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Chapter	1

“Bobby,	did	you	check	with	the	city	about	making	the	fence	higher?”	Beth Robbins	asked	her	husband. 

“I	did	and	six	feet	is	as	high	as	we	can	go	for	a	privacy	fence,”	he	answered. 

“That	fucking	pool	is	about	more	trouble	than	it's	worth.” 

“Bite	your	tongue,”	she	scolded.	“I	love	the	pool	but	Max	can	stand	on	his	deck and	look	right	down	on	me.” 

Beth	was	referring	to	Max	Barns	who	lived	next	door.	Until	his	white	wife, Sylvia,	left	him	a	couple	months	previously	they	were	the	neighborhood's	only interracial	couple.	They	had	been	neighbors	for	a	little	less	than	a	year. 

“So,	why	do	you	care?”	Bob	said. 

“I	like	to	sunbathe	topless	sometimes,”	she	said. 

“Well,	give	ol'	Max	a	look	at	some	white	titties,”	Bob	said	laughing.	“He probably	misses	Sylvia's	big	old	white	tits.”	He	started	up	the	stairs.	“I'm	going to	change	and	take	a	dip	before	dinner.	I	don't	care	if	Max	sees	me.” 

“Do	you	know	what	Max	does	for	a	living?”	Beth	asked	Bob	over	dinner	a	bit later. 

“No,	he's	never	actually	said,”	Bob	said. 

“Whatever	it	is	he	does	it	at	home,”	Beth	said.	“He's	there	most	of	the	time.” 

“Maybe	we	should	invite	him	over	again	now	that	the	bitch	is	gone,”	Bob	said. 

“Maybe	to	swim.”	Before	Sylvia	left	they	had	them	over	a	few	times	until	they both	realized	they	did	not	like	Sylvia. 

“I	suppose	that	would	be	the	neighborly	thing	to	do,”	Beth	said.	“Just	don't	start your	crap	again.” 

“What	crap?”	Bob	said.	“Oh	you	mean	about	a	threesome.” 

“That's	exactly	what	I	mean,”	she	said	trying	to	sound	angry.	“I	should	never have	said	I'd	think	about	it.” 

“But	you	did	say	it,”	Bob	said.	“Have	you	thought	about	it?” 

“Yes,	Bob,”	she	said.	“I	have	and	it	seems	to	me	having	sex	with	someone	we know	would	always	be	awkward.	By	the	same	token	having	sex	with	a	stranger is	filled	with	all	kinds	of	danger.	Maybe	you	could	have	a	doctor	graft	another dick	on	you.” 

“That's	funny,	Beth,”	Bob	said.	“But	if	I	could,	I	would.	Be	handy	to	have	a spare	cock.” 

“I'll	say,”	Beth	said	and	they	both	laughed. 

While	Bob	went	outside	on	the	pool	patio,	Beth	cleaned	up	the	dinner	dishes. 

She	smiled	thing	about	the	silly	obsession	Bob	had	developed	about	inviting another	man	into	their	bed.	It	had	started	when	she	mentioned	a	dalliance	with her	female	roommate	in	college.	It	was	just	curious	exploration	and	hadn't progresses	past	kissing	and	fondling. 

One	night,	right	on	the	heels	of	that	conversation,	she	and	Bob	were	watching	an XXX	rated	movie	that	had	a	threesome	with	two	men	and	one	very	happy woman.	Beth	made	a	comment	of	how	much	fun	it	appeared	to	be.	Since	that night	a	few	months	previously	Bob	had	pestered	her	until	she	agreed	to	think about	it. 

She	laughed	softly	thinking	she	had	already	reaped	some	benefits	because	Bob had	been	unusually	horny	and	super	attentive.	While	she	loaded	the	dishwasher she	thought	about	Max	Barns.	Actually	he	was	almost	perfect	as	a	threesome partner	because	he	wasn't	a	stranger	nor	was	he	really	a	friend. 

Beth	would	never	admit	it	to	Bob	but	the	fact	Max	was	a	black	man	was	actually a	plus.	Beth	had	secretly	fantasized	about	sex	with	a	black	man	for	years.	It started	just	after	she	walked	in	on	her	roommate	and	a	black	football	player fucking	like	animals.	It	was	shock	that	rooted	her	first,	but	she	watched	long after	the	shock	had	worn	off. 

The	more	she	thought	about	it	the	more	the	idea	appealed.	Max	liked	white women	because	Sylvia	was	white	and	he	had	stared	at	her	a	long	time	while	she sunbathed. 

“Bob,”	she	called	through	the	open	patio	door.	“I'm	going	to	invite	Max	for	a cook-out	and	a	swim	Friday	afternoon.	Okay?” 

“Fine,”	Bob	called	back. 


***

Early	the	next	afternoon	Beth	pulled	a	sun	bed	out	away	from	the	house	into	the sunlight.	She	looked	over	the	fence	and	saw	the	neighbor,	Max,	on	his	deck. 

She	made	a	motion	of	holding	a	telephone	to	her	ear	and	pointing	to	herself. 

Max	waved	and	went	inside.	Her	phone	rang	less	than	a	minute	later. 

“Max,	Thanks	for	calling,”	Beth	said	into	her	cordless	phone.	“I	wanted	to	invite you	over	tomorrow	afternoon	for	a	cook-out	and	a	swim	if	you	are	not	busy.” 

“Love	to,”	he	said	in	his	deep	resonating	voice.	“What	can	I	bring?” 

“Not	a	thing,”	Beth	said.	“We'll	have	a	steak	and	some	beer.” 

“Sounds	good,	Beth,”	Max	said.	“I	should	warn	you	the	sun	is	very	bright	today. 

Do	you	plan	to	lay	out	long?” 

“Yes,	for	a	while,”	she	said.	“I've	just	about	got	my	tan	where	I	want	it.” 

“Use	plenty	of	tanning	lotion,”	Max	said. 

“I	have	it	but	I	can't	put	it	on	my	back,”	she	said	and	giggled.	“I'll	just	have	to stay	on	my	back.” 

“I	could	run	over	and	do	your	back,”	Max	said	and	to	her	vast	surprise	she	said that	would	be	wonderful. 

Max	wearing	shorts	and	a	tee	shirt	came	through	the	side	gate	within	two minutes. 

“This	gate	should	be	locked,	you	know,”	he	said	and	slipped	the	locking	bolt.	He came	to	where	she	sat	on	the	reclining	sun	bed. 

“Beautiful,”	he	said	looking	her	up	and	down, 

“Thank	you,”	she	said	suddenly	nervous.	“It's	a	new	bikini	for	this	season. 

“Yes,	the	bikini	is	nice,	too,”	Max	said	taking	the	tanning	lotion	from	her	hand. 

“Lie	down	and	I'll	get	you	all	lathered-up.”	It	took	Beth	a	few	seconds	to	get	the double	entendre.	She	smiled	and	lay	face	down	on	the	lounge	chair. 

She	felt	Max	untie	the	top	and	spread	the	lotion	on	her	upper	back	and	shoulders his	hand	felt	strong	as	she	massaged	her	as	he	put	lotion	on	her.	He	worked downward	to	her	bottoms,	skipped,	and	stated	on	her	thighs	all	the	way	to	the bottom	of	her	feet. 

“Roll	over,	Beth,”	he	said	and	she	didn't	even	hesitate.	Max	removed	the	loose top	and	tossed	it	aside.	He	rubbed	lotion	on	her	chest	and	barely	touched	her breasts	until	he	had	put	lotion	on	her	stomach	and	legs. 

“Perfect,”	Max	said	coming	back	to	her	breasts.	His	hands	felt	nice	on	her	boobs and	she	shivered	in	the	heat	when	he	rolled	her	nipples.	Part	of	her	wondered what	the	hell	she	was	doing.	This	was	not	at	all	like	her. 

Beth	felt	him	untying	the	strings	on	the	sides	of	the	bikini	bottoms	and	she	raised her	hips	when	he	tugged.	Max	put	some	lotion	on	her	lower	stomach	and	began to	rub	it	lightly	until	his	fingers	reached	the	very	top	of	her	pussy.	He	gently opened	the	lips	of	her	slit	and	his	probing	finger	found	her	clitoris. 

He	rolled	her	clit	a	moment	then	plunged	his	finger	deep	inside	her.	He	withdrew his	finger	and	replaced	it	with	two	fingers.	His	fingers	felt	massive	inside	her cunt.	Beth	kept	her	eyes	tightly	shut	the	whole	time	he	rubbed	her.	She	felt	him shift	positions	and	her	eyes	flew	wide	open	when	she	felt	his	hot	breath	on	her pussy.	That	was	followed	by	his	lips	and	tongue	on	her	and	she	felt	her	breath quicken	even	more	that	it	had	been. 

She	open	her	mouth	to	protest	but	all	that	came	out	was	a	moan	as	she	felt	an orgasm	building.	Bob	would	eat	her	pussy	but	it	wasn't	something	he	particularly liked	to	do.	She	seldom	ever	got	eaten	long	enough	to	get	a	climax	out	of	it	with Bob,	but	suddenly	there	was	a	big	orgasm	that	made	her	yelp.	She	opened	her legs	wider	to	accommodate	him.	His	tongue	was	flicking	her	clit	and	Beth	felt another	orgasm	coming	and	it	seemed	as	if	Max	knew	exactly	when	to	bite	her clit.	Not	too	hard	but	just	hard	enough.	Beth	had	the	largest	orgasm	she	ever experienced	in	her	life.	She	hears	a	roaring	and	saw	flashing	lights.	At	first	she thought	she	heard	a	small	dog	yipping	and	realized	it	was	coming	from	her.	She had	never	yipped	before. 

“Get	over	on	your	knees,”	she	heard	Max's	voice	coming	from	what	seemed	like far	away.	“You	make	noises	like	a	bitch,	I'll	fuck	you	like	one.”	She	felt	him	lift and	turn	her	so	that	her	butt	was	sticking	up.	She	felt	the	head	of	his	cock	touch her	and	then	there	was	something	large	pushing	into	her	secret	passage. 

“Oh	my	God!”	she	said	when	he	shoved	even	more	of	that	object	in	her.	She bent	forward	and	looked	between	her	legs.	She	saw	a	huge	ball	sack	and	what looked	like	a	brown	log	entering	her	pussy.	Max	lunged	forward	shoving	his cock	in	her	making	her	woof	like	a	larger	dog.	He	stayed	still	for	a	full	two minutes	then	he	begun	to	fuck	her.	Slowly	at	first	then	faster	and	harder.	And	she was	woofing	louder	and	louder. 

The	next	orgasm	gave	no	warning.	There	was	no	building	up	like	usual. 

Suddenly	she	felt	like	she	was	in	an	earthquake.	She	felt	an	intense	heat spreading	all	over	her	body	and	the	crashing	of	cymbals.	Pleasure	like	she	had never	felt	washed	over	her	and	she	fainted	with	barley	a	tiny	yip. 

When	she	awoke	and	felt	that	huge	cock	still	in	her,	she	reasoned	she	had	only been	out	a	few	moments.	The	instant	she	stirred	he	started	fucking	her	again. 

Just	like	before	he	started	slow	but	picked	up	speed	until	he	was	slamming	her so	hard	she	went	forward	on	the	lounge. 

She	grabbed	the	sides	to	hold	herself	and	willed	herself	not	to	make	dog	sounds to	no	avail.	There	was	something	about	that	huge	object	in	her	pussy	that demanded	barking. 

“Beth?”	she	heard	Max's	voice	saying	her	name.	“Beth?” 

“Yes,”	she	managed	to	say	in	a	raspy	voice. 

“Do	you	like	my	cock	in	your	cunt?”	She	said	yes,	she	did	like	it.	She	was tempted	to	say,	you	got	me	barking	like	a	damned	dog,	what	do	you	think? 

“Do	you	want	me	to	put	all	of	it	in	you?”	She	made	him	repeat	the	question twice	before	she	understood	he	did	not	have	all	of	it	in	her.	“If	I	go	any	deeper I'll	be	in	your	cervix	and	into	your	womb.	Do	you	want	that?” 

“I	don't	know!”	she	stammered	feeling	another	big	climax	approaching.	This	one had	started	way	down	at	her	clit	and	was	spreading	upward	like	a	volcano erupting	inside	her.	“Oh	fucking	shit!”	she	screamed	and	begun	to	quiver.	“Oh fuck!	Oh	fuck	me!” 

“What	did	you	ask	me?”	She	said	when	the	tremors	subsided.	“You	asked	me something	but	I	don't	know	what.”	He	asked	her	again	about	womb	fucking. 

“I	have	no	idea	what	that	means,”	Beth	said	honestly. 

“Okay,	let's	take	this	sun	bed	over	into	the	shade,”	Max	said.	“I	do	not	need	a fucking	suntan.” 

Beth	got	up	on	legs	so	weak	she	wondered	if	they	would	hold	her.	She	did	nearly collapse	when	she	saw	the	wet	hard	cock	dangling	from	Max. 

“Oh	my	God!	Was	that	in	me?”	she	said. 

“Yes,	most	of	it.	There	was	two	inches	left	and	that	was	why	I	asked	if	you wanted	all	of	it,”	he	said.	“Why	don't	I	lay	down	and	you	get	on	top?	That	way you	can	control	the	depth.” 

Beth	got	on	the	bed	and	eagerly	took	the	huge	cock	in	her	hand. 

“Wow,	it	so	hot	and	so	heavy.	How	big	is	this	thing?” 

“A	smidge	over	nine	inches,”	he	said. 

“Bobby	brought	in	a	video	of	some	woman	doing	a	donkey,”	Beth	said	getting close	to	the	large	cock.	“Bride	of	Pepe	or	something	like	that.	Pepe	wasn't	this big.” 

“Well,	climb	on	and	ride	big	Pepe,”	Max	said. 

“I	can't	believe	I	had	this	thing	in	me,”	Beth	said	throwing	one	leg	over	Max. 

She	positioned	herself	and	when	she	had	the	tip	of	the	giant	black	cock	at	the entrance	to	her	pussy,	she	eased	down.	Just	a	little	at	first	then	a	bit	more	and suddenly	she	had	to	have	all	of	it.	She	pushed	down	until	she	felt	it	hit	her cervix. 

“Okay	now,”	Max	said.	“Wiggle	around	and	push	down.	It	will	go,	so	don't worry.	I	womb	fucked	Sylvia	all	the	time.” 

“I'm	not	sure	about	this,”	Beth	said	breathing	heavily.	“I	don't	think...oh	shit!	Oh fuck!	I	felt	it	go	in!” 

“Just	stay	still	a	moment,”	Max	instructed.	“Give	everything	time	to	adjust.” 

Beth	lay	absolutely	still	except	for	her	heaving	chest	and	soft	sobbing.	She	had never	felt	so	full.	For	several	minutes	she	didn't	move	a	muscle	until	Max	took one	of	her	breasts	and	squeezed	it	hard.	He	mashed	her	nipple	between	his thumb	and	forefinger	and	made	her	jerk. 

“How	does	it	feel,	Beth?”	Max	asked.	“Ready	to	ride	the	pony?” 

“It	feels...It's	so...”	She	couldn't	find	the	words	to	describe	the	feelings	she	was experiencing.	It	felt	great	but	at	the	same	time	it	felt	a	little	uncomfortable.	Max bucked	her	upward	and	fell	back	and	Beth	came.	He	did	it	again	and	she	had another	mild	orgasm.	The	next	time	he	bucked	she	lifted	herself	up	and	felt	the huge	cock	come	out	of	her	cervix	and	back	in	when	she	dropped	down. 

“Now	you	are	riding	the	pony,”	Max	encouraged.	“Fuck	my	cock,	Beth!	Fuck	it hard,	baby.” 

She	rose	and	fell	going	a	little	higher	each	time	and	now	his	giant	cock	was penetrating	her	cervix	easily	and	she	felt	it	coming.	It	felt	like	a	thunderstorm coming	inside	her	and	when	it	hit	she	was	unprepared	for	the	shear	intensity	of her	climax.	She	heard	herself	screeching	and	she	fucked	the	cock	inside	her harder.	She	felt	as	if	she	were	flying	and	swooping	downward.	She	came	again and	there	was	another	huge	orgasm	right	behind	it.	Suddenly	she	was	having	one climax	right	after	another	until	it	seemed	there	was	no	separating	them.	Just	one giant	orgasm. 

“All	the	way	down,	baby,”	she	heard	Max	say.	“I'm	going	to	shoot	the	juice	right in	your	womb.	I'm...	going...	to...	Ahhh!”	Beth	felt	his	sperm	hit	the	walls	of	her womb	and	when	she	did	she	went	into	another	spasm	of	orgasms.	There	was	a blinding	light	and	she	fainted. 

When	she	woke	up	she	was	still	lying	on	top	of	Max	and	he	was	smiling	at	her. 

His	big	cock	was	still	embedding	in	her	pussy. 

“I	can't	get	up,”	she	croaked.	“Can	you	help	me?” 

He	lifted	her	effortlessly	until	his	cock	plopped	out	followed	by	a	gush	of	sperm. 

Wordlessly	Beth	went	to	the	swimming	pool	and	just	fell	in. 

The	cold	water	shocked	her	back	to	some	semblance	of	awareness.	For	a	few minutes	she	splashed	around	not	looking	at	Max. 

“I'll	bring	some	wine	tomorrow,”	she	heard	him	say.	When	she	looked	she	saw he	was	dressed	again.	“Have	a	good	afternoon,	Beth.”	He	walked	through	the side	gate	reminding	her	to	lock	it. 

“The	afternoon	is	not	bloody	likely	to	get	any	better,”	Beth	mumbled	to	his retreating	back. 

“What	was	that?	What	the	fuck	have	I	done?”	were	questions	she	asked	herself over	and	over	all	afternoon.	Another	question	she	asked	herself	was	what	would Bobby	do	or	say.	There	was	no	question	in	her	mind	that	she	would	tell	him. 

They	kept	no	secrets	from	each	other. 

When	Bob	was	two	feet	inside	the	front	door	he	was	hit	with	her	news.	For	a	few moments	Bob	just	stared	at	Beth	wordlessly.	He	shook	himself,	went	into	the kitchen,	got	a	beer,	and	returned.	He	walked	right	past	Beth	and	out	onto	the patio. 

Beth	followed	her	husband	out	and	sat	beside	him. 

“I	did	not	intend	for	it	to	happen,	Bobby,”	she	said.	“Can	you	talk	to	me,	please? 

Yell	at	me	or	hit	me	or	something.	Don't	just	sit	there.” 

“I'm	processing	it,	Beth,”	Bob	said	after	a	few	more	moments	of	silence.	“Start at	the	beginning	and	tell	me	everything.” 

“I	invited	him	over	for	the	cookout,”	Beth	said.	“I	thought	about	what	you	said last	night	and	I	thought	I	would	tease	him	just	a	little.	He	volunteered	to	put some	tanning	lotion	on	me	so	I	let	him.	I	intended	to	flash	him	just	a	little. 

Maybe	a	little	side	boob	shot.	I	don't	know	how	it	got	out	of	hand.	The	next thing	I	knew	I	was	naked	and	he	was	rubbing	his	hands	all	over	my	body.	It	just got	out	of	control,	Bobby.” 

“Tell	me	the	details,	Beth,”	Bob	said.	“Everything	and	leave	nothing	out.” 

She	told	her	husband	everything	she	could	remember	of	the	afternoon's	episode. 

She	became	graphic	when	Bob	insisted	on	it. 

“I	know	you	are	angry,	Bobby,”	she	said	when	she	finished.	“I	wish	I	could	undo what	was	done,	but	I	can't.” 

“I	am	not	angry,”	Bob	said.	“I'm	reminded	of	the	expression,	mess	with	the	bull and	you'll	get	the	horn.	It	sounds	like	you	did,	indeed,	get	the	horn.	Max	is obviously	one	of	those	men	you	should	never	tease.” 

“I'll	call	him	and	cancel	the	cook-out,”	Beth	said.	“I	am	so	very	sorry,	Bobby.” 

“There	is	no	need	to	cancel,”	her	husband	said.	“I	know	you	are	sorry	you cheated,	but	tell	the	truth,	Beth.	You	are	not	sorry	he	fucked	you.	You	loved	his big	black	cock	in	your	cunt,	didn't	you?” 

“Won't	it	be	awkward	tomorrow?”	she	asked. 

“We	won't	let	it	become	awkward,”	Bob	said.	“You	didn't	answer	me,	Beth.	You loved	what	he	did	for	you,	didn't	you?” 

“I'm	really	not	sure,”	she	said.	“It	was	the	most	intense	sex	of	my	life.	I	think	I know	why	that	bitch	Sylvia	left	if	she	was	subjected	to	that	kind	of	sex	every day.	It	was	almost	too	much.” 

“Deep	fucked,	huh?”	Bob	said	smiling. 

“He	went	places	with	that	giant	thing	that	my	gynecologist	has	never	even gone,”	she	said.	“I	douched	twice	and	I	don't	think	I	got	all	of	it	out.	Are	you sure	you	aren't	mad?” 

“I'm	pissed-off	that	I	didn't	see	it,”	Bob	said	smiling.	“I've	fantasized	for	months about	seeing	you	with	another	man's	cock	in	you	and	I	missed	it.	You've complained	about	being	bored	ever	since	you	stopped	working.	Were	you	bored this	afternoon?” 

“I	was	not!”	Beth	said.	“I'm	still	worried	about	us,	Bobby.	Are	we	all	right?” 

“We	are	fine	as	frog's	hair,	Beth,”	Bob	said.	“So	you	got	some	fucking.	Big	deal. 

Just	make	sure	I	get	to	watch	next	time.” 

“I'm	not	sure	I	want	a	next	time	with	Max,”	Beth	said.	“My	pussy	is	still throbbing	from	this	afternoon.” 

“Well,	my	beautiful	slut	there	will	be	at	least	one	more	time	for	me	to	see,”	Bob said.	“Your	cunt	will	stop	throbbing	by	tomorrow,	I'm	sure.” 

“If	you	say	so,”	Beth	said	feeling	relieved	that	Bob	had	taken	it	so	well.	“I'll order	pizza	for	our	dinner,	if	that's	okay.” 

Chapter	2

The	next	morning	Beth	woke	to	an	empty	bed.	Bob	had	left	early	for	his	law office.	Bob	had	been	right	she	discovered	putting	a	finger	on	her	clit.	The throbbing	had	stopped	even	after	the	hard	fucking	her	husband	had	added. 

Beth	had	never	seen	Bob	so	hot	and	horny.	He	made	her	tell	him	again	in	detail how	Max	had	fucked	her.	Her	telling	him	got	him	up	for	a	rare	third	time	before he	rolled	off	and	went	to	sleep. 

She	had	just	got	out	of	the	shower	when	the	phone	rang.	It	was	her	friend	Darla Jones. 

“What's	up,	Beth?”	Darla	asked. 

“I'm	just	getting	my	day	started,”	Beth	said.	“I've	got	coffee	on	so	come	over	and I'll	buy	you	a	cup.”	Her	friend	hung	up	telling	her	she	was	on	the	way. 

Beth	and	Darla	had	been	friends	since	their	college	days.	Right	after	Beth	and Bob	married	so	did	Darla.	Darla's	marriage	crashed	and	burned	after	only	a	few years	and	Darla	was	living	large	on	a	huge	divorce	settlement. 

“I	never	thought	it	could	happen,	but	it	has,”	Darla	said	once	they	had	their coffee	and	were	sitting	on	the	pool	patio.	“I	can't	believe	I	got	tired	of	shopping. 

Damn,	the	sun	feels	good.	I	should	have	brought	a	swim	suit,”	she	added.” 

“Nobody	here	but	us	chickens,”	Beth	said.	“Get	naked,	babe	and	get	some	rays.” 

“You	talked	me	into	it,”	Darla	said	removing	her	dress	and	underclothes.	“There is	something	naughty	about	being	naked	isn't	there?” 

“Yes,”	Beth	said	and	got	naked	too.	“I	have	something	to	tell	you	but	you mustn't	judge	me.” 

“I	don't	judge,”	Darla	said.	“Tell	me.”	Beth	told	her	friend	about	the	encounter with	Max	in	great	detail. 

“Get	off	the	fucking	bus!”	Darla	said.	“Not	Beth,	the	goody-two-shoes.	He's black?” 

“Black	as	midnight,”	Beth	affirmed.	“Have	you	ever,	in	your	life,	had	a	dick	go all	the	way	into	your	womb?” 

“No,	but	I'm	a	big	girl,”	Darla	said.	“I	would	like	to	meet	a	cock	that	would reach	that	far.	Who	did	you	say	your	black	stud	was?” 

“I	didn't,”	Beth	said	smiling.	“You'll	never	worm	his	name	out	of	me	in	a	million years.” 

“You	aren't	going	to	tell	Bob,	surely,”	Darla	said. 

“I've	already	told	him,”	Beth	said.	“He	was	fine	with	it	but	he	nearly	fucked	me to	death	last	night.	I	had	to	tell	him,	Darla.	We	don't	keep	secrets	from	each other.” 

“Bet	me,”	Darla	scoffed.	“Do	you	think	Bob	tells	you	when	he	nails	one	of	those little	paralegals	or	secretaries?” 

“You	know	I	think	he	would	if	he	ever	did,	but	I'm	sure	he	hasn't,”	Beth	said	“He claims	I'm	all	he	needs	to	stay	satisfied.	I	believe	him	because	he	knows	I'm always	ready	or	ready	to	get	ready	for	a	roll	in	the	hay.	Besides	he	knows	he can't	lie	to	me.	I	see	through	it	every	time.” 

“If	I	had	the	guts	to	tell	my	ex	I	had	just	fucked	a	black	dude,	he	would	have killed	me,”	Darla	said.	“You're	saying	it	turned	Bob	on?” 

“Big	time,”	Beth	said	laughing.	“He	got	it	up	again	every	time	I	told	him	about Max.” 

“I	used	to	hope	that	miserable	bastard	I	married	would	want	some	pussy,	but	he had	cocks	on	his	mind.	Who	knew	he	was	gay?” 

“Everybody	except	you,”	Beth	said. 

“So	are	you	going	to	fuck	Max	again?”	Darla	asked. 

“Who	said	it	was	Max?”	Beth	demanded. 

“You	did,”	Darla	said	laughing.	“Are	you	going	to	get	some	more	of	that	black cock?” 

“Damn,	I	did	say	his	name,	didn't	I?	Bob	wants	me	to	so	he	can	watch	but	that was	way	too	much.	I	passed	out	a	few	times	and	some	of	my	orgasms	were blinding.	I	guess	I'll	have	to	for	Bobby,	but	I'm	not	exactly	looking	forward	to it.” 

“Poor	little	Beth,”	Darla	scoffed.	“You	unlucky	bitch.	Your	husband	wants	to watch	you	have	mind	blowing	sex	and	you're	hesitating?	Where	does	this	Max with	the	big	cock	live	and	I'll	fuck	him?” 

“Right	next	door,”	Beth	said	and	laughed	at	the	shocked	expression	on	her friend's	face. 

“You	have	a	black	stud	living	right	next	door	that	your	husband	wants	you	to fuck?	Why	can't	I	be	that	lucky?”	Darla	said	with	disgust	that	was	only	partly fake.	“Yeah,	I	remember	seeing	him	some	time	back.	Got	a	white	wife?” 

“She	left	him,”	Beth	said.	“I'm	not	sure	if	they	were	married	or	not	but	I	think	if I	had	to	face	that	monster	cock	every	day	I	would	leave,	too.	I'm	serious,	Darla, that	was	just	too	much	sex.” 

“Fucking	is	something	you	can	get	too	much	of	but	just	for	the	moment.	Like eating	Chinese	food.”	Darla	said.	“But	then	you	want	it	again	pretty	soon.	I've never	had	too	much,	ever.	I	need	to	meet	this	Max	and	soon.” 

Beth	glanced	at	her	watch	and	saw	it	was	just	after	ten	o'clock.	She	knew	Max kept	late	hours	doing	whatever	he	did	but	he	should	be	awake.	She	called	his number	and	he	answered. 

“Good	morning,	Beth,”	his	deep	voice	said.	Beth	felt	her	face	getting	warm	and her	pussy	wet	just	from	the	sound	of	his	voice.	“We're	still	on	for	this	afternoon, I	hope.” 

“Yes,	of	course,”	Beth	said.	“I'm	here	with	my	friend	and	she	wanted	to	meet you.	Can	you	come	over?” 

“Of	course,”	he	said.	“Just	give	me	five	minutes	to	finish	up	on	the	computer and	I'll	come	on	over.” 

“The	front	door	is	unlocked	so	come	on	in,”	Beth	said.	“We're	on	the	patio	and we	both	are	nude.” 

“Sweet,”	he	said.	“Make	that	three	minutes	then.” 

“He's	on	the	way,”	Beth	told	her	startled	friend. 

“I	should	put	some	clothes	on,”	Darla	said. 

“Why	bother?”	Beth	said.	“He'll	just	want	them	off	again.” 

“Well,	hello,	Darla,”	Max	said	when	he	arrived	and	was	introduced.	“When	I	say it's	nice	to	see	you,	I	mean	it's	really	nice	to	see	all	of	you.” 

“Yeah,	whatever,”	Darla	said.	“Beth	said	you	have	a	twenty	inch	cock	and	I	want to	see	it.” 

“I	did	not	say	twenty	inches,”	Beth	said.	“Show	her	that	big	nine	inch	tool, Max.” 

He	stood	in	front	of	Darla	and	dropped	his	shorts.	Darla	said	nothing	for	a	few moments	as	she	gazed	at	the	thick	black	cock. 

“Well,”	she	said	after	clearing	her	throat	a	few	times.	“Beth	didn't	lie.	That	is	a beautiful	cock.	It	sure	looks	larger	than	nine	inches.” 

“Nine	by	eight,”	Max	said.	“It	should	fit	in	your	mouth	just	fine	if	you	open wide.	Suck	my	cock,	bitch!” 

Beth	watched	fascinated	as	Darla	took	the	thick	black	cock	in	her	white	hand and	guided	it	to	her	mouth. 

“You	are	wrong,	big	boy,”	Darla	said	after	releasing	his	cock	from	her	mouth and	adjusting	the	lounge	chair	so	that	it	was	flat.	“It	is	not	a	good	fit	in	my mouth	because	my	jaw	is	cramping.	See	if	you	can	find	a	better	fit	somewhere else.” 

Max	pushed	her	back	in	the	sun	bed	and	opened	her	legs	wide.	He	toyed	with her	pussy	using	his	cock	as	a	toy. 

“Stop	fucking	around,”	Darla	said	panting.	“Put	it	in	and	fuck	me!” 

Max	eased	the	head	of	his	massive	cock	into	her	pussy,	stopped	and	smiled down	at	the	pretty	woman.	He	moved	forward	ramming	the	full	length	into Darla. 

“Oh...	My…	God!'	the	woman	screamed	loudly. 

“You	wanted	to	meet	him,”	Beth	said	leaning	over	to	Darla's	ear.	“So	meet	Max and	Pepe.” 

“Oh	fuck!”	Darla	said	huffing.	“Oh	shit!” 

Max	begun	to	stroke	in	and	out	of	Darla's	pussy	and	Beth	got	closer	to	watch	the giant	black	cock	fuck	her	friend.	When	Max	pulled	out	it	looked	as	if	Darla's cunt	came	with	it.	When	he	rammed	it	back	in	there	was	a	shushing	sound. 

“Suck	her	tits,”	Max	said	to	Beth.	“Bite	the	slut's	nipples	and	let's	give	this	cunt a	fucking	she'll	never	forget.” 

To	Beth	there	was	nothing	unnatural	about	sucking	on	Darla's	long	fat	nipples.	It seemed	a	natural	extension	to	what	Max	was	doing	to	her. 

When	Darla	came	with	a	terrible	screech,	Beth	felt	a	moment's	envy	but	it quickly	passed.	Beth	thought	watching	Max	fuck	Darla	was	actually	better	that being	fucked	by	the	monster. 

Max	fucked	Darla	to	another	crashing	climax	then	got	her	onto	her	knees	and rammed	his	cock	in	her	from	behind.	Beth	grabbed	her	wildly	swinging	breasts and	held	them	tight. 

“How	do	you	like	it?”	Beth	whispered	in	Darla's	ear. 

“Good!	So	fucking	good!”	Darla	said	having	some	difficulty	forming	the	words. 

“Is	he	in	your	cervix	yet?”	Beth	asked. 

“No,”	Darla	said.	“I'm	bigger	in	there	than	you	so...Oh	my	God!	He's	in!	He's	in my	cervix!” 

“Now	you	know	what	I	mean,”	Beth	said	laughing.	“Pepe,	the	womb	buster.” 

“I'm	about	to	dump	a	load	in	her	cunt,”	Max	said	in	a	strained	voice.	“Is	she protected?” 

“Yes,	so	shoot	it	to	me!	Darla	screamed.	“God!	I'm	cuming	again!	Fill	my	pussy full	of	your	cum!” 

A	few	minutes	later	with	help	from	both	Max	and	Beth	Darla	got	into	the	water. 

In	the	crystal	clear	water	Beth	saw	the	cum	streaming	from	Darla's	pussy.	She reminded	herself	to	add	some	chlorine	to	the	pool. 

“You	want	a	go,	Beth?”	Max	asked. 

“I'll	wait	a	while,”	Beth	said	but	she	was	sorely	tempted	to	get	on	that	big	black cock.	“I	told	Bobby	I	would	wait	for	him	before	I	did	anything.	Is	Darla drowning?” 

“Just	floating,”	Max	said	watching	Darla	a	moment.	“So	you	told	Bob.	He's	all right	with	it?” 

“He	was	pissed	he	didn't	get	to	watch,	but	yes.	We'll	eat	about	six,”	Beth	said handing	him	his	shorts. 

“Will	your	friend	be	here?'	Max	said	nodding	toward	Darla. 

“No,	I	think	Darla's	big	titties	would	be	too	much	distraction	for	Bobby.	It	will just	be	the	three	of	us.” 

“I'll	look	forward	to	tonight,”	Max	said.	“Tell	your	friend	thanks	for	the	pussy.” 

After	Max	left	Beth	helped	Darla	out	of	the	pool	and	dried	her	off. 

“Max	said	thanks	for	the	pussy,”	Beth	said. 

“Man,	that	was	one	wild	fuck,”	Darla	said.	“I'm	going	to	want	some	more	of	that big	cock.	Not	right	now	but	soon.” 


***

Bob	got	in	from	work	a	bit	earlier	than	usual	to	help	Beth	get	ready.	Bob admitted	to	himself	be	was	both	excited	and	anxious	about	the	coming	evening. 

He	found	Beth	putting	a	table	cloth	on	the	patio	table	wearing	a	new	bikini. 

“I	haven’t	seen	that	suit	before,”	He	stammered.	It	was	the	tiniest	bikini	he	had ever	seen.	There	was	no	way	it	was	legal	in	public.	There	were	two	little	scraps of	black	material	that	didn’t	even	hardly	cover	her	areolas.	The	scrap	between her	legs	might	as	well	not	even	been	there.	“You’ll	get	raped	in	that	outfit.” 

“It's	a	micro	bikini	and	it	ain’t	rape	if	she’s	willing,”	she	said	with	a	grin.	“Is	it too	much…or	too	little?” 

“I'd	have	to	say,	it's	just	right,”	Bob	said.	“Are	you	sure	you	want	to	do	this?” 

“I	always	do	whatever	you	say,	Bobby,”	Beth	answered When	Max	arrived	later	he	brought	two	bottles	of	expensive	wine	and	they	ate	a delicious	meal	of	steak,	baked	potato,	and	a	nice	tossed	salad. 

“That	was	great,”	Max	said	when	he	had	cleaned	his	plate. 

“Can	I	get	you	anything	else?”	Beth	asked. 

“Yes,	please	pass	the	pussy,”	he	said	and	caused	Bob	to	spray	wine	on	the	table. 

They	all	laughed	at	Max's	ribald	quip.	“What	is	Beth	wearing	under	that	cover?” 

he	asked	Bob	when	Beth	was	away	clearing	the	dishes. 

“The	smallest	bikini	you	ever	saw,”	Bob	said. 

“How	small?”	Max	asked. 

“Very	tiny,”	Bob	answered. 

“Beth,”	he	raised	his	voice.	“Bob	says	you	have	on	a	teeny	bikini	under	that cover.	May	I	see?” 

“After	a	while,	if	you’re	a	good	boy,”	Beth	said	returning	and	laughed	nervously. 

Was	it	going	too	fast?	Should	she	try	to	slow	things	down?	She	felt	sure	she couldn't,	so	she	stopped	worrying	about	it. 

“I	really	would	like	to	see,”	Max	insisted. 

Beth	glanced	at	Bob	and	he	nodded	to	encourage	her,	but	he	didn't	think	it	was really	necessary.	They	both	understood	where	the	evening	was	headed.	She	rose and	gracefully	let	the	shift	fall	to	the	patio	floor.	Max	made	a	turning	motion	and she	turned	around,	coming	back	to	face	him. 

“Fucking	nice,”	Max	said	with	a	grin.	“I	really	believe	you	look	better	than	you did	yesterday.	Did	she	tell	you	what	we	did	yesterday,	Bob?	Right	over	there	on that	lounge	chair?	She	fucked	me	and	took	my	cock	into	her	womb.	Let’s	see	the rest	of	your	beautiful	tits.	Drop	the	top.”	Again	she	looked	at	her	husband	and Bob	nodded	again.	She	quickly	dispensed	with	the	tiny	top.	“Damned	nice.” 

Max	said.	He	looked	at	Bob.	“Are	you	doing	okay,	Bob?” 

“I’m	fine	with	it,”	Bob	said,	his	voice	a	little	husky.	“It’s	not	like	you	haven’t seen	her	naked	before,	is	it?” 

“No,	it’s	not,”	Max	agreed.	“Now,	honey,	let	me	see	that	wonderful	pussy.	Drop the	bottom.” 

She	didn’t	look	at	Bob	that	time.	She	had	her	eyes	fixed	on	Max’s	eyes	as	she pulled	the	strings	on	either	side	of	the	wispy	bottoms.	It	was	as	if	she	had	slipped into	some	mysterious	seductress	mode.	She	let	the	tiny	bit	of	material	fall	to	the concrete	and	struck	a	pose	that	women	have	known	since	the	dawn	of	time.	Beth kept	her	mound	of	Venus	shaved	except	for	a	tiny	patch	just	above	her	slit.	In	the light	of	the	sitting	sun	and	the	light	from	the	den,	all	her	glory	could	be	plainly seen. 

“Outstanding,”	Max	said	softly,	almost	to	himself.	He	looked	over	at	me.	“How far	is	this	going,	Bob?” 

“As	far	as	she	wants	it	to	go,”	he	answered.	“And	we	both	know	what	that	is.” 

“Come	over	here	and	suck	my	cock,	Beth,”	Max	ordered	her.	Beth	strolled	the few	feet	that	separated	them	and	knelt	before	him.	She,	with	his	help,	got	his pants	opened	and	his	cock	out.	Suddenly	Bob	had	to	rearrange	his	dick	to	get comfortable.	Max's	cock	was	larger	than	his	by	several	inches.	Beth	said	it	was nine	inches	but	it	looked	a	great	deal	bigger	than	that. 

She	wet	her	lips	and	started	to	orally	service	the	huge	cock.	It	was	more	kissing and	licking	than	actually	sucking.	Darla	had	been	right,	she	thought.	His	huge cock	made	her	jaws	ache. 

Now	it	was	darker	and	her	head	was	in	the	shadows.	Bob	got	up	and	turned	the patio	light	on.	If	his	wife	was	going	to	give	some	guy	a	blow	job,	he	damned well	wanted	to	see	it. 

While	Beth	sucked	and	licked	his	rod,	Max	shoved	his	shorts	all	the	way	down and	kicked	them	completely	off.	Bob	had	to	release	his	cock	from	the	restricting confines	of	his	shorts.	For	Bob	it	was	totally	surreal.	His	beautiful	naked	wife was	sucking	and	licking	another	man’s	cock.	A	huge	black	cock.	He	realized	he was	trembling. 

At	Bob's	suggestion	they	went	into	the	house	to	find	a	more	comfortable	place. 

Beth	led	Max	and	her	husband	inside,	using	both	their	cocks	as	a	leash.	A	short while	later	Bob	witnessed	that	for	which	he	had	longed	for.	He	had	imagined Beth	being	slammed	fucked	by	a	big	black	cock	and	now	it	was	real.	His	wife was	being	dog-fucked	and	she	made	it	even	better	by	sucking	Bob's	cock	while Max	fucked	her.	Bob	wasn't	sure	how	many	times	he	came,	but	it	was	several more	than	he	thought	he	was	capable	of.	His	beautiful	little	wife	was	even	more beautiful	while	she	was	in	a	constant	state	of	orgasm.	Her	facial	expressions were	priceless. 

Just	when	Bob	was	sure	it	was	over	with,	Max	started	all	over	again.	The	sight of	Max's	huge	black	cock	in	Beth's	little	tight	pussy	was	wonderful	and	more than	a	little	scary. 

“This	is	prim	pussy,	Bob,”	Max	said	while	Beth	rode	his	cock.	“Best	I	ever fucked	and	that's	saying	something.	You	are	a	lucky	man.” 

“Yes,	I	know	it,”	Bob	said,	“She	is	the	best	part	of	me,”	he	added	just	as	Beth whimpered	and	went	still	her	eyes	rolled	back.	She	quivered	and	shook	and	for	a moment	Bob	thought	she	was	having	a	seizure. 

“No	more,”	she	said	weakly.	“I	can't	do	any	more.”	She	rolled	off	the	big	black man	and	lay	with	her	legs	open	and	cum	gushing	from	her	inflamed	pussy. 

“It	appears	our	slut	has	called	an	end	to	tonight's	fucking,”	Max	said.	“I'm always	available	so	call	me	when	this	slut	wants	some	more	of	Pepe.” 

When	Bob	looked	at	the	clock	he	saw	they	had	been	fucking	for	over	four	hours. 

There	had	never	been	more	than	a	few	moments	when	Max	hadn't	had	his massive	cock	in	Beth. 

“No	wonder	you	are	worn-out,	baby,”	he	whispered	to	his	comatose	wife.	“I have	some	great	shots.”	He	held	up	his	digital	camera	even	though	she	couldn't see	it. 


***

Beth	awoke	late	the	next	morning	late	to	the	odor	of	cooking	food.	She	went down	to	the	kitchen	to	find	Bob	cooking	brunch. 

“Good	morning,	sweet-cakes,”	Bob	said	brightly.	“Did	you	sleep	well?” 

“I	think	I	died,”	Beth	said	getting	some	fresh	coffee.	“Bobby,”	she	said	after	a few	minutes.	“Was	it	everything	you	thought	it	would	be?” 

“More,”	Bob	said.	“Much	more.	I	was	so	proud	of	you	I	thought	I	would	burst.” 

“I'm	glad,”	Beth	said	and	meant	it.	“I	think	I'll	hand	Max	off	to	Darla.	I	love	it while	he's	doing	me	but	it's	just	too	much.	Honey,”	she	said.	“I'll	fuck	and	suck anyone	you	want	me	to	but	I	have	a	stipulation.	Reasonable	size	dicks,	please.” 

“I	can	understand	that,”	Bob	said	grinning.	“Your	cunt	looked	stuffed.	Is	it	back to	normal	size	yet?” 

“The	human	body	is	wonderfully	elastic,”	Beth	said	smiling.	“It	should	be	back to	Bobby	size	by	now.” 

“Great,”	Bob	said.	“I	heard	him	saying	something	about	your	ass.	What	was	that about?” 

“He	wanted	to	put	his	big	thing	in	my	butt.	There	is	no	way	I	want	that	log	in	my ass,”	Beth	said.	“Darla	can	take	it	up	her	ass.” 

“Who's	Pepe?”	Bob	asked	and	laughing	Beth	told	him. 

The	rest	of	that	weekend	passed	routinely. 

Chapter	3

“You	got	the	coffee	on?”	Darla	asked	when	Beth	answered	on	Monday.	She	said she	would	be	by	when	Beth	she	did. 

Beth	had	no	more	than	hung	up	the	phone	when	Darla	walked	in. 

“What	took	you	so	long?”	Beth	asked.	“You	were	next	door	weren't	you?	Bitch.” 

“Hell,	Beth,	you	didn't	want	no	more	of	Max	and	I	wanted	a	lot	more,”	Darla said.	“I've	been	there	since	Saturday	afternoon.	There's	no	quit	in	that	old	boy.” 

Darla	laughed.	“I	discovered	if	you	grab	hold	of	his	nuts	with	both	hands	and jerk,	he'll	let	you	be	for	a	while.	I	did	find	out	something	interesting.” 

“What	did	you	find	out?”	Beth	said. 

“I	know	how	he	made	his	money,”	Darla	said	with	a	grin.	“He's	a	retired	pimp.” 

“How	can	he	be	retired?”	Beth	said.	“He's	not	all	that	much	older	than	you	and me. 

“I	don't	know	how	he	did	it	but	apparently	he	did,”	Darla	said. 

“How	did	you	find	that	out?”	Beth	challenged. 

“He	told	me,”	Darla	said.	“Now	he	does	something	online.	Trading	or	something like	that.” 

“He	must	have	been	one	hell	of	a	successful	pimp,”	Beth	snorted	disbelievingly. 

“I	think	he	just	spun	you	a	story.” 

“No,	I	think	he	was	really	a	pimp,”	Darla	said.	“That's	how	he	learned	to	be	such a	great	lover.” 

“Shit,	Darla	with	that	giant	cock	he	didn't	have	to	learn	anything	except	where	to put	it,”	Beth	said	laughing.	“Was	Max	your	first	black	man?” 

“No,”	Darla	said	after	a	moment's	hesitation.	“But	he's	the	biggest	by	far.	Didn't I	tell	you	about	me	modeling	in	college?” 

“You	did	not,”	Beth	said.	“Let's	get	more	coffee	and	go	out	onto	the	patio	and you	can	tell	me. 


***

This	is	the	story	Darla	told	Beth:

My	first	time	was	the	summer	between	our	second	and	third	year	at	college.	I was	hopping	tables	to	make	enough	money	for	tuition.	It	didn't	pay	all	that	much and	tips	were	unreliable.	One	evening	a	fellow	server	and	I	were	taking	a	smoke break	out	in	the	alley.	I	complained	to	her	I	was	not	making	what	I	needed. 

“With	your	looks	and	figure	you	should	model,”	she	said.	“I	make	extra	money doing	that.” 

“I'm	game,”	I	said.	“What	does	it	pay?” 

“That	will	depend	on	what	you	are	willing	to	do,”	she	said.	“Nude	modeling pays	good	but	just	sexy	glamour	modeling	doesn't	really	pay	all	that	well.	With your	big	knockers	you	would	do	well	doing	topless	photography.	I	can	hook	you up	with	my	photographer.	He's	always	on	the	lookout	for	fresh	faces	and	boobs.” 

I	really	didn't	have	to	think	about	it	much.	I	was	falling	behind	on	the	money	and summer	was	passing	quickly.	I	told	her	to	go	ahead	and	hook	me	up. 

The	photographer	was	a	little	old	dried-up	man	by	the	name	of	Roy	Carver.	His studio	was	a	dingy	place	way	downtown	at	the	edge	of	the	slums.	I	went	there after	a	full	shift	at	work. 

“You	looking	for	a	career	in	modeling?”	Carver	asked	me. 

“No,	not	really.	I'm	looking	for	a	way	to	make	some	money,”	I	told	him.	“I	need it	for	tuition	and	books	next	fall.” 

“Okay,	I	can	dig	it,”	the	man	said.	“I	pay	most	for	sex	videos.	You	could	make some	posing	nude.	You	got	a	problem	doing	nudes?” 

“No,”	I	told	him.	I	had	posed	for	a	boy	I	dated	in	high	school	and	frankly	I always	got	hot	doing	naughty	photos.	“How	much	will	I	get	paid?” 

“Fifty	an	hour	and	I	pay	you	for	three	hours	minimum	no	matter	how	long	it takes,”	he	said.	“You	ready	to	get	started	now?” 

“I	just	got	off	work	and	I	could	use	a	shower,”	I	said. 

“Great,”	he	said	laughing.	“I	have	a	shower	set	so	I'll	shoot	you	taking	a shower.” 

I	hadn't	expected	to	start	that	day,	but	I	was	there	so	I	figured	why	not.	The	old dude	snapped	pictures	of	me	undressing,	getting	in	the	shower,	soaping	my	body, and	drying	off	when	I	finished. 

“Honey,	you	are	a	natural,”	Mister	Carver	said.	He	handed	me	the	money	and	I laughed	all	the	way	home.	A	hundred	fifty	bucks	for	taking	a	shower?	It	was almost	like	stealing	the	money. 

Over	the	next	two	weeks	I	went	back	four	times	to	the	studio.	Things	were beginning	to	look	up.	With	my	salary,	tips,	and	money	from	modeling,	I	was	sure I	would	have	enough.	Then	I	got	my	course	list	and	check	on	the	cost	of	books.	I was	crushed.	None	of	the	books	were	available	used	and	the	cost	of	new	text books	was	staggering.	I	called	Mister	Carver	and	ask	if	I	could	pick	up	more photo	modeling. 

“No,	sorry	honey,	I	ain't	got	anything	you	are	willing	to	do,”	he	said. 

“Hold	on,”	I	said	feeling	desperate.	“What	do	you	have	available?” 

“Sex	videos,”	he	said.	I	asked	him	what	that	involved.	“Fucking	and	sucking,” 

he	said	bluntly.	“Two	hundred	dollars	an	hour	and	a	guaranteed	five	hundred	per session.” 

Now	days	five	hundred	dollars	doesn't	seem	like	much	money	but	right	at	that moment	it	was	a	life	preserver.	The	old	goat	was	throwing	me	a	lifeline	and	I grabbed	it.	I	asked	him	where	and	when. 

The	taping	session	went	smooth.	My	sex	partner	was	a	nice	guy	names	David. 

Basically	it	was	a	quick,	no	script	run.	David	and	I	fooled	around	for	the	video camera	for	a	short	while.	We	kissed	some	and	slowly	got	undressed. 

David	wasn't	what	I'd	call	handsome	but	he	was	nice	and	he	had	a	big	cock.	I didn't	have	to	fake	an	orgasm	because	I	could	always	come	easily.	I	left	there with	five	hundred	bucks	and	a	pussy	full	of	cum. 

I	sat	down	a	few	days	later	and	calculated	how	much	money	I	would	actually need	and	how	much	I	had.	I	was	short	by	a	few	hundred	dollars	so	I	called Mister	Carver	to	see	if	there	was	anything	else	available. 

“Naw,	I	ain't	got	a	thing	going	on	right	now,”	he	said.	“Oh,	wait	a	second.	A friend	call	just	this	morning	asking	about	an	actress.	He's	shooting	a	video	but	I don't	know	what	it	is.	Want	me	to	check	with	him?” 

“I	do	and	thanks,”	I	said.	“I'm	running	out	of	time	because	school	is	about	ready to	start.	I'll	take	anything.” 

That	anything	was	more	than	I	bargained	for.	I	went	to	the	address	Mister	Carve gave	me.	It	was	a	seedy	apartment	building.	Everybody	there	was	black	and	no one	had	mentioned	blacks. 

It	wasn't	race	prejudice	because	I	was	sure	I	had	none	but	it	was	a	shock.	I	hadn't dated	a	black	guy	but	that	was	because	none	had	asked	me.	The	director	was	a short	heavy	black	woman.	I	don't	know	why	there	was	a	director	because	it	was mostly	a	free-for-all. 

I	got	naked	and	I	got	fucked.	First	by	one	man,	then	another	black	man	and finally	by	both	of	them.	I	had	sucked	cocks	so	much	my	jaw	was	aching	and	my pussy	was	throbbing.	It	was	a	good	thing	I	hadn't	minded	anal	sex	because	there was	no	discussion	about	it.	I	just	had	a	black	cock	slammed	up	my	ass	and before	it	was	over	with	I	had	one	in	my	pussy	and	one	in	my	mouth	at	the	same time. 

No	point	in	lying	about	it,	I	had	a	ball.	I	came	so	many	times	I	lost	count	and	I left	there	with	a	thousand	dollars	to	sooth	my	sore	ass	and	pussy.	I	got	all	my books	and	paid	my	tuition	with	a	few	dollars	left	over.	I	bought	some	more	birth control	pills. 

***

“How	come	you	never	told	that	story?”	Beth	demanded. 

“Not	something	one	brags	about,”	Darla	said.	“Besides	you	always	came	across as	a	kind	of	prude.” 

“Get	out!”	Beth	exclaimed.	“I	was	never	a	prude.	I	just	didn't	flaunt	my sexuality.” 

“You	were	a	tight-ass	prude,”	Darla	said	than	quickly	added,	“but	a	sweetheart.” 

“I	have	a	good	mind	not	to	tell	you	about	posing	nude	myself,”	Beth	said. 

“Posing	for	your	husband	doesn't	count,”	Darla	said. 

“Okay,	maybe	so,	but	Bobby	took	pictures	of	me	and	Max	the	other	night	and	I won't	show	them	to	you.” 

“Yes	you	will,”	Darla	said	and	laughed.	“You	are	about	to	wet	your	panties	to show	me.	Bring	them	on	and	let's	see	your	tight	ass	at	work.” 

“Okay,	there	is	nothing	prudish	or	tight-ass	about	these,”	Darla	said	after	Beth got	the	pictures	Bob	made	from	the	video.	“Girl,	you	look	good	with	a	big	black cock	in	your	pussy.	Hot	stuff	here.” 

“Thank	you,”	Beth	said	primly	then	laughed.	“I	think	Bobby	took	some	of	them to	work.” 

“Hell,	girl,	you	should	post	these	on	the	internet,”	Darla	said.	“I	wish	I	had	some of	me	and	Max-a-million.” 

“If	you	ask,	I'm	sure	Bobby	would	make	some	for	you,”	Beth	said.	“Did	you notice	in	every	picture	you	can't	see	Max's	face?”	They	both	said	“witness protection”	at	the	same	time. 

“That	would	explain	it,”	Darla	said.	“He's	hiding	from	the	mob.” 

Chapter	4

That	same	day	Bob	Robbins	met	with	a	new	client	at	his	law	firm.	The	client's name	was	Arlo	Morley,	a	rather	small	black	man	wearing	a	two	thousand	dollar suit.	Bob	thought	he	had	barely	missed	dwarf	status

“I	think	you'll	find	our	firm	can	fill	all	your	needs,”	Bob	told	the	man. 

“Including	all	things	civil,	but	I	handle	the	criminal	defense	work.	I	hope	you won't	need	my	services.”	He	chuckled	and	got	no	response	from	the	black	man. 

“Is	there	anything	you	need	today?” 

“As	a	matter	of	fact	there	is,”	the	man	said.	“I	have	an	employee	in	jail.	He needs	a	lawyer.”	Bob	started	asking	questions	about	arrest,	charge,	and	related matters	but	didn't	get	any	answers	except	a	name.	It	seemed	that	Mister	Harley Stokes	was	in	jail.	Maybe	for	assault	and	maybe	for	assault	and	battery	and maybe	for	God	knew	what.	As	soon	as	the	new	client	left,	Bob	got	on	the	phone to	the	police	station. 

It	took	fifteen	minutes	on	the	phone	for	him	to	determine	Stokes	was	alleged	to have	committed	an	assault	on	some	man.	It	took	another	half	hour	to	travel	to	the police	station	and	arrange	for	bail. 

“Did	you	say	anything	or	admit	to	anything?”	Bob	asked	once	the	man	was freed. 

“Naw,”	Stokes	said.	“I	know	better	than	that.	I	knew	Arlo	would	send	a	mouth-piece	around	to	get	me.”	Stokes	was	a	very	tall	black	man	who	looked	strong and	he	was	bald	as	an	egg.	“It's	a	bullshit	charge	that	will	go	away	once	that asshole	realizes	he's	fucking	with	Arlo	Morley.” 

“Okay,	but	just	in	case	it	doesn't	go	away,	tell	me	what	happened,”	Bob	said. 

They	sat	in	his	car. 

“That	jerk	was	fucking	around	with	one	of	Arlo's	girls,”	Stokes	said.	“He	said Mindy	cheated	him	and	refused	to	pay	the	freight.	The	girls	are	always	getting jerked	around	so	Arlo	sent	me	to	talk	with	the	john.	Dumb	dickhead	gave	me some	lip	and	I	busted	his.” 

“So	this	Mindy	is	a	prostitute?”	Bob	said.	He	wondered	if	the	senior	partner knew	what	the	new	client	did	for	a	living. 

“Naw,	Mindy	is	a	call	girl,”	Stokes	said	as	if	there	were	a	huge	difference. 

“Prostitutes	are	curb-crawlers	or	work	in	a	house.	Arlo's	girls	are	all	first-class. 

Anyway,	the	cops	showed	up,	saw	the	blood,	and	tossed	my	black	ass	in	jail.” 

“What	exactly	do	you	do	for	Mister	Morley?”	Bob	asked. 

“I	am	what	you	might	call	an	enforcer,”	Stokes	said.	“Arlo	has	rules	and	I	make sure	they	are	followed	or	someone	is	going	to	get	an	ass-kicking.”	Stokes laughed.	“Best	fucking	job	I	ever	had.	I	get	to	bust	some	noses	and	there	is always	some	pussy	to	be	had.” 

“It	does	sound	great,”	Bob	agreed.	“How	many	girls	work	for	Mister	Morley?” 

“Hell	I	don't	know,”	Stokes	said.	“Twenty	or	thirty.	They	come	and	go	so	it's hard	to	keep	up	with.	I'd	say	about	half	of	them	only	work	part-time.” 

“Black	girls	I	guess,”	Bob	said. 

“Naw,	none	of	Arlo's	bitches	are	black.	Couple	chinks	but	the	rest	are	all	white. 

College	girls,	housewives	and	whatever.	He	never	has	no	trouble	keeping	a	full stable.	They	come	for	the	black	cock	and	stay	for	the	money.” 

“I	see,”	Bob	said.	“And	the	clients	or	customers	are	black?	Even	the	man	you were	alleged	to	have	assaulted?” 

“Yeah,	like	I	said	it's	a	great	job.	There	are	a	lot	of	brothers	who'll	gladly	pay five	hundred	or	more	to	fuck	a	classy	white	bitch.	Suburban	wives	are	the	most asked	for.	I	guess	I	need	to	go	check	with	Arlo	and	see	what	he	needs.”	Bob	had trouble	classifying	the	big	man's	speech.	Sometimes	he	talked	like	a	street person	and	sometimes	like	an	educated	person. 

“Yeah	sure.	Harley,”	Bob	said	his	mind	in	a	whirl.	“I	have	your	cell	number	if	I need	to	contact	you.” 

“Sure,	call	me	and	call	me	Stokes.	Everybody	does.” 


***

“Damndest	thing	I	ever	heard,”	Bob	said	after	telling	Beth	about	his	day	and	the new	client.	“I	asked	Ben	Simon,	the	senior	partner	and	he	knew	that	Arlo	Morley is	a	pimp.	He	called	him	an	entertainment	manager.	“

“What	did	he	look	like?”	Beth	asked. 

“Morley?	Tiny	little	man	and	his	eyes	seemed	dead.	Like	a	shark's	eyes,”	Bob said.	“I	did	think	it	was	odd	that	he	kept	his	leather	gloves	on	the	entire	time.” 

“In	this	heat?”	Beth	asked.	“It	was	nearly	one	hundred	degrees	today.” 

“Yeah	it	was	warm	okay,”	Bob	said.	“Stokes	on	the	other	hand	is	a	large imposing	fellow.	Hung	like	a	bear	if	there	is	anything	to	large	feet	and	hands being	an	indicator.” 

“Darla	said	any	cock	over	eight	inches	is	called	a	super	cock,”	Beth	said.	“I	don't think	I	want	any	more	super	cocks.” 

“I've	been	thinking	about	that,”	her	husband	said.	“I	don't	think	it	was	so	much Max's	length	as	the	girth.” 

“And	exactly	what	do	you	know	about	it?”	Beth	teased.	“I'm	kidding	Bobby. 

You	are	the	perfect	size	for	ever	opening.	I	can't	believe	Darla.	She	said	she	took Max	in	her	butt.” 

“Hell,	Beth,”	Bob	said.	“I'll	bet	anything	you	could	have	taken	it	in	your	ass.” 

“We'll	never	know,”	Beth	said.	“I	get	cold	chills	just	thinking	about	it	and	you know	I	like	it	there	sometimes.” 

“The	thing	that	bothers	me	is	the	housewives	from	suburbia,”	Bob	said.	“I	can't help	wondering	who	they	are.” 

“I	know,”	Beth	said.	“Every	woman	I	see	at	the	grocery	store	of	the	shopping mall	I'll	ask	myself	if	they	hook	on	the	side.	Get	us	some	names,	Bobby.” 

***

Two	days	later	Bob	had	a	visitor.	It	was	Harley	Stokes.	The	huge	man	had	to duck	to	enter	the	office	door. 

“Hi,	Mister	Stokes,”	Bob	said.	“What	brings	you	here?” 

“Arlo	told	me	to	come	and	get	the	papers	but	I	forgot	who	he	said	to	see,”	Stokes said.	“You	should	call	me	just	Stokes.” 

“Have	a	seat	and	let	me	see	if	I	can	chase	the	papers	down,”	Bob	said.	He	called the	managing	partner	and	was	told	the	papers	were	not	ready,	but	would	be	in	a couple	hours. 

“I'll	bring	them	on	my	way	home,”	Bob	told	the	huge	man. 

“Okay,	would	you	call	Arlo	and	tell	him	that.	I	don't	want	him	pissed	at	me.” 

Bob	told	him	he	would	make	the	call.	“Thanks,	is	that	your	wife's	picture?”	He was	staring	at	the	picture	on	the	desk	of	Beth	wearing	a	modest	bikini. 

“Yes,”	Bob	said	proudly.	“That	was	taken	a	few	years	ago	in	the	Caribbean.” 

“That	is	a	good	looking	woman,”	Stokes	said. 

“Thank	you,”	Bob	said	and	then	impulsively	said,	“I	have	some	others	I	took	just a	few	weeks	ago	if	you	want	to	see	them.”	The	big	black	man	eagerly	said	he would	and	Bob	got	the	small	album	from	his	desk	drawer. 

“She	is	likely	to	kill	me	if	she	knew	I	showed	anyone	these	pictures,”	Bob	said handing	Stokes	the	photo	album.	They	were	semi-nudes	and	full	frontal	nudes	he had	taken	with	his	digital	camera	and	printed	on	his	photo	printer. 

“Man,	she	is	hot	as	hell,”	Stokes	said.	“She	got	what	I	call	perfect	tits.”	He grinned	at	Bob	and	said,	“Perfect	tits	are	any	tits	I	can	see.	That	is	a	nice	looking gash.	Too	bad	you	didn't	get	any	open	cunt	shots	showing	some	pink.”	He	got	to the	last	picture	and	started	all	over	again.	“If	I	had	a	hot	looking	piece	of	ass	like this	I	would	take	her	on	The	Stroll.	No,	probably	not.” 

“What	is	the	stroll?”	Bob	asked. 

“Third	Street,”	the	big	man	said.	“From	the	intersection	of	Newcomb	Avenue down	three	blocks	to	Evergreen	Avenue.	That's	what	they	call	The	Stroll.” 

“What	happens	on	The	Stroll?”	Bob	inquired. 

“That's	where	you	take	your	new	gash	to	show	her	off,”	Stokes	said.	“You	get her	dolled	up	in	some	slut	rags	and	walk	her	the	three	blocks	and	maybe	back again	if	you	didn't	strike	a	bargain.” 

“What	kind	of	bargain?”	Bob	asked	feeling	confused. 

“Maybe	you	get	an	offer	to	buy	her	pussy,”	Stokes	said	still	thumbing	through the	album.	“Maybe	a	swap	for	somebody's	bitch	that's	also	on	The	Stroll.	Arlo calls	it	networking.	I've	took	some	of	his	girls	on	the	Stroll	a	few	times.	I	got	a rule	if	I	ain't	had	a	good	offer	in	the	first	block	I	take	her	tits	out.	That	usually does	it	'cause	Arlo	don't	have	any	dogs	working	in	his	stable.	Your	woman would	get	plenty	offers.” 

“Sounds	interesting,”	Bob	said.	“But	who	is	there?	On	The	Stroll	I	mean?” 

“Other	managers	wanting	to	trade	up,”	Stokes	said.	“Horny	brothers	wanting	to score	some	white	cunt.	Sometimes	there	is	out	of	town	buyers	there.” 

“So	you're	saying	if	I	wanted	to	fix	my	wife,	or	some	woman,	up	with	a	pimp	or some	strange	dick,	I	could	take	her	to	The	Stroll?”	Bob	asked. 

“No,	not	you,”	Stokes	said.	“No	offence,	but	you	are	white	and	that	part	of	town is	for	blacks	and	the	white	women	they	bring.	You	wouldn't	last	a	block.” 

“That	sounds	racist	to	me,”	Bob	said	smiling	to	show	he	was	only	joking. 

“I	guess	it	is,”	Stokes	said.	“Kind	of	like	the	country	club,	huh?”	He	handed	Bob the	album	looking	reluctant	to	do	so.	“Seeing	how	I	like	you,	I'll	take	you woman	on	The	Stroll	anytime	you	say.” 

“I'll	keep	that	in	mind,”	Bob	said.	“I'll	call	Arlo	Morley	right	now	and	tell	him I'll	bring	the	paperwork	to	his	office.”	He	walked	the	big	man	to	the	door. 

“Is	your	wife	getting	jungle	fever?”	Stokes	asked. 

“May	be,”	Bob	said	wondering	why	he	showed	the	naked	pictures	of	Beth	and why	he	was	even	discussing	it	with	the	huge	man. 

“You	got	my	cell	number,”	Stokes	said.	“I	got	a	prescription	for	that	fever,	so call	me.” 


***

At	the	same	time	Bob	had	Harley	Stokes	in	his	office,	Darla	and	Beth	were	at	a fortune-teller's	place	of	business. 

“You	know	I	do	not	believe	in	this	crap,”	Beth	said.	“Why	do	you	insist	I	come with	you?” 

“Madam	Ziggy	is	very	good,”	Darla	said.	“She	told	me	I	would	meet	a	tall	dark man	and	two	days	later	I	was	being	fucked	on	your	patio	by	a	black	man.	That's how	good	she	is.	Come	on	in	and	let	her	read	your	palm,	cast	the	crystals,	or look	in	the	glass	for	you.	I'll	pay.” 


***

“There	is	something	I	cannot	see	clearly,”	the	old	crone	said	peering	at	the handful	of	crystals	she	scattered	on	the	table	in	front	of	Beth.	“All	I	can	tell	you is	beware	of	the	small	man	with	the	fist	of	iron.” 

“Who	is	that?”	Darla	demanded	hovering	over	Beth.	“You	got	a	name?” 

“No	name,	but	I	see	clearly	enough	to	give	you	this	warning.	The	man	will change	your	life.	For	better	or	worse,	I	cannot	say.” 

“What	a	crock	of	shit,”	Beth	said	laughing	as	they	walked	down	the	sidewalk. 

“You	know	that's	fake	so	why	do	you	waste	your	money	on	her?” 

“I'm	not	convinced	she's	fake,”	Darla	said.	“Want	to	get	a	drink?” 

Chapter	5

Bob	found	Arlo	Morley's	building	without	any	difficulty	and	went	to	the	office on	the	tenth	floor.	He	had	asked	the	partner	what	the	papers	were	and	was	told Morley's	was	incorporating	his	sundry	businesses	except	his	gentlemen's	club. 

Bob	had	laughed	and	told	the	partner	that	was	just	a	fancy	name	for	a	strip	club. 

“Maybe	so,”	Ben	Simon	the	partner	said.	“But	it	makes	a	piss-pot	full	of	money. 

I	suspect	but	don't	know	that	he	left	it	out	of	the	corporation	to	take	care	of	cash overflow.” 

“I	guess	something	like	that	would	shield	a	lot	of	cash,”	Bob	agreed	realizing they	both	stayed	clear	of	the	word,	laundry. 

“You	made	it,	I	see,”	Harley	Stokes	said.	“The	boss	will	see	you	in	a	few minutes.	He	ripping	off	a	piece	of	Sylvia's	pussy.	Take	a	load	off.” 

Bob	sat	beside	Stokes	on	the	sofa	in	the	outer	office.	Ten	minutes	later	the woman	Bob	knew	as	Sylvia	Barns	came	out	of	the	office	stuffing	her	big	breasts back	in	her	bra.	She	didn't	glance	at	Stokes	or	Bob.	She	continued	on	down	the hall	and	into	a	restroom	door. 

“Was	that	Sylvia	Barns?”	Bob	asked	Stokes. 

“I	never	heard	a	last	name,”	Stokes	said.	“She's	worked	for	Arlo	for	about	five years	and	Arlo	fucks	her	nearly	every	day	about	this	time.	You	can	usually	hear her	yelling.	I'll	go	see	if	Arlo	wants	you	now.” 

Bob	was	convinced	he	had	made	a	mistake	about	the	woman.	He	hadn't	really got	a	good	look	at	her	as	she	sped	by. 

“Boss	says	come	on	in,”	Stokes	said	from	the	open	door. 

“Good,	you	got	my	papers,”	Morley	said	keeping	his	right	hand	to	his	side	so Bob	didn't	offer	to	shake.	“What	do	you	know	about	stock	transfer?” 

“Almost	nothing,”	Bob	confessed.	“I	mainly	do	defense	work	and	court	cases.” 

“Yeah,	he	does	good,	Arlo,”	Stokes	said	from	the	door.	“Got	my	ass	out	fast. 

We're	all	done	with	that,	Mister	Robbins.	That	dickhead	dropped	the	charges.” 

“Stokes	said	you	were	thinking	about	taking	your	wife	on	The	Stroll,”	Morley said.	“Take	him	with	you	if	you	do.” 

“No!	No,	that	was	just	idle	chat,”	Bob	stammered.	“We	were	just	shooting	the breeze.” 

“Okay,	just	the	same	if	you	need	a	body	man,	you	use	Stokes.	Ain't	nobody fucks	with	him.	I	got	no	problem	you	using	him...for	anything.” 

“Thank	you,”	Bob	said.	“Ben	Simon	can	answer	your	questions	about	stock transfer.” 

“Yeah,	I'll	call	him	in	a	day	or	two,”	Morley	said.	“That	blond	bitch	wants	stock instead	of	a	bonus.	Okay,	you	can	go	now.” 

Bob	left	the	office	as	quick	as	he	could	go	and	not	run.	As	he	passed	the	desk	in the	outer	office	he	glanced	at	the	woman	sitting	there	and	she	looked	directly	at him. 

“Hello,	Bob,”	she	said.	It	was	Sylvia	Barns! 

“Hello,”	he	said	but	was	at	a	loss	for	words	after	the	hello. 

“How	are	you	and	Beth	doing?'	she	asked.	He	said	fine.	“How's	Max?” 

“Fine,	I	guess,”	Bob	said.	“Of	course	we	don't	see	much	of	him.” 

“Tell	Beth	I	said	hello,”	Sylvia	said	and	went	back	to	reading	a	magazine. 

With	his	back	to	her,	Bob	mouthed	the	words	“what	the	fuck?”	and	when	he	was on	the	elevator	he	said	them	aloud.	He	hurried	home	to	tell	Beth	what	he	saw.	He found	her	sitting	on	the	patio. 

“What	the	fuck?”	Beth	said	when	he	told	her	about	Sylvia. 

“My	exact	words,”	Bob	said.	“She	told	me	to	tell	you	hello.	Stokes	said	she	had worked	for	Morley	for	five	years.” 

“That	could	be	because	I	know	she	left	Max's	house	nearly	every	day	for	several hours.	Who	is	Stokes?” 

“He's	the	mountain	that	walks	like	a	man,”	Bob	said.	“I	told	you	about	him.	Big hands	and	feet?	He	thinks	you	are	beautiful.	Well,	hot	as	hell	is	what	he	actually said.” 

“How	would	he	know	what	I	look	like?”	she	asked. 

“I	have	your	framed	picture	on	my	desk,”	Bob	said	and	looked	away.	“Of	course I	told	him	you	looked	even	better	now	and	even	more	so	in	person.” 

“How	sweet	of	you,”	she	said.	“You	didn't	happen	to	show	him	any	other pictures	did	you?	Look	at	me,	Bobby,”	she	said	sharply.	“You	know	you	can't	lie to	me,	so	answer	my	question.” 

“You	are	right	I	can't	seem	to	lie	to	you.	I	am	a	disgrace	to	the	legal	profession,” 

Bob	said.	“Stokes	offered	to	take	you	on	The	Stroll.” 

“Don't	think	I	didn't	notice	your	evasion,”	Beth	said.	“Okay.	I'll	give	up.	What the	hell	is	the	stroll?” 

“Wow,	that	is	so...I'm	not	sure	exactly	what	to	call	it,”	Beth	said	after	Bob	told her	about	The	Stroll.	“Bizarre	is	the	word	that	springs	to	mind.” 

“Wouldn't	you	like	to	take	The	Stroll?”	he	asked. 

“To	what	end?”	she	asked. 

“To	be	displayed,	fondled	and	haggled	over,”	Bob	said.	“To	be	made	to	walk three	city	blocks	with	your	tits	out.	Hearing	the	obscene	offers	for	your	body?” 

“That	word	leaps	to	mind	again,”	Beth	said.	“It's	absolutely	bizarre	that	I	would like	it.	How	did	you	know	about	my	slave	girl	fantasy?” 

“I	didn't,”	Bob	said.	“Tell	me	about	your	fantasy.” 

“I	understand	it's	not	unusual	for	women	to	have	the	fantasy,”	Beth	said.	“I	see myself	restrained	and	nearly	naked	standing	on	the	auction	block.	The	auctioneer is	telling	the	crowd	all	about	me	and	what	I'm	good	at	doing	for	a	man.	While	he talks	men	come	up	and	inspect	every	part	of	me.	They	probe	in	secret	places	and toy	with	my	naked	breasts.	After	the	inspection	the	auctioneer	makes	me	stand with	my	legs	spread	while	he	tells	them	how	tight	and	almost	virginal	my	pussy is.	That's	one	variation,”	she	said	and	laughs.	“There	are	several	variations.” 

“That	sounds	a	lot	like	The	Stroll,”	Bob	said.	“Stokes	said	it	would	be	dangerous for	a	white	man	to	take	a	woman	there	but	Morley	said	Stokes	could	go	with me.” 

“I	cannot	imagine	how	drunk	I	would	have	to	be	to	agree	to	that	shit,”	Beth	said. 

“Maybe	not	drunk,”	Bob	said	putting	his	hand	on	her	bare	thigh.	“How	about horny?	How	Horny	would	you	have	to	be	to	do	it?” 

“Pot	would	do	it,”	Beth	said	laughing.	“Back	in	college,	pot	always	made	me horny	and	do	wild	things.	Now	let's	get	back	to	the	matter	of	you	showing strange	men	nude	photos	of	me.” 

“Stokes	isn't	strange,”	Bob	said.	“Big	of	course,	but	not	strange	at	all.” 

“I	don't	know	what	you	have	up	your	sleeve	but	I	told	you	no	super	dicks,”	Beth said.	“I	imagine	an	eight	foot	man	would	have	one.” 

“He's	tall	but	he's	not	eight	feet	tall,”	Bob	said. 

“Is	he	fat?” 

“No,	not	that	I	could	tell.	All	I	saw	was	muscles,”	Bob	said.	“However	in	all honesty	I	didn't	give	him	a	close	inspection.” 

“Don't	think	I've	forgotten	the	nude	pictures	but	I	wanted	to	tell	you	Darla	took me	to	a	fortune-teller	today,”	Beth	said	moving	his	stroking	hand	closer	to	her crotch. 

“Really?”	Bob	said.	“What	did	the	fraud	tell	you?” 

“She	said	if	my	asshole	husband	didn't	stop	showing	pictures	of	me	naked,	I would	find	myself	divorced	or	widowed.” 

“I	take	your	point,”	Bob	said	working	his	hand	under	her	shorts.	“He	did	say	you have	a	world-class	cunt.” 

“That's	true,”	she	said	laughing	and	getting	up.	“Come	on	let's	go	to	bed	so	you can	eat	some	world-class	cunt.” 


***

The	next	afternoon	Beth	and	Darla	met	for	drinks. 

“Okay,	you	seem	pensive,”	Darla	said	after	the	usual	chitchat.	“What's	up?” 

“I	don't	know,”	Beth	admitted.	“Bob	is	trying	to	get	me	together	with	some	giant thug	he's	found.	He	said	my	fear	of	super	cocks	was	unfounded.	Dumb	ass,”	she said	with	a	snort.	“Maybe	I	should	shove	a	fence	post	up	his	ass	and	see	how	he likes	it.” 

“I	think	Bob	is	right,”	Darla	said.	“It	took	me	a	while	to	really	get	comfortable with	Max	because	he's	so	thick.	Most	men,	even	ones	with	long	dicks	aren't	that thick.	I	think	you	gave	up	on	something	good	way	too	soon.”	Darla	looked closely	at	Beth.	“But	that's	not	it,	is	it?	You	got	something	else	on	your	mind	so what	is	it?” 

“The	Stroll,”	Beth	blurted.	She	told	Darla	what	Bob	had	told	her	about	The Stroll.	“I	can't	get	it	out	of	my	head,”	Beth	said.	“It	seems	so	degrading,	so	cruel, so...nasty,	but	I	can't	stop	thinking	about	it.” 

“Sounds	dangerous	to	me,”	Darla	said.	“Bob	surely	isn't	going	to	make	you	do that,	is	he?” 

“No,	of	course	not,”	Beth	said.	“Bobby	would	never	make	me	do	anything.	I'm not	so	sure	anyone	would	have	to	make	me	do	The	Stroll.”	she	shook	herself. 

“Guess	who	Bob	saw	at	Arlo	Morley's	office?	It	was	Sylvia,	Max's	ex. 

Apparently	she	was	fucking	the	mysterious	Morley	and	has	been	for	years.” 

“I	wouldn't	recognize	her	if	she	walked	in	that	door,”	Darla	said.	“I	only	saw	her a	couple	times	from	a	distance.” 

“Does	Max	ever	mention	her?”	Beth	asked. 

“No,	not	that	I	recall,”	Darla	said.	“Do	you	want	me	to	ask	him	about	her?” 

“No,	of	course	not,”	Beth	said.	“I	doubt	it's	a	good	idea	to	talk	about	his	ex.	It might	be	painful	or	something.	Are	you	over	there	every	day?” 

“Just	about,”	Darla	said	with	a	wide	grin.	“I	think	I'm	addicted	to	that	monster cock.	How	big	is	that	thug	Bob	is	trying	to	set	you	up	with?” 

“Bob	is	six	one	and	he	said	Stokes	was	a	head	taller	and	at	least	three	hundred pounds.”	She	laughed.	“Bob	said	he	had	big	hands	and	feet.	Is	there	anything	to that	old	wives	tale?” 

“I	suspect	it's	a	fair	indicator,”	Darla	said.	“But	the	longest	dick	I	ever	saw	on	a man	was	a	skinny	little	dude	who	was	not	more	than	five	and	a	half	feet	tall.	I was	working	in	the	hospital	as	a	maid	after	high	school	and	he	had	been	in	some sort	of	accident.	I	went	his	room	to	clean	and	his	sheet	was	down.	The	damned thing	went	all	the	way	to	his	knees	and	it	was	soft.	I	don't	know	if	something	that big	even	gets	hard.	I	cleaned	the	room	and	got	out	before	he	woke	up.	Is	Bob going	to	bring	his	thug	home	to	you?” 

“I'm	sure	of	it,”	Beth	said.	“He's	mentioned	Stokes	too	many	times	so	I	know he's	up	to	something.” 

“My	advice	is	to	relax	and	go	with	the	flow,”	Darla	said. 

“Is	that	all	you	got?”	Beth	said	and	laughed.	“Go	with	the	fucking	flow?” 

“Yeah,	that's	it.	Want	another	drink?” 


***

Meanwhile	Bob	Robbins	was	racking	his	brain	trying	to	think	of	a	smooth	way to	get	Stokes	and	Beth	together.	He	realized	he	was	becoming	obsessed	with	the idea	but	didn't	care.	Finally	he	gave	up	on	trying	to	think	of	a	clever	way	and decided	on	the	head-on	approach.	He	called	Stokes	cell	phone. 

“Hey,	Mister	Robbins,”	the	man	said	when	he	answered.	“What's	happening?” 

“Stokes,	you	should	call	me	Bob,”	he	said.	“I	was	wondering	if	you	liked	to swim?	I	have	a	swimming	pool	at	home	and	the	nights	are	warm	now.” 

“I	can't	swim,”	Stokes	said.	“But	just	last	night	I	was	thinking	how	good	it would	feel	to	splash	around	in	some	cool	water.	I	can	get	free	tonight	you	that was	an	invitation.” 

“It	was,”	Bob	said.	“What	do	you	drink?” 

“Beer	is	my	drink	of	choice,”	Stokes	said. 

“Great,”	Bob	gushed.	“I'll	have	plenty	on	ice.	I'll	see	you	about	six.”	he	gave	the man	his	address.	He	waited	a	few	minutes	then	called	Beth	and	told	her company	was	coming	for	a	swim. 

“Stokes,	the	thug?	Your	new	best	buddy?”	she	asked. 

“Yes,”	Bob	said	and	ran	out	of	anything	to	add. 

“Okay,”	Beth	said.	“But,	Bobby,	if	he's	hung	like	a	fucking	horse	the	most	he'll get	is	a	hand-job	so	be	warned.” 

“Okay,”	Bob	said,	“I	got	it.	See	you	in	a	little	while.” 


***

“That	is	a	nice	pool,”	Stokes	said	after	Bob	showed	him	in	and	they	went	out	to the	patio. 

“Thanks,”	Bob	said.	“My	wife	will	be	down	in	a	few	minutes.	She's	changing. 

I'll	get	us	some	beer	while	you	change	in	there.”	he	showed	the	huge	man	where a	changing	room	was. 

A	short	while	later	Beth	came	out	wearing	a	shift	over	her	bikini.	Stokes	stood up	when	she	came	out.	Bob	was	again	struck	how	such	a	big	person	could	move so	gracefully.	Bob	was	reminded	of	one	of	the	big	cats. 

Bob	stood	mute	and	stared	at	them.	The	various	contracts	were	startling.	He	was large	and	black	while	Beth	was	petit	and	white.	The	top	of	her	head	only	came up	to	Stokes	chest. 

“It's	a	pleasure	to	finally	meet	you,	Beth,”	Stokes	said. 

“Thank	you,”	Beth	said	taking	the	huge	paw	that	was	offered.	“You	don't	talk like	a	thug.” 

“Thank	you,”	Stokes	said.	“You	are	even	prettier	than	your	pictures	and	you don't	talk	like	a	thug	either.” 

“Okay,”	Beth	said	laughing.	“I	deserved	that.	Where	did	you	attend	college?” 

“State,”	Stokes	said.	“Yes,	I	played	football.” 

“What	makes	you	think	I	was	going	to	ask	that?”	Beth	said	and	they	both	took	a seat	on	the	sun	beds	what	had	the	backs	raised	to	a	setting	position. 

“Because	everyone	that	asks	about	school	asks	if	I	played	football,”	Stokes	said with	a	grin.	“Admit	it,	you	were	going	to	ask,	weren't	you?” 

“Yes,”	Beth	said	smiling.	“What	position?” 

“Tackle,”	Stokes	said.	“I	liked	to	hit	people	and	was	too	slow	to	play	anywhere except	on	the	front	line.” 

“You	played	professionally!”	Bob	said.	“I	remember	you	now.” 

“I	did	four	years	as	a	pro,”	Stokes	admitted.	“Got	even	slower	and	they	replaced me	with	some	kid	fresh	out	of	school.” 

“How	did	you	get	employed	by	Arlo	Morley?”	Bob	asked. 

“Stock	answer,”	Stokes	said	with	a	grin.	“Just	lucky	I	guess.	I	knocked	around	a while	doing	body	guard	work	and	ran	into	Arlo.	He	offered	me	the	two	things	I wanted.	Money	and	plenty	of	white	pussy.” 

“I	understand	the	desire	for	money,”	Beth	said.	She	was	intrigued	by	the	big	man in	spite	of	her	previous	perceptions.	“But	what's	the	deal	with	white	pussy?” 

“I	discovered	pussy	when	I	was	a	kid,”	Stokes	said	smiling	at	her.	“I	discovered white	pussy	in	college.	I	found	I	liked	white	women	better	than	any	others.” 

“I	suspect	you	didn't	have	much	trouble	finding	willing	coeds,”	Beth	said. 

“Harder	that	you	might	think,”	Stoles	said	with	a	laugh.	“There	are	lots	of women	who	are	afraid	of	my	size.	I	really	hit	a	growth	spurt	my	senior	year	and white	pussy	got	even	harder	to	find.” 

“Let's	get	wet,”	Beth	said	getting	up	and	removing	the	swim	cover.	“Come on...what	do	I	call	you? 

“Just	Stokes,”	the	big	man	said	rising	to	his	feet	swiftly	and	smoothly.	He	gave Beth	an	approving	long	look.	“That	is	a	nice	bikini	you	almost	have	on.” 

“Thank	you,”	Beth	said.	“The	shallow	end	is	here,”	she	said	jumping	in	at	the five	foot	mark. 

Bob	stayed	on	the	deck	and	watched	them	frolic	in	the	water.	He	was	again struck	by	the	contrast.	Once	Stokes	picked	his	wife	up	and	tossed	her	into	the deeper	water.	Beth	swam	right	back	for	more	play. 

As	he	watched	them	be	thought	he	should	have	picked-up	on	the	fact	Stokes	was not	uneducated.	Something	Beth	discovered	within	minutes. 

After	about	fifteen	minutes	Stokes	came	out	of	the	water	and	Bob	tossed	him	a towel.	Beth	soon	followed.	They	both	noticed	one	cup	of	her	bikini	had	shifted and	a	nipple	peeked	out. 

“Oops,”	she	said	and	put	her	breast	back	in. 

“Turn	around	and	I'll	fix	that	for	you,”	Bob	said.	When	she	turned	Bob	untied the	top	and	pulled	it	completely	off.	“Now	you	don't	have	to	worry	about	it.” 

“Bob!”	Beth	said.	“You’ve	completely	exposed	me!	What	will	Stokes	think?” 

“Stokes	thinks	you	have	beautiful	boobs	and	they	should	be	seen	and	admired,” 

the	big	black	man	said.	“Why	don't	we	get	rid	of	the	bottoms?”	He	quickly untied	the	strings	and	whipped	the	tiny	bikini	bottom	off.	“Now	all	your	beauty can	be	seen.” 

“What	about	your	beauty?”	Beth	said	feeling	both	nervous	and	excited.	This	was going	much	faster	than	she	thought	it	would	but	she	wasn't	sure	if	it	was	a	good thing	or	bad. 

Stokes	pushed	his	trunks	down	and	a	large	black	cock	leaped	out	causing	Beth and	Bob	both	to	catch	their	breath.	Beth	took	a	step	closer	as	she	gazed	at	the	big black	protuberance.	Stokes'	was	at	least	as	long	as	Max	but	not	anywhere	as	big around.	Where	Max's	cock	was	scary,	Stokes'	was	beautiful.	She	could	see	that his	cock	was	on	the	rise. 

Beth	stood	her	ground	when	the	big	man	took	a	step	closer	to	her.	He	reached out	and	took	a	nipple	in	his	big	fingers.	He	used	Beth's	hardening	nips	to	bring her	closer. 

“We	all	know	what's	going	on.	Bob	asked	me	to	come	to	fuck	you,”	Stokes	said. 

“You	are	naked	because	you	have	a	case	of	jungle	fever.” 

“And	you	are	going	to	cure	it?'	Beth	said	her	voice	quivering	a	bit	and	her nipples	were	beginning	to	throb. 

“Fuck	no,”	Stokes	said	laughing.	“I'm	here	to	help	you	enjoy	the	fever.	It's	a fever	that	needs	to	be	fed.	Do	you	want	me	to	feed	your	fever,	Beth?”	He released	one	nipple	and	ran	a	large	black	finger	through	her	slit.	“Your	wet	cunt tells	me	you	do	want	the	fever	fed.” 

“Yes,”	Beth	hissed	rising	on	her	tiptoes	to	be	kissed.	“Hell	yes!” 

Watching	his	wife	kiss	the	huge	man,	the	contrast	he	had	observed	became	more startling	to	Bob.	He	ran	to	the	towel	cupboard	and	got	his	camera.	He	didn't intend	to	miss	getting	Beth	on	film. 

Bob	watched	and	snapped	picture	after	picture	of	his	wife	making	out	with	the giant.	He	watched	in	awe	when	Stokes	took	Beth	with	him	to	a	chair	without breaking	the	deep	kiss.	Stokes	lifted	Beth	effortlessly	and	held	her	up	while	he sat	down.	He	turned	her	around	facing	away.	Then	he	placed	Beth	over	his jutting	black	rod	and	lowered	her.	He	slowly	lowered	the	small	woman	until	the tip	of	his	cock	touched	her	pussy. 

“Put	it	in!”	Beth	demanded	breathlessly	pulling	back	from	Stokes'	lips	and demanding	tongue.	“Now!	I	want	it	in	me,	dammit!”	Bob	took	a	close-up	of	the big	black	cock	entering	his	wife's	pussy.	He	quickly	set	the	camera	to	take pictures	continues	as	long	as	he	held	the	button	down. 

“Good!”	Beth	screamed	loudly.	“So	fucking	good!	More!”	Stokes	let	her	all	the way	down	and	her	wet	pussy	swallowed	the	giant's	meat. 

“Oh	fuck!”	Beth	said	looking	at	Bob.	“He's	got	it	in	me,	Bobby!	He's	just	barley touching	my	cervix	and	it	feels	so	fucking	good!” 

“Ride	him,”	Bob	encouraged.	“Give	him	a	great	Beth	kind	of	fucking,	honey.” 

“She	has	a	tight	cunt,	Bob,”	Stokes	said.	“It	feels	great	on	my	cock.” 

For	a	few	minutes	there	was	no	sound	except	Beth's	heavy	breathing	and	the sound	of	the	electronic	shutter	clicking	on	Bob's	camera. 

Soon	Beth	started	rocking	slowly	then	rising	a	little	and	back	sown	on	the	black cock	that	skewered	her.	After	some	of	that	she	got	bold	and	lifted	herself	higher and	easing	back	down.	After	about	five	minutes	she	rose	all	the	way	until	just the	head	of	Stokes'	cock	was	in	her	and	back	down	harder. 

Beth	was	sobbing	loudly	from	her	passion	and	she	seemed	to	be	trying	to	say something.	Bob	asked	her	to	say	again. 

“I...said...it...feels...	Ahhh!	I'm	coming!	Fuck,	fuck,	Fuck!”	She	screamed	and started	shaking	hard. 

Bob	was	on	his	knees	taking	close-ups	of	Stokes'	big	cock	in	Beth's	little	white pussy.	He	saw	that	she	had	fucked	herself	so	that	her	pussy	was	coated	with	a white	froth. 

“Turn	around	so	I	can	bite	your	titties	while	we	fuck,”	Stokes	said	when	Beth stopped	shaking	from	her	orgasm.	Beth	managed	to	turn	around	to	face	Stokes without	taking	the	black	pole	from	her	pussy.	Stokes	latched	onto	one	tit	with	his mouth	and	Beth	started	to	quiver	and	bounce	on	the	black	invader. 

“Bite	me	harder,”	Beth	said	gasping	for	air.	“Bite	my	nipple	off!” 

“I	think	ol'	Bob	would	kill	me	if	I	did	that,”	Stokes	said	laughing.	“And	rightly so.	I'm	about	to	unload	in	your	pussy.	Are	you	ready	for	that?” 

“Yes!	Yes!	Fuck	me	and	cum	in	my	cunt!”	Beth	yelled.	“Fill	my	pussy	up	with your	black	cum!”	Stokes	grunted	and	bucked	her	higher	and	groaned	as	he dumped	his	load	in	her	wet	hot	snatch. 

“Oh	fuck!”	Beth	said.	“I	can	feel	his	cum	and	it's	scalding	hot.	I'm	coming again!”	She	shook	and	jerked	again	and	then	collapsed	against	Stokes'	hard	chest sobbing	loudly. 

“God!	I'm	burning	up,”	she	said	with	difficulty	after	several	minutes	of	not moving.	“Bobby,	help	me	get	in	the	pool,	please.	I'm	not	sure	I	can	move.” 

There	was	a	sucking	sound	as	Bob	lifted	his	wife	off	the	man's	cock.	That	was followed	by	a	huge	gob	of	cum	from	her	pussy.	The	cum	dribbled	all	the	way	to the	pool's	edge	where	Bob	just	pushed	her	in. 

Stokes	took	a	more	sedate	way	into	the	pool	using	the	steps.	The	man's	ebony cock	glistened	in	the	setting	sun	from	the	cum	and	Beth's	natural	juices. 

“Damn	man,”	Bob	said.	“Doesn't	that	thing	ever	get	soft	like	a	human	is supposed	to?” 

“Sure,”	Stokes	said	wading	out	to	where	the	water	was	chest	deep.	“It	will	go down	when	I'm	through	using	it.	This	cool	water	sure	hits	the	spot.” 

“Tell	me	about	it,”	Beth	said	paddling	over	to	the	big	man.	“I	thought	I	was going	to	die.” 

“Was	it	better	than	Max?”	Bob	asked	dangling	his	feet	in	the	water. 

“Oh	hell	yes,”	Beth	said.	“You	are	a	perfect	fit,	Stokes,”	she	said	putting	her arms	around	his	neck	and	kissing	him.	“Stokesy...Stoker...Ah	fuck	it,	I'll	just	call you	Stud.” 

“Hey,	Stokes,”	Bob	said.	“Beth	likes	a	little	pot	now	and	then.	Can	you	get	her some?” 

“Sure,”	the	big	man	said	with	his	hand	on	Beth's	breast.	“I'll	score	some	for	next time...if	there	is	a	next	time.” 

“Damned	right	there	will	be	a	next	time,”	Beth	said.	“My	God,	you	are	still hard.” 

“Yeah,”	Stokes	said.	“I'm	not	finished	with	your	sweet	pussy.	Are	you	cooled	off enough?” 

“I	am,”	Beth	said.	“Get	me	hot	again.	Feed	my	fever,	Stud,	but	let's	use	a	bed this	time.” 

They	came	out	of	the	water	and	Beth	used	his	mighty	cock	as	a	leash	to	lead	him inside. 

“The	video	camera	is	set	up	in	the	guest	room,”	Bob	called	and	scrambled	after them. 

Beth	finally	called	for	a	break	about	nine	that	evening. 

“I	have	to	rest,”	she	said	weakly.	“Go	drink	beer	or	jack-off	or	something	but leave	me	alone.” 

“Should	I	leave?”	Stokes	asked. 

“Don't	be	ridiculous,”	she	said	staggering	to	the	bathroom.	“I'll	be	fine	after	a hot	shower.” 


***

“This	Max	you	spoke	of	earlier,”	Stokes	said	once	he	and	Bob	had	beers	on	the patio.	“That	wouldn't	be	Max	Barns	by	any	chance?” 

“Yes,”	Bob	answered	surprised	at	the	question.	“Do	you	know	him?” 

“Max,	the	womb	wrecker?	Sure	I	know	him,”	Strokes	said.	“Max	and	Arlo	are business	partners.	Well,	Max	is	a	silent	partner	these	days.	Max	is	hiding-out from	the	feds,” 

“No	shit?”	Bob	said.	“Why	is	he	hiding?” 

“Not	sure,”	Stokes	said.”	It	was	some	interstate	transportation	beef	to	start	with but	now	I	think	it	mostly	some	tax	shit.” 

“Really?”	Bob	said.	“Interstate	transportation	of	what	exactly?” 

“Women,”	Stokes	said.	“Max	and	Arlo	were	moving	some	call	girls	around	and somehow	they	tagged	Max	with	it.”	Stokes	looked	at	Bob,	“Just	so	you	know,	I am	familiar	with	attorney	client	confidentially.” 

“Good	point	but	who	in	hell	would	I	tell	that	there	is	a	wanted	fugitive	living next	door	to	me?”	Bob	said. 

“I	thought	I	knew	this	neighborhood,”	Stokes	said	and	laughed.	“I	used	to	bring Sylvia	here	and	pick	her	up.” 

“Okay,	what's	the	deal	with	that?”	Bob	said.	“We	thought	they	were	married	and she	left	him.” 

“Naw,	they	were	never	married,”	Stokes	said	getting	another	beer	from	the	ice chest.	“Arlo	brought	Sylvia	in	as	one	of	his	girls	but	took	a	shine	to	her.	Max also	took	a	shine	to	her	and	Arlo	let	Max	fuck	her.	Here's	the	deal	with	Max.	He has	no	trouble	getting	a	woman	once.	That	god-awful	big	cock	of	his	makes	sure he	seldom	gets	a	second	go	at	the	woman.	Anyway,	Sylvia	could	take	his	cock easy	enough	but	Arlo	got	stingy	with	her	pussy.	They	damned	near	fell	out	over the	cold	bitch.	Then	about	a	year	or	so	ago	Max	won	Sylvia	over	some	bet	they had	going.	She	came	back	to	Arlo	a	few	months	ago.” 

“That	is	fucking	unbelievable,”	Bob	said.	“Would	you	tell	Beth	that	story?” 

“Sure,	but	why?” 

“Because	she'll	want	to	tell	her	girlfriend	about	it	and,	as	you	pointed	out,	I	can't tell	anyone	including	Beth.” 

“Oh	fuck	it,”	Stokes	said	laughing.	“Tell	Beth,	Just	don't	tell	anyone	who'll	go	to the	feds.	That	tax	shit	is	still	an	open	case.” 

“Thanks,”	Bob	said,	“Beth	would	have	wormed	it	out	of	me	anyway.	For	some strange	reason	I	can't	get	away	with	lying	to	her.	I	must	be	missing	something. 

What	is	so	special	about	Sylvia?	I	mean	besides	her	huge	tits.” 

“Beats	me,”	Stokes	said.	“I've	fucked	her	a	few	times	and	once	about	two	years ago	Arlo	got	pissed	at	her	about	something	and	had	me	take	her	on	The	Stroll. 

Three	blocks	down	and	three	blocks	back	and	I	never	got	the	first	offer.	I	had	to promise	a	free	bottle	of	booze	to	get	a	homeless	guy	to	fuck	her.	Of	course	since then	she	got	some	store-bought	tits,	Speaking	of	Arlo,	he's	going	to	want	to	meet Beth.	I	told	him	I	was	coming	here	tonight	and	he'll	want	details.” 

“And	you'll	tell	him?”	Bob	said.	“By	the	way	Max	has	a	new	girlfriend	and	she seems	to	like	his	big	cock	just	fine.” 

“Good,	he	better	hold	on	to	her	cause	there	ain't	one	woman	in	ten	thousand	who can	handle	that	cock	of	his.	Yeah,	I	don't	keep	secrets	from	Arlo	because	he's always	been	decent	to	me.	Be	best	when	Arlo	asks	you	to	meet	Beth	if	you	agree and	be	done	with	it.	You	don't	want	to	go	head	to	head	with	Arlo.” 

“Stokes,	I	like	you,	but	when	it	comes	to	Beth	and	who	she	fucks,	she	makes those	calls.	You	can	tell	Arlo	Morley	he	does	not	want	to	go	head	to	head	with me.” 

“Boys,”	Beth	said	from	the	lighted	doorway,	“I'm	getting	lonely	in	here.” 

“Coming,”	Bob	called.	“Fuck	time,	Stokes.” 

“Bobby,	run	upstairs	and	get	that	tube	of	anal	lube	from	out	room,”	Beth	said.	“I think	I	want	to	see	if	I	can	take	him	in	my	butt.” 

Bob	was	on	his	third	memory	card	when	he	got	the	one	shot	in	a	million.	Beth was	lying	on	her	back	on	Stokes	chest.	His	cock	was	deep	in	her	ass,	cum leaking	out	of	her	red	swollen	pussy	and	she	was	looking	right	at	the	camera. 

It	was	well	after	midnight	when	Stokes	left	them.	Bob	got	a	quick	hand-job,	a kiss,	and	a	rain	check.	He	felt	lucky	to	even	get	that	because	Beth	was	one	worn-out	chick. 

Chapter	6

The	next	day	was	a	work	day	for	Bob	and	it	was	a	long	hard	day	because	he could	not	concentrate	on	anything	except	Beth	with	Stokes'	big	cock	in	her.	It was	the	most	exciting	thing	he	had	ever	seen.	Much	better	than	Beth	with	Max because	with	Stokes,	she	was	into	it	one	hundred	percent. 

Bob	drug	himself	home	that	evening	with	a	beer,	a	swim,	and	dinner	in	mind	and he	didn't	care	which	order	as	long	as	bed	was	soon	behind	the	other	things. 

“Hi	honey,”	Beth	greeted	him.	“Dinner	in	about	ten	minutes.” 

“Great,”	he	said.	“Time	for	a	cold	beer.” 

“Guess	who	called	me	today?”	Beth	asked	handing	him	a	bottle	of	beer.	“Stud called.” 

“Who?	Oh	you	mean	Stokes.	What	did	he	want?” 

“Nothing,”	Beth	said.	“He	just	wanted	to	make	sure	I	was	okay.	Wasn't	that	nice of	him?” 

“Beth,”	Bob	said.	“Stokes	has	some	education,	he	has	some	polish,	and	I suppose	he	has	some	charm,	but	keep	in	mind	he	still	a	thug.” 

“I	don't	care	as	long	as	he's	our	thug,”	Beth	said	laughing. 

“That's	just	it,	honey,”	Bob	said.	“He	is	not	our	thug.	He's	Arlo	Morley's	thug and	I	understand	Arlo	can	be	a	dangerous	man.” 

“He	sounded	nice	enough	to	me,”	Beth	said	and	for	a	moment	Bob	didn't	make the	connection.	Then	suddenly	he	did. 

“What	do	you	me	he	sounded	nice?	When	did	you	talk	to	him?” 

“Studly,	the	stud	put	him	on,”	Beth	said.	“He	said	he	wanted	to	personally	thank me	for	being	nice	to	Stokes.	I	thanked	him	for	letting	me	use	Stud.” 

“I	see,”	Bob	said.	“What	else	did	he	say?” 

“I	invited	him	and	Stud	for	drinks	tomorrow	evening,”	Beth	said.	“There	the bell.	Dinner	is	ready	so	come	eat.” 

Bob	had	lost	his	appetite	and	just	picked	at	his	food.	It	didn't	go	unnoticed	by	his wife. 

“What's	wrong,	Bobby?”	she	asked.	“It	was	all	right	to	invite	Stokes	and	his	boss for	drinks	wasn't	it?”	Bob	wanted	to	yell,	to	curse	and	throw	things	but	he	held his	temper. 

“Beth,	there	is	something	going	on	and	I	don't	know	what	it	is,”	he	said	calmly. 

“Max	and	Arlo	are	partners.	Sylva	belongs	to	Arlo	but	he	lost	her	to	Max	and then	took	her	back.	There	are	weird	currents	under	the	undercurrents.	We	need	to be	careful	with	all	these	people.	Everything	seems	off	center	to	me.” 

“Surely	having	drinks	wouldn't	hurt	anything,”	Beth	said. 

“Beth,	honey,	Arlo	Morley	is	not	coming	all	the	way	from	the	city	to	the	suburbs for	drinks.	Men	like	Morley	always	have	an	angle.	You	need	to	be	very	careful with	both	Morley	and	Stokes.” 


***

Bob	didn't	have	time	on	Friday	to	worry	about	Arlo	Morley	because	he	was	in court	all	day.	It	was	late	afternoon	before	he	knew	it.	He	gathered	up	the	papers he	wanted	to	look	at	over	the	weekend	and	left	the	office. 

On	the	commute	home	he	had	time	to	wonder	about	Morley	and	Stokes.	He asked	himself	what	kind	of	can	of	worms	he	had	opened	and	could	he	put	the	lid back	on	the	can. 

He	got	home,	kissed	Beth,	changed	to	shorts	and	a	tee	shirt,	and	got	a	beer.	He took	the	beer	to	the	pool	patio.	He	sat	back	and	relaxed	for	the	first	time	all	day. 

“How	was	your	day?'	Beth	came	out	to	join	him.	She	was	wearing	a	light sundress	that	buttoned	in	the	front. 

“A	long	day	and	one	I'm	glad	to	get	behind	me,”	Bob	said.	“How	was	your	day?” 

“Darla	and	I	went	to	the	day	spa	and	wasted	some	of	your	hard	earned	money,” 

she	said.	“Sometimes	I	find	myself	wishing	I	hadn't	stopped	working	but	today wasn't	one	of	them,”	she	said	laughing.	“I	had	a	facial,	a	massage,	and	a	steam bath.	It	was	wonderful.” 

“You	deserve	to	be	pampered,”	Bob	said	and	smiled	at	her	fondly.	“What	time are	the	gruesome	twosome	arriving?” 

“Sixish,”	Beth	said.	“Are	you	still	worried	about	it?” 

“Yes,	a	bit	but	we'll	just	have	to	play	it	by	ear,”	Bob	said.	“What's	for	dinner? 

“Since	I	had	such	a	lazy	day,	I	decided	to	do	something	nice	for	my	loving hubby,”	she	said.	“I	ordered	out.	But	it	will	be	after	drinks	with	your	friends.	I figure	that	won't	take	but	a	couple	hours.” 

“I	think	you	are	wrong,”	Bob	said.	“I'll	make	a	sandwich	just	in	case.” 


***

Arlo	Morley	and	Harley	Stokes	arrived	right	at	six	o'clock.	Arlo	looked	even smaller	standing	in	close	to	Stokes. 

“It's	a	pleasure	to	meet	you,	Beth,”	Arlo	said	smiling	at	her.	His	smile	didn't reach	his	dead	looking	eyes.	“Stokes	tells	me	great	things	about	you.” 

“That	was	nice	of	him,”	Beth	said.	“What	can	I	get	you	to	drink?” 

“Stokes	has	it,”	Arlo	said.	“I	found	a	nice	thirty	year	old	single	malt	a	few	weeks ago.	You	must	try	it.” 

Bob	noticed	that	Stokes	was	carrying	a	large	attaché	case	which	he	put	on	a	table and	opened.	He	took	out	a	bottle	and	Beth	showed	him	where	the	glasses	were kept.	The	big	man	carefully	poured	four	glasses	and	passed	them	around. 

“This	is	good,”	Beth	said	after	taking	a	sip.	“It's	almost	like	a	mist	in	my mouth.”	Even	Bob	who	was	not	a	Scotch	drinker	had	to	admit	it	was	good whiskey.	“It's	nice	out,	shall	we	sit	on	the	patio?”	she	asked. 

“Bobby	said	you	were	in	the	entertainment	business,”	Beth	said	to	Arlo	after they	were	seated	on	the	shaded	patio.	“That	sounds	interesting.” 

“No	one	but	my	fucking	lawyer	calls	it	entertainment,”	the	little	man	said.	“I, madam,	am	a	whoremonger.	A	flesh	peddler.	I	supply	women	to	men	for	sex.” 

“I	suppose	that	could	be	entertaining,”	Beth	said	unruffled	by	the	man's crudeness.	“Was	that	supposed	to	shock	me,	Mister	Morley?” 

“I	wondered	if	it	might,”	Morley	said	smiling	his	lifeless	smile.	“Please	call	me Arlo.	Stokes	tells	me	you	have	a	fondness	for	dark	meat.”	He	waited	a	moment for	a	response	and	got	none.	“He	also	said	you	were	an	energetic	fuck.” 

“I	think	one	gets	out	of	any	endeavor	what	one	puts	into	it,”	Beth	said.	“Don't you?” 

“Morley,”	Bob	said.	“Are	you	trying	to	get	me	to	show	you	the	fucking	door?” 

“No,	I'm	not,”	Arlo	said.	“I'm	trying	to	gauge	the	nature	of	things.	I	am	always curious	about	women,	especially	white	women	who	gravitate	toward	black	men. 

Do	you	understand	women,	Bob?” 

“No,	I	do	not,”	Bob	answered.	“I	don't	know	anyone	who	does.” 

“Exactly,”	Arlo	said.	“But	I	must	try	to	understand	them.	Stokes,	refresh	our glasses	and	give	Beth	the	gift	you	brought.” 

Stokes	went	in	and	returned	with	the	bottle	of	Scotch	and	a	small	silver	box.	He handed	Beth	the	box	and	poured	another	round	of	drinks. 

“This	is	nice,”	she	said	after	opening	the	box.	“But	I	don't	smoke.” 

“They	aren't	regular	cigarettes,”	Stokes	said	with	a	grin.	“I'll	show	you.” 

Stokes	took	one	and	lit	it.	He	inhaled	deeply	and	quickly	covered	Beth's	mouth with	his	and	blew	the	smoke	into	her	lungs. 

“Crap	on	a	cracker!”	Beth	said	when	she	stopped	coughing.	“That	is	some	wild shit.	Hit	me	again,	Stud.” 

Stokes	inhaled	and	gave	Beth	another	shotgun	hit	of	the	powerful	pot.	That	time he	made	the	exchange	of	smoke	more	of	a	kiss	and	Beth	received	both	gratefully. 

“You	got	to	try	it,	Bobby,”	she	said	breathlessly.	“That	is	some	powerful	stuff.” 

“Maybe	later,”	Bob	said	thinking	he	needed	to	keep	his	wits	about	him	until	he got	a	handle	on	things.	Stokes	shot-gunned	Beth	again. 

“I	enjoy	watching	a	beautiful	woman	enjoy	herself,	don't	you,	Bob?”	Arlo	said. 

Bob	nodded.	“I	especially	like	to	watch	a	beautiful	white	woman	enjoy	herself with	a	black	man.”	Bob	nodded	again	watching	Stokes	fondle	Beth's	breasts	and he	blew	smoke	into	her. 

“May	I	be	frank,	Bob?”	Arlo	said.	For	a	moment	Bon	didn't	realize	he	was	being spoken	to. 

“Yes,	of	course,”	Bob	said.	“I	thought	you	were	being	frank	all	along.” 

“One	of	the	great	joys	I	get	is	watching	a	beautiful	white	woman	being	fucked by	a	black	man.	Stokes	is	as	good	as	they	come	when	it	comes	to	fucking	a	white woman.	See,	he	has	her	dress	unbuttoned	and	is	playing	with	her	white	titties. 

Your	bitch	warms	quickly,	doesn't	she?” 

“Yes,”	Bob	said.	“But	pot	always	gets	her	going	quicker.” 

“Prepare	her,	Stokes,”	Arlo	said.	“Bob,	one	other	joy	is	eating	a	fresh	white	cunt. 

I'm	going	to	eat	your	wife	now.” 

Stokes	stopped	mauling	Beth's	tits	long	enough	to	recline	the	sun	bed	and	pull Beth	to	the	edge.	Then	Stokes	stood	aside	while	Arlo	dove	between	Beth's	open legs	and	begun	to	eat	her	pussy	with	gusto. 

While	Arlo	dined,	Stokes	shot-gunned	Beth	again	and	pinched	her	nipples. 

Stokes	left	Beth	and	Arlo	and	came	to	stand	beside	Bob. 

“He's	a	weird	little	dude,”	Stokes	said	to	Bob.	“He's	odd,	but	he'll	do	nothing	to actually	hurt	Beth.	Just	let	it	unfold	and	everything	will	be	fine.” 

“What	the	hell	does	that	mean?”	Bob	demanded.	He	glanced	away	from	the	sight of	his	wife	being	eaten	by	a	tiny	little	black	man	to	look	at	Stokes.	Beth	was thrashing	around	and	moaning. 

“Arlo	will	takes	the	gloves	off	in	a	minute,”	Stokes	said.	“Figuratively	and literally.	Don't	interfere	or	do	something	stupid.” 

“I	don't	understand,”	Bob	said	looking	back	at	his	trashing	wife.	He	did understand	a	few	minutes	later. 

“Stokes,”	Arlo	said	lifting	his	wet	face	from	Beth's	pussy.	“Gloves,	now!” 

Stokes	rushed	to	remove	the	gloves	from	the	little	man's	hands	and	while	Bob suspected	there	might	be	an	artificial	hand	he	was	unprepared	for	what	he	saw. 

Instead	of	a	hand	he	saw	a	stainless	steel	split	hook.	At	the	base	of	the	hook	was a	black	box	about	the	size	of	a	pack	of	cigarettes. 

“What	the	fuck?”	Bob	said	mostly	to	himself	and	moved	closer. 

Arlo	used	the	steel	device	to	stroke	Beth's	pussy	causing	her	to	shudder	and	then the	hook	opened	and	Arlo	put	it	on	her	clitoris	and	the	hook	closed.	Beth	yelped and	tried	to	sit	up	but	Stokes	held	her	down. 

“Easy,	Bob,”	Stokes	warned	when	Bob	took	a	step	closer.	“It	won't	hurt	her. 

“Clear!”	Arlo	said	and	touched	the	little	box	with	his	good	hand.	Stokes	lifted his	hand	away	from	Beth	who	immediately	started	to	jerk	and	twitch.	She	threw her	head	back	and	screeched	loudly	as	Arlo	pulled	her	clit	outward. 

“It's	just	a	little	tickle,”	Stokes	told	Bob	who	looked	concerned.	“There	is	a twelve	volt	battery	attached	to	the	prosthetic.	Beth	will	have	a	couple	orgasms, that's	all,	so	relax.” 

Bob	could	see	it	was	more	than	a	couple	orgasms.	Beth	was	literally	jumping	off the	sun	bed.	The	cords	in	her	neck	were	clearly	visible	and	her	head	was	jerking. 

Her	eyes	had	rolled	back	in	her	head. 

“Stop	it!”	Bob	commanded.	“Stop	it	now!”	It	looked	to	him	as	if	Beth	were dying	and	that	Arlo	was	attempting	to	jerk	her	clit	off. 

“The	battery	will	discharge	in	a	moment,”	Stokes	said	calmly. 

In	a	minute	or	two,	Beth's	convulsions	slowed	and	finally	ceased	but	she	still moaned	and	her	legs	still	twitched. 

Stokes	got	a	towel	from	the	closet	and	wet	it	in	the	pool.	He	put	the	wet	towel	on Beth,	wiping	her	face	and	heaving	chest. 

“What	the	fuck	was	that?”	she	demanded	a	few	minutes	later. 

“That,	my	dear,	was	an	electronic	orgasm,”	Arlo	said	smiling.	“Is	your	cunt	still tingling?” 

“Yes,”	Beth	said	weakly	and	rubbed	her	pussy. 

“It	will	stop	in	a	little	while,”	Arlo	said.	“In	the	meanwhile	Stokes	will	fuck	you, okay?” 

“Bobby,	where	are	you?”	Beth	said. 

“I'm	right	here,	honey,”	Bob	said.	“Are	you	okay?” 

“Yes,	I	think	so,”	Beth	said.	“Stud,	where	is	the	smoke?” 

“Right	here,”	Stokes	said.	“You	want	it	here	on	in	the	bedroom?” 

“Both,”	Beth	said.	“Hit	me	now,	big	boy.” 

“You	ready	for	some	hard	black	cock?”	Stokes	asked	her. 

“Sure,	but	no	more	electric	shit,”	Beth	said. 

“You're	lucky,”	Stokes	said	with	a	big	grin.	“Arlo	has	several	attachments.	One is	an	eight	inch	knobby	dildo	that	shocks.” 

“Sylvia	likes	it,”	Arlo	said. 

“Sylvia	is	a	freak,”	Stokes	said. 

Somehow,	Bob	observed,	Stokes	had	become	as	naked	as	Beth.	Stokes	sat	beside her	on	the	sun	bed	and	shot-gunned	her.	Bob	knew	from	experience	that marijuana	would	make	Beth	almost	insatiable	so	it	would	be	a	long,	long	night of	fucking. 

Stokes	fucked	Beth	on	the	patio	on	the	sun	bed	and	then	they	migrated	to	the guest	room.	Arlo	hovered	around	them	offering	suggestions	and	advice	that	Beth and	Stokes	ignored.	Bob	caught	all	the	hot	action	on	video	and	took	still	pictures of	Stokes	big	black	cock	slamming	in	and	out	of	his	wife's	cum	filled	cunt. 

It	was	about	nine	o'clock	when	they	mutually	declared	a	rest	break.	Arlo	became restless	during	the	break	and	while	Beth	was	in	the	shower. 

“If	you	fuckers	aren't	going	to	do	anything,	I'll	go	over	and	visit	with	Max	a while,”	He	said.	“Who's	black	Lincoln	in	that	in	his	driveway?” 

“That	would	be	Darla,”	Bob	said.	“His	new	girlfriend,	Beth's	friend.” 

“That	horse	fucker	found	a	woman	that	can	take	his	cock?	Fantastic,	I'll	go watch	that,”	Arlo	said	and	left. 

“Is	watching	all	he	does?”	Bob	asked	Stokes. 

“Eating	pussy	and	watching	is	all	he	can	do,”	Stokes	said.	“He	lost	his	cock	the same	time	he	lost	his	right	hand.	Fucked	his	eyes	up,	too.” 

“How	did	that	happen?”	Bob	asked. 

“Some	rival	gang	put	a	bomb	in	Arlo's	car.	It	happened	fifteen	or	twenty	years back.	Arlo	would	have	died	if	Max	hadn't	rushed	him	to	the	emergency	room.” 

“Was	anyone	ever	arrested?”	Bob	asked	looking	up	as	Beth	came	out	of	the bathroom	toweling	her	hair	dry. 

“The	way	I	heard	it,	there	were	five	or	six	gang-bangers	that	got	suddenly	very dead,”	Stokes	said.	“I	wasn't	around	back	then	so	it's	just	hearsay.	Apparently Max	started	a	purge	and	wiped	out	the	gang's	leaders	and	scattered	the	rest.	I guess	it	was	about	then	that	Max	and	Arlo	went	into	business	together.” 

“Where	did	the	little	fucker	go?”	Beth	asked	coming	out	of	the	shower.	“Home,	I hope.” 

“Naw,	he	just	went	next	door	to	see	if	he	can	watch	Max	and	some	broad	fuck,” 

Stokes	answered.	“Man,	you	look	good,	Beth.” 

“Thank	you,”	Beth	said	and	struck	a	pose.	“If	Arlo	comes	at	me	again	with	that gadget	again,	I'll	kill	is	little	ass.	My	clit	still	tingles.” 

“Look	on	the	bright	side,	babe,”	Stokes	said.	“There	is	always	some	hard	cock following	the	Arlo	show.” 

“There	is	that,”	Beth	conceded.	“Let's	smoke	some	before	we	start	again.” 

Chapter	7

Arlo	returned	after	about	an	hour	and	a	half.	He	came	in	talking	about	what	he saw	next	door. 

“Man	that	whore	loves	Max's	donkey	dick.	I	never	get	tired	of	watching	that giant	cock	stretch	a	white	cunt,”	he	said	moving	closer	to	watch	Beth	riding Stokes'	big	cock.	“Get	on	that	cock,	bitch,”	he	said	to	Beth,	tweaking	her	nipple with	his	good	hand.	“Fuck	that	nigger	cock,	whore.” 

It	was	shortly	after	midnight	when	Arlo	told	Stokes	to	wrap	it	up.	He	claimed	he had	business	in	town. 

“Put	the	cunt	on	The	Stroll	tomorrow	night,”	Arlo	said	to	Stokes	before	they	left Beth's	heaving,	cum	filled	body.	Stokes	shook	his	head.	“I	mean	it,	Stokes,”	Arlo said.	“Put	her	ass	on	The	Stroll.” 

“Arlo,	she	isn't	ready	for	that,”	Stokes	said.	“Maybe	later.” 

“I	said	tomorrow	night,”	Arlo	said	raising	his	voice.	“Put	that	nigger	cock	loving whore	out	for	the	brothers.” 

“I	said	no,	Arlo,”	Stokes	said.	“You	know	I	always	do	what	you	tell	me	to	do, but	not	that.	I	won't	do	it.	There	is	no	need	to	ruin	good	pussy.” 

“You're	fired,”	Arlo	said. 

“Okay,”	Stokes	said	going	over	to	kiss	Beth	goodbye. 

“Get	my	case	and	my	whiskey,”	Arlo	shouted.	“Get	your	ass	moving, cocksucker!” 

“Are	you	in	trouble?”	Bob	asked. 

“He	fires	me	three	times	a	week	on	average,”	Stokes	said	softly	to	Bob	as	they passed.	“I’ll	leave	the	pot	for	Beth	and	you.	See	you	soon?” 

“Certainly	be	my	guess.”	Bob	said. 


***

“What	the	fuck	is	with	that	stroll	shit?”	Darla	asked	Beth	the	next	day.	“That little	twerp	mentioned	it	several	times	last	night.	Who	is	he	anyway?” 

“He's	your	stud's	business	partner,”	Beth	said.	“They	have	a	big	prostitution business	going.	The	Stroll	is	where	black	men	take	their	white	women	to	show off	and	swap	them.”	She	told	Darla	what	Bob	had	told	her	about	it. 

“Naked?”	Darla	asked.	“They	make	them	walk	three	blocks	naked?” 

“Nearly	naked,”	Beth	said.	“Apparently	there	are	black	men	there	that	come	to watch	and	sample	the	goodies.	What	did	Arlo	say	about	it?” 

“He	was	telling	Max	he	should	put	me	on	the	Stroll.	Max	said	no	way,”	Darla said	smiling.	“Now	that	I	know	what	it	is,	I	agree.	No	fucking	way.” 

“I	heard	Stokes	telling	Arlo	he	wouldn't	put	me	on	The	Stroll	because	I	wasn't ready.	What	a	crock	of	shit,”	Beth	said. 

“I	agree,”	Darla	said.	“I	doubt	any	woman	would	be	ready	for	that	kind	of degradation.	I	can't	imagine	walking	three	blocks	with	my	tits	on	display	while being	felt	up	and	fondled.	Hearing	all	the	nasty	comments.” 

“Don't	forget	getting	fucked	over	and	over,”	Beth	said.	“But	you	misunderstood. 

I	am	ready	for	The	Stroll.	If	Bobby	or	Stokes	won't	take	me	I	may	go	by myself.” 

“Wouldn't	work	that	way,	I'll	bet,”	Darla	said.	“All	you	would	see	in	a	hundred black	people	trying	to	get	away	from	you.” 

“Why?”	Beth	demanded. 

“They	would	think	you	were	an	undercover	vice	cop,”	Darla	said	laughing.	“All you	would	see	is	assholes	and	elbows	as	they	hauled	ass.” 

“Yeah,	I	guess	you're	right,”	Beth	said	forlornly.	“Fuck,	I	can't	catch	a	break.” 

“Sorry,	babe,”	Darla	said.	“Besides	you're	getting	plenty	of	action,	aren't	you?” 

“Yes,”	Beth	said	cheering	up.	“Last	night	I	smoked	some	more	of	that	dope Stokes	left	and	I	nearly	killed	poor	Bobby.”	She	laughed.	“That	is	some	high potency	whacky	terbacky.	It's	a	good	thing	when	Bobby	smokes	it	he	stays	hard longer.	What	did	you	think	of	Arlo	Morley?” 

“Didn't	pay	him	much	attention,”	Darla	said.	“I	was	busy	getting	some	huge	hard black	cock.	So	Max	is	in	the	flesh	trade?	That	explains	where	he	gets	his	money. 

Now	all	I	have	to	do	is	figure	out	why	he's	a	fucking	hermit.” 

“I	know	the	answer	to	that.	He's	on	the	run	from	john	law,”	Beth	told	her	friend. 

“Apparently	the	Feds	are	looking	for	him.	Tax	fraud	or	evasion	or	something like	that,	but	you	didn't	hear	it	from	me.	I'm	not	supposed	to	know.” 

“Sounds	like	Max	needs	a	good	attorney,”	Darla	said.	“Not	that	I	mind	he	can't leave	the	house	because	I	know	where	to	find	him	when	I	need	a	beef	injection.” 

“Bobby	said	tax	problem	need	a	specialized	attorney,”	Beth	said.	“Dammit,	I want	to	take	The	Stroll!” 

“And	I	think	you	are	out	of	your	rabbit-ass	mind,”	Darla	said.	“Being	gawked	at by	dozens	of	strange	men,	being	exposed	and	humiliated,	being	felt-up	by	all kinds	of	men,	being	forced	to	fuck	dozens	of...my	God	that	turns	you	on,	doesn't it?” 

“Maybe,”	Beth	admitted	with	a	smile.	“So	far	you	haven't	shown	me	a	down-side.	I've	got	to	convince	Bobby	and	Stokes	that	I	can	handle	something	like that.” 

“It	sounds	dangerous	to	me,”	Darla	said.	“That	Stroll	thing	sounds	like something	even	a	seasoned	whore	would	avoid.	You	haven't	even	had	a	gang fuck	yet	so	maybe	you	are	getting	the	cart	before	the	horse.” 

“That's	it!”	Beth	said.	“I'll	get	Bobby	to	arrange	a	gang-bang	for	me	and	they'll see	I	can	handle	The	Stroll.	You	are	brilliant,	Darla.	Anyway,	how	are	you	and Max	getting	along?” 

“Great,”	Darla	said	laughing.	“He	wants	to	buy	me	a	new	car.	He	seemed crushed	when	I	told	him	I	had	a	new	car.	I	mentioned	diamonds	and	he	perked-up.” 

“Stokes,	the	stud,	said	there	wasn't	one	woman	in	ten	thousand	who	could routinely	handle	Max's	big	hunk	of	meat	so	that	gives	you	a	lot	of	leverage,” 

Beth	said. 

“Maybe	so,	but	I	get	as	much	out	of	it	as	Max,”	Darla	said.	“I	never	leave unsatisfied	but	now	there	is	that	wanted	man	thing.	Much	to	think	about,	Beth.” 


***

Over	the	next	week	Beth	laid	the	ground	work	for	a	gang-bang	to	prove	she could	do	The	Stroll.	Stokes	came	to	fuck	her	four	times	during	that	time	and	she casually	made	suggestions	that	Stokes	seemed	to	ignore	and	she	was	becoming frustrated. 

“You	know	what	Beth	wants,	don't	you?”	Stokes	said	to	Bobby	one	afternoon while	Beth	was	getting	more	beer. 

“Yes,”	Bob	said	with	a	grin.	“She	wants	to	take	that	dammed	Stroll.	She's obsessed	with	it.” 

“If	I	didn't	love	her	fucking	pussy	and	ass	so	much,	I'd	take	her	so	she	would shut	up	about	it.” 

“Do	you	really	think	it	would	mess	her	up	that	bad?”	Bob	asked	him. 

“It's	a	real	possibility,”	Stokes	said	with	a	sigh.	“Some	nights	are	rough.” 

“What	are	you	boys	talking	about?”	Beth	asked	returning	with	the	beer. 

“The	Stroll,”	Stokes	answered.	“I	was	telling	Bob	there	was	no	way	to	determine how	many	men	would	be	on	the	street.” 

“What	nights	are	the	least	rough?”	Bob	inquired. 

“That's	hard	to	say,”	Stokes	said.	“Friday	and	Saturday	nights	are	usually	the most	crowded	but	I	have	seen	a	hundred	or	more	men	there	during	the	week	if there	is	something	special	going	on.” 

“What's	special?”	Beth	asked.	“I	mean	how	would	they	know	something	special was	happening?” 

“The	word	gets	out,”	Stokes	said.	“Within	the	flesh	trade	community	there	is	an unbelievable	grapevine.	Word	that	a	fresh	hooker	or	one	that	became	unruly	is making	The	Stroll	gets	out,	they'll	come	in	droves.” 

“Are	you	saying	the	pimps	use	The	Stroll	as	punishment?”	Beth	asked. 

“Sometimes,”	Stokes	said.	“Other	times	they	may	have	a	new	whore	and	they want	her	broke	in	quick.	Sometimes	it's	nothing	more	than	a	contest.	One manager	has	a	special	girl	and	he	thinks	she	can	make	The	Stroll	better	than some	other	manager's	gal.	Bets	are	made	and	the	game	begins.” 

“Are	there	any	ground	rules?”	Bob	asked. 

“Some,	but	usually	it's	anything	goes,”	Stokes	said.	“About	six	months	ago	Cat-man	Crowder	had	a	girl	and	he	pitted	her	against	one	of	Arlo's	bitches.	They	had to	call	an	ambulance	for	Crowder's	girl.	She	damned	near	died.” 

“From	what?”	Beth	demanded.	“You	are	just	trying	to	scare	me.	No	woman	dies from	having	her	pussy,	ass,	and	tits	felt	and	even	from	standing	fucking.	Get	off my	back,	dickhead!” 

“I	am	trying	to	scare	you,	cunt!”	Stokes	snapped.	“Not	all	the	fucking	is standing.	There	are	a	dozen	storefronts	available	with	beds,	cots,	and	even	just	a mattress	on	the	floor.	Some	sluts	get	fucked	fifty	or	sixty	times	on	The	Stroll. 

Gang-fucking	is	the	norm.	Have	you	ever	had	two	big	cocks	in	your	pussy	at	the same	time?	How	about	two	in	your	ass?” 

Beth	fell	silent	and	seemed	to	be	thinking	about	what	Stokes	said. 

“Look,	sweetheart,”	Stokes	said.	“You	have	a	nice	tight	cunt	and	a	perfect asshole.	I	know	how	much	you	love	to	fuck	but,	honey,	you	can't	fuck	with	your pussy	ripped	to	tatters	or	your	ass	torn	up	and	your	nipples	chewed	off.”	Beth silently	got	up	and	went	into	the	house. 

“Is	it	really	that	bad?”	Bob	asked	Stokes. 

“No,	I	exaggerated,”	Stokes	said.	“But	it	is	intense	and	it	can	get	rough.	Of course	I	would	never	let	Beth	get	hurt	that	bad	but	things	could	get	out	of control.	I	just	want	her	to	forget	about	The	Stroll.	Maybe	I	could...”	his	voice faded	away. 

“Maybe	you	could	what?”	Bob	prompted. 

“Maybe	I	could	arrange	a	B4B,”	Stokes	said.	“That	might	satisfy	her.” 

“What,	pray	tell,	is	that?”	Bob	asked	him. 

“It's	a	Bang	for	the	Brothers,”	Stokes	said.	“It's	a	more	or	less	controlled	gang-bang.” 

“How	many	men	are	you	talking	about?”	Bob	asked. 

“Five	or	maybe	six	but	even	that	can	go	awry,”	Stokes	said.	“That	many	horny brothers	and	one	little	white	woman	could	be	a	dangerous	combination.	What	do you	think?” 

“Anything	to	get	her	mind	off	that	fucking	Stroll,”	Bob	said.	“It's	a	fantasy	of hers	to	be	a	slave	girl	at	the	mercy	of	a	bunch	of	men.” 

“Okay,	I	can	work	with	that,”	Stokes	said.	“Give	me	a	few	days	to	set	something up.” 

Beth	came	back	out	totally	naked.	She	went	to	Bob	and	kissed	him	then	went	to Stokes. 

“First	of	all	I'm	not	stupid,	Stud,”	she	said	swiping	her	breasts	back	and	forth across	his	face.	“No	pimp	in	his	right	mind	would	subject	his	whore	to something	that	would	destroy	her	value.	I	don't	buy	that	shit	you're	selling	but	I'll shut-up	about	it	for	the	time	being.	Second	of	all,	I	need	some	hard	black	cock. 

Are	you	up	for	it?” 

“I	am	always	up	for	your	pussy,	Beth,”	Stoked	said	and	captured	one	of	her nipples	in	his	teeth	stopping	her	movement.	Bob	hurried	to	get	his	camera.	The game	was	afoot. 


***


Beth	watched	approvingly	and	Bob	look	apprehensively	as	Stokes	introduced	the four	men.	While	none	of	them	were	as	large	as	Stokes,	they	all	were	large. 

“Gentlemen,”	Stokes	said.	“What	we	have	here	is	the	slave	girl,	Beth.	“This	here is	prim	pussy,”	Stokes	said	and	ran	a	finger	in	her	already	moist	slit.	He	put	his finger	to	her	lips	and	she	opened	her	mouth	and	sucked	his	finger	tasting	her pussy	juice.	“This	slave	can	suck	a	man's	cock	better	than	the	best	whore,”	he said	and	kissed	her	long	and	deep. 

“She	got	the	prettiest	titties	you'll	ever	lay	your	eyes	on	and	nipples	so	hard	they can	cut	glass,”	he	continued	and	squeezed	her	breasts	causing	her	to	moan. 

Stokes	turned	her	around	and	made	her	bend	over.	“This	here	is	a	sweet	tight ass.”	he	said	and	stuck	a	finger	in	her	nether	hole.	“Gentlemen,	I	give	you	slave Beth.	There	are	no	holes	you	can't	use	for	your	pleasure	but	a	word	of	caution. 

Hurt	her	and	you'll	die.	What	am	I	bid	for	her?” 

“I	got	fifty	cents,”	one	man	said. 

“A	dollar	if	I	can	fuck	her	ass	first,”	another	said. 

“Getting	too	fucking	rich	for	me,”	one	man	said.	“How	do	we	know	that's	prime pussy?” 

“Yeah,	we	only	got	your	word	her	ass	is	tight,”	one	said. 

“My	bad,”	Stokes	said.	“Okay,	one	round	of	fucking	and	sucking	and	we'll	start the	bidding	again.” 

One	at	a	time	the	four	men	fucked	Beth	until	her	pussy	was	awash	with	their cum. 

“Okay,”	one	of	the	four	said	when	the	last	man	had	fucked	her.	“Get	the	bitch cleaned	and	put	her	ass	on	the	block	again.” 

“Yeah,	you	were	right,”	another	man	said	grinning.	“That	is	sure	prime	pussy,	all right.” 

Stokes	took	Beth	to	the	shower	and	while	she	was	under	the	water	he	shot-gunned	some	pot	smoke	in	her	and	teased	her	clit	to	stimulate	her,	not	that	she needed	any. 

He	brought	her	back	out	and	announced	the	bidding	was	again	underway. 

“Hold	on	a	minute,”	one	man	said.	“You	claimed	her	ass	was	tight.	Did	any	of you	boys	try	that	so-called	tight	asshole?” 

“That's	right,”	another	one	said.	“We	need	to	try	her	ass.” 

“Fine,”	Stokes	said	pretending	to	be	aggravated.	“This	time,	one	will	fuck	her ass	while	she	sucks	another	cock.	I'm	getting	tired	of	trying	to	sell	this	bitch.” 

After	that	there	was	no	pretense	of	a	slave	auction.	It	was	just	plain	fucking. 

Beth	had	all	of	them	in	a	tangle	of	body	parts.	At	one	point	she	had	one	black cock	in	her	ass,	one	in	her	pussy	and	she	sucked	a	third	cock.	The	forth	man	let her	try	to	jack	him	off.	Try	because	she	couldn't	concentrate	on	stroking	his	cock with	all	the	other	activity.	Mostly	she	just	held	the	cock	tightly. 

Two	hours	into	the	fuck	fest	Beth	called	a	halt. 

“No	more,”	she	said.	“My	pussy	is	numb	and	my	ass	throbs.” 

“Just	as	I	thought,”	Stokes	said.	“You	are	not	ready	for	The	Stroll.” 

“Fuck	you,”	Beth	said	showing	him	her	middle	finger.	“Fuck	you	and	the	horse you	rode	in	on.	I'm	getting	in	the	pool	and	wash	some	of	these	juices	off.	Some prick	shot-off	in	my	hair.” 

Epilogue

Beth	never	did	get	to	do	The	Stroll	but	once	she	drove	into	town	and	found	Third Street	at	the	intersection	of	Newcomb	Avenue	to	Evergreen	Avenue.	It	was	just	a city	street	like	many	others.	Stores	and	business'	catering	to	a	predominately black	clientele.	The	fact	she	saw	nothing	that	day	did	not	diminish	her	desire	to make	the	walk.	She	could	almost	see	herself	with	a	leash	that	Stokes	held, attached	to	the	dog	collar	around	her	neck.	In	her	mind's	eye	she	could	visualize her	bare	breasts	displayed	for	the	men	their	black	hands	reaching	to	grab	her	tits. 

She	could	even	see	her	husband	proudly	watching	her	as	black	finger	pulled	and jerked	her	hard	nipples.	She	left	the	area	vowing	that	someday	she	would	make The	Stroll. 

The	End
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