April tensed, cooed with delight and bucked her pelvis to want more of Becca’s tongue. Becca slid her tongue between April’s cunt lips, probing her lips into her slick crevice.

 “Awwhhh yeah,” April croaked, her body broke into a shudder. “Eat that pussy. Awwhhh.”

 She grabbed Becca’s head and pleaded with her not to stop. Her lower body tensed and her feet kicked the air as she screeched her lust. Becca spread her pussy folds apart with her fingers to nibble on the jutting bud that was her clitoris. April squirmed even harder when she did her.

 Howard, not wanting to be left out the action, sat the camcorder back on the chair then went and knelt by the foot of the bed. He spread Becca’s firm ass cheeks with both hands and wet his lips at the sight of her puckered asshole and pussy slit gaping at him. He feasted upon his secretary’s pussy while she went on doing the same to his wife. Soon she too was moaning her own pleasure. She wiggled her butt against his face while he burrowed his tongue into her puckered asshole.

 Howard struggled to jerk-off while keeping his face glued between Becca’s buttocks. It was frustrating getting his penis hard again. He thought just how wonderful it would have been were Olu Shango here to take charge of both women.

 That idea brought a sign of life flowing into his vein all the way down to his penis. Howard went on kissing his secretary’s round, soft butt while frantically stroking his cock as he pictured Shango in the room. As he listened to the moaning catcalls spilling uncontrollably from his wife, he envisioned that Olu Shango was fucking her, stretching her pussy hard in ways he could not. His penis grew turgid more and more as he thought up the image.

 He rose to his feet when he felt hard enough and rubbed the swollen tip of his prick against his secretary’s labia. A frantic tremor of warmth raced down his spine as his penis gained entry inside her while he held her hips tight. His eyes shut, Howard continued imagining his wife taking Shango’s cock as he thrust deep into his secretary. The picture in his head dissolved to one of Shango banging his secretary and that spurred him to fuck her harder. Sweat rained down his face and he was grunting harder as Becca’s pussy muscles tightened around his shaft. The feeling was incredible. The pungent smell of her pussy drove him wild as he kept on scaling the walls of his impending climax.

 April then got up and both women changed places with Becca lying on her back while April gestured at Howard to mount her which he did. She rescued the camcorder from the chair and filmed Howard fucking his secretary’s pussy. She rubbed her pussy while filming Becca’s face while Howard lay on top of her. April stopped filming for a moment and got on her elbows and knees beside Becca and shook her butt at her husband.

 “I too want that cock of yours, honey,” she winked at him.

 Howard ran his arm across his brow and it came away with sweat. He moved over and grasped April’s soft flesh with his hand while his other introduced his cock into her pussy. April shoved her buttock backward and his balls slapped against her crotch in response.

 “Give it to me, darling,” she moaned. “Give me every inch of that cock.”

 Howard gritted his teeth, panting harder as he proceeded to slam into his wife. All he thought about was to give her the best fucking he could offer. Never had they enjoyed a kinky form of sex as this. It hit him with ironical surprise that it took for her to cheat on him, and for him to do the same for them to bond appropriately at this profound, exquisite moment.

 He kept his eyes on April’s butt, loving the way she slammed back at him each time he drove into her. Like him, she too was grasping and yet wanting more. Becca sat in front of her and they shared a passionate kiss. Howard’s cock fell out April and he pushed her aside and scrambled over to Becca who lay on her back as if expecting his return. She shoved his prick inside her and he was already jerking his hips before she locked arms around him.

 Howard tensed for a moment and then a shudder erupted over his body as he climaxed on top of her. April grabbed the camcorder and waited for Howard to pull out to capture his cum oozing out of her labia.

 “Wow, look at that,” she murmured, then turned to Howard. “Honey, you came plenty; I’m so jealous now. You’ve been holding out on me all this time.”

 Howard had nothing to counter that with besides wiping sweat off his face.

 “You know darling, it won’t look good for you to leave her just like this,” April added. “It’s time you got to start cleaning up your mess.”

 “Wha… what’re you talking about?”

 April gestured at him to come closer which he did. Becca remained where she was on her back whimpering from the just concluded sex. She watched April lead Howard towards her crotch. Before she could react, Howard’s lips had landed on her pussy and she groaned as she felt his tongue darting inside her orifice. She spread her thighs and caressed his head. Her pelvis thrust upwards at his face and her body tensed as she squealed with candid lust.

 “Ohh God, Howard! Don’t stop now! DON’T FUCKING STOP! ”

Her body thrashed wildly on the bed. April held her down while Howard remained where he was consuming his semen mixed with her cum out of her cunt. Howard felt himself growing hard again, in fact harder than ever. It enticed him to put more effort in his action.

 “That’s so good, honey,” April said. “You’re such a great husband, you are.”

 Howard raised himself when he was done, gushing with pride. April came to him and cleaned his lips with hers.



 Chapter 19

 The drive home was a different one for them. Howard held the steering wheel with gentle tenderness both in his grip as well in his heart. He repeatedly checked his reflection in the mirror and was rewarded to find himself smiling back.

 April lay asleep beside him. She had reclined her seat and street lights they drove past briefly highlighted her feature; she had a serene quality about herself being asleep. Howard checked his watch and saw it was 9:24 pm. He found a missed call on his phone while busy cleaning himself up in Becca’s apartment. He called back and it had been his neighbour’s daughter letting him know she had put Carl to bed an hour ago and decided it time to take her leave. Howard thanked her and promised to get in touch with her later. He went into Becca’s kitchen and made himself another drink while the women showered together.

 April did exchange phone numbers with Becca and promised to keep in touch. Becca shared one last kiss for the evening with Howard and told him how much he had made her day; Howard almost wanted to tell her that she was the one who had done more for him instead. He and April had held hands when they waved goodbye and took their leave. He kept thinking what Olu Shango would make of their encounter. Would he be impressed that Howard actually got to nail his secretary and wife together or chuck it off as something to be expected?

 The car went over a speed bump and that invariably cut Howard off his reverie mode. April turned her head and scratched an itch on her cheek. Her mouth broke into a yawn before her eyes awoke.

 “Hey,” she muttered in a somewhat groggy voice and again gave out another yawn. “Are we closer to home?”

 “We ought to be there in the next ten minutes,” he said. “You can go back to sleep if you want.”

 “Nah, I’m good. Anymore of this and sleep will be the last thing on my mind tonight.”

 She propped her chair to its upright position. Her seatbelt pressed against her torso which in turn partly opened her blouse to reveal her naked flesh highlighted by the street lights beyond her window. Howard observed this as he looked at her.

 “Where’s your bra?”

 “Right where my panties are,” she indicated at her handbag. “No point putting them anymore,” she added and stretched her arms as she yawned. Her hand caressed the back of his head. “What’s got you smiling like that?”

 “You and everything we did back there. I can’t believe we did all of that.”

 “All part of not keeping secretes anymore, darling.”

 “I know, and I’m learning my ways.” He took her hand to his lips and kissed it. “You were amazing today.”

 She laughed. “If you think I am, you haven’t seen what Jenny can do. She’s a professional more than I’ll ever be; being a slut is like a way of life for her.”

 Howard fell silent as a thought happened suddenly on his mind. It surprised him to think such, and yet it seemed plausible coming from April.

 “Prior to when we left the house, did you plan what would happen today? I mean before we got there, was this something you wanted to do?”

 “I wish,” she said. She looked at him and saw what appeared to be doubt in his eyes. “I’m telling the truth, dear. Nothing we did today ever crossed my mind. Why do you ask?”

 “I don’t know. You just seemed so… in the mood when we got there.”

 “My actual mission was to see Becca, say a word or two to her and then leave you two alone. To think we’d end up having a threesome never once crossed my mind. Seeing her in that lingerie just woke the devil in me,” she chuckled, then added, “I could not help myself. But even more, I think I wanted something else.”

 “What?” he turned to her. “What more did you want?”

 “Not now, darling. I’ll tell you when we get home.”

 They did get back home. Howard parked the car and they went inside. April checked on Carl then retired to their bedroom; neither of them felt hungry.

 They got out of their clothes and minutes later April straddled Howard’s face while he lay defenceless on the bed still in his briefs rolling his tongue in and out of her pussy. April rocked and bucked her pelvis over his chin and raked her nails through her hair from the craven lust he was unleashing upon her. After he made her cum with his tongue and they lay snuggled in each other’s arms, it was then she brought up her own question weighting in the back of mind since.

 “So, tell me more about this Olu Shango character and why you insist that I spend time with him.”

  *

 Around the time Howard was submitting to April’s wants in their bedroom, in a street not far from theirs, Ted Simms sat up in bed with his wife Holly, who sat facing him with her feet folded together Indian-style. She wore a chiffon night dress. She ought to be asleep already except she had to spend another exasperated evening listening to Ted explain over and over like he had done plenty of times before what he had been begging her to do for him. Holly listened with mild disbelief at what he was unloading upon her. She had listened to his pleas and arguments, him declaring it was something for them to enjoy together. Those were his words except whenever he talked she got the strong impression that he practically wanted it for her.

 As if listening to Tim spout explicit stuff to her was not insufferable enough, he had over the previous months bought her outrageous number of sex toys. Vibrators, dildos, neck chokers, anal beads - the kind of stuff she never would have dared herself owning were Tim not insistent and persuasive about them. He had stocked her library with an eclectic collection of erotic literature including porn, ranging from ones that were romantic in nature to hard-core collections. And then there were ones that involved multiple couples and of women indulging in profound sadomasochistic fetish. Those ones she considered way too bizarre to dare watch a second time.

 Holly was not that much a porn fan as her husband was, though she found the erotic novels somewhat ideal to consume. The ones Ted bought her almost always featured the same theme: tales married couples or wives sneaking out of their homes to enjoy explicit sex with muscle-bound black men. The stories were too good to be true, and yet Tim insisted such really does happen. That there are couples out there who actually lived such crazy type of life and the benefits were immense. Holly was not completely naive. She was swayed by the narrative of the stories but merely from a fantasy standpoint. To think that Ted had not given up attempting to convince her to partake in such was beyond befuddlement. And yet here he was attempting to persuade her again as he often did.

 “Hold on one second, Ted,” she raised her hand compelling Ted to quit his repetitious yammering.

 Ted stopped and sat with a meek face and his head cocked to the side. Holly swept her ash-blonde hair backward as she attempted making sense of everything he had divulged to her so far.

 “This whole thing… of being a cuckold,” she uttered the word as if spitting a berry seed. “You talk about wanting me to cuck you - you want me to go out and have sex with another man -think about what you’re saying, Ted. Doesn’t that sound a lot like cheating?”

 “That’s what makes it interesting darling,” his eyes lit with fervour once more. He held her hand in both of his as if wanting her to be on the same erotic vibe. “It’s never cheating as long as I know - as long as it’s about the both of us,” he said. “Besides, I said nothing about you screwing whatever fellow you run into on the street; that would be crazy of me. If we’re going to do this then it’s going to be with someone we’re both familiar with. Someone that will make it a special thing for us and won’t take. And definitely someone who’s clean and no drugs or diseases.”

 “What about all of that crazy sex stuff we saw in those other porn flicks? The ones I can’t stand to watch with all the whips and chains and - ain’t no fucking way I’m having any of that done to me, you hear? No way.”

 “I agree, and I won’t dare have you going through any of that, darling.” Ted pulled her into his arms and comforted her. “No drugs, no venereal diseases and no crazy BDSM sex stuff. This is going to be straight sex and nothing more.”

 Holly was not all that convinced. “I still can’t understand what’s got you infatuated with this subject. I’ve never complained about our sex life or made you think that you’re not good enough for me. Honey, I love you and I love everything we have intimately. Isn’t that enough?”

 “I too love you and what we have, Holly,” Ted touched her chin for her to look at him and they shared a deep kiss.

 He was so acquainted with his wife’s highs and lows, her complaints and worries, though had never presumed until recently how challenging it would be to get her to see things his way. He had described and plotted worthy scenarios with Olu Shango over the phone earlier in the day. He had suggested to him a couple of pointers guaranteed to push his persuasion well. From the look of things he figured he was succeeding.

 “We do have a wonderful life and we’ve got ourselves a lovely home,” he continued. “But some things we’ve got to face together. I can’t satisfy you the best way possible.”

 She hit his hand irritably. “Stop talking like that, Ted. Please, just stop it.”

 “Sorry, I didn’t mean to sound that way. This is something I want us to share and enjoy.” Usually whenever she acted morose or undecided he would quit for the day and leave her alone with her thoughts. Shango had urged him to keep on this time, not to stop until he got a definitive resolve. “I want to see you have the best goddamn sex you can ever dream of having.”

 “This whole thing sounds… just wrong to me. Say we were to try this - and I’m not saying we will - just say we do, what happens if I don’t end up liking it? What happens then?”

 “If you don’t like it, then that will be the end of it. I won’t ever bring up the subject and I promise never to bother you about it again.”

 “You say that now, but you’ll change your mind later.”

 “I’m serious, Holly. I know I can’t really convince you to go all the way, but I’d like us to give it a try. Can we at least do that? Just one try, and if you don’t like it then you can say no and I promise not to be a Grinch about it.”

 She looked at him. “You mean that?”

 “Very much I do. We’ll hook up with someone who’ll take things easy for us. If ever you feel uncomfortable about him or you don’t like the way things go, just say the word and that will be the end of it. Scout’s honour,” he raised his right hand.

 That got her smiling after a long night of trying to sell the idea to her. “All right, I’ll think about it.”

 “That’s my girl,” he kissed her.

 They switched off the lights and said goodnight to each other before settling into bed. Later Holly tapped Ted’s arm and his eyes came open.

 “What’s up, darling?” he caressed her hand.

 “I just wanted to know whoever it is you’d want to break us into this. Have you found someone already?”

 “I have,” he said. And I’ll be dialling his number tomorrow once I head out to work, he said to himself, smiling inward while he did.

  *

 It was 10:35 pm. Dave Belling sat in his library watching old clips of Jenny getting serviced by a number of clients.

 He kept a stash of her output in separate DVD cases which he hid in a safe box in a wall in his library and preferred going through them around midnight when he knew everyone was asleep or whenever he had the entire house to himself. The latter was seldom unless whenever Jenny took the kids with her to Chicago to spend time with her parents. Only then would he get to relax and watching them in the comfort of the living room and masturbate to his satisfaction. On few occasions he had invited a black man over. On such occasions he would wear one of Jenny’s panties and stockings and would service the man’s cock in his living room and perform whatever sexual need the man demanded. He had not done that in a long time for fear that one of such men might one day pay him an unscheduled visit, or worst that a neighbour might get too curious and start tattling.

 Dave stopped the movie he was watching in his computer desktop and ejected the disc and slipped it back into its case. He returned the DVD case into his safe box then thought for a moment and reached for another case, one that was special to him. He returned to his chair and slipped the disc into the computer’s slot. Dave clicked the PLAY button, whipped his penis out of his shorts and stroked himself towards erection as the movie came on.

 The recording was two years old and had taken place in a motel. There he was wearing one of his favourite cross-dresser outfit (he was in full make-up too, wearing a wig as well) and was on his knees sucking two black men’s cocks while a third man filmed the action. The volume was low, but he could distinctly hear the voices of the men mouthing off at him while taking turns to fuck his face.

 Dave stroked his harder while the movie played, relieving the moment in his mind as well. It was one of his favourite recordings of himself. He had connected with the men via a fetish website and even paid them for their time. Jenny knew nothing about it. He had told her he was traveling to Boston for a conference meeting. The conference did actually take place in Boston but it had been over in two days. Dave had used the last day catching his private fun. It was a good thing that Jenny knew nothing about his wall safe. She was aware of his cross-dressing habit and that he loved sucking black cock but that was as far as she cared to know about his fetish; whatever else he did with himself she was not inclined to know and he chose not to bother her about it.

 The movie got to the part where the men took turns fucking him while he blew the other’s cock. Dave always enjoyed this part. He soon reached his climax and ejaculated all over his hand. He watched the video to its end before returning the disc back into its case and back into the wall safe hidden behind a section of his book shelf. He cleaned himself off before putting locking up his library and returning upstairs to Jenny.

  *

 It was an hour past midnight. Black Master Olu Shango slept on a king-sized bed in a large bedroom with the blonde woman from the previous party asleep beside him; her arm rested across his torso. Their bodies bore tiny beads of sweat. The air in the room carried faint aroma of sex.

 The woman’s husband was Anthony Lamark, and he slept on a cot by the foot of the bed. He appeared content and happy that his wife’s lover had decided to come spend the night in his home, but not before fucking his wife and filling her pussy with his superior seed.



 Chapter 20

 At 05:11 am. Howard burst out of his house in a pair of jogging shorts, Adidas shoes on his feet, and a sleeveless shirt. The air was crisp and cold; it felt almost like spring again. Grey clouds were still breaking out across the sky. Last night’s weather report promised scattered showers to occur in the late hours of the morning. Howard was not worried about that as long as it did nothing to ruin his day, starting with him going out for a morning jog.

 He set the timer on his watch then set off on his run. He trotted past the street where Tim Simms lived, not slowing down to see if he was home or not. He made it past Dave’s home and saw his car in the driveway. Howard continued onward towards the junction ahead then took a left turn.

 The streets were empty and streaked with wetness as if it had rained during late hours of the night. He was running hard, feeling the wind slap his face and thigh with each swing of his arm. He felt sweat popping up on his skin as his feet pounded the curb. He listened to the sound of his breathing leaving his body along with his Adidas shoes thumping on the ground. After a while he heard another pair of running feet along with a man’s panting breath coming from behind him. Howard tried looking over his shoulder but even then the figure came into view from his right. It was his friend Dave. He was all puffy and red from trying to catch up with Howard and sweating driblets already. He took off his glasses to wipe a film of sweat from his face before fixing it back on his nose.

 They jogged alongside each other for another two miles around the neighbourhood. Dave was grunting even harder as he tried to keep up with his friend. They came upon a garden park and decided to stop and sit down on an empty bench to catch their breath. The grey clouds had parted way for sunshine to reign. Dave hung his head down his shoulders panting harder. His face was all pink and Howard assumed he might fall ill any moment.

 “You all right, Dave?”

 “Yeah… yeah, sure, I’m fine. Gimme a minute.” He coughed and hoicked phlegm and spat on the ground then wiped his mouth with the underside of his shirt. “It’s been a while since I’ve had such fun running.”

 He polished his glasses on his shirt but cursed when it slipped and fell from his hand. He picked it up and wiped specks of sand off it before resuming polishing it. Howard did a couple of stretches and calisthenics, loving the sound he heard of his bones shifting into place as well the cool breeze highlighting the sweat on his shirt. He switched off the timer in his watch.

 “I was in my living room when I peeped out the window and caught you running by,” Dave said when he was feeling better with himself.

 “I didn’t know you’d be awake or I’d have stopped. It’s been a while since we caught each other like this.”

 “Not since you found out about Jenny and April.”

 “Yeah, not since then.”

 Howard sat beside his friend watching cars cruise by.

 “How are things going with April so far?”

 “Quite good; no complaints. We’re starting to mend.”

 Howard told his friend about the threesome fun they enjoyed yesterday when he visited his secretary. Dave was astounded by what he said and howled with delight when Howard concluded with what he and April had discussed in bed before and after she then sat on his face.

 “For real, she’s serious about actually wanting to meet Shango?” Dave asked.

 “She said she’ll still think about it, but I know she’s definitely going say yes. I thought by now she’d have made her mind up. Maybe she’ll meet with Jenny to learn more about him.”

 “Whatever she says that’s still good news. I’m so happy for you, Howard. You’ve turned a new leaf about this without much of a fight.”

 Howard blushed. “Yeah well, fighting won’t have gotten me nowhere with April. I either saw things her way or worst. We all got to change and make do with some things. But you’re way into this than I’ll ever want to go, Dave.”

 “My guess is you’re referring to what you and Tim witnessed at that party, right?”

 “That was not the only thing we saw and did,” Howard replied with amusement. He glanced around to be sure they were alone before continuing, this time leaning closer to his friend. “I got to suck one of those black men’s cock that night.”

 “Yeah, I saw you and Tim doing that. I was even surprised you both did.”

 “The guy was fucking scary. And I don’t know why but something menacing about him just got us both on our knees. That’s something I never once thought I would ever be forced to do.”

 “But you could have left the room. Doesn’t matter if they had yelled at you not to.”

 “Yeah, I don’t know why we didn’t. Maybe I was waiting for Ted to make the move first, except when he didn’t…” Howard could not come up with the right words to explain what he had in mind; Dave did it for him.

 “You wanted to know how well it all feels like.”

 “How what feels like?”

 “You know what I mean. To drop to your knees and worship a black cock.”

 That got both of them laughing. Howard realised only then just how significant his life had changed. In another life, all what he had heard and seen and done these past couple of days would have promptly gotten him admitted into a psyche ward. Instead of feeling uptight, he felt instead was relief. Like he was relieving himself of whatever burden he had unquestionably been carrying all this time. No longer could he hide his thoughts from April, from Dave, and certainly from himself.

 “Yeah, I guess I did really want to feel that,” Howard admitted. “I know Ted felt the same, even though he didn’t say anything. You by chance run into him yesterday?”

 Dave nodded. He shoved his glasses up his nose. “He told me he was still giving another try to convince Holly about all this. I volunteered to help out but he told me he’s got it figured out somewhat. How come you never told me you were banging your secretary?”

 “It was a spur of the moment thing; I was not thinking straight at the time. Also it was all April’s fault. She gave me a pass at whatever pussy I wanted to make up for hers. I probably never would have done it if it was not for any of this.”

 “If it were up to me, I never would have made you find out the way you did,” Dave said. “Some men can’t really take this, especially coming from their wife. That night you came by after April told you, when we stood outside, I honestly thought you were going to punch my lights out. Not that I would have stopped you if you had.”

 “I did have that on my mind. Thinking about everything since, it all feels like one giant secret only few people know about. I’m surprised nobody out there’s talking about it.”





“Oh, they do talk about it, just not to the uninitiated. But it’s spreading everywhere. Go online and you’ll find tons of stuff that will blow your mind. Some folks know of it, but not too much about it. But many out there are into it like the couple we visited that other night. For many, discretion is something they have to deal with always.”

 “But you and Jenny seem easy-going about it. It’s almost like you don’t worry too much about anyone finding out.”

 “We’re discrete when we need to be,” Dave emphasised. “I’ll even admit that I’m far more discrete than Jenny. A lot of what I do on my own she knows nothing about, like what I did that other night.”

 Howard was stunned to hear that. “She doesn’t know?”

 “Well, she might know a bit, I really haven’t discussed it with her. She likes to turn a blind eye whenever I do my own thing and that’s how it works for us.”

 “What if she had been the one who walked into that room and found you doing that?”

 “Well then I guess the cat would be out of the bag then,” Dave chuckled. He removed his glasses to wipe off sweat from his nose. “I don’t really know how she’d react. But she were there, I know she’d have been preoccupied with catching her own fun than worry about whatever I’m doing. Get what I mean?”

 “Yeah. That couple whose home we were at, you known then long?”

 “Charmaine and Lisa are fun to be around. You ought to spend time with Charmaine, you’ll learn plenty from him. He used to be Charlie before his operation. I can give you his phone number later if you’d want.”

 “Yeah, that would be great, thanks. Something else that’s on my mind that’s weird: I haven’t been so horny these past couple of days than ever before, probably not since April and I got married. When we did it with my secretary, it felt like a second marriage for me.”

 “Your secretary was not upset at all about April?”

 “Far from upset, she and April seem tight now. It took a while for me to get hard when watching them in bed together. It was not until I started imagining Shango fucking them both that I got hard. You probably won’t take my word for it but it’s the truth.”

 “You gotten your secretary knowing about Shango? You won’t want him fucking her too?”

 “I’ll want that, but no, I haven’t brought up the subject yet. But I’ll find a way.” Howard checked his time. “Better go get ready for work.”

 They walked back to their homes and said goodbye to each other when they got to Dave’s home. Dave waved at him while Howard continued to his. The sky was all blue and the sun hammered his face as he arrived home. April was coming up from the basement where she had taken their bunch of clothes to the wash machine.

 “I was wondering where you went,” she kissed him as he came to her.

 “Needed to get my blood pumping for the day,” he went upstairs to take a shower.







 Chapter 21

 Anthony Lamark found Becca her desk and asked if Howard was in his office before going over to knock on his door and letting himself inside. Howard too was at his desk hard at work. His shirt sleeves were folded to his elbows, his feature deep in concentration while he examined a batch of statistics sheets in front of him. He looked up and saw Lamark stroll towards his desk. Howard quickly rose to his feet to meet him and they shook hands. Anthony was all smiles as he enquired how his day’s work was going.

 “Forgive my presence,” said Lamark, “I’m not here to take up your time. I merely wanted to drop by and give you this.”

 He handed Howard a card that contained his home address.

 “I was supposed to give it to Steve to hand to you, but I figured I’d give it to you personally. The party is for next weekend and I’d like for you to be there. Bring your wife, too.”

 “Thank you, Mr. Lamark. I promise to be there.”

 “I’m glad to hear that. Well, that’s all I came here for. Hope to see you around.”

 Howard saw him to his door. He made eye contact with Becca still at her desk. He looked at his watch.

 “Almost time for lunch,” he remarked.

 “Would you want me to get you something or would you prefer something special?”

 Howard was about to ask what she referred to by ‘something special’ when he overheard his phone sounding off from where it lay on his desk. He retreated into his office to pick it up.

 “How’re you doing, white boy?” a gruff voice spoke into his ear.

 It took seconds to recognise who the caller was. He felt the hairs on the back of his neck bristle to attention and towards his door to see Becca saunter into his office with her handbag slung across her shoulder. Howard returned to his chair while holding his mobile to his ear.

 “You there, white boy? You know who’s talking to you?”

 “Yes, I know,” Howard answered. “Mr. Shango.”

 “You surprised to hear from me?”

 “No, I’m not… well, yes. Yes sir, I am surprised. It just occurred to me that I gave you my number that night at your friend’s party.”

 Howard fixated his eyes at Becca who was slinking towards his desk like a feline. She too locked eyes on him as she came to his desk and dropped her handbag; her hand raised her skirt to reveal to him the pantyhose she was wearing.

 Shango was still speaking to Howard who barely concentrated on his words.

 “I’ve been attending to couples around, which is why I haven’t called since. But that doesn’t mean I haven’t had you in mind this while. You and I have urgent stuff to talk about.”

 Becca hiked up her skirt then slid her butt on his desk in front of him slow and purposefully. She leaned towards him and slinked her tongue lasciviously at him; Howard had a sumptuous view of her tits as he fought to contain himself while listening to what Shango was saying to him. She leaned backward to give him an eyeful of her thong panties.

 “Uhhh, yes… yes, sir, we do have some important stuff to talk about. I was talking with Dave this morning about how to get in touch with you. I just never knew you were going to call.”

 Becca reached for Howard’s hand and rested his palm on her thigh.

 Howard shielded the mouthpiece with his hand and spoke in a low voice hurriedly, “Someone might walk in.” He gestured with his head at the door. Becca shook her head while taking pleasure from his hand feeling up her thigh.

 “I already locked the door,” she said. Anyone who comes might think you’re already out for lunch.”

 Howard retrieved his hand and returned to his phone conversation. Becca slipped her feet out of her shoes and placed one foot gently on Howard’s crotch. She chuckled as she felt his cock come alive in his pants. Howard squirmed in his chair and made faces at her while still holding his mobile to his ear.

 “Emm… yes, yes, I think we can make that work. Where would you like for us to meet? Yes, I know the place. What time, sir? All right, I’ll look forward to it. Goodbye, sir.” The call ended.

 Becca pushed his chair backward and slid off his desk to lower herself to her knees. Howard watched her rummaging over his crotch then pulling down on his zipper. Howard assisted with undoing his belt buckle.

 “I can’t tell you how horny I was when I woke up this morning,” she moaned as she reached into his pants. Howard felt the shivers as she whipped out his prick already dripping pre-cum. The sight of his cock raised a smile on her face.

 “I so much wanted your cock.”

 Her lips parted seconds before enveloping him with warmth. Howard slammed his head backward against his chair while her mouth pulled on his foreskin. He shut his eyes and saw himself transported towards a perfect world beyond his office.

  *

 The Hotel Continental occupied a large swath of land situated near the northern tip of the city which ended at a beach. At 6:22 pm., Howard drove into the hotel’s parking area and acquired a vehicle tag from a valet before slipping his vehicle into an empty space. He checked his watch when he got out, glad knowing he was a bit on time. Shango had explicitly told him to be there on or before the half hour. Howard would have made it a lot sooner had April allowed him to leave the house when he should. She had held him down wanting to rehash again the details of his office tryst with Becca. She had been disappointed when he told her all he had gotten was a blowjob and a quickie before breaking up for lunch. He was not that courageous to dare risk having sex in his office, regardless of whether the door was locked or not. Aside from the time, Shango had as also told him to come alone. Whatever reason he had in mind for saying that Howard knew he was bound to find out as he walked towards the hotel entrance.

 There were branching hallways that went separate ways beyond the hotel lobby. Shango had told him where he would be waiting and Howard enquired at the lobby counter that told him which route to take leading towards the back. He followed other people walking towards that direction.

 The back door opened into a large terrace with a walkway that led towards the beach. Tables and bright lights were arranged around the terrace. Howard sized up the crowd, majority of whom were couples, some were there with kids. A jazz band played on a stage on the far corner of the brightly lit terrace. Howard stepped away from the doorway for others while he continued scanning the distant faces at respective tables trying to pick out Olu Shango. His phone rang in his pocket and he saw it was Shango calling.

 “What’re you doing standing there looking lost, white boy?”

 Howard gazed about.

 “Look to your left, white boy,” Shango said.

 Howard did so and caught sight of someone seated ten feet from him waving a hand in his direction. Howard pocketed his phone and made for Shango’s table. Howard expected to find him with a female company instead Shango was by himself nursing a Coors Light. He wore a black t-shirt that bore the eponymous name MASTER SHANGO written in cursive letters on his chest large enough for anyone to read.

 “Good evening,” Howard pulled himself a chair and sat down. “So many people around, I thought you were going to be hard to find here,” he said.

 “Nothing you could have done about that. The good thing is you’re on time and you came alone. Care for a beer?”

 “No, thanks.” Howard was too wired to want anything to distract his mind from this very moment. “April sends her regards.”

 “Oh, how nice. How’s she doing, by the way?”

 “She’s doing great, thanks. We’ve been bonding together so much these past days. I like you shirt,” Howard indicated the words emblazoned on it.

 “Yeah? Thanks. It attracts bitches my way.”

 “Looks kind of audacious, the letters I mean.”

 “That’s the general idea to explain what I’m about,” Olu gestured at the crowd seated around. “Look around you, what do you see? You see people, but I see husbands and wives, lovers. Some from out of town, but they’re all here for an evening fun. But it’s the type of fun they can’t get on the hotel menu. Not all of them don’t know it but spend some time with them and you’ll see. Everyone’s got a dirty mind, white boy.”

 “Has any couple ever approached you like this?”

 “So many I stopped counting,” Shango guzzled his beer. “All what you’ve seen and done since you met me is stuff you’ve had in mind for so long except nobody ever clued you in until lately. You think what your woman did to you was some mistake, but inside you know it never was.”

 He drank his beer, letting his words sink in before continuing.

 “Call it fate or destiny if you want, but I’m telling you what you or your April has done is no mistake or accident. Plenty of couples seek my tutelage about this and that’s what I let them know. Every white couple wants what you have. Every white woman you see out here has got sex on the mind, and it’s not with their husband; the same goes to their men as well. That’s why they look for someone like me to let them know what’s up.”

 “Yes, but why you? Besides the sex part, what is it about you that makes them want to give in to you?”

 “Domination, white boy. They want a dominant figure to break them into the life,” Shango emphasised. “They want a Black Master who’ll make them aware of the lifestyle?”

 “That sounds pretty far-fetched?”

 “Yeah, but it’s true. I’m not all about the sex, white boy. I reveal to couples that which they crave and to let them know how easy they can have it. It’s like this: any woman can find herself a man to fool around with without her husband knowing or not. Problem with that is it leaves the husband hanging out to dry. So why cheat when you can clue your husband or wife into doing this without any fuss? Don’t that sound pleasant, white boy?”

 “Have you fucked a married woman whose husband didn’t approve?”

 “Sometimes it’s better when they don’t approve. Here’s a question for you, white boy. If you’d known from the get-go that your wife was into this would you have approved?”

 “Honestly, no.”

 “My point exactly. The same goes with many husbands out there. They live in denial so much. They want to see their wives getting fucked hard by a man like myself, but confront them on the subject right now and you’ll hear them mutter the complete opposite. I like breaking the walls of their dumb pride to show them who’s boss.”

 Howard did not blink but inside his chest his heart was doing back-flips. So captivated was he by the lecture he was getting it made him happy that they were alone together here unlike last time in his house.

 “There’s something I want to share with you. About the time you called me today, I was in my office and my secretary was on her knees blowing me.”

 “Your wife knows about her?”

 “Yes she does. In fact, I figured when you wanted me to meet you here that you might ask me to bring someone along. I’d really like you to meet her.”

 “We can arrange that for later,” Olu checked his watch then picked up his phone but he was not making a call. “I love saving special women for special times. Right now, I’ve got other fish to fry.”

 Howard was about asking who he was referring to when Olu waved a hand past him. Howard looked towards that direction and caught sight of a man waving back at them. The man made his way towards their table pulling a woman behind. Howard was surprised to recognise Ted Simms and his wife Holly as they got closer. Ted looked his casual best for the evening where Holly looked glamorous in a low-cut dress.

 Howard and Olu rose to their feet and shook hands with Ted who was just as surprised to meet Howard.

 “Never thought I’d get to run into you here,” Howard said.

 “I could say the same about you. There was some collision on the highway that delayed us or else we’d have gotten here sooner.”

 Holly exchanged pleasantries with Howard then switched her gaze to Olu Shango. She felt a nervous tingle about herself when she shook his hand. An image flashed abruptly before her eyes that saw him lunge towards her, ripping her clothes off; she was disappointed when that did not happen and he let go of her hand after shaking it. There was something hypnotic about the way he held her gaze with his, like he wanted to swallow her whole with his eyes.

 “It’s so nice to finally meet you, Holly,” Shango said. “It’s about time we made your evening special.”

 Holly could almost sense through the corners of her eyes Ted paying special attention to the moment.

 “It’s so nice to finally meet you also,” she replied before sitting down.



 Chapter 22

 Olu Shango signalled a waiter over and ordered for drinks. Howard had been so well enjoying their conversation until Ted and Holly joined them. Shango noted the disappointment on his face and gave him a warning stare to behave. Howard asked for a beer, as too did Ted; Holly opted for a glass of tequila. She was fighting herself not to appear discomforted seated between Shango and Ted with Shango to her left. Their drinks arrived and Shango continued chatting with Howard while Holly shot furtive glances at Ted that begged to ask how long they had to be here before returning home. It felt obvious that this had been a colossal mistake on her part of actually saying yes to him.

 “How’s your tequila?” Shango suddenly turned to her. His hand brushed against her arm that got her startled as if he was getting ready to make that perceived lunge at her. The feel of him set off sudden shockwaves that broke goose bumps across her freckled skin. She looked at him with acute awareness as if she had briefly forgotten where she was, only then remembering who sat beside her and what had really brought her and Ted here.

 “Oh yes, it’s very nice, thank you,” she said. Her dimples burned into her cheeks it felt as if she had swallowed the sun.

 “I forgot to say I love what you’re wearing tonight.”

 “Thank you. But it’s an old dress.”

 “I was not referring to your dress,” Shango corrected. “I meant your perfume. It’s very intoxicating.”

 “Oh yes… yes, I suppose it is. Do you like it?”

 “I very much do.” As if for emphasis, he leaned towards her and sniffed the air above her shoulder. His lips were mere inches from her face Holly feared he wanted to kiss her. “Do you ever wear it to bed?”

 “No, not ever,” said Holly, surprising herself by laughing gaily but still blushing at his compliment. “I won’t be caught dead wearing this to bed. Ted bought this for me at our anniversary last year.”

 “I’ll bet he won’t either because it might make him jealous. How long have you been married?”

 “We’re going on thirteen this fall.”

 “Thirteen years, wow. You’re two years from making it a crystal anniversary, am I right on that?”

 Holly at first did not grasp what he meant, but soon did. “Oh, Yes, well, that’s why we’re happy being together,” she reached for Ted’s hand and squeezed him tight in reassurance against the nervous sensation inside her. “But not merely for the anniversaries if you know what I mean,” She added.

 “I certainly do. I genuinely love couples who stay together and play together. Isn’t that right, Howard?”

 Howard quickly responded. “Yes sir, that’s the truth.”

 Holly decided to ditch the niceness and go full candid on him. “Why do you really want me?”

 “Your man possibly mentioned all of that to you and what I’m about, didn’t he?”

 “Ted did. But I’m still confused by everything he wants of me. I’ve told him already that we have a great life together and nothing more would change that.”

 “I’m not here to change your life or marriage, Holly,” Shango lifted her hand in his and Holly allowed him as she was again hypnotised by his eyes. “I’m not here to ruin what you have already with your man. I’m here to enhance it.”

 He caressed her hand with both of his while still maintaining her gaze with his eyes. Holly felt entrapped by his stare and would gladly have looked away if only she could. Her heart was beating fast. There was a warming sensation emanating from the pit of her gut and spreading downward towards her crotch that she could not contain.

 “You’re a very beautiful woman, Holly,” Shango’s words rolled off his lips smooth as silk while still caressing her hand. “Your husband knows it too. You’ve no idea how long he’s wanted this for you. There’re many things he wants to give you but can’t. It hurts him inside realising that he isn’t the one capable of making you feel special about yourself. That’s what I’d love to do to you.”

 Holly assumed he was ribbing her and some seconds passed as she waited for the punch line. It was then it dawned on her how serious he was and she looked at Ted who bore a sheepish expression about himself. She realised this was where his twisted arguments of wanting her to be part of this lifestyle had come from. Goose bumps once again crackled across her flesh. The warm sensation down her gut was still swirling. A grim thought flashed before her mind that she was seconds from soiling herself.

 “How about we head upstairs to my suite,” Shango said to her.

 Awareness lit her eyes. “Okay… but we aren’t going to stay long, are we?”

 “No, we definitely won’t,” Shango said. “But we might have to hurry.”

 Holly assumed that was some throwaway line and thought nothing about it. Shango took her hand and helped her out of her chair and led her into the hotel. Ted and Howard did follow but kept their distance, watching them stroll towards the line of elevators.

 Shango led her into one that deposited them on his designated floor and from there led her into his suite. Holly went with him into the bedroom. His hand went around her waist and she cursed herself for not realising what his throwaway line had meant.

 If Holly had any inclination of protesting to what she knew was about to happen, she did not reveal it. All tension dissolved from her mind the instant Shango kissed the nape of her neck. The warming sensation building inside her gut exploded into a galaxy of emotions as he kissed his way down her clavicle.

 Shango led her towards the bed and made her sit down. Holly swept her hair from her face; her eyes glowered with avid attention of what Shango intended doing to her. There was also trepidation too on her mind. She kept expected the door to open any moment to reveal Ted standing there demanding they leave for home right now. How embarrassed she would be if that were to happen, or if he came by to watch her lose her shame with another man buried inside her instead of him.

 Shango was on his knees caressing her legs. He slid his hands up her stockings and pushed her dress up her thigh to view her pantyhose. Holly fell backward on the bed and Shango then turned her over. He pushed her dress over her rump. Holly tensed when his hands pawed her buttocks. Shango murmured his approval as he groped and fondled her soft flesh like he was kneading bread. Holly had an ample butt; Shango was just as well impressed by the feel of it.

 “Ohh yeah,” he sucked air between his lips while still groping and caressing her ass cheeks. “This is a lovely piece of ass you have, Holly. I know your man Ted knows nothing about how to handle it.”

 Olu buried his face between her ass cheeks; his nose pressed against her panties as his lips made contact with her flesh. Holly tensed, then broke into a whimper as Olu propped her panties over her ass cheek before sliding his tongue down her nether region, introducing his finger inside her pussy as well. That sent bolts of current up Holly’s spine as she grabbed at the sheets, her body taut, and whimpered with lust. She offered minimum struggle when Shango began wrenching her panties off her hips.

 “No, no,” she moaned feebly. “My husband Ted, he’s-”

 “He’s not in the room with you,” Olu responded as he then tore off her panties and flung it over his shoulder. “Your pathetic husband’s downstairs right now. As you said we shouldn’t stay long, let’s get down to business then.”

 He peeled off his shirt in one swoop and rose to his feet to undo his belt. Holly remained docile on the bed hugging the sheets, too cowered by her emotions to want to do anything else. If there ever was a chance for her to run out of the room now would have been the time. Instead she remained where she was, fighting the crazed clamouring indecision in her mind, not knowing if she was being molested or pleasured.

 Shango returned to her, pulling her buttocks apart and resumed lapping down her cunt. Holly winced with pleasure. Her body squirmed involuntarily and still Shango’s fingers slipped into her flesh as he strove towards probing her pussy’s nectar.

 “No… no… Ooohhhh God, please, no,” she was murmurs sounded more like moans to a listening ear.

 Holly propped herself off the bed on her elbows thrusting her ass towards his face. She swore and groaned as his hot breath blew into her velvet labia. She bucked as his tongue burrowed into her cunt. He had firm control over her body; she seemed not to exist anymore except as an instrument to control.

 “Awwhhh… Ohhh my God,” she moaned rhapsodically. The warm fire was rampaging like a demented whirlwind inside her womb. Holly became taut like a wire. The fire conformed into a stick of dynamite and suddenly went off inside her. Holly whimpered aloud as she succumbed to her unbridled lust.

 “Ohhhh my God, you made me cum,” she moaned breathlessly.

 Her body relaxed after that. Olu Shango let her fall back on the bed then rose to his feet again. He rolled his tongue over his lips, tasting her cum juice while working to get out of his jeans. Holly remained as she was, too weary to rise after her orgasm. It was the best climax she had enjoyed in a while and her pussy was still twitching like a live wire.

 Eventually she half turned to get a better look at Shango’s naked self.

 “Oh my God,” she gasped. Her eyes bulged in their sockets as she fixed upon the girth of his erection. She was awash with awe at his size, suddenly fearful of whatever intention he had of doing to her.

 Shango read the meaning in her eyes as she stared at his shaft. It produced a grin on his face. It never failed to boost his ego, the super-charged power he derived whenever seducing a pretty wife the first time and they got a first-hand look at his package. The way their eyes always lit up whenever they saw his get-up made him know how well he had accomplished the first half of his job. What remained now was sealing the deal of giving the bitch a terrific fuck. The type of fucking that would shake their core, leaving them breathless for more.

 “Not something your Ted has got in store for you, right?” Shango crackled while stroking his girth as he then approached the bed.

 Holly was frightened out of her head. She attempted getting away from him but it was too late. She yelped when Shango touched her thigh as he came down on her, his cock pressing hard against her buttock. Still she attempted fighting him off. Shango swore and smacked her butt once, then a second time, hard enough to leave welt marks on her skin. Holly howled from the contact; never had anyone been aggressive with her like him.

 “Don’t you fucking pull away from me, you hear?” he growled.

 Holly muttered a response that sounded like yes.

 “We’ll need to get this tight pussy of yours properly wet.”

 Shango inserted his glistened finger into her soaked cunt, then added a second one. Holly erupted with convulsion as she grabbed at his arm howling from his rapid finger-pumping action. She screamed till all that was left of her voice was a sputtering croak; she pleaded for him to stop whilst kicking her feet, struggling to flee from his grasp. Shango’s grip on her did not allow for that. Eventually he withdrew his fingers and she curled into a foetal position panting hard from the concluded exercise.

 “Come here,” Olu turned her over. “Taste your essence.”

 Holly did as instructed; her body hummed with energy as her pussy was still wetting the sheets. Her mouth opened to let Shango insert his fingers between her lips and he watched her lick his fingers. Holly had often tasted her cum on occasions when she needed relief masturbating herself but this was a first-time for her, being fed her cum by another man. The charge running through her body was unlike anything she had ever felt before, and never for a man aside from Ted. A man who seemed more brutish and rough like an actual lover would. Shango recognised the glazed look in her eyes as she rolled her tongue over his fingers and knew she wanted him badly now.

 He stroked his shaft as he positioned himself between her legs, holding up her dress to reveal the triangular strip of hair festering her pubic region. Holly was groaning earnestly as her body knew what was coming. Her legs parted for him and her pelvis rose inches from the bed in anticipation of his prick.

 The instant moment of penetration was out of this world for her.

  *

 Howard stood beside Ted watching him struggle to light a cigarette against the strong wind hitting them. They had wandered about the hotel premises with no apparent sense of direction after seeing Shango and Holly disappear inside the elevator. Ted had suggested they go for a walk down the beach. Shango’s prerequisite wish was for neither to be around while he had his way with Holly in case he required more time to break her resistance; neither men had dared to argue otherwise.

 They were not the only ones wandering the beach at that particular hour. Howard observed couples playing near the water, all looking like they were having a great time with their arms around each other. He sighted others strolling in the distance away from the hotel’s lights and wondered if they were seeking an ideal spot to fuck. Ted dragged on his cigarette and a strong gust of wind blew the smoke towards Howard’s face.

 “You okay?”

 Ted gave him a perplexing look as if puzzled by the question. “Yeah, of course. Why do you ask?”

 “I don’t know, you seem way too relaxed about everything.”

 “Wouldn’t you if you’ve got Shango handling your woman the first time?”

 Howard recalled the images he had of Olu Shango having his way with April. Thinking about it now brought a perceptible glow on his mind that made him blush.

 “I guess I would be high as a kite if I got to watch them make-out. You’re acting way too cool about it.”

 Ted laughed. “This is me trying not to let off. Trust me, I’m feeling high about everything right now.”

 “I thought he was going to invite us over to watch.”

 “Holly was so nervous when he drove here. The whole time we were at the table, I was worried she might get up to leave. Shango and I hashed it out earlier and told me she won’t.”

 “The guy’s got a strong way with women,” Howard mused.

 “You know how people say stuff like ‘you’re the man’? That’s just what he is. My feet was jumping under the table the whole time he chatted with Holly. I was fucking excited the whole time; why else do you think I’m smoking right now.”

 They were silent for a while staring out at the darkness beyond the waves crashing towards the beach. The wind was cold and strong. The only distinct light came from Ted’s cigarette which the wind irritably blew in Howard’s direction.

 “How long are we supposed to wait out here?”

 Ted looked at his watch. “Gone past a half hour already. We’ll get going once I get done smoking this.”

 Howard turned to towards the hotel. “Do you know which floor his room is at?”

 “Sure I do.” Ted took one final puff of his cigarette then stubbed it into the sand. “All right, let’s get going. But I’ll need to call him first to know if it’s okay. He told me earlier that if I knocked and the door didn’t open then he’s fucking busy.” Ted chuckled at his wit and elbowed his friend. “Get it, fucking busy.”

 Howard laughed along with him as they returned to the hotel.

 Inside, they approached the bank of elevators while Ted dialled Shango’s mobile. Ted gave up after a while.

 “He’s not answering,” he said. “But let’s still give it a shot.”

 They got out on the fourth floor and went in the direction that was Shango’s suite and knocked. No answer. Ted’s mobile started ringing - it was Shango.

 “Where are you, white boy?”

 “Right outside your door, sir.”

 “Give me a minute.”

 Ted slipped his phone back into his pocket and said, “He’s on his way.”

 The door opened and Shango invited them inside. He wore a pair of shorts and had a towel over his shoulder.

 They came behind Shango who showed them into the bedroom. Howard was at first disappointed when all he saw were the rumpled bedspread, the items of clothes strewn across the floor, and the pungent odour of sex, but no sight of Holly in the room.

 “She’s in the bathroom,” Shango said while running the over his face. Howard assisted him with picking up clothes from the floor while Ted went to see about his wife.

 “Honey,” he tapped on the door. “Honey, it’s me, Ted. Are you all right in there?”

 The door opened and Holly stuck her face between the door crack. Her face was sallow and wet; Howard looked at her and assumed she must have been crying. The door opened further and he saw water dripping down her body.

 “I was cleaning up,” she said, but stopped when she noticed Howard’s presence.

 Howard caught a glimpse of her naked self then looked away when she saw him. Ted gathered her clothes before joining her inside the bathroom. Howard went about putting the room in order while Shango changed into fresh pair of clothes; he appeared oblivious as if whatever activity occurring in the room was not of his concern anymore.

 The bathroom door opened again and out came Ted with Holly. Her hair was all wet and messed up; she had a tired look about herself too. Ted pocketed her ripped panties and garter belt. She blushed when she said hello to Howard; no further words were required beyond that.

 “Are you ready, darling?”

 Holly nodded as she slipped into her shoes. She tottered for a moment but Ted held her until she got her balance.

 Shango came and hugged her then kissed her. Holly tried to look away from him but Shango prodded her not to.

 “I look forward to hearing from you soon,” he said.

 “Yes. Me too,” she said.

 Ted said goodnight and with his arm around Holly they walked out of the room. Howard wanted to go with them but Shango’s hand fell on his shoulder, stopping him.

 “Where do you think you’re going, white boy?”

 “But, I thought-”

 “You thought nothing, white boy,” Shango cut him off. He pushed his shorts down his thighs and his thick rod popped out. Howard stared with amazement at its size and was even surprised to see it was slowly becoming turgid.

 “The reason I called you here was to see how good your mouth is for myself. Now get down on your knees and worship me.”

 Howard swallowed a gob of spit down his throat. He looked towards the bedroom door as if expecting to find Ted and his wife watching except they were gone already; there was just him standing in Master Shango’s midst.

 “Don’t fucking waste my time, white boy,” Shango snapped.

 Howard dropped to his knees without a fight. He stroked Shango’s girth with both hands. He inhaled the musky irritating smell of cum and sweat emanating from his crotch, then brought his mouth to the swollen head of his penis. He shut his eyes and bopped his head back and forth. Shango gripped his head with his massive hands and forced more of his meat into Howard’s mouth. Howard grunted with effort, the whole time imagining how Shango must have fucked Holly and wishing for the day when April would get to enjoy him as well.



 Chapter 23

 April scrambled out of her house and raced towards to her friend’s home. Distress was on her mind, or that was the perception she got when minutes ago she received a call from Jenny demanding her immediate presence. Jenny did not go into details besides wanting April to drop whatever she was doing right now and hurry over. April had not been up to much when Jenny’s call came through. She had been hanging wet clothes on the clotheslines in the backyard and barely heard her phone’s distant ringtone from where she left it on the kitchen counter. She told Jenny she was on her way and finished with her work, changed into a new pair of clothes then dashed out of her house.

 April slowed her steps when she got to Jenny’s driveway, took a moment to recapture her breath before stopping at her front door. The door opened before she raised her hand. Jenny stood in the doorway beaming at April who still assumed there was a problem somewhere.

 “What’s up?” she asked.

 “Get in here will you,” Jenny pulled her inside then shut the door.

 April was perplexed as Jenny led her into the living room. The answer came when she saw who sat in the living room waiting on them - Holly Simms. April was friends with Holly though not as close as they were about to become. They hugged each other and Jenny impatiently forced them to disperse with pleasantries and sit the fuck down.

 “Holly here has recently gone black,” Jenny announced proudly to April.

 “Gone black?”

 “You know - she had her first black cock last night. Wanna take a strong guess by whom?”

 April shrugged.

 “None other than Shango himself,” Jenny crackled.

 April looked at her wide-eyed then at Holly who sat with both hands clasped together before her knees looking like a convent girl. April observed the rosy blush on her dimpled cheeks. Holly gazed down at her hands to avoid her stare.

 “You made out with Olu Shango?”

 “Know of any other man by that name, silly?” Jenny interrupted. “Of course she made out with him at his hotel last night.”

 Jenny tapped Holly’s arm making her jump. “Keep with us, Holly. Tell us what went down. Don’t worry about April here, she knows the deal. In fact, you girls get to talking while I go into the kitchen and fix us something.”

 Holly came alive when Jenny left the room. She came over and sat beside April, two women sharing an indelibly personal chat together, and narrated all that occurred last night starting with her and Ted meeting Shango at the hotel and ending with them returning home late with Ted making love to her afterwards. April did not interrupt her gist; it brought back memories of her questioning Jenny about her life as an escort.

 Jenny returned to them, this time carrying a bottle of Chardonnay with three wine glasses. She filled the glasses and handed each one then sat in their middle.

 “Holly said Howard was there,” April told Jenny, and then turned to Holly, “Did Howard know you and Ted were coming?”

 “I didn’t know at first, but later when I asked Ted, he had no idea Howard would be there.”

 “Go on and tell us more about the sex part,” Jenny prodded.

 Holly, cheeks all crimson, went into detail of Shango leading her to his suite and roughly taking advantage of her in his room. She included the part of him finger-fucking her pussy and how she had wet herself afterwards - that brought delight to April’s eyes.

 “How did his cock feel when he got inside you?” Jenny asked.

 “It fucking hurt,” Holly blurted, then joined in the laughter that broke when she said that. Her cheeks remained red but she did not appear to mind anymore.

 “But it did hurt… my God, he was soooooo huge! I’ve never had anyone as big as him ever before. I felt like I was on an astral ride the whole time he fucked me.”

 All three women crackled uproariously. While she laughed, April did try to picture just how big Olu Shango’s cock might be and how it would feel having him inside her. Could his size possibly measure up to her lover Max? How come Howard had not bothered telling her this last night, even though he craved seeing her in bed with Shango? She figured she would ask him that later.

 “Did he cum inside you?” April asked.

 “I believe he did, yeah. But I was too worn out to know when he did. Crazy as it sounds, but his cock was way too much for me to handle. I came multiple times it felt like a bomb went off inside me; not one and not two,” she added.

 “What was Howard and Ted doing while you two fucked? Did they watch?”

 Holly shook her head; Jenny took up the narrative for her.





“Shango had them wait down in the lobby while he made out with her. Probably didn’t want them spoiling the fun watching, don’t you think?” she said to Holly.

 “I guess so. I’d hopped Ted would be there but then again I’m glad he didn’t. I was so scared of Shango. But when he got to kissing me… I just melted like an ice cube.”

 “Is he really big?” April asked Jenny.

 “Oh yeah, he’s a black cock machine and knows how to use it. Holly says he’s coming by this evening.”

 “But we’re not doing it here,” Holly said. “The kids are around and God forbid if somebody else finds out aside from you two. He called Ted an hour ago and told him he’ll be coming to pick me up.”

 “He’s gonna take you back to his hotel and fuck the shit out of you all night before bringing you back home,” Jenny declared.

 Holly spoke in a low voice. “Actually I’m spending the night with him; Ted said he’s okay with it.”

 They were silent for a few seconds before Jenny and April exploded. Jenny refilled their drinks and they toasted to each other’s health and sex life.

  *

 Howard leaned forward in his chair while Becca occupied his desk with her legs spread and her feet resting on the arms of his chair. Her skirt was bundled over her waist and she was leaning backward. Howard grasped her waist while his head stayed buried on her crotch. Becca moaned with lust. She lolled her head side to side, loving the weight and pull of his tongue and lips on her pussy. How she wished this would become an inclusive routine in their daily work.

 It did not take long for them to get done - it was the latter hours of the day. Howard’s door remained locked even as Becca freshened up in his rest room. Howard did later come in to wash his face, both delighted with the moment. Howard felt bold enough to reveal to her the burden that weighted on his mind.

 “You remember that first time at your place I asked if you’d do something for me?”

 Becca nodded while apprising herself in the mirror. “I remember you never said anything again.”

 “I was still thinking about it at the time. It might seem crazy, and I hope you don’t take it that way. But I’d love to watch you fuck someone else.”

 The world came to a stop. Becca looked at him as she was busy washing her hands. “Would you repeat that? I didn’t think I caught it the first time.”

 Howard took hold of her hands. He did it deliberately, fearing she might lash out at him.

 “What I said was I’d like to watch you fuck someone else,” he then added, “Preferably a black guy.”

 “How long have you wanted this?”

 “Ever since we started this of ours. It’s all I’ve thought about since we made love that day.”

 “That’s a strange request you’re asking.”

 “I know and I’m sorry. I don’t know why but the urge is something I can’t let go. Plus, that first day we spent together, when we talked and you told me about that former lover of yours, it drove me wild thinking about it. It just feels so right to me.”

 “You want like a threesome thing, is that what you want?”

 “No. I just want to sit and watch you have sex with a black man.”

 Becca did not say anything. She turned around and finished with washing her hands. Howard assumed he had offended her with his demand. He stood there hesitant with uneasiness, not knowing what else to do. Becca turned off the faucet and placed her hands under the dryer machine hooked to the wall before turning to him.

 “You’re going to have to let me think about this,” she said.

 “Sure, sure. I’d certainly love for you to do that.”

 He made to kiss her but she shook her head and held him off. She covered the distance to his office door, turned the key and let herself out of his office and shut the door behind her.







 Chapter 24

 Olu Shango arrived at the Simm’s residence for his date-night with Holly, but he did not come alone. Charmaine was his chauffeur for the evening, wearing a black tux and looking weirder with his makeup and hair tied in a bun above his head. Shango directed him where to go and he pulled to a stop in front of the Simms’ home. Shango came down from the backseat and walked towards the house while Charmaine kept the car running.

 Shango pressed the doorbell and Ted opened the door and ushered him into his home. In the living room was Howard and April. They had been sitting there almost an hour waiting. They rose to their feet when Ted returned with his expected visitor and shook hands with Shango; he did not appear surprised finding them there.

 April said, “So nice to see you again. I was wondering when we were going to sight you around.”

 “It’s funny, I was just thinking the same thing,” Shango said in his smooth voice while giving April a subtle look-over. “You’re looking hot tonight. Where’s Holly?”

 Ted left the room while the three of them sat down and waited. April asked Shango how long he intended to remain in the city. Howard paid little attention to their conversation as he ruminated on what had led to them been here in the first place.

 April did call him while at work hours after his time with Becca to inform him of her get together with Holly in Jenny’s home. It occurred to Howard then that he had fucked up not coming clean about whereabouts the previous night; April let him know how upset she was about it.

 “I thought we have an agreement about not keeping anymore secrets?”

 “I’m sorry, darling. I got carried away by what he got me to do after Ted and Holly left.”

 “And whatever would that be? Are you going to tell me or do I have to wait till you get home?”

 “No, you don’t have to wait,” he snapped, but quickly apologised. “He told me to come and meet him at the hotel. I didn’t know he had a date with Ted and Holly. And then after they’d gone, he made me clean up the room and… and suck his cock.”

 April’s silence lasted some seconds. “Oh Howard darling, that’s all you should have said. But we’ve got to work on something before he gets here.”

 Their call over, April searched amongst several of their neighbours to see who would mind allowing any of their adult kids to watch over Carl for the evening; she gave them a time. Howard was not eager about them paying the Simms a visit but under April’s insistence he had no choice. He called Ted after returning home to confirm what hour Shango intended showing up, letting him know he and April would be there soon.

 He felt comfortable letting April take charge of the evening with getting into Shango’s skin while he sat back to watch and observe. Not that it mattered much - Shango was for the ladies whereas hubbies perform cleaning-up duty after. But it did no harm wondering what Shango had in store for Ted’s wife. And with April wanting to jump into the fun, the evening was bound to be a spectacular one.

 Shango and April quit their chat and looked up as Ted returned leading Holly behind. It was a perfect picture of a husband leading his wife towards the arms of her awaiting lover; the thought was not lost on Howard. Holly’s features were highlighted by her dimples as she took in the room’s occupants. She wore a shoulder-top blouse and tight skirt; her high heels clinked with each step she made into the room. Olu welcomed her into his arms and kissed her cheek.

 “You’re very beautiful,” he sniffed her neckline. “Hmmm, love your perfume.”

 “Thanks. I hope you love what I’m wearing too.” She turned around for him to admire the rest of her. Howard’s hand rested on his crotch as he too appreciated her legs jutting under her skirt along with the outline that was her hips. Shango whistled with approval.

 I do indeed love your outfit. Even better I can’t wait to get you out of them,” he laughed. “Now how about we get on out of here.”

 “Hope you’re not leaving us behind,” this came from April and all eyes turned to her. “We’d love to tag along. It’ll be boring us sitting at home while you two have all the fun.”

 “Now that you mentioned it, sure, why not.”

 Ted opened the front door and wished them a fun time. Olu had his arm around Holly looking like he had no intention returning her back. April and Howard said goodnight to Ted as they went towards their vehicle.

 Charmaine had a cigarette in his hand but stubbed it out as Shango and Holly approached. He exited the vehicle and opened the back door for them.

 “Back to my place, sir?” he asked Shango as Holly settled in the backseat beside him.

 “You know it, sissy-boy.”

 Charmaine looked over at April and Howard and waved at them; they reciprocated the gesture then got into their car.

 “Who is that?” April asked Howard after shutting the passenger door. Howard looked through his window at Charmaine driving off before starting his engine.

 “That’s Charmaine,” he said. “He’s a tranny; or rather, she is.”

 “A tranny?”

 “Transsexual. Shango’s fucking his wife.”

 “My God, who isn’t he fucking?”

 Howard reversed out of the driveway and drove fast to catch up with Charmaine’s rear lights.

 “Who did you find to watch over Carl?” he asked.

 “Nicole Newton. She’s one of Abby Newton’s daughters. She’s a real sweetie; I told her we’d be back around nine.”

 “And she agreed to that?”

 “For twenty Dollars she said yes. Now are we going to catch up with them or do you know where they’re heading already?”

  *

 Holly had never been to the Lakeview District before. She mentioned this to Shango after he informed her where they were going. His hand caressed her thigh all through the ride. He sometimes leaned towards her and whispered something in her ear that produced a burst of giggle from her; he could make out her nipples pressing against the fabric of her dress wanting attention. Charmaine caught their foreplay in the mirror and chuckled inwardly; he, too, was so looking forward to Master Shango conquering the woman in his home tonight.

 Charmaine slowed to a stop in front of his building and Shango helped Holly out of the backseat and into the building. Charmaine worked on his lipstick while observing through his mirror for sighting of Howard and his wife. It was not long before they entered the street and parked across from Charmaine. Charmaine got out of his car as they came to join him.

 “Glad you could make it, Howard.” They shook hands then he kissed the back of April’s palm. “I hope you don’t mind, darling. I’m happy your man here brought you along unlike last time,” he gave Howard a sly wink.

 They rode the elevator and got to the apartment. Charmaine’s wife Lisa answered the door. She was naked and did not appear to care. She kissed her husband and was ecstatic when Howard introduced April to her. April’s eyes went everywhere as they entered the apartment. She almost expected to find Shango fucking Holly in the living room but there was no sighting of them there. Lisa led them to the bar to fix them drinks. Two black men occupied a sofa holding drinks in their hand; like Lisa, they too were naked.

 “These are my two gentlemen for the evening,” Lisa introduced the men after filling April and Howard’s glasses with champagne. Lisa went and planted herself between her men, stretching her legs over their thighs, showcasing her pink gash for all to see.

 “They sure know just how to keep a woman company,” she purred, caressing the men’s cheeks, crackling with pleasure while they squeezed her tits and fingered her pussy.

 “You having a good time, love?” Charmaine said to his wife then to April, “Come on you two. Let me take you to Master Shango.”

 April went with him. Howard stopped to look one last time at Lisa gushing frivolously from the tantalising attention she was getting from her studs before going to catch up with Charmaine.

 April sipped her drink and squeezed her face from the buzz as the liquor sailed down her throat. The drink did the trick of revving up her erotic engines to full steam; she could not wait to see what Shango was up to. Howard did caught some erotic heat and like April, he too was in high anticipation for the evening.

 Charmaine led them along the same corridor Howard had passed last time to the master bedroom.

 The room’s outlook was nothing like the last time Howard was inside. He almost expected to find a crowd watching the Master at work but to his chagrin group of persons were there. There was Olu Shango sitting on the bed looking towards their direction with Holly sitting on the floor with her head bent over his crotch. Her skirt was bunched over her waist, exposing her rump; the exquisite slurping noise she made was evident.

 “The Master is just getting warmed up,” Charmaine chuckled with glee.

 April was awestruck by what she saw as she edged closer to get a better view of Shango’s thick rod. She wanted nothing else but to be where Holly was, doing what she was doing. Her legs felt jittery as she stood there watching them; she could almost feel her pussy drip with wetness.

 She drained her champagne and handed her empty glass to Howard. “No point standing here watching.”

 April worked her hand behind her back to unzip her dress; Howard assisted her with it. She unclasped her sandals and wrestled out of her dress. Charmaine clapped his hands, cooing like a schoolgirl as April went and joined Holly. She knelt beside her and they exchanged pleasantries. Holly made room between Shango’s thighs and allowed April to suck on his huge cock.

 Howard wanted to go join them but Charmaine held his arm and shook his head. Howard wanted to voice his complaint but could not figure the words to express what he was missing out on.

 “That’s not where you ought to be, Howard. Come, there’s a special friend of mine you ought to meet.”

 Howard groaned as Charmaine steered him out of the room. He looked back in desperation at April and Holly bobbing their heads before Master Shango’s crotch. Charmaine stopped and shut the door before his eyes.

 “For fuck’s sake, why did you do that?”

 “I told you I have a special friend that’s waiting. A lady-friend and I tell you, she’s to die for.”

 Charmaine led him back into the corridor. “She’s a Mistress whom I worship; a dominatrix. Lucky for us I already told her about you and she wants to meet you.”

 “Why?” Howard asked as if still in doubt about everything he had just heard. He looked back at the master bedroom door, wishing he was in there right now. That was all he had looked forward to enjoying for the evening, nothing more.

 “Can’t we just go back?” he pleaded.

 “That can wait,” Charmaine propelled him towards a door that to Howard was probably the same that opened into the fateful room he and Ted had walked into during their previous visit. “This is more important, trust me.” Charmaine knocked on the door.

 “Come,” a woman snapped from inside.

 Charmaine opened the door and gestured at Howard to enter. Howard reluctantly ventured inside and then everything about April and Shango flew from his mind when he saw what awaited him. Charmaine prodded him further into the room then shut the door.

 A thickset woman sat on the bed pulling a black rubber glove down to her elbow. She wore a black latex rubber outfit cut to her meaty thigh and black high-heeled boots that rode to her knees. A face mask shielded half of her face. Her lips were rosy red just like her hair.

 “Who’s the white boy,” she addressed Charmaine who came and knelt before her.

 “His name’s Howard, my Mistress. The friend I told you about.”

 Howard stood transfixed at the big woman as she rose to her feet. She was of average height, but the aura she distilled in the room made her seem like a giant. Her auburn hair fell halfway to her backside. More than a dominatrix, she looked like a she-devil. She wielded a riding crop in her hand; Howard could only imagine what tendencies she had with it.

 “Bring your ass over here, white boy,” she barked at him.

 Howard drew closer as if spellbound. The woman gestured at him to drop to his knees which he did. Her size seemed to expand before his eyes.

 “I am Ms. Jenn,” she smacked her crop on his shoulder, making him wince. “And you are my slave for the evening.”



 Chapter 25

 April lay on the bed awaiting the inevitable. It seemed to take forever. Her feature curled in yearning anticipation mixed with desire; the pain had not arrived yet but it was about to. She shut her eyes and swallowed a lungful of air as Shango’s bulk loomed over her. A crease of a frown highlighted her brow as if something was wrong - why was he taking so fucking long? April opened her eyes and looked past her abdomen to where her pussy met Shango’s pelvis; Holly held one of her legs apart for him. Shango rubbed his prick against her labia, teasing her towards madness. She opened her mouth thus letting go the pocket of air she had saved up.

 “Give it to me,” she demanded fiercely. “Give it to me, you hear!”

 “You want it bad? Okay, here you go!”

 He gave it to her and for an instant there was nothing. That instant lasted a millisecond before a reaction occurred. April’s body tensed as if struck by lightning. She muttered a croak, consequentially choking on a mouthful of air that she had just inhaled. A sudden flare ignited like a matchstick inside her head which mushroomed into a giant nuclear cloud. The explosion sent shockwaves from her brain racing to her spine, coursing every nerve, every cell, in her body. A searing groan welled from her gut, through her windpipe and out of her mouth. Her back arched from the bed as she bucked and panted uncontrollably.

 Holly maintained her grip on April’s ankle even as she struggled. Her eyes expanded and her mouth opened in awe as she watched Olu Shango’s muscle press deep into her friend’s pussy. April screamed and kept bucking and groaning as his cock slid into her vagina. Holly herself was still reeling from the throb of Shango’s size having stretched and fucked her minutes ago before letting April take her place. It amazed her that someone like Shango harboured such stamina to fuck two women without calling time-out. The sex she had enjoyed so far was unlike any she had experienced before. Better than their previous romp; this time he had discarded all niceties to fuck her even harder. Listening to April’s rising screams only confirmed that she too was feeling his mighty cock the same way she had.

 Shango lay on top of April and she caressed his backside and shoulders while groaning under him. Her hips and pelvis bucked against him when he pulled out only to slam back into her again. April murmured a rasping cry as she continued to take on his girth. Her pussy clung to his shaft like a glove. Each withdrawal he made came away smeared by her juice. Holly slid off the bed and come kneel behind Shango. Her position gave her meagre view of his cock slipping into her cunt. She rubbed her clit as she watched the underside of April’s pussy taking successive pounding from Shango’s girth.

 April moaned ecstatically. She raked her nails upon his shoulders as he then slid his hands underneath her backside to grasp her buttocks. Her body kept taking her punishment; her breathing sounded more like a revving engine. Her pussy felt unbelievably stretched and still she wanted him, craved him like nothing before.

 Her hips and thighs undulated against his pelvis. Shango propped himself on his toes, his palms pressed against the underside of her thighs as he thrust down into her vagina, grunting with effort. April clawed at his arms when she was not grabbing at her tits. Pools of sweat fell from Shango’s brow as he dropped to his knees and lowered himself back on top of her, grinding his pelvis while ripping into her. April gasped harder. Shango slipped his tongue into her mouth and she willingly pulled on his tongue.

 Just as his cock was taking April higher into the stratosphere, Shango pulled out to her sudden consternation. He reached for Holly and pulled her over, manoeuvring her to lie on top of April, her legs spread over hers. April caressed Holly’s hair from her face to get a better view of what was coming. Holly gave a sharp cry when Shango rammed into her. April kissed her face as a means of soothing her cries. Holly lolled her face against April’s shoulder. She gasped and whimpered into her ear while April pressed her crotch against hers.

 Shango gave one more thrust before pulling out of her. Holly gasped with relief and collapsed on top her friend. Shango was not done as he held his shaft in his hand searching below for April’s cunt. He missed his aim the first time before April reached down her crotch and slid his cock where it ought to go and from then on began groaning her own pleasurable moans. Shango repeated the same gesture as he went back and forth on both women till April caught hint of his impending climax. Shango groaned with lust and gestured at them to come to their feet.

 Holly rolled off April, their bodies wet and slippery from each other’s sweat. Olu Shango stood before them jerking his cock frantically as they knelt before him, both eager to catch his load. He threw his head back and roared as he shot a trace of cum across Holly’s face. April leaned her mouth closer and caught other spurts that flew at them. Holly tasted his cum as it landed on her lips and she squeezed her face in disgust. April did her the favour of licking cum off her face. She grabbed Shango’s cock and sucked him clean.

 “I’m not done with you yet,” Shango swiped his thumb across his brow dripping with sweat. “I’ve got some more black cock to give.”

 “You wore my pussy out,” April said. “You have more power in you to go on?”

 He grinned. “Find me a towel to wipe off this sweat and a glass of water and then we’ll see.”

  *

 Howard pictured himself as a lone spider suddenly caught in a Venus fly trap - how could he possibly have gotten this involved and not assume things would get any crazier, he thought to himself as he marvelled at the dominatrix goddess known as Ms. Jenn standing before him. Too late, the fantasy he had erstwhile enjoyed was now to his horror becoming his reality.

 “I’m sorry but I can’t have any of th-”

 WHACK!

 Ms. Jenn smacked his cheek with her riding crop, stunning him into silence.

 “Who the fuck asked you to speak, slave?” she spat and then turned to Charmaine who was getting out of his tuxedo outfit. “Didn’t you inform this pathetic fool who I am and what my rules are?”

 “I did mention a bit of it beforehand, my Mistress. Do forgive him. He’s new at this and needs some lessons from you.”

 Howard again attempted to speak. “Hold on now, I don’t want any of this no-”

 WHACK!

 The crop landed on his head hard enough to make him yelp. He attempted rising to his feet but Ms. Jenn pushed him back to remain as he was.

 “Don’t you fucking play cute with me, you white pathetic slug of shit. Don’t dare think I’m just some ordinary woman you’re looking at either. I’ve got the muscle and skills to break your arms right here and now if I so want to. Do you want to test me, bitch-boy?”

 Howard massaged the spot where she had hit him, too stunned and weary to put up a fight or counter her words. Charmaine discarded his last item of clothes and stood naked in his stockings. His feminine tits stood prominent but a little saggy; his penis was nothing but a lifeless stub.

 Ms. Jenn turned away from Howard for a moment. When she returned, she was wielding a ten-inch black dildo in her hand. Howard’s eyes lit with apparent fright as his mind conjured up eerie images of whatever she intended with that contraption. All instinct told him to race out of the room (already he recognised it as the same room he and Ted had suffered under the hands of the black men from last time), praying the woman would not exercise further wrath upon him.

 “Let me clue you in on a little lesson in manners, bitch-boy,” she stroked the dildo and licked its penis-shaped head before aiming the dildo at him. “Open your mouth, slave!”

 Howard parted his lips upon her command. His eyes stared at the looming tip of the dildo as she drew closer towards him. Howard was unaware of Charmaine coming behind him and was appropriately caught by surprise when Charmaine wrapped his arm under his chin in a strong headlock. Howard yelped in surprise and struggled against him but Charmaine’s hold was too powerful. He pressed his thumb against Howard’s cheek, forcing his mouth to open wide.

 “That’s a good boy,” the Mistress jammed the dildo into his mouth.

 Howard choked and gurgled with hurt as she thrust the dildo further into his mouth. The dildo felt rough; he inhaled a distinct foul odour coming from it. Howard tried wrenching himself from Charmaine’s grip but it was futile. The Mistress warned him not to stop. He did as instructed and worked his lips around the dildo, afraid of how far she might force it on him should he give any hint of disobedience.

 “That’s a good bitch boy. Has this slave ever sucked a black man’s cock before?”

 “He has, my Mistress,” Charmaine said. “The last time he was here.”

 “Excellent. No wonder he’s looking like he’s enjoying my dildo. You are enjoying my dildo aren’t you, slave?”

 Howard grunted and nodded while still forcing the dildo down his throat.

 “Are you going to be a good boy and show me how you worshipped that black cock? Nod your head, bitch-boy.”

 Howard responded accordingly.

 Ms. Jenn retrieved the dildo. Charmaine let go of Howard who then fell forward grunting, coughing and sputtering phlegm on the carpet; his feature was all red. Howard, to his surprise, picked up the dildo and stuck it back into his mouth. Ms. Jenn and Charmaine stood back and watched him slobber over it like a dog would over bone.

 “That’s it,” she cooed. “Keep sucking that dildo, bitch boy. Another lesson you should learn, all white boys are bitch boys who love nothing but to worship black cock.”

 Howard was unaware how long he continued doing that until the Mistress’s voice cracked like a whip.

 “Stop! ”

Howard did stop, letting the dildo fall from his hand. He looked at her as she then came from behind.

 She was wearing a dildo strap-on harness around her hips. Howard saw that aside from her riding crop in one hand, she carried a lube bottle in her other.

 “Now’s when we get to make a sissy out of you, bitch boy,” her voice was loud as it was cold. “Get up your feet and STRIP NOW! ”



Chapter 26

 Two hours had come and gone without anyone seeming to care. Lisa had already discharged her two lovers for the night and spent time cleaning up the kitchen then set about making sandwiches for herself and everyone else around. She got a bag of cookies out of the fridge and sliced some cheese cake on disposable plates and gave each piece to April and Holly, both of whom were relaxing in the den. She carried a plate of sandwich and cake with her towards the master bedroom.

 She tapped on the door before venturing inside.

 Olu Shango had Ms. Jenn bent over on the bed and was fucking her hard. His pelvis and thighs smacked hard against her ample butt each time he rammed into her, sounding like thunder claps. She held onto the sheets jerking herself and the bed forward from the might of his thrusts; her other arm caressed her giant pair of udders. Shango grabbed a fistful of her hair and yanked her head backward, smacking her butt repeatedly, making her whimper even louder.

 Charmaine lay under the dominatrix with his face buried against her vagina. He wore her strap-on dildo and she periodically gagged down on it to help minimise her groans. Her pussy squirted all over Charmaine’s face while his lips latched onto her velvet pussy folds, sometimes tugging on her sensitive clit. Master Shango’s balls-sac smacked against his brow and he often played with them too. Shango climbed onto the bed crotched over Ms. Jenn’s gargantuan buttock, gripping her waist for balance. He gasped with exquisite lust from the sensation he got sliding in and out of her cunt. It felt so electric but never slowed his momentum.

 Lisa laid the plate she brought with her on a table. She sat down and massaged her pussy while she watched. Her pussy became sodden and her breathing heavy as she slipped her fingers deep into her velvet orifice. Lisa was good friends with Ms. Jenn. She loved whenever Jenn found time to come by her home to punish her husband or have fun with her, just the two of them in bed together. But the occasions were always terrific when they had a man’s cock to share. Shango was the perfect specimen of manhood to satisfy them and leave them wanting for more.

 “Give it to me,” Jenn panted. Her face curled in erotic grimace as she glanced at Shango over her shoulder. “Gimme that big black dick!”

 “I’m gonna give it to you,” Shango snarled. “Ugghh… I’m fucking gonna give it to you!”

 Jenn pressed her face against Charmaine’s thigh while her hands gripped the sheets. “Ugghhhh… Awwhhh fucking give it… Awwh, GIMME THAT CUM!”

 Shango smacked her ass before letting himself go inside her. Ms. Jenn continued thrusting back at him; her pussy muscles squeezed every ounce of cum from his penis. Shango collapsed on the bed when he was done.

 Ms. Jenn was still moaning after he pulled out of her but she was not done yet. She squirmed and wiggled her butt over Charmaine’s face while he ate the load of cum dripping out of her cunt. She squeezed her huge pair of melons as an orgasm ripped through her gut. She came and laid beside Shango just as Charmaine came off the bed wiping traces of cum from his face and licking it off his fingers.

 “And where do you think you’re going?” Lisa beckoned him towards her which he did by crawling on his hands and knees.

 Lisa pulled him to his knees and licked remaining traces of semen and cum juice that coated his face. She stuck her tongue into his mouth to acquaint herself with a taste of what he had cleaned out of Ms. Jenn. Charmaine had saved some for her. He knew how much his wife loved swallowing cum as long as it was not his. Charmaine had not fucked his wife in years. The fact that he loved watching her have sex with numerous black men made her more desirable in his eyes than wanting to keep her just for himself.

 “You’d better go see to Howard,” she told him when she was done.

 “Yes, my darling.” Charmaine loosened the belt of the dildo strap-on and left it on the table then left the room. Lisa picked her plate from the table.

 “Time to get your strength back,” she came to the bed. “Anyone care for sandwiches and cheesecake?”

 Charmaine went to the spare bedroom and opened the door.

 Howard lay sprawled on the bed naked; his clothes and shoes lay in a pile beside the door where Charmaine had left them prior to when Ms. Jenn got busy stretching Howard out with her dildo. Charmaine went rummaging in the closet and found himself a fresh pair of panties and bra which he took his sweet time to wear. He scooped Howard’s clothes in his arms along with his shoes and dropped them beside the bed before tapping Howard’s arm.

 “Howard, time to come awake,” he shook Howard till he got more than a stirring from him. Howard murmured as his eyes opened and he focused on Charmaine. “Rise and shine, Howie,” Charmaine said.

 He tried pulling himself up but groaned and stopped when he felt a sharp throbbing pain coming from his rectum. The pain reverberated down his thighs and for a moment he thought he was having terrible cramps. Charmaine took his arm and assisted him to sit upright. Howard was gasping from the pain the whole time he sat up on the bed.

 “I know what you’re having,” Charmaine explained as Howard took a moment to catch his breath. “It’ll hurt for a while, but soon you’ll feel like nothing new. Wait here, I’ll be back.”

 Charmaine dashed out of the room but returned in a minute and a half with a capsule pack and a glass of water in his hand that he gave to Howard. He popped open the pack and gave Howard two pills.

 “What’s this?” Howard asked.

 “A mild sedative. Don’t worry, it’s not gonna knock you out. Just going to heal your pain a lot faster; it works wonders for me. Go ahead, down it.”

 Howard swallowed the pills and washed them down with water from the glass. He winced from the aftertaste in his mouth as they raced down his throat. He sat there for a while to let the drug wash down inside himself as Charmaine handed him bits of his clothes.

 “How do you feel?”

 Howard groaned once more as he pulled himself successfully to his feet. He tottered for a moment before retaining his balance.

 “Like I’ve been royally fucked, is what; my asshole doesn’t feel like mine anymore.”

 “Don’t worry, you’ll live. It takes a little getting used to. You’re lucky Ms. Jenn went soft on you. I’ve seen her split a guy in half one time,” Charmaine chuckled at the memory. “The guy told me he couldn’t sit on a chair for a week, let alone knew how to shit.”

 Howard bent forward to wear his briefs and suddenly felt a clenching pain in his gut that made him turn purple.

 “I think I’m going to be sick for a long time.”

 “It’s the drug going to work on you. It’s got its own little kick but just give it a little time. Drink some more water and drink more when you get home, nothing but that. By morning I promise it’ll be gone.”

 Howard did finish the water in the glass and true to Charmaine’s word the pain dissipated somewhat and he felt strong enough to wear his clothes.

 “Why did you do that anyway?” Howard asked. “Hold me down and hurt my chin back then. Was that fucking necessary?”

 “When it comes to obeying Ms. Jenn, everything is fucking necessary. Like I said, she went soft on you, probably because she wanted to have her own fun with Master Shango. Left up to her, she’d have twisted your arm like origami until you begged. I’ve seen her at work lots of times. I didn’t want her taking the chance on you. How’re you feeling?”

 Howard nearly stumbled as he wore his pants. The throbbing pain was still there but not as aggressive as earlier. He felt grateful for that, whether it was the drugs doing their work or not.

 “I’ll manage.” A thought then occurred to him as he wore his shirt. “Do you think April knows what happened?”

 “I haven’t told her, but she probably will. I’ll go check on her.”

 Charmaine tied a wrap around his waist then left the room. Howard sauntered about the room to gauge the throbbing pain in his rectum and the rumble in his gut; he was feeling a bit better with himself each passing second. He washing his face in the bathroom and wore his shoes before leaving the room.

 April was putting on her clothes and turned to see Howard coming to meet me in the master bedroom. She kissed his cheek then resumed her conversation with Lisa. Except for Holly who was sleeping under the bed covers there was no sight of Olu Shango or Ms. Jenn. Howard enquired from Lisa who indicated with a finger pointing at the bathroom door.

 “It’s getting late,” he said to April after noting the time on his watch.

 “Yes sure, honey. I’m almost done here.”

 April exchanged on last hug and kisses with Lisa before saying goodbye. Charmaine was cleaning up the living room where they found him. April exchanges kisses with him as well.

 “I’ll give you a call later,” Charmaine said to Howard as he embraced him; he pinched his bottom and sniggered. “Take it easy till then, Howie. You’re one of us now.”

 He saw them out his apartment and waved goodbye to them before shutting the door. April tapped Howard’s arm as they approached the elevator.

 “What did he mean by that, saying that ‘you’re one of us now’?”

 “Beats me,” he responded casually. “Probably just something that occurred to him that’s all.” Howard pressed the elevator button while they waited. “How did you enjoy Shango?”

 “Oh my God, you should have been there to see us together. Such stamina about him; his cock is fucking incredible.”

 Howard believed every word she said, listening to the awe in her voice. After all, he too had seen Shango in action first hand and knew.

 The elevator doors swung open for them and he ushered her inside.

 “I’ll bet you had your own fun, didn’t you darling?”

 “Oh yeah,” he answered as he pressed the lobby button and the elevator doors closed in on them. “I had a fun swell time.”



 Chapter 27

 Howard squirmed and fidgeted in his sleep. He slept curled on his side with his feet clenched under the covers, clutching and hugging his pillow as if for dear life. April slept snugly beside him, her dreams untroubled unlike his. His eyes came awake and for a brief moment he assumed he was back at the spare bedroom in Charmaine’s apartment getting tortured by the savvy dominatrix known as Ms. Jenn.

 He came off the bed and went into the bathroom and washed his face. He sat down on the toilet seat while reflecting on what the evening had done to him. The earlier pain in his rectum was now nothing but a memory; it did not feel like anything vicious had occurred to him at all, and yet it had. It very much had. He shut his eyes and conjured up what went down, taking it one slow step at a time.

 Ms. Jenn stepped back and yelled at him to strip. Howard remained still on his knees, looking at her with trepidation and confusion as if he had not actually heard what she said. She raised the crop in her hand about to strike and he pleaded then came to his feet and began taking off his clothes. While doing that he watched Charmaine drop on his elbows and knees on the bed, resting his face flat on the bed. He reached behind and spread his ass cheeks for the Mistress. Ms. Jenn poured lube on her dildo and sneered at Howard as she took aim.

 “Watch this, bitch boy,” she leered. “This is what you’re gonna get in a minute.”

 Howard kept his eyes audaciously open as he watched her slid the tip of the dildo inside Charmaine. Ms. Jenn started slow but with time picked up the pace with Charmaine grunting with effort as she thrust harder into him. He reached between his legs and tugged frantically at his penis though it never grew hard. Howard kicked his feet out of his shoes before unbuttoning his shirt. Charmaine gasped and pleaded for Ms. Jenn to give it to him harder. She did just that, panting while jerking her hips back and forth. She looked towards Howard to see how ready he was.

 “I told you to get your fucking pathetic ass out of those clothes, did I not, bitch boy!”

 Howard did not realise he had stopped as he was captivated by what he was seeing. He quickly unbuckled his belt and shoved his pants down his ankles along with his pair of briefs. He thought he felt programmed and put on automated pilot; he could not withdraw himself from what was about to befall him.

 Ms. Jenn pulled out of Charmaine who moaned as he fell forward on his face. He came off the bed and bowed to Ms. Jenn and thanked her for her work. He gestured at Howard to assume his place.

 Howard stared at the dominatrix’s strap-on dildo with pertinent dread as he came onto the bed, his body tensed like a rock; he listened to his heart skipping beats in his chest. He was not aware of Ms. Jenn reaching for her lube bottle from where she had dropped it when he climbed the bed, but he did squirmed when she poured some of it over his bottom; Charmaine assisted with rubbing it over her butt. Howard buried his face into the bed and gripped the sheets tight while they lathered his behind, awaiting the inevitable. He hissed when Ms. Jenn stuck a finger into his rectum. The probing felt like forever. Howard imagined tons of pleasant stuff to calm his nerves from the impending violation. At one time he felt two fingers probing his rectum and in his mind begged for it to be over.

 The fingering stopped and Howard groaned with relief when it pulled out of him. A brief silent tension followed. The silence ended when he felt the cold wet tip of the dildo pressing against his puckered hole. Howard gritted his teeth and shut his eyes as Ms. Jenn grabbed his shoulder and the horror befell him. He ran through a welter of rampant images in his mind, anything powerful enough to distract his mind. Too late, the dildo pushed its way into his rectum and Howard pressed his face onto the bed’s fabric while screaming into the bed sheets.

 A bedside light came on and Howard came suddenly awake. He saw April gazing down at him still shaking his shoulder like she did not realise he was fully awake. Howard was stunned to see himself back in bed, clutching the sheets. He remembered washing his face and then sitting in the toilet. He tried to think back if he had actually returned to bed afterwards or whether it had been part of his nightmarish dream.

 “Howard, what’s the matter? What’s wrong?”

 He tried to speak but his voice was so dry no words came forth. He raised his head from the pillow which bore a ring of sweat and looked about the room. April tapped his arm irritably which startled Howard.

 “Speak to me, Howard. What’s wrong? A minute ago you were murmuring to yourself like you were crying.”

 “Nothing,” he blurted, then ran the back of his palm against his brow, coming awake with seat. He felt slightly hot like he was having a fever.

 “Are you sure nothing’s the matter?”

 “Yes, everything’s fine. Wait, you said I was saying something?”

 “I thought you were but I could not make out any of it. You just sounded like he were moaning about something.”

 “Yeah, probably I was,” he said reassuringly. “It was some crazy weird dream, but it’s nothing to worry about, honey. Nothing serious at all.”

 “You sure?”

 “Yes, of course I’m sure.” He kissed her. “It was just a bad dream, that’s all. But thanks for waking me up.”

 April switched off the light and they returned to their former sleeping posture. Howard turned over his pillow and muttered goodnight to April. April responded back, even though she was not completely sold on his dream part. She turned over and hugged him this time in case he moaned in his sleep again.



 Chapter 28

 Two days later Howard was at his desk with half of his thoughts buried in his work. The other half was engrossed on his secretary Becca. She had avoided his advances since he made his unusual request to her. Her greetings were more perfunctory than usual. He almost wished he could take back the moment he opened his mind to her. But the cat was long out of the bag regarding that.

 He never thought he would become so ensnared in the clutches of his cuckold desires but that seemed to be the case with everything around him. His body gave no painful memory of the rectum-drilling he had undergone from Ms. Jenn two days ago. Nothing except the memory of that fateful night which was starting to seem more like an enjoyable dream each time he reflected on it. His eyes darted to his phone lying silent on his desk. He had expected Charmaine to call the following day but not a word from him yet. Howard cursed himself for not thinking of waiting to see Ms. Jenn before he and April left the apartment. He should have gotten her number then to see about getting in touch within the week. Except doing that would have aroused suspicion from April who was still clueless about his own adventure that night. So far she had not raised the subject of him mumbling in his sleep since and likewise he intended to keep mum as long as she never brought it up. It looks as if they both had their divergent true calling now - April had Olu Shango on her mind whereas his bore happy thoughts on Ms. Jenn.

 Now if only Charmaine would call… or better, he would see about contacting him himself.

 There was a knock on his door and then it opened to reveal Becca. She was all solemn as she approached his desk, no sultry smiles or swinging hips. Howard dropped his pen when she stopped at his desk. He inhaled her perfume and felt a sudden stirring in his veins to get up and take her.





“I’ve been thinking about what you said to me last time,” her voice sounded cool, but Howard sensed some discomfort about her. She looked down at his desk while she spoke. “What I want to know is will this change anything between us whether I choose to do this or not?”

 “What do you mean by that?”

 “I mean what we’ve got going between us here at work and outside. Will I still be working for you… and sleeping with each other?”

 Howard reached for her hand and she allowed him.

 “Nothing’s going to change between you and me. That includes work.”

 “And you’re not worried that this just might? Do you think you can handle it when it comes?”

 “I’d like to think that I can.”

 “This thing you’re asking of me, I’ve done something like this before. With a former lover of mine. It didn’t end well for both of us.”

 “I know, you’ve told me about him already; unless this is someone else you haven’t yet mentioned. Whatever happens, I won’t get upset.”

 “Of course you can say that. You’re married.” She quickly apologised.

 “It’s okay, I get your point. And you are right, I am married. April and I, we’re still learning more about ourselves we never knew was possible before.”

 “Like sharing your secretary, right?”

 “Yes, like that,”

 A hint of a smile lit her face. “I have a confession to make. I did enjoy the three of us in my bedroom. I especially enjoyed your wife.”

 “I know. April enjoyed you too.”

 “I haven’t done anything like that since college.”

 “Why don’t you call her up and see if both of you can enjoy some time with each other again.”

 “You won’t mind?”

 “No, I won’t mind. If I’d known beforehand how that day was going to go for us, I’d have been smiling when you let us into your place.”

 His phone came alive on his desk. Howard brightened when he saw it was Charmaine.

 “This is serious,” he picked up his phone.

 “Oh, yes, sure. I’ll be off to lunch. See you later.”

 She came towards him and gave him a quick kiss before leaving his office. Howard turned away from his desk with his phone pressed to his ear.

 “Charmaine. Where are you?”

  *

 April stood by the kerb, staring into the dark alley in front of her, contemplating whether or not to venture inside. The alley’s darkness was impenetrable and bore an atrocious stench that reached out at her like a claw. She stood near the glare of a street light that afforded her the means of re-reading the short note Jenny had left at her door in the afternoon when April returned from having picked her son from his summer classes. Jenny had written the alley’s address, saying she was going to be here attending to a client and if April would be so kind to follow the directions that would bring her to where she was. Whatever impulse that earlier compelled April to take up the challenge of searching for her friend to this very spot, she was not feeling it anymore.

 April looked back to where she had parked her car at a Seven-Eleven across the street. She wanted to return to it but thought it would be a shame coming all this way for Jenny only to return home without her. Her phone was not answering the numerous times April tried calling.

 April eventually decided what the hell and stepped into the darkness.

 She switched on her phone’s light as she ventured into the alley. Rodents scurried about; bugs darted before her face, all attracted to the iridescent light from her mobile. A dog barked in the distance. She heard police sirens and listened as it soon faded away.

 April gasped involuntarily when something fluttered against her feet but saw nothing when she looked around with her phone’s light. The alley’s direction went right and so too did April, her nerves trepid with fear. She heard muttering voices at the end of the alley and with the light from her phone saw two men in suits. One of them shielded his face against her light.

 “Mind bringing that down, honey,” he said.

 April apologised and approached them while slipping her phone into her pocket. She still had no idea where she was, or if it was too late to return the way she had come. The second man solved the problem for her.

 “You’re here for the party?” his voice was thick as was he.

 “Yes, yes, I’m here for the party,” April answered.

 The man went and opened a door for her. Bright yellowish light and music poured out of the door. April thanked him as she then went inside. She jumped when the door slammed shut behind her.

 A woman in a housemaid’s corset, complete with stockings and high heels, was there to welcome her.

 “Hi there,” she said. “You made it just in time. Please leave your handbag behind then come with me; that include phones too.”

 They were in a coat room surrounded by walls of coat racks and cabinets housing various clothes, many of which were knee-length coats and men’s jackets. April got out of her jacket and put her phone into her handbag before handing them over. The woman gave April a tag slip then went and stowed away her items. Finished, she led April out of the room.

 They passed a curtained doorway and continued down a narrow corridor that took them one turn after another. They went up a flight of stairs and into another corridor. There was just the two of them. At one point April glanced back where they had come and tapped the woman’s arm.

 “Are we ever going to get there?”

 The woman’s smile brightened. “We’re almost there.”

 They came to a brass door and the woman inserted a key card and gestured at April to enter, which she did.

 It was a small room enclosed by a velvet curtain. A suited man wearing a face mask stood at the opposite end. April approached him and was attempting to say something but the man’s hand gesture cut her off. He half turned and from a dark recess produced a similar face mask for her. April took it and without a word wore it over her face. Satisfied, the man pulled back the curtains behind him and ushered her inside. April was perplexed by the cloak-and-dagger secrecy she was undergoing. It only appeared to make sense to her when she entered the room and stopped to observe what was before her eyes.

 It was a large ball room. The lights were subdued and kaleidoscopic. Chamber music played in the background while people sauntered about holding flute glasses, talking, laughing, and some were even dancing. The men wore suits or tuxedoes. The women wore outlandish outfits and some strutted in high heels naked; they all wore face masks.

 “Champagne?” a man spoke courteously beside April, startling her.

 The man held a tray laden with flute glasses. April accepted one and watched him wander away. She sipped her drink and smiled with approval at its exquisite taste. She sipped some more as she glanced about the room searching for Jenny. Numerous black men hovered about. They wore weird outfits consisting of leather belts and straps around their biceps and thighs with what appeared to be loin clothes hiding their crotch. April assumed this was some costume party the way they dressed like they just stepped out of a Roman Coliseum. The black men, she observed, were with the women, whereas the men - the women’s husbands, no doubt - hobbled together in smaller groups in the background conversing while simultaneously perusing the crowd.

 April drained her flute glass and coughed at the drink’s intoxicating buzz and wandered around the room looking out for Jenny.

 A black man came out of nowhere, startling her as he blocked her path. April ran her eyes over his muscular outlook. She could not seem to take her eyes off his chiselled abs.

 “Hi there, Ms. You seem lost.”

 “Well… yeah, I’m sort of looking for a friend of mine. She told me she would be here.”

 “Really?” the man looked either direction. “You don’t seem to be getting any luck with that yet. Or are you?”

 “That was what I was doing before you stopped me. I don’t understand this sort of party; this is my first time here.”

 The man took her hand. “Well then, how about I give you a guided tour of the place and tell you what it’s about.”

 April allowed him to lead her across the ball room. His arm slid around her waist and remained there for a moment before sliding downward to cup her behind. April gasped. She looked at the man who returned her stare with an unflinching smile. She was amazed by his audacity; it stirred her horniness to a high temperature.

 They approached the end of the room. April observed other couples there pulling aside the wall of curtain and slipping from view beyond it. They came to the curtains and April’s stud did likewise. The couples they saw were disappearing behind the curtains left and right.

 “This is a special type of party,” said the black stud as he led her down the hallway of curtains. “A party of indulgence. Rich white folks bring their women here and hire men like myself to party with them. If your friend is here, then chances are she’s not alone.”

 “I’m married but my husband isn’t here with me,”

 “But you’re in no hurry to leave,” the man added smoothly as if reading her mind. “Looks to me like you’re tried something like this before.”

 “Well, yeah, I have. With my friend whom I’m here to find.”

 “Ah, even better,” he said.

 He pushed aside one of the curtains and gestured at April to step inside. Even before she stepped beyond the curtains into the dark room she caught the familiar sound of moans and gasps and the exquisite familiar smell of cum mixed with semen and sweat and knew definitely what she intended to see.







 Chapter 29

 The light inside the room was subdued.

 April listened to the salacious moans, whimpers and smacking noises of bodies clashing in ecstatic fun. It took a moment for her eyes to adjust to the room’s darkness and what she saw was a set of cushioned beds clumsily stacked together that took up much space in the room along with a sea of nude bodies cavorting on it.

 The curtains fell back down and the stud led April towards the corner of the room. They climbed over piles of clothes that littered the floor; April was careful not to get her feet entangled in any. Bodies parted without word for them as they got on the bed. April lowered herself while her stud stood holding her hand. She felt something brush against her palm as her stud brought her hand to grasp what he wanted her to. April wrapped her fingers around his semi-erect cock, stroking him urgently, feeling him grow hard in her grasp. He drew closer for her to inhale the musk scent from his penis, from there working him into her mouth.

 The stud hissed as April stroked his shaft while applying gusto slurping her tongue around his cock. Her ears listened to the myriad gasps and groans and clashing bodies happening around her. Now and then someone’s limbs or thighs made contact with her arm or brushed against her back. Her stud squeezed her tits, his thumbs played with her nipples. April felt someone else’s hands on her thighs. She parted her legs for another pair of inquisitive hand to crawl towards her crotch, fingering her snatch. She slobbered and pushed her stud’s prick further down her throat, sputtering strings of saliva while she did.

 Her stud pulled away and his cock fell out of her mouth with a ‘ plop’ sound as a pair of hands suddenly pushed her to lie on the bed. They were male and female hands all caressing and groping her body in the dark, all working simultaneously towards getting her further acquainted and randy with her surroundings. April squirmed and moaned as a pair of woman’s lips feasted upon her tits while fingers investigated her crotch by slipping into her vagina. She listened to their excited murmur. More lips kissed her torso like vampires out of her blood. Several made contact with her lips and she kissed them equally in return.

 Others made room for her stud as he then came on top of her. His penis left a trail of pre-cum on her abdomen as it brushed against her skin. April was ready and waiting for him. He tried finding her pussy’s entrance in the dark but was having no luck. April took charge and slipped it right where it needed to go. She gasped as his girth stretched her cunt. A woman caressed April’s face and pelted her with kisses while another nibbled on her tits.

 The woman kissing her went away and was replaced by a man’s cock. It came at her unannounced, grazed her face as if daring her to refuse its offer. April wrapped her fingers around its throbbing muscle and allowed it to stretch her mouth. Her slurping groans added to the fitful gaggle of noise abound in the room. She struggled not to gag too hard as her pussy was equally been stuffed by her stud. Someone took her free hand and planted it around another man’s erection and she went ahead with stroking the other cock in her hand.

 Her stud was gasping harder as he increased momentum. He turned sideways, holding her leg horizontal, and drove deep into her cervix. The cock that was in her mouth slipped out and April’s cries melded with that of the rest of the room’s occupants. She went on taking his dick, her hands felt over his arms and shoulders as he slammed into her harder. Jenny was the least of her worries while she was lying there in the dark.

  *

 Jenny was in another room been pleasured by multiple men. One pawed at her tits, squeezed them into his mouth, sucking each nipple while she stroked his hard-on; pre-cum squirted on her wrists while she did. Another spread her legs apart and grunted with effort as he introduced himself inside her. Ceiling lights barely obscured his feature. The man mouthed off expletives, his hands pushed her thighs apart as he slammed into her cunt hole. Jenny was not the only one getting fucked in the room.

 Other women occupied the bed to her left and right; all getting their pussies, assholes, and mouth stuffed either singly or double at once. Each swinging couple was lost to their moment of pleasure as was Jenny - she was oblivious to the women in the room the same as they were of her. She had arrived by invitation of an esteemed client of hers. The man was sixty-three, a bald-headed diminutive figure who was familiar in the known public’s eye. He stood with other men in the shadow of the room all watching their women getting screwed by the athletic studs. He appreciated the sight of other women getting tossed by their studs, but his focus remained on watching Jenny. He took considerable pleasure whenever he could afford to get away from his day-to-day social life to contact Jenny for a chance to showcase herself to whichever virile black studs he could find to have her satisfy his attention. Money was never a problem. He could stay here and watch her fuck all night and not worry about missing almost anything pertinent in his life.

 The black man continued stretching Jenny’s pussy while another stud propped her head with both hands and got her to choke on his meat. They changed places and Jenny then got to mount one of them in reverse while the other grabbed her face and had her slobbering on his shaft.

 Some husbands in the room masturbated to the sight and sound of their wives and mistresses getting fucked. They splattered semen over their pants and shoes. Neither appeared embarrassment by their actions. This sort of get together was made specifically for them not to be burdened by their cuckold instincts. Some of them preferred attending such occasions with their mistresses as opposed to their wives whom they considered too decorous or obstinate to venture willingly into such lifestyle. For those fortunate to have their wives involved, their happiness knew no bounds watching them in sexual action.

 Jenny gasped repeatedly while rolling her tongue and lips around the prick steadily fucking her mouth till it spurted cum down her throat. The stud ejaculated some of his cum across her face before pulling away from her. Jenny’s wealthy client/sponsor trundled towards her and licked some of the goo from her face. He shared a kiss with her before returning to his previous stance.

 Jenny went on rocking her hips, groaning from the powerful thrust of the stud’s cock she was riding and it was not long before he emptied his ball-sac inside her womb. She slid off him and gestured at her wealthy sponsor to come to her. Jenny laid on her back and spread her legs for him as he hurried to the bed with such eagerness that bellied his age. She caressed his bald plate while he slurped cum out of her pussy; this was what he enjoyed paying top dollar for.

 Other husbands too waited for the other studs to quit the bed before going to perform similar treat on their women.

 Her sponsor helped Jenny to her feet when he was done. Her body as well her hair was a wet canvass of sweat and semen and saliva.

 “You were marvellous tonight,” he unfurled his handkerchief and used it to wipe the grim off her face.

 “Thank you, Claude. Boy, I can sure use a drink.”

 They came out of the room and went down the hallway back into the ball room. Claude fetched two glasses of champagne and she sipped hers while glancing about the room, admiring the faces behind their masks. She ran a finger across her breasts and it came off sticky with cum and sweat.

 “How long can you stay out tonight? My limo is waiting in the garage.”

 “Sorry, but this won’t be one of those nights. I have a husband to go back home to, you know that. I doubt your wife will be happy if ever she hears about me.”

 “My wife has no care for what I do with myself or whomever I’m with, you know that,” he whined plaintively. “Won’t you at least consider my offer? You know I can take care of you however you want.”

 “Almost every time you’ve made that offer and I’m still gonna say no. I’m a married gal and that’s the way it is.”

 “I’d be lying if I said I was not madly in love with you, Jenny,” he persisted. “You’re a goddess to the eyes. Of all the women that get to entertain me, you know how to please whenever I get to watch you play. All right, that aside, won’t you at least do me the honour of spending the night with me?”

 “Now isn’t a good time for me, Claude. Believe me, I wanted to say no to you when you called me today, but I remember how stubborn you get sometimes, and anyway, it was worth it. Let’s see about doing more some other time. I’m expecting a friend here and I can’t tell if she’s around or not. Come let’s go see if we can find her.”

 She drained her glass and taking Claude’s arm returned to the sex hallway.

 They passed other couples who too were coming from the direction of the ball room. Jenny took a while looking in the first room she encountered. Not finding her target there, she moved on to other successive rooms.

 April came out of the room she had been the entire time and to her amazement bumped into Jenny. Her face mask was askance on her face, but it was enough for Jenny to recognise her, whipping off her own mask for April to see who she was. They hugged each other then Jenny excused herself from Claude and led the way a nearby shower room to clean themselves up. They retrieved their clothes and items from the coat room when they were done.

 “How come you never told me about this place before?” asked April as she wore her bra and panties.

 “Sorry it escaped my mind. I know plenty of places like this and it’s even been months since I attended one of these. I get invited now and then, but it’s too much hassle hosting one, so I often stay away.”

 More naked women poured into the room which soon became a gaggle of chatter and nude bodies of all shapes and sizes, hustling to wash the grim of sex from their flesh. Everyone appeared accustomed to each other; some were even friends. April and Jenny exchanged pleasantries now and as they hurried with cleaning up.

 “Howard’s going to wonder where I’ve been all this time.”

 “Is he still bitching again? I thought by now you’ve turned him into a good puppy not to be bothering you too much anymore.”

 “We promised to stop keeping secrets between ourselves. He’s still got his reservations though, mainly about how far I’m taking this.”

 “You know what they say, you’re never gonna find out how far you’ve come till you stretch yourself. But I’m happy you two are working things out together. Makes me thing back about my own hard times when I first started doing this.”

 April looked at her. “What were some of the hard times for you?”

 “Once was three guys I hooked up with on Craigslist.” Jenny pulled out a lotion bottle from her handbag, squirted some in her palm and rubbed it on her legs. “I was naive; we both were at the time, Dave and I. Dave dropped me off at the motel that I was to meet the guys and said he’d be back to get me later. It wasn’t any fun, I can tell you. The guys were pretty rough on me. I had bruises and bite marks on my arms and shoulders and down to my ankles.”

 “What did Dave do when he came for you?”

 “We didn’t make it to the hospital if that’s what you’re thinking. No broken bones, but I did hurt all over. Dave took me home and cleaned me up. It’s not something we like to talk about. Shit happens sometimes.”

 “And you still went on even after that.”

 “No harm done to my pride. You get the good and the bad in life, mix them together and you’ve got yourself a glass of lemonade,” she chuckled. “But I’ve been lucky since then not to suffer a repeat of that anymore.”

 “I’m so sorry.”

 “Aw-shucks, nothing to be sorry about. I just hope you don’t get to experience something like that. Here, want put some of this on you?”



 Chapter 30

 Howard wore jogging pants and a NY Raiders hat on his head when he stepped out of his house. It was 06:12 pm. He carried a gym bag slung over his shoulder which supposedly contained a towel, water flask, a bar of soap, and everything he might need when heading to the gym. Today, unbeknownst to April, Howard had other things in mind.

 Howard strolled in the direction of the gym with a leisure bounce to his steps. He waited till he had gone a distance before making a call and got a response that made him smile as he continued his stroll. He arrived at the gym but did not walk inside. A car honked its horn from across the street that caught his attention. Howard recognised the car and approached it.

 The passenger window slid down to reveal Charmaine smiling from behind the wheel. He was decked in a typical outlandish female outfit with a different hairdo this time; it was almost impossible from afar for anyone not to identify him for a woman.

 “Hiya Howie. I got here way before you called.”

 Howie shook his manicured hand, taking care not to ruin his painted nails.

 “I figured you would be. I just wanted to make sure.”

 “So, this where you come to get those cute muscles on you?” he gestured at the gym. “How nice. Are you ready?”

 “Yeah, let’s do this.” Howard slipped into the passenger seat and threw his bag in the back after slamming the door shut. “Whatever we do, we’d best hurry. I’ve got two hours’ worth of freedom time before April might get worried and start calling.” He took off his Raider’s hat and into the backseat it went as well.

 “Sounds just about as much time we will need.” Charmaine put the car into gear and drove off from the vicinity.

 Charmaine lit a cigarette while he drove. He glanced at Howard and smiled charmingly while focusing on his driving as they cruised out of the neighbourhood.

 “I thought you might have told her by now,” Charmaine enquired.

 “I know I should. Don’t feel right letting her know right away, not when I’m just getting started. But let’s see how things go. If it’ll be something I’ll want to try more often.”

 “You ought to quit kidding yourself thinking that hasn’t already happened.” Charmaine blew smoke out his window. “I already told you before that you’re hooked. Only thing is be careful what you wish for.”

 Howard turned to him but did not say anything. He ruminated on his statement. Neither of them said anything for a while.

 The drive was a long one going beyond the city limits. They pulled into a gas station two miles beyond the city for Charmaine to fill his tank before continuing. They made conversation along the way. Charmaine explained several lessons he had imbibed from serving Ms. Jenn and of the disciplinary tactics she employed when it came to setting her slaves in order.

 “Is she always strict?” Howard asked.

 “Whenever she wants to be, yes. But as a loyal servant, we all love her for it. If you watch her getting fucked you’d think she’d been a whore her whole life. I found out it was not until four years ago that she got her first Black cock taste. She was not what she was now back then.”

 “What was she then?”

 “More of a society-type woman is what I know. She was married to hedge-fund guy but there was some scandal and things went bust. She disappeared for a while and then came back to what she is now. Not much to go on, I know, but you’d have to ask her yourself. If she’s willing to tell.”

 “How did you get to know about her?”

 “I was at some cosplay party and I heard some guys talking about her and the stuff she does. I hooked up with them to see what it’s about and since then I’ve been a devoted servant.”

 “How many followers does she have?”

 “Too many for me to even count. Some come and go and don’t return for a while, but that’s few in-between. You won’t believe how many white boys out there that would do anything to worship a Mistress like her. They’d drink her piss if she demands it.”

 Charmaine drove off the interstate onto an exit that took them into what appeared to be a sleepy hamlet. The roads were wet with what was possibly rain showers. Howard had not asked where they were going, opting to trust that as long as it had to do with Ms. Jenn then he was fine with that. Charmaine drove like someone versatile with the area. They took a couple of turns before pulling into the parking lot of a shopping mall lot. Charmaine drove towards the east section of the lot and stopped near what appeared to be an adult shop. Other areas of the parking lot were empty except that facing the shop. They got out of the car and Howard noticed several vehicles bearing out of state license plates; he picked out a few that were from his city.

 “Wow, Jeffery’s here,” Charmaine indicated a blue Chevy parked in front of them. “Jeff’s a friend of mine. If he’s here then that means it’s going to be a great night today.”

 Howard got a better look at Charmaine’s get-up which consisted of a sequined evening blouse, skirt and high heels with straps that wound all the way to his knees. He wrapped a shawl around his shoulders as they approached the adult shop.

 People were milling aimlessly about the entrance; some gawked shamelessly at the shop’s eccentric patrons. Charmaine looked just as happy to be there. Even as people gawked at what he wore, he appeared not to notice or care. He waved at a few bystanders and went and exchanged hugs and kisses with other trannies and cross-dressers strolling about the shop’s walkway. He introduced Howard to several of them. They said their goodbyes then went up the short flight of stairs into the shop.

 The shop was big but the size was surprisingly inconspicuous from outside. They entered a central lobby that had branching hallways leading to other outlets. Charmaine led Howard into one that was a porn shop.

 Howard gawked at aisles upon aisles of adult DVDs and cassette tapes stacked and arranged based on their sexual variety; their exotic covers screamed at Howard to come take a peek. The walls were adorned by adult movie posters, racks housing adult magazines, an assortment of sex toys and sex dolls of whatever make and type. Howard had visited porn shops before but that was back in his college days. Being in one now felt like a novel experience for him. He slowed his steps to sample a collection of high-prices sex toys hanging on a rack. He admired an anal dildo, the looks of which scared him just imagining using it on April. Other people in the shop admired the various contraptions hanging off a wall like they were art exhibits.

 “Oh shit, I just remembered I need to buy one of these for Lisa,” Charmaine tapped his arm before grabbing a sex device off a rack that was a co-joined dildo and anal butt plug. “Her last one fizzled out a week ago and I keep forgetting to get her a new one. Would be damn cheaper ordering it online, but might as well get it while we’re here before I forget again. You see anything you like for yourself, Howie? Or maybe get something for April while you can.”

 Howard shook his head in dismay as he continued viewing the racks around him. “There’s so many stuff I can’t decide what. I’m supposed to be at the gym, remember? Anyway, shouldn’t we be hurrying about what we came here for?”

 “We arrived early; we still have little time. Look, why not pick her up a dildo. I’ll get one I think is right for you. You can pay me back later.”

 Charmaine went perusing around the aisle that was the dildo section; Howard did not make any attempt to stop him. Charmaine came back holding a package in his other arm which he presented to Howard. It was a smooth black twelve-inch dildo.

 “Charmaine, you shouldn’t.”

 “I know, but it’s my gift to you and April, so shut up and take it. You can always sneak it on her and tell her it’s you bought days before. Trust me, she won’t know the difference.”

 Charmaine took both items to the cashier counter. Howard continued perusing the DVD section as other people too were doing. He stopped at the aisle designated for interracial and picked a case that showed a buxom white woman in a skimpy outfit leaning against a black man who looked just as happy to have his arms around her. He returned the DVD and looked over at Charmaine still dealing with the cashier. Howard grumbled and continued checking out the movies while wishing for him to hurry the fuck up.

 “Okay, Jo. See ya later,” Charmaine waved goodbye to the cashier and came to Howard with both packages in his arm.

 They left the porn shop and returned to the hallway. Howard saw one of the trannies Charmaine had conversed with earlier hurrying into a doorway down the hall. Howard noticed other men joining him as well. Charmaine tapped his arm and they followed in the same direction.

 “Looks like things are about to get started,” Charmaine said. “Come on, let’s fall in line. Ms. Jenn usually doesn’t like anyone coming a minute later or minute early,” he added.

 They joined the influx of the crowd pushing into the room.

 Howard had heard about Glory Hole booths before. He had glimpsed what they looked like in porn clips showing women venturing into enclosed spaces strictly to blow whichever penis they saw sticking out of holes in the walls. Though never did he reckon a day would come when he would find himself in one.

 There was Ms. Jenn sitting like a regal authority on a high stool in a latex leather outfit glaring at them; she wielded her infamous riding crop in her hand. Charmaine and the numerous trannies there including other seemingly heterosexual males like Howard in the room aligned themselves against each other’s shoulder as they stopped a few feet from her awaiting her command with eager attention. Howard looked behind his shoulder and saw the door was shut behind them. They might as well be cut off from the world.

 “Welcome my pathetic pieces of amphibian shits,” Ms. Jenn addressed her slaves. “Are you all ready for your Glory Hole exercise?”

 “Yes, we are,” they responded in near unison. Howard remained quiet and watchful.

 “All first-timers, fall out right now.”

 Howard watched as several men stepped away from the crowd to stand at a separate corner; there was no any fuss about it. Charmaine tapped his arm and gestured at him to make like them. Howard pushed past the men blocking his view and went and stood with the first-timers. Ms. Jenn looked at him as he walked by but gave no instance of recognition. Howard almost expected her to utter a word and felt somewhat disappointed when she returned her gaze to her other slaves.

 “You know the drill, my insects. Assume the position behind any hole of your choice.”

 Charmaine and the others scrambled about the room like roaches seeking the nearest exit. Each person knelt before whichever apparent cut-out hole in the wall they could find and waited. Seconds later erect black penises inched out of the holes. No way Howard and the others could tell whoever the penises belonged to as the walls were blank and unrevealing.

 Charmaine and every other tranny, cross-dresser and male that was on their knees did not need to wait for a pistol shot to start them off as they got busy blowing the cocks that stuck at their faces. Within seconds the room was filled with the sound of slurping and smacking and mouth-drooling cocks being sucked. Some of the trannies hiked up their skirts to expose their rump. Ms. Jenn had her eyes on everyone like a hawk. Now and then she snapped at someone who did not appear to be doing a good job and that would set them back in the right mode.

 “All right, time to change over,” she slapped her crop against her stool.

 Her slaves quit their cock-sucking exercise and rose to their feet. Howard assumed that was the conclusion of the exercise. He watched as Charmaine and other trannies hike up their skirt and push down their panties while others unbuckled their jeans and pushed it down their ankles.

 Charmaine was way ahead of the pack as with others like him that appeared ready. His back was to the wall and he bent to touch his knees with his buttock pressed against the hole. His face was plain at first, then curled into a slight frown with his mouth opened wide as he reached between his legs to grasp at the penis that was then jammed inside him. The same thing was happening to others beside him, all looking like they were doing half-squats with their panties or clothes bunched around their shin. They were all starting to pant harder. Their features glowered with lust as they thrust backward at the wall, getting stretched from behind. Howard and the rest of the first-timers watched mesmerised. Charmaine and the others kept fucking back for what seemed like a long time till several dropped back to their knees to suck off the penises till they spurted cum in their mouths. They jerked each penis of whatever ounce of cum they could clean off whilst they continued their sucking and mouth-smacking frenzy.

 “All right, slaves!” Ms. Jenn smacked her riding crop once again. The report was sharp. “Get back to your former places. Now!”

 Howard and the newbies watched as the old timers came away from the wall and wore back their clothes. Some turned to each other to daintily wipe specks of cum off their lips and chin, chuckling their evening’s accomplishment while joining the others.

 “As for you grunts,” Ms. Jenn addressed Howard and the other newbies who stared at her with rapt attention. “I hope you were taking notes as to what’s expected of you. All of you take their positions now.” She pointed at the Glory Hole wall where Charmaine and the others had been moments ago.

 Howard got ruffled as others cut across his path to get to the wall. He went to a cut-out hole and dropped to his knees.

 “Not one of you slug bastards dare make a move until I give the word, got it?”

 Howard glanced at the man kneeling beside him. He looked to be in his forties, thinning blonde hair and wearing a faded t-shirt and jeans. His eyes darted as he too glanced furtively at Howard then at the other first-timers around. Like Howard, he was just as well in awe of the moment.

 Howard turned his head in time to see a black cock stick its mushroom-shaped head out the hole at him. He looked back at the nervous man and saw similar black cock sticking out four inches from his face. The man gasped and involuntarily jerked backward as if in surprise. A rumbling murmur travelled across the room. Howard looked behind at the old-timers group standing behind the Mistress. He picked out Charmaine who at the moment was chattering with another tranny to be concerned about him.

 “Turn your head around and face front!” Ms. Jenn barked at Howard who immediately did as ordered.

 “At the count of three, I want you slugs to open your pathetic gutters and start sucking the superior cock that’s out in front of you. And don’t neither of you bastards quit till it cums in your mouth. When that happens, I want you to suck and swallow every drop of it and don’t spill none. Anyone who does that will answer to me. Is that clear?”

 “Yes, Ms. Jenn!” they answered in unison; Howard included.

 “On my count. One… Two… Three… START SUCKING, BITCHES! ”

  *

 Charmaine pulled to a stop three houses from Howard’s home as Howard told him to. The time was 9:42 pm. Howard had been contemplating what lie to tell April once she enquired whatever brought him home late from the gym.

 “How about you and I went out of town to a fancy adult shop and you watched me suck a black cock then afterwards joined in too,” Charmaine threw back his head, breaking into a gale of laughter.

 “Ha, ha, not funny,” Howard said.

 “Maybe not, but sounds glorious,” Charmaine got in a few chuckles before turning serious. “Look, quit trying to delude yourself, Howie. You’re more addicted than you want to admit to yourself and to April. It’ll make your lives a whole lot better once you do.”

 “Was it ever like this for you the first time you started? I mean, did you ever experience any sort of epiphany or whatever that just got you to keep on?”

 “To tell the truth, I don’t much remember how I was before all this. Best not think about what could have been; stick with the now is the best option.”

 “That’s something I’ll have to work on. Damn, my ass still feels rough though.”

 “How did that cock feel when it got inside you?”

 “Unlike nothing I’ve experienced before. I can’t think of a right word for it.”

 “Oh, don’t go forgetting this,” Charmaine reached in the backseat for the gift bag with the items he had purchased at the adult shop. He took out his own item then gave the bag containing the black dildo to Howard, laughing while he did. “April’s gonna love that dildo, I’ll bet you that. And don’t forget your knapsack also.”

 Howard gathered everything that was his before getting out of the car.

 “I’ll holler at you later, Howie babe,” Charmaine waved at him. He started his car and pulled into a reverse and drove off.

 Howard unzipped his knapsack bag and inside went the dildo. He wore back his Raider’s hat then walked towards his home.



 Chapter 31

 Carl was all smiles bubbling with laughter while his hand jerked at the lengthy string that held his kite soaring fifty feet above his head. His other hand unrolled a spool of his string as his kite climbed higher into the azure sky.

 It was a gorgeous Saturday afternoon with a crowd of summer revellers taking advantage of the scenery and sunshine. Howard held hands with April as they strolled up a verdant knoll in the park. They made conversation while keeping watchful eye on Carl, making sure he did not wander off into the crowd. Howard carried a picnic basket in his other hand with a bag slung across his shoulder. April scanned the area and found them a spot with a cool shade under a sycamore tree. Howard dropped the basket and opened the bag and took out a rolled blanket which he spread on the grass for them to sit down. April took out the items in basket and laid them onto the blanket. Howard took off his shoes and they sat watching Carl race about with his kite.

 “It’s so nice getting out of the house,” April remarked while resting her head against his shoulder. “Don’t you agree, darling?”

 “Oh yeah. I forgot to say I love your new hair.”

 “Thanks. I thought you wouldn’t notice.”

 “Won’t you have killed me if I didn’t,” he chuckled.

 They were silent for a while, their eyes observing Carl struggle with his kite. A warm breeze blew against their face.

 “It’s even been a while since we had ourselves a day like this,” Howard said.

 “Yeah. Too much stuff on mind and life.”

 “Don’t you just miss it?”

 She sighed. “I miss a lot of things. I miss not seeing you whenever you have to head out to work, like I’m worried you won’t return home to me. I miss the way we used to be. I know that sounds like I’m bitching but I’m not. I just get this forlorn feeling sometimes when I’m with myself thinking how far we’ve come with this and if we’re going to end up crashing bad someday. You ever get like that sometimes?”

 “I can’t lie to you, I very much do. Even crazier thinking about this new life we share. I doubt we’re ever going to get back to what we once were.”

 “I doubt it too.” She took his hand in his. “But I love what we’ve become. It all happened so fast, don’t you think?”

 “Like getting washed up in a storm. I lied before when I said I didn’t contemplate divorce. I’m glad I never thought too much of it.”

 “I figured you would. I even talked it over with Jenny the night after I told you everything. I think about what I said about us not keeping secrets from each other. There’s some other stuff I haven’t told you about.”

 He looked at her. “Yeah? I too have some stuff I haven’t told you about.”

 “You want me to go first?”

 “Sure, you go first.”

 “Last week, Jenny called me to meet her some place in the city. It wasn’t a place I’ve been before and it was kinda scary getting there. There was a strange party going on in there, it was kinda like a costume party. White couples and black men. The black men screwed the women while the husbands watched. I ended up getting fucked while I was there. I’m sorry I never told you about it, it slipped my mind.”

 “That’s it? That’s your secret?”

 “Yeah, short and simple. What’s yours?”

 Howard pumped air into his mouth then let it off like a tea kettle.

 “Mine’s kinda complex. You remember that night we hooked up with Olu Shango at Charmaine and Lisa’s apartment? That wasn’t my first time being there. I didn’t tell you about it because at the time I didn’t know how.” He stopped for a moment expecting April to say something. When she did not, he then continued. “My first time there I was with Tim, and we both got forced into suck off two black men. We never admitted it to each other but we kinda liked it. And that other time you and I were there, Charmaine introduced me to Ms. Jenn. She’s been training me and other white men to be slaves.”

 “Where did you go last Thursday night? You told me you were at the gym, but something was off about you.”

 “Yeah, I had me another adventure that night…”

 Howard narrated everything that happened at the adult shop, concluding with the dildo purchase Charmaine had procured for him. April said nothing when he was done. The moment seemed to last a long time.

 “Did you like it?” she asked.

 “I don’t know. I guess a part of me did enjoy it and still kinda loves it. But I can stop it if you want me to; let it just be all about you instead.”

 “But that would be wrong. This shouldn’t be just about me, Howard. I want you in this as much as I’m in it. It won’t make any sense for me to continue if you’re not involved. I can decide now that I don’t want to do this anymore if it’s going to put an end to what we have. I want this to be for us, as long as we’re strong together.”

 “Like you said already, we can’t have that life back anymore.”

 “As long as we’re happy and we’re strong.”

 Howard shared a kiss with her. “I love you, April McLauren.”

 “And I love you, too, Howard McLauren.”

 “Are you still up for Shango? He called me to say he’s coming by later this evening so I can take him over to Becca’s place.”

 “As long as you’re there to suck his cock and clean both out pussies, I’m very much there,” she said.

 The End
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