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Chapter	1

My	name	is	Jodie	Mellon.	I	am	twenty-eight	years	of	age	and	a	widow.	That	last thing	I	was	still	trying	to	come	to	grips	with.	I	had	been	married	to	Bill	for almost	eight	years	and	suddenly	he	was	dead. 

Bill	and	I	started	dating	when	I	was	sixteen	and	he	was	seventeen.	Bill	came from	an	affluent	family	and	frankly	I	was	tickled	that	a	rich	boy	would	choose me	as	his	girlfriend.	I	guess	you	could	say	my	family	came	from	the	other	side of	the	tracks.	My	dad	worked	for	Bill's	father's	company	when	he	bothered	to work	at	all.	Yes,	I	did	whatever	I	had	to	do	to	keep	him.	He	got	to	second	base on	the	first	date	and	hit	a	home	run	on	the	second	date. 

I	cheerfully	gave	up	my	virginity.	My	carefully	guarded	virginity,	I	might	add.	I had	given	head	and	hand-jobs	to	my	boyfriends	to	keep	my	cherry	intact	but when	Bill	demanded,	I	gave	it	up.	To	be	truthful	I	would	have	done	anything	to keep	Bill	as	my	boyfriend.	Being	William	R.	Mellon's	girlfriend	was	very important	to	me.	It	opened	doors	to	places	and	things	I	would	have	never	been invited	to	go	through. 

After	the	first	few	months	I	realized	Bill	was	a	little	kinky	but	well	within bounds	of	what	I	thought	I	was	willing	to	do.	As	it	turned	out	there	was	nothing	I wasn't	willing	to	do.	During	the	two	years	we	dated	I	did	anything	and everything	he	asked	me	to	do.	Bill	had	a	lot	of	experience	and	he	taught	me	a	lot of	wonderful	things.	He	taught	me	to	enjoy	anal	sex	and	how	to	enjoy	having	my pussy	eaten.	Bill	introduced	me	to	sexual	toys	and	he	had	a	large	collection. 

We	began	our	relationship	the	way	most	couples	do.	Petting,	fondling,	and	then sex.	We	just	went	a	lot	faster	than	most	couples.	Bill's	rich	parents	gave	him	his own	apartment	when	he	turned	eighteen	so	we	had	a	great	place	to	play.	I suspected	they	gave	him	the	apartment	to	get	him	out	of	their	house. 

The	day	Bill	moved	into	his	apartment	I	help	him	and	his	friend,	a	weird	boy called	Shaggy,	move	his	junk	and	toys	into	the	furnished	place.	That	was	the	day I	discovered	just	how	kinky	Bill	really	was. 

Shaggy	was	a	tall	thin	boy	and	not	very	good	looking.	His	broken	eyeglasses	and slightly	buck	teeth	didn't	do	anything	for	him.	The	only	redeeming	thing	about Shaggy	was	he	was	almost	a	slave	to	Bill	and	it	was	Shaggy	who	got	busted carrying	Bill's	weed. 

Bill	was	a	big	strong	jock	and	he	kept	the	other	jocks	and	bullies	away	from Shaggy.	Since	Shaggy	was	smart	he	did	Bill's	homework	and	even	took	the	SATs for	Bill.	Doing	well	on	the	SAT's	was	only	important	to	Bill	because	that	was what	got	him	his	apartment. 

“Shaggy	when	you	bring	in	that	last	box	I'll	show	you	Jodie's	tits	as	a	reward,” 

Bill	said.	I	thought	he	was	surely	kidding	but	I	found	out	he	wasn't	kidding	at	all. 

I	protested	but	not	all	that	much	when	Bill	pulled	my	shirt	up	and	displayed	my boobs	for	Shaggy.	I	guess	I	was	a	little	proud	of	my	thirty-four	C	breasts	and proud	that	Bill	liked	them	enough	to	show	his	friend.	So	when	Bill	pulled	my shirt	completely	off	I	shamelessly	stuck	my	chest	out	to	give	his	odd	friend	a good	look. 

“Nice	titties,	huh,	Shag?”	Bill	said	jiggling	my	boob.	Shaggy	nodded	and	stared bug-eyed	at	my	chest.	“Have	you	ever	played	with	a	woman's	tits?”	Shaggy shook	his	head.	“Come	over	here	and	play	with	them,”	Bill	invited.	Shaggy jumped	the	short	distance	to	me	and	played	with	my	boobies	like	a	kid	with	a new	toy. 

“Suck	them,”	Bill	said.	“She	likes	to	have	her	tits	sucked,	don't	you,	Jodie?”	I said	I	did	and	Shaggy	begun	to	suck	my	nipples	with	a	surprising	suction.	While Shaggy	did	his	thing,	Bill	pulled	my	shorts	off	and	begun	to	finger	my	pussy. 

Something	else	I	liked.	It	didn't	take	long	before	they	had	me	so	hot	I	was	nearly sizzling. 

“I'm	going	to	fuck	you	now,”	Bill	informed	me.	I	asked	if	he	was	going	to	send Shaggy	out.	“Hell	no,”	Bill	said.	“Shag	is	going	to	watch	us	fuck,	aren't	you Shag?	We'll	try	out	my	new	bed.” 

I	wasn't	so	sure	about	that	but	I	was	hot	and	horny	so	I	kept	quiet,	let	him	lead me	to	the	bed,	and	let	Bill	fuck	me.	I	suppose	it	may	have	been	because	Shaggy was	watching,	but	Bill	was	quicker	than	usual	and	I	was	almost	there	when	he shot-off. 

“You	can	fuck	her,	Shag,”	Bill	said	getting	off	me.	I	know	I	should	have	stopped it	right	then	but	I	didn't.	I	needed	more	and	I	needed	it	right	then.	Shaggy	turned out	to	be	a	good	fuck.	A	lot	better	than	Bill.	Shaggy	took	me	to	two	nice	orgasms before	he	unloaded.	By	then	Bill	was	hard	again	and	he	fucked	me.	That	time	he did	a	lot	better	and	got	me	off. 

After	that	day	it	became	almost	a	routine	for	Shaggy	to	fuck	me.	It	also	was routine	that	I	be	naked	when	I	was	in	the	apartment.	It	was	amazing	just	how quickly	I	became	so	addicted	to	sex	with	two	boys.	I	knew	sex	with	one	boy	was great	but	two	dicks	were	much	better.	It	seemed	that	the	more	I	got	the	more	I wanted. 

Bill	often	held	my	legs	open	for	Shaggy	to	eat	me	and	then	fuck	me.	It	was	had to	do	but	I	managed	to	get	so	I	could	suck	one	while	the	other	fucked	me.	It	was hard	because	I	had	trouble	concentrating	on	sucking	while	there	was	a	dick	in my	pussy. 

Bill's	dick	was	larger	than	Shaggy's	but	Shaggy	was	a	much	better	sex	partner. 

He	took	his	time	and	did	it	right.	Bill	would	eat	me	but	he	didn't	like	it	as	much as	his	friend.	Shaggy	seemed	to	enjoy	making	me	orgasm	and	Bill	acted	as	if	he didn't	care	if	I	came	or	not. 

From	what	I	heard	and	read,	I	was	lucky	that	I	could	climax	pretty	easily.	Once	I had	the	first	orgasm	the	others	came	even	more	easily.	I	never	told	Bill	that Shaggy	was	the	better	lover	because	Bill	would	go	crazy	and	I	knew	it. 

Sometimes	I	even	pretended	I	hated	it. 

The	three	of	us	had	been	doing	it	for	several	months	when	Bill	decided	to	take	it to	a	new	level.	At	first	I	wasn't	sure	I	wanted	both	of	them	in	me	at	the	same time.	I	wasn't	even	sure	it	could	be	done	but	it	could	and	it	did. 

“Let's	double	up	on	Jodie,”	Bill	told	Shaggy	one	afternoon	after	school.	“You fuck	her	ass	and	I'll	fuck	her	pussy.” 

The	first	time	wasn't	all	that	great.	Bill	shot-off	even	before	Shaggy	got	his	dick in	my	ass.	The	second	attempt	went	much	better.	Neither	of	them	lasted	long	but it	was	long	enough	to	give	me	a	whopping	big	climax.	I	discovered	that	having two	dicks	at	the	same	time	was	a	lot	of	fun. 

For	the	rest	of	that	year	Shaggy,	Bill,	and	I	were	a	thing.	I	wasn't	exactly	sure what	kind	of	thing	but	we	were	almost	always	together.	During	that	year Shaggy's	skin	cleared	up	and	his	braces	were	working	to	correct	his	buck	teeth. 

Bill	and	I	went	to	every	party,	prom	and	social	function	the	cool	kids	had.	The snooty	popular	girls	reluctantly	accepted	me	into	their	elite	group.	Poor	little poor	Jodie	had	finally	made	it. 

Shaggy	never	went	with	us	to	the	A-list	functions.	It	was	too	geeky	to	ever	be accepted	and	much	too	smart	to	even	care.	He	just	waited	at	the	apartment	for	us to	get	there	where	I	cheerfully	gave	him	my	pussy. 

Bill	went	away	to	college	so	he	would	be	prepared	to	take	over	the	family business.	He	played	football	and	partied	and	eventually	got	kicked	out	of	school. 

I	had	some	mixed	feelings	about	that.	On	the	one	hand	I	was	glad	he	was	back but	on	the	other	hand	it	was	sad	he	couldn't	make	it	at	college. 

Shaggy	left	the	same	time	as	Bill	and	he	did	great	at	MIT.	To	be	truthful	I actually	missed	Shaggy	more	than	I	missed	Bill. 

Bill	hadn't	been	back	more	than	a	few	months	when	I	got	knocked	up.	I	wasn't but	I	thought	I	was.	Bill	was	at	least	honorable	enough	to	do	the	right	thing	so we	got	married.	His	parents	were	not	in	favor	of	the	marriage	and	they	insisted	I sign	a	prenuptial	agreement. 

I	wasn't	sure	exactly	what	a	prenup	was	but	I	signed	it	anyway.	When	the pregnancy	proved	to	be	false,	I	and	everyone	else	breathed	a	sigh	of	relief. 

Bill	started	working	at	his	father's	company	and	while	I	had	no	idea	what	they did,	they	must	have	made	a	lot	of	money.	I	graduated	from	high	school	about	the same	time	Bill	and	I	moved	into	our	new	house. 

The	house,	a	wedding	gift	from	Bill's	parents,	was	much	too	big	for	just	the	two of	us.	It	was	a	rambling	three	bedroom	ranch	style	house	that	took	most	of	my time	to	keep	clean.	We	lived	there	in	semi-marital	bliss	for	nearly	a	year	when tragedy	struck. 

Both	Bill's	parents	were	killed	in	a	plane	crash	while	flying	to	Mexico	for	a vacation.	Since	I	hadn't	really	cared	for	them	it	wasn't	as	traumatic	for	me	as	it was	for	Bill.	The	good	news	was	as	the	only	child	Bill	inherited	everything. 

Suddenly	Bill	had	to	stop	playing	at	it	and	buckle-down	to	learn	how	to	manage the	company.	Luckily	Mister	Mellon	had	a	good	staff	and	Bill	was	smart	enough to	let	them	run	the	company	while	he	figured	it	out. 

One	day	after	about	a	year,	Bill	decided	he	wanted	to	be	free.	He	decided	that being	married	to	me	wasn't	what	he	wanted	so	he	filed	for	divorce.	I	was	pissed but	there	was	nothing	I	could	do	about	it.	I	had	signed	that	fucking	agreement. 

To	his	credit	he	was	more	than	fair.	He	gave	me	the	house	and	a	lot	of	alimony. 

While	we	were	divorced	I	dated	some	and	Bill,	according	to	the	newspapers	and tabloids,	dated	a	lot.	He	was	seen	about	town	with	many	money	hungry	ladies. 

I	was	shocked	when	one	day,	after	over	two	years,	Bill	called	me	and	asked	for	a date.	Actually	he	begged	for	a	date	and	I	gave	in.	I	think	it	was	curiosity	that caused	me	to	agree	to	go	out	with	him. 

That	two	years	had	not	been	very	kind	to	him.	He	was	on	the	way	to	getting	fat and	his	face	was	bloated	from	eating	too	much	rich	foods	and	drinking	too	much expensive	wine	and	booze.	He	looked	like	shit	and	I	told	him	so. 

“Yeah,	I	missed	you,	Jodie,”	he	said.	“Divorcing	you	was	a	major	mistake.	I really	fucked	up.	You	look	great,	by	the	way.”	I	did	look	pretty	good.	I	ate	right, worked-out,	and	generally	took	care	of	myself.	By	then	I	was	twenty-two	and,	if I	do	say	so	myself,	damned	hot. 

“Guess	who	I	heard	from	a	few	days	ago?”	Bill	said.	“Ol'	Shaggy	called	me. 

He's	a	doctor	now	but	not	a	medical	doctor.	Some	science	thing.	He	asked	about you	and	that's	what	got	me	to	thinking	how	bad	I	fucked	up.” 

“How	is	Shaggy?”	I	asked.	I	don't	know	why	we	kept	calling	him	that.	His	name is	Michael	York. 

“He's	good,	I	guess,”	Bill	said.	“He's	working	somewhere	out	west.	LA	maybe. 

He's	married	now	he	said.”	I	suddenly	missed	Shaggy	and	his	talented	tongue. 

No	one	since	could	eat	me	like	Shaggy	had.	“He	said	he	might	be	coming	back this	way	soon.	Maybe	we	should	get	together	with	him	when	he	does...for	old time	sake,	huh?”	Actually	that	sounded	nice	to	me.	I	really	missed	our	group sex. 

Chapter	2

Over	the	next	few	weeks,	I	let	Bill	talk	me	into	going	out	with	him	some	more. 

He	had	matured	some	and	I	had	actually	had	a	good	time	with	him. 

He	went	along	with	me	when	I	insisted	he	get	in	shape.	He	actually	worked	out with	me	some	and	he	ate	wiser.	When	he	was	with	me	he	keep	his	drinking down	to	only	one	or	two	glasses	of	wine.	He	was	smart	to	take	things	slow	with me.	The	bastard	actually	seduced	me.	He	charmed	me	right	into	his	bed. 

Somewhere	along	the	way,	Bill	picked	up	some	new	tricks	and	turned	out	to	be	a better	fuck	than	he	used	to	be.	For	one	thing	be	slowed	down	and	gave	me	a good	ride. 

It	wasn't	long	before	he	talked	me	into	moving	into	his	high-rise	condo	with	him. 

When	Bill	asked	me	to	marry	him	again,	I	agreed.	I	told	him	I	would	marry	him but	if	he	even	looked	like	he	would	mention	a	prenuptial	agreement	I	would	kick him	in	the	balls.	He	laughed	and	said	it	never	crossed	his	mind	the	first	time.	I was	sure	it	had	been	his	parents’	idea. 

Bill	and	I	married	again	at	city	hall	and	honeymooned	in	the	Caribbean.	A honeymoon	we	didn't	have	the	first	time	around.	If	asked	why	I	married	him again	I	would	be	hard	put	to	come	up	with	an	answer.	I	think	maybe	I	was	lonely even	though	I	had	plenty	of	male	company	while	divorced.	Maybe	I	was	just stupid. 

Bill	had	added	to	his	collection	of	sex	toys	and	gadgets.	One	addition	were nipple	clamps.	I	was	mildly	surprised	to	discover	that	I	liked	having	my	nipples abused	as	long	as	there	was	some	fucking	in	the	mix. 

It	didn't	take	Bill	but	a	few	weeks	to	begin	group	sex	again.	The	first	encounter was	some	friend	of	Bill’s	named	Roy.	Roy	was	Bill's	stockbroker	and	a	lousy fuck	but	the	excitement	of	watching	some	man	fuck	me	got	Bill	up	and	ready	so it	was	worth	it. 

One	day	Bill	called	me	and	told	me	we	were	going	out	on	date	night	that evening.	He	told	me	to	dress	up	for	the	occasion.	I	knew	that	meant	he	wanted me	to	dress	slutty.	Not	a	problem	because	I	still	had	some	slut	rags	from	before the	divorce	and	Bill	had	bought	me	some	new	outfits. 

Some	of	the	slutty	clothes	were	not	street-legal	so	I	had	to	pick	something	I could	wear	in	public	and	not	be	arrested.	Bill	said	we	were	going	dancing	and that	was	not	like	him.	He	usually	didn't	like	crowded	clubs	or	loud	music. 

I	went	a	bit	more	reserved	than	I	knew	Bill	would	want	but	since	I	didn't	know where	we	were	going	I	thought	it	best.	I	did	wear	a	little	black	dress	that buttoned	up	the	front,	no	bra,	and	no	panties.	I	wore	spiked	heels	and	I	covered the	dress	with	a	light	jacket. 

If	the	situation	dictated	I	could	take	the	jacket	off	and	unbutton	some	button	and instantly	be	sluttish.	One	of	the	perks	of	owning	a	large	successful	company	was a	car	and	driver.	The	driver	also	acted	as	a	bodyguard.	His	name	was	Dupree	and I	have	no	idea	if	it	was	first	name	or	last. 

Dupree	was	a	black	man	and	he	didn't	seem	to	have	a	neck.	He	was	big	and looked	very	strong	and	he	was	bald	with	a	head	that	was	shiny.	He	had	a	gold tooth	that	sparkled	when	he	smiled	which	he	did	often. 

Dupree	drove	us	to	the	Mermaid	Club.	It	was	a	club	I	never	heard	of	and	it wasn't	in	the	better	part	of	the	city.	Once	inside	Bill	ordered	drinks	and	they	were delivered	to	our	table.	There	wasn't	many	people	in	the	place	for	a	Friday	night. 

No	band,	just	a	DJ. 

Bill	never	danced	in	his	life	but	I	danced	a	lot	that	night.	I	lost	the	jacket	and	did unbutton	the	dress	to	show	some	skin.	Once	the	other	guys	in	the	place	saw	the first	man	get	me	to	dance	there	was	a	constant	stream	of	them.	Once	a	black	man asked	me	to	dance	and	I	told	him	I	needed	to	rest. 

“Was	that	refusal	racial?”	Bill	asked	me. 

“No,	I	just	needed	to	set-out	for	a	while	and	rest,”	I	said.	“You	know	I'm	not prejudice	so	why	would	you	ask	me	that?” 

“I	just	wondered,”	he	answered.	“I	kind	of	wanted	to	see	you	dance	with	a	black man.” 

“If	he	asks	again,	I	will	dance	with	him,”	I	said.	Actually	I	hadn't	dance	with	the man	because	I	wasn't	sure	how	Bill	would	feel	about	it.	I	had	heard	him	use derogatory	terms	about	blacks	so	I	thought	he	might	get	upset. 

The	disk	jockey	played	fast	music	about	three	to	one	over	slow	music.	The	next song	up	was	a	slow	dance	song	so	I	went	over	to	where	the	black	man	sat	and told	him	I	was	rested. 

The	man,	James,	was	a	good	dancer	and	he	held	me	tight	as	we	moved	to	the music.	He	cautiously	put	a	hand	on	my	butt	and	I	responded	my	pushing	my body	closer	to	his.	Thus	encouraged	he	put	both	hands	on	my	ass	and	pulled	me to	his	groin.	I	could	feel	his	hard-on	and	it	felt	big. 

When	the	song	ended	he	took	me	back	to	my	table	and	thanked	me.	I	danced	a couple	fast	numbers	and	the	next	time	a	slow	song	came	up	there	was	James	for another	dance. 

That	time	James	got	bolder	and	as	we	danced	he	lifted	my	dress	and	put	his black	hands	on	my	bare	ass.	His	hands	felt	hot	on	my	bare	skin	and	it	felt	nice.	A few	times	James	pulled	my	butt	checks	apart	and	I	was	sure	that	anyone watching	could	see	my	ass. 

“Does	he	have	something	you	want?'	Bill	asked	when	the	dance	was	finished. 

“Yes,”	I	admitted.	“His	dick	feels	big	and	hard.” 

“Get	his	number	and	maybe	we	can	use	him	next	time,”	Bill	said.	“I	have something	else	in	mind	for	you	tonight.” 

“And	what	would	that	be?'	I	asked	him. 

“You'll	see,”	Bill	said.	“Let's	go	home.” 

'Well	shit',	I	thought.	'Another	night	with	Bill	and	his	toys.	Big	fucking	deal'. 

We	waited	a	few	minutes	outside	for	Dupree	to	bring	the	car	around.	We	got	in the	back	of	the	limousine.	Bill	lowered	the	partition	that	separated	us	from	the driver. 

“Why	don't	you	drive	us	around	some,	Dupree,”	Bill	said	to	the	driver.	“While you	do	I'm	going	to	play	with	the	little	lady.	Feel	free	to	watch.” 

Damned	if	Bill	didn't	unbutton	my	dress	all	the	way	down	and	bean	to	play	with my	boobs.	I	saw	the	big	black	driver's	eyes	in	the	mirror	as	Bill	tweaked	my nipples. 

“What	do	you	think	of	my	wife's	tits,	Dupree?”	Bill	asked. 

“Very	nice,	sir,”	the	man	answered.	“Very	nice,	indeed.” 

“Do	you	like	white	tits,”	Bill	asked. 

“Yes	sir,	I	surely	do,”	Dupree	said. 

“Have	you	ever	fucked	a	white	woman?”	Bill	said	pushing	my	legs	open	to	get to	my	wet	pussy. 

“Yes	sir,	I	have,”	the	driver	said.	“I	like	white	women	and	they	seem	to	like	what I	can	give	them.” 

“Would	you	like	to	sink	your	cock	in	this?”	Bill	asked	lifting	my	butt	up	to display	my	pussy. 

“It	looks	nice	and	juicy,”	Dupree	said	his	gold	tooth	flashing	in	the	mirror. 

“Take	us	home,	Dupree,”	Bill	said.	“Park	the	car	and	come	on	up	to	the apartment.” 

Until	Dupree	rang	the	bell	I	wasn't	sure	if	Bill	was	jerking	me	around	or	not.	We did	a	lot	of	fantasizing	and	role	playing	and	I	thought	this	might	be	a	game. 

Bill	told	me	to	go	change	into	something	sexy	and	I	did.	I	put	on	a	red	shelf	bra and	matching	panties	and	cover	them	with	a	thin	black	negligee.	When	I	heard the	doorbell	my	heart	gave	a	lurch. 

I	went	into	the	living	room	and	saw	the	big	black	man	talking	to	my	husband. 

They	both	turned	to	watch	me	enter	the	room.	I	stopped	and	posed	for	them. 

“What	do	you	think,	Dupree?”	Bill	said.	“Fuckable	or	not?” 

“Very	fuckable,	Mister	Mellon,”	Dupree	answered	giving	me	an	appraising	look. 

“What	are	the	rules,	sir?” 

“There	are	no	rules,	Dupree,”	Bill	said	with	a	grin.	“With	the	exception	of	not hurting	her...too	badly.	You	are	in	charge	of	things.	Come	over	here,	Jodie.” 

I	walked	toward	them	and	I	trembled	like	a	virgin	and	that	surprised	me.	I	was not	a	virgin	and	I	wasn't	a	stranger	to	sex.	There	was	something	about	Dupree that	was	a	little	scary.	His	size	and	his	blackness	was	different. 

When	I	was	close	to	Dupree	he	smiled	at	me	and	it	wasn't	what	I	would	call	a friendly	smile.	He	reached	out	and	took	the	ribbon	that	held	the	negligee	closed and	pulled	it.	The	robe	opened	to	show	the	bra	and	panties. 

“Very	nice,”	Dupree	said.	“Red	looks	good	on	you.”	He	used	hands	that	seemed huge	to	deftly	remove	the	robe. 

The	shelf	bra	was	exactly	what	the	name	implies.	My	breasts	lay	on	top	with	my nipples	exposed.	My	breasts	don't	sag	much	but	that	style	of	bra	actually	looked as	if	my	breasts	were	offered	up.	Dupree	used	a	huge	finger	to	gently	stroke	one nipple	which	got	even	harder	than	it	already	was.	He	smiled	when	he	saw	it stiffen	and	he	did	the	same	to	the	other	nipple. 

“So	I'm	in	charge?'	Dupree	asked	Bill	who	confirmed	the	pecking	order.	“Take my	jacket	off,	bitch,”	he	said	to	me.	I	do	not	like	that	word	and	I	told	him	so.	“I don't	give	a	fuck	if	you	like	it	or	not...bitch,”	he	said.	“Get	my	jacket	off	and	do it	now!” 

I	removed	his	jacket	and	handed	it	to	Bill	who	threw	it	on	a	chair.	At	Dupree's command	I	also	removed	his	shirt	and	tie	and	then	his	pants.	Which	left	him wearing	just	his	boxer	shorts	and	shoes.	He	removed	his	own	shoes. 

“Take	my	cock	out,	Bitch,”	Dupree	said.	I	reached	in	the	fly	and	took	hold	of	a very	large	dick.	I	pulled	the	huge	piece	of	man	meat	out	and	just	stared	at	what	I had	released.	It	was	big	and	getting	bigger	in	my	hand.	It	was	a	good	two	inches longer	than	Bill's	dick	and	much	thicker.	It	was	the	biggest	dick	I	had	ever	seem. 

My	mouth	actually	watered. 

“Suck	my	cock,	bitch,”	Dupree	said.	I	thought	he	would	never	ask.	I	put	my	lips on	the	head	and	slowly	kissed	then	sucked	it.	I	tried	to	get	it	in	my	mouth	but	it was	just	too	thick.	I	couldn't	keep	my	mouth	opened	that	wide	because	it	started to	cramp. 

“Show	me	a	bed	or	where	ever	you	want	to	get	fucked,”	Dupree	said.	I	used	that huge	cock	as	a	leash	and	took	him	quickly	to	the	closest	bedroom.	I	wasn't	sure if	that	big	cock	would	even	fit	in	me	but	I	knew	I	was	sure	going	to	try. 

Once	in	the	bedroom	Dupree	jerked	my	panties	off	ripping	them	in	the	process and	I	didn't	care	at	all.	He	left	the	bra	on	since	he	had	access	to	my	tits	anyway.	I pulled	his	shorts	down	and	saw	his	giant	ball	sack. 

“There	are	condoms	in	the	drawer,”	I	said. 

“Fuck	that,”	Dupree	said.	He	pushed	me	down	on	the	bed	and	grabbed	my	legs. 

He	pulled	them	wide	open	and	then	he	shoved	them	back	until	my	knees	were almost	beside	my	head.	Once	they	were	back	he	used	one	hand	to	keep	my	legs in	place.	With	his	other	hand	he	aimed	that	giant	black	cock	at	my	pussy	and	I stopped	wondering	if	it	would	fit.	It	fit	just	fine	and	he	shoved	it	all	the	way	up to	his	balls	and	all	I	could	do	was	moan. 

I	had	one	orgasm	as	the	head	went	in	and	another	one	when	he	bottomed	out.	He was	deeper	in	me	than	anything	had	ever	been.	I	was	only	vaguely	aware	that Bill	was	watching	and	aiming	his	video	camera	at	us. 

Dupree	stayed	still	once	he	was	fully	inside	me.	He	waited	for	what	I	thought was	an	eternity	until	he	started	fucking	me.	Dupree	stroked	in	and	out	using	long strokes	then	short	strokes	and	back	again	to	long	strokes.	I	have	no	idea	how many	time	I	climaxed	but	it	was	many.	I	had	some	big	orgasms	and	some smaller	ones	but	the	first	time	Dupree	shot-off	in	me	I	had	a	whopper	climax. 

When	his	hot	cum	spewed	out,	I	felt	it	and	I	suddenly	saw	a	reddish	haze	and started	shaking	uncontrollably.	I	fainted	for	a	few	moments. 

“That	was	great,”	I	said	in	a	shaky	voice	when	I	was	finally	able	to	talk. 

“And	it	ain't	over	with	by	a	long	shot,”	Dupree	said	and	started	fucking	me	all over	again. 

I	had	heard	about	the	black	man's	sexual	abilities	but	I	had	considered	them myths.	Every	man	I	had	sex	with	was	finished	after	ejaculating.	Some	were	able to	recover	quickly	but	all	had	to	rest	for	some	time.	Dupree	apparently	didn't know	that.	He	fucked	me	for	well	over	an	hour	and	came	at	least	three	times before	he	pulled	that	beautiful	cock	out	of	my	sloppy	pussy. 

During	the	fuck	session	Dupree	turned	me	so	that	he	could	enter	me	from	behind and	that	was	how	he	finished. 

“My	God!”	Bill	said.	“You	must	have	cum	a	gallon,	Dupree.	Look	at	that	shit pour	out	of	her	cunt!” 

I	had	to	stay	on	my	knees	for	a	while	because	I	couldn't	move.	I	could	feel	his cum	leaking	out	of	me	and	I	had	to	agree	with	Bill.	It	did	seem	like	a	gallon.	I finally	got	off	the	bed	and	left	a	trail	of	cum	all	the	way	to	the	guest	bathroom. 

When	I	came	out	Dupree	was	gone	and	Bill	was	looking	at	his	video	camera's screen	and	jacking	himself	off.	Just	as	well	I	thought.	I	certainly	didn't	need	any more	fucking	for	a	while. 

I	slept	until	nearly	noon	and	Bill	was	gone	to	the	office.	I	took	another	shower and	damned	if	more	cum	didn't	come	out	of	my	swollen	and	tender	pussy.	While the	warm	water	cascaded	over	me	I	fingered	myself	to	an	orgasm	remembering the	great	fuck	from	Dupree. 

“You	looked	good	with	a	big	black	cock	in	your	cunt,”	Bill	said	that	night	at dinner.	“I	watched	the	video	and	beat	my	meat	until	it	was	sore.	How	was	it	for you?” 

“It	was	okay,”	I	said	aware	of	how	sensitive	Bill's	feelings	were.	I	wanted	to	tell him	it	was	the	best	fuck	I	had	ever	had.	I	wanted	to	tell	him	just	how	great	it	was to	be	fucked	by	a	real	man	for	a	change. 

“Dupree	said	you	was	a	good	fuck	but	you	needed	training,”	Bill	said. 

“Training?	What	the	fuck	does	that	mean?” 

“I'm	not	exactly	sure,”	Bill	said.	“He	told	me	his	brother	has	a	training	farm upstate	somewhere.” 

“What	the	hell	is	a	training	farm?'	I	demanded.	“And	why	would	I	need	training? 

Get	his	black	ass	in	here	and	make	him	explain.” 

“I	already	let	him	go	for	the	night,”	Bill	said.	“I'll	ask	him	in	the	morning.” 

“No,	I'll	ask	him	in	the	morning,”	I	said.	“And	he	damn	well	better	have	a	good explanation,	too.”	The	very	idea	that	he	or	any	man	thought	I	needed	training	to fuck	pissed	me	off	royally. 

I	was	still	seething	when	Dupree	came	up	the	next	morning	to	get	Bill.	I	was ready	to	pounce	but	his	size	kept	me	from	getting	too	vocal	with	him.	He	was	a very	intimidating	man. 

“Exactly	what	did	you	mean	when	you	told	my	husband	I	needed	training?”	I said. 

“No	woman	need	to	learn	how	to	fuck,”	he	said.	“But	you	got	attitude	and	that	is why	you	could	use	some	training.	A	couple	weeks	at	the	farm	and	you	would	be an	even	better	fuck.” 

“How	does	that	work,	Dupree?”	Bill	asked. 

“My	brother,	Zeno,	takes	a	woman	and	puts	her	through	some	training	and	adjust her	attitude.	He	had	clients	from	all	over	the	world.	Mean	tempered	women come	to	him	and	leave	a	better	whore.” 

“Is	he	some	kind	of	doctor?”	Bill	asked.	I	was	beginning	to	get	mad	at	him	for even	acting	like	he	was	interested. 

“Naw,	he	just	knows	how	to	recalibrate	women,”	Dupree	said.	“He	and	his	staff fuck	the	nonsense	right	out	of	a	woman.	Makes	her	a	good	slut	and	a	better	fuck. 

He	has	six	or	eight	studs	working	for	him	and	they	never	let	a	bitch	out	of	bed until	she's	trained.	He	told	me	once	some	Middle	Eastern	big	shot	sent	his	wife to	be	trained	and	they	fucked	her	for	two	days	straight.”	Okay,	now	I	was	getting interested. 

“What	does	it	cost?”	Bill	asked. 

“It	depends	on	the	woman	and	how	many	hang-ups	she	has,”	Dupree	said.	“If she	is	already	a	cock	sucker	and	already	is	willing	to	take	it	up	her	ass,	it	doesn't take	too	long.	Some	women	won't	fuck	a	black	man	and	they	get	her	over	that pretty	damned	quick.	Nothing	but	black	cocks	at	the	farm.	Your	wife	doesn't need	all	that	much	training	so	I'd	say	a	couple	of	weeks	to	turn	her	into	a	better slut.	Maybe	ten	grand	or	so.” 

“I'm	in,”	Bill	said.	“That	sounds	like	money	well	spent.” 

“Hold	on,”	I	said.	“I	have	something	to	say	about	this	shit.” 

“Hush,	Jodie,”	Bill	said.	“I'm	just	asking	a	few	questions.” 

I	was	so	pissed-off	at	Bill	I	could	hardly	talk.	The	very	idea	that	he	was considering	sending	me	off	to	learn	anything	was	insulting	and	demeaning.	I	had always	done	everything	he	ask	me	to	do.	Fuck	his	friend	and	fuck	his	driver. 

What	more	did	the	cocksucker	want?	I	went	to	the	bedroom	and	slammed	the fucking	door. 

When	I	came	out	later	both	Bill	and	Dupree	were	gone.	I	made	some	coffee	and while	it	was	brewing	I	happened	to	notice	a	loose-leaf	notebook	on	the	coffee table.	It	wasn't	mine	and	I	didn't	think	it	was	Bills	so	I	picked	it	up	and	opened	it. 

It	was	full	of	photographs	and	they	were	raw. 

Page	after	page	of	white	women	with	big	black	cocks	stuck	in	every	hole.	Some of	them	showed	a	white	woman	with	several	black	cocks	in	her	at	the	same	time. 

I	took	the	notebook	to	the	kitchen	and	looked	at	porn	while	I	had	coffee. 

I'll	admit	that	just	looking	at	the	pictures	made	me	hot.	I	thought	about	Dupree and	his	big	beautiful	cock.	Some	of	the	women	didn't	look	like	they	particularly enjoyed	what	was	happening	to	them	but	most	did.	A	few	of	the	women	looked like	they	might	be	from	the	Middle	East	or	somewhere	like	that.	Some	were Asian. 

An	hour	later	I	was	going	back	through	the	pictures	for	the	third	or	fourth	time when	the	phone	rang.	It	was	my	hubby. 

“Look,	Jodie,”	he	said.	“If	you	are	over	your	little	hissy	fit	I	want	to	talk	to	you.” 

“God,	Bill,	if	you	think	that	was	a	hissy	fit,	you	do	not	want	to	see	me	pitch	a real	one.	What	do	you	want	to	talk	about?” 

“I	think	you	might	like	going	to	that	farm	of	Dupree's	brother,”	he	said	rushing his	words	so	I	wouldn't	interrupt.	“I	was	just	thinking	of	you,	honey,	that's	all.” 

“Okay,	go	on,”	I	said.	I	was	curious	to	see	what	kind	of	bullshit	he	would	come up	with. 

“Dupree	contacted	his	brother	and	if	you	don't	mind,	they	will	come	by	about noon	to	talk...just	talk,	Jodie.” 

“Sure,	bring	them	on,”	I	said.	“Hell,	maybe	I'll	let	them	have	some	of	my	pussy while	they're	here.	What	do	you	think	about	that,	honey?”	I	had	to	rub	a	little	salt in	his	wounds. 

“Okay,	but	listen	to	what	Zeno	has	to	say,”	Bill	said. 

When	Dupree	and	his	brother	arrived	I	was	wearing	a	velour	jogging	suit.	That's the	kind	of	outfit	you	wouldn't	dare	break	a	sweat	in.	It	was	just	for	show. 

I	knew	Dupree	was	huge	but	his	brother	was	even	larger	and	like	Dupree,	Zeno was	bald	and	had	gold	in	his	mouth.	Zeno's	eyes	went	to	my	chest	when	we shook	hands.	I	had	the	zipper	about	halfway	down	and	I	wasn't	wearing	a	bra. 

“I	know	you	like	to	fuck,”	Zeno	said.	“Dupree	told	me	that.	Your	husband	told me	on	the	phone	that	you	sucked	cock	and	would	take	it	up	your	ass,	so	all	you need	is	a	sexual	tune-up	and	I	can	provide	that.	I	can	make	you	into	a	first	class slut	who	loves	to	fuck	the	brothers.	Have	you	even	had	your	pussy	ate	so	long you	passed	out?	What's	the	longest	you	ever	was	fucked?” 

I	had	to	admit	that	while	I	loved	to	be	eaten,	no	one	had	ever	made	me	pass	out. 

I	told	him	the	longest	I	was	ever	fucked	was	the	night	Dupree	fucked	me. 

“Okay,	Dupree	is	pretty	good	but	what	you	need	is	a	marathon	fuck.	Four	or	five studs	taking	turns	with	your	ass,”	Zeno	said.	“Have	you	ever	fucked	a	chick?”	I said	I	had	not.	What	I	didn't	tell	him	was	I	had	often	wondered	what	it	would	be like. 

“When	you	leave	my	farm	you	will	have	made	it	with	at	least	one	chick.	You will	eat	some	pussy	and	you'll	have	your	cunt	sucked.	You	will	know	what	it's like	to	have	three	black	cocks	in	you	at	the	same	time.	We'll	make	you	fucking air-tight	by	shoving	a	cock	in	your	mouth,	your	ass,	and	your	cunt.	What	do	you think,	Jodie?” 

“I'll	have	to	think	about	it,”	I	said.	Damned	right	I	would	think	about	it. 

“Fine,	but	don't	take	too	long.	I	have	some	time	now	but	I'm	expecting	a	client	in a	couple	of	weeks.	Some	sultan	or	something	has	a	young	wife	that's	giving	him trouble.” 

“What	do	you	do	to	stop	the	trouble?”	I	asked	him.	I	didn't	know	why	I	was keeping	the	conversation	going.	The	man	was	arrogant	and	I	didn't	like	his attitude. 

“If	she's	trouble	we	fuck	the	trouble	right	out	of	her,”	Zeno	answered.	“Since you	are	not	necessarily	trouble	you	would	go	into	what	I	call	the	finishing school.	Let	Dupree	know	if	you	decide	to	come	for	some	polish	and	I'll	see	if	I can	squeeze	you	in.	While	I'm	here,	want	to	fuck?” 

I	did	and	I	won't	deny	it,	but	I	exercised	some	restraint	and	told	him	I	would pass.	My	mouth	told	him	pass	but	my	wet	pussy	was	screaming	yes,	please. 

After	Zeno	and	Dupree	left	I	chastised	myself	severely.	I	got	myself	a	drink	and did	some	thinking.	I	admitted	to	myself	that	it	did	sound	like	fun	but	I	was	still pissed	that	Bill	and	even	Dupree	thought	I	needed	to	go. 

By	the	time	Bill	came	home	that	evening	I	had	made	up	my	mind.	I	would	go	if for	no	other	reason	than	Bill	would	have	to	part	with	some	money.	Bill	had	more money	than	he	knew	what	to	do	with	but	was	so	tight	he	squeaked	when	he walked. 

Chapter	3

I	don't	know	what	I	expected	but	the	farm	was	a	nice	big	house	that	appeared	to be	well	taken	care	of.	It	was	way	out	in	the	boondocks	and	I	guess	it	could	have once	been	a	farm.	As	instructed	I	brought	only	my	personal	hygiene	items. 

I	arrived	after	being	driven	out	by	Dupree.	I	got	out	of	the	car	with	my	small overnight	case	and	Dupree	drove	off	leaving	me	standing	alone	in	the	driveway. 

I	went	to	the	door	and	I'll	admit	I	was	more	than	a	little	nervous.	The	door	was opened	by	a	young	light-skin	black	girl	who	was	as	naked	as	the	day	she	was born.	She	was	also	very	beautiful	and	she	had	small	but	perfect	breasts	with puffy	areolas	and	nipples.	They	looked	damned	good	to	even	someone	as straight	as	me. 

“Master	will	be	with	you	soon,”	the	girl	said.	“I'll	show	you	to	the	room	you	will be	staying.”	My	room	consisted	of	a	chair,	a	bed,	and	a	small	table.	There	were no	windows.	My	guide	told	me	that	I	should	strip	down	to	nothing	so	I	did.	Then I	sat	on	the	big	bed	and	waited	for...something.	I	didn't	have	to	wait	long	before the	door	opened	and	a	large	very	black	man	entered.	He,	like	the	girl,	was	naked. 

“Suck	my	cock,	slut,”	he	said	by	way	of	introduction.	I	got	off	the	bed	and	took his	impressive	cock	in	my	hand.	He	used	his	hands	on	my	shoulders	to	indicate	I should	kneel	so	I	did. 

I've	always	liked	the	way	a	man's	dick	swells	in	my	hand	and	his	dick	did	swell. 

I	jacked	it	a	few	times	and	took	the	big	black	cock	into	my	mouth. 

“In	this	place	and	everywhere	else,	you	will	never	spit	a	black	man's	seed	out,” 

he	said	as	I	orally	worshiped	his	cock.	“You	will	always	swallow	our	cum.”	That would	not	do,	I	thought.	I	never	swallowed	cum.	I	always	got	rid	of	it	as	soon	as possible	on	the	rare	occasions	a	man	shot-off	in	my	mouth.	I	saw	no	reason	to change. 

I	jacked	and	sucked	his	cock	until	I	felt	his	balls	roll	and	I	knew	he	was	about	to cum.	My	plan	was	to	spit	it	out	onto	the	floor	if	there	wasn't	another	place	handy. 

I	did	not	have	the	opportunity.	As	soon	as	he	shot-off,	he	clamped	his	hand	over my	mouth	and	kept	it	there	until	I	swallowed.	I	gagged	a	little	but	his	semen stayed	down. 

“By	the	way,”	I	said	when	my	stomach	stopped	lurching.	“My	name	is	Jodie.” 

“Your	name	is	slut,”	he	said	wiping	his	slimy	cock	in	my	hair.	“You	will	be assigned	a	number	later.”	With	that	he	turned	and	walked	out. 

He	had	no	more	than	left	when	the	naked	girl	came	in,	gathered	up	my	clothes and	left.	The	little	bitch	didn't	even	leave	my	shoes.	I	noticed	a	door	that	I discovered	led	to	a	bathroom.	I	got	some	water	in	a	glass	and	rinsed	out	my mouth.	I	also	washed	some	slime	out	of	my	hair. 

I	returned	to	the	bedroom	to	see	another	naked	man	lying	on	my	bed.	His	black cock	was	standing	straight	up.	I	was	invited	or	ordered	to	mount	him.	My	pussy was	wet	enough	from	the	cock	sucking	so	that	wasn't	a	problem. 

I	rode	the	man	long	enough	to	get	off	twice	and	then	he	rolled	me	over	and proceeded	to	fuck	me	hard	and	fast.	I	was	aware	that	another	man	had	come	into the	room	but	I	was	too	busy	to	think	about	it.	As	soon	as	my	stud	came	and	got off,	the	second	man	got	on	and	he	fucked	me	for	a	long	time.	Then	there	was	a third	man	and	a	fourth	man	and	maybe	a	fifth	or	sixth.	By	that	time	I	lost	count of	the	fuckers	and	the	orgasms. 

Sometime	later	the	naked	black	chick	brought	me	some	food	but	I	had	no	idea what	time	it	was.	I	was	hungry	and	the	food	was	good	so	I	ate	everything	on	my plate	while	she	watched. 

“You	should	take	a	shower	and	use	the	disposal	douches	provided,”	the	girl	told me	when	I	finished.	“Master	will	be	in	soon.” 

Right	at	that	moment	I	didn't	want	to	meet	anyone	especially	a	man	but	by	the time	I	finished	showering	and	cleaning	the	gobs	of	cum	from	my	pussy	I	felt some	better.	Since	they	took	my	watch	and	there	was	no	clock	in	the	room	I	tried to	figure	out	the	time	of	day	but	after	a	while	I	gave	up.	Sometime	during	the marathon	fuck	I	lost	track	of	time.	I	got	in	the	bed	and	went	fast	asleep. 

Sometime	later	I	was	awaken	by	the	black	girl	who	brought	me	another	tray	of food.	I	asked	her	name	and	she	told	me	she	was	slut	number	three.	I	ate	the	food and	took	care	of	my	toilet	needs.	I	took	another	shower	and	when	I	emerged there	was	a	naked	man	waiting	for	me. 

He	fucked	me	and	left.	Another	man	arrived	and	he	fucked	me	and	still	another after	that.	I	had	no	idea	if	it	was	day	or	night	because	time	had	lost	all	meaning except	for	hard	cocks	in	my	pussy	and	how	long	it	lasted. 

My	best	guess	was	that	I	was	fucked	by	the	black	men	for	about	three	hours.	I was	allowed	to	rest,	shower	and	it	started	all	over	again. 

The	next	period	was	different.	Instead	of	one	man	they	came	in	twos.	At	first	I sucked	one	while	the	other	one	fucked	me.	Then	they	changed	the	program.	One of	the	men	used	a	squirt	bottle	and	filled	my	butt	with	some	kind	of	oil	then	they proceeded	to	take	turns	fucking	my	ass. 

I	think	my	ass	was	done	by	four	men	but	again	it	could	have	been	more.	Then	I ate	what	the	girl,	slut	number	three,	brought	and	was	allowed	to	rest. 

None	of	the	men	had	been	rough	but	they	had	not	been	gentle	either.	Since	no one	had	offered	me	a	name	I	didn't	ask	them	theirs.	I	thought	of	them	as	dick	one and	dick	two	and	three	but	that	was	as	far	as	I	bothered	to	go. 

If	asked,	I	couldn't	have	described	them	other	than	big,	black,	and	they	had wonderful	staying	power	and	big	dicks.	Their	faces	were	just	a	blur.	I	did remember	one	was	a	great	kisser	and	nearly	sucked	my	tongue	out	of	my	mouth. 

I	slept	for	a	while,	went	to	the	bathroom,	and	ate.	This	time	it	went	differently. 

Slut	number	three	told	me	she	was	going	to	give	me	a	shower.	No	one	had bathed	me	since	I	was	a	baby	but	I	thought	what	the	hell. 

The	shower	stall	was	large	enough	for	both	of	us,	and	once	the	water	was	hot enough	she	put	me	in	and	joined	me.	Number	three	was	certainly	through.	She washed	me	front	and	back.	She	spent	a	lot	of	time	washing	my	breasts	and	while it	was	something	unusual,	it	was	also	sexually	stimulating	when	she	washed	or rather	teased	my	nipples.	It	got	even	more	exciting	when	she	washed	my	pussy. 

The	bitch	actually	got	me	off	with	her	fingers	and	it	was	done	intentionally. 

I	didn't	resist	when	she	dried	me	off	then	led	me	to	the	bed	where	she	proceeded to	eat	my	pussy.	If	she	wasn't	a	lesbian	she	was	miscast	because	she	damned	sure knew	what	she	was	doing.	Number	three	ate	me	to	three	racking	orgasms	than turned	me	over	to	two	black	men	who	were	watching	us. 

I	had	threesomes	and	double	penetration	sex	before	with	Shaggy	and	Bill	but nothing	could	have	prepared	me	for	that	double	fuck.	For	one	thing	both	men were	well	hung.	Much	larger	than	either	Shaggy	or	Bill. 

The	two	fuckers	had	to	be	experienced	with	servicing	a	woman	because	there was	no	hesitation	or	fumbling.	I	was	still	hot	from	number	three's	oral	fuck	so	I didn't	have	any	trouble	taking	one	in	my	pussy	and	the	second	man	used	lube	on my	butt	and	he	had	little	trouble	shoving	his	cock	in	my	ass.	Then	they	quickly got	into	a	rhythm	and	fucked	me	for	a	long,	long	time.	They	both	shot-off	and swapped	holes	and	went	right	back	at	it. 

I	should	mention	that	I	wasn't	raped.	I	also	didn't	actually	consent	because	I	was never	asked.	I'm	sure	that,	if	necessary,	they	could	show	that	I	did	consent	to	be there	so... 

I'm	not	sure	at	what	point	I	realized	I	was	not	much	more	than	a	place	for	the men	to	dump	their	cum.	Someone	seemed	to	schedule	the	fuck	sessions carefully.	At	no	time	did	they	allow	me	to	become	tired	of	sex.	They,	Zeno	I assumed,	also	managed	to	keep	the	sex	fresh	and	exciting	and	very	satisfying. 

Feeding,	baths,	and	girly	sex	with	slut	number	three	broke	things	into manageable	pieces. 

Time	was	something	that	initially	concerned	me.	I	didn't	know	if	I	slept	for	two hours	or	eight.	I	spent	some	time	trying	to	figure	out	what	day	it	was	and	if	it was	night	or	day.	At	some	point	I	stopped	thinking	about	time	at	all. 

Also	there	came	a	time	that	I	didn't	care	what	the	men	did	to	me	as	long	as	I	was done...a	lot.	I	simply	wanted	to	get	fucked	but	there	were	a	few	times	I	had	to settle	for	slut	number	three.	I	did	resist	a	bit	when	she	insisted	I	eat	her.	She,	the pretty	little	thing,	overpowered	me	and	forced	me	to	eat	her	pussy.	No,	of	course she	didn't	overpower	me	but	she	did	wear	me	down. 

I	was	a	little	surprised	that	eating	a	woman's	pussy	wasn't	bad	at	all.	Number three's	pussy	had	a	slight	musk	scent	but	nothing	really	terrible.	I	did	discover	I liked	making	her	climax.	There	was	an	odd	sense	of	accomplishment	in	doing something	to	her	that	she	had	done	so	well	to	me. 

Several	times	while	number	three	and	I	were	fucking	that	I	got	the	impression we	were	being	watched	even	though	there	was	no	one	in	the	room	some	of	the times.	Of	course	we	were	watched	some	of	the	time	with	men	actually	in	the room	waiting	for	their	turn	at	my	pussy	and	stroking	their	big	beautiful	cocks.	I had	the	feeling	I	was	watched	many	times	during	sex	with	the	men,	also. 

Since	I	had	no	frame	of	reference	as	to	day	or	time	I'm	not	sure	when	it	started. 

But	suddenly	anytime	a	person	with	black	skin	approached	me,	male	or	female,	I would	immediately	become	wet	and	my	libido	would	shoot	through	the	roof.	I became	instantly	more	horny	that	I	normally	was. 

Once	slut	number	three	came	and	told	me	she	would	wash	me.	Not	a	shower	as	I assumed.	She	got	warm	water	and	some	disinfectant	soap	and	washed	my breasts	and	my	pussy. 

As	usual	I	did	not	question	her	because	she	never	had	answers.	When	she	was finished	she	put	both	of	my	hands	in	Velcro	restraints	that	were	attached	to	my bed.	I	didn't	question	this	either	because	I	had	been	fucked	with	restraints	before. 

Right	after	number	three	left	the	door	opened	and	a	white	man	came	in.	He	wore a	surgical	mask	so	I	didn't	get	a	good	look	at	him.	He	didn't	speak	he	just	went	to work.	Not	fucking	me	but	piercing	my	nipples	and	my	clitoris. 

It	was	obvious	that	he	was	a	professional	because	he	used	something	to	deaden my	nipples	and	my	clit	before	he	inserted	the	rings.	It	was	over	with	in	just	a	few minutes. 

After	the	man	left	number	three	came	in	and	sprayed	something	on	the	piercings then	released	my	hands. 

“Do	not	touch,”	she	cautioned.	“It	will	only	hurt	for	a	little	while.”	She	gave	me something	to	drink	that	knocked	me	out	cold. 

When	I	woke	up,	I	have	no	idea	how	long	I	slept,	I	was	starved	and	badly needed	to	pee.	I	finished	in	the	bathroom	and	came	back	to	find	number	three was	there	with	my	breakfast	or	whatever	meal	it	was. 

After	I	ate	she	sprayed	my	nipples	and	clit	again.	I	noticed	there	was	no	pain	but there	was	something	about	the	tiny	ring	in	my	clit	that	was	different.	Number three	came	in	every	so	often	to	spray	and	to	examine	my	piercings. 

“I	see	you	are	healing	nicely,	slut	number	one	oh	four,”	Zeno	said	looking	at	my nipples	and	my	clit.	“Very	good.”	He	just	walked	into	my	room	and	it	was	the first	time	I	had	seen	him	since	I	had	arrived.	“We'll	get	back	to	the	fucking	now.” 

Hurray,	I	had	a	slut	number	but	one	oh	four?	Give	me	a	break! 

That	was	great	news	about	the	fucking	because	I	was	so	fucking	horny	I	was about	to	go	crazy.	Just	seeing	him	I	instantly	became	wet. 

“Number	three	will	bring	you	some	rags	to	wear,”	Zeno	was	saying.	“Get	dolled up	and	dressed.	We	are	going	out	for	a	while.” 

Okay,	mixed	feelings	about	that.	Dressing	and	going	out	sounded	great	but	that apparently	meant	he	wasn't	going	to	fuck	me.	Was	he	trying	to	drive	me	crazy? 

A	bit	later	number	three	brought	me	some	clothes	and	helped	me	with	my	make-up	and	getting	dress.	I	asked	her	if	she	knew	what	was	going	on	but	she	either didn't	know	or	wouldn't	tell	me.	The	dress	I	had	was	rather	slutty	but	expensive. 

I	wasn't	furnished	underwear	so	I	felt	good	about	that. 

A	short	while	later	a	man	came	and	told	me	to	go	with	him.	Now	get	this...it	was a	white	guy.	A	nice	looking	man	who	told	me	to	call	him	Steve	but	I	felt	a	sense of	disappointment	that	he	was	white. 

Steve	engaged	me	in	small	talk	while	he	drove	us	downtown.	I	was	mildly surprised	it	was	dark	outside.	Somehow	I	had	got	in	my	mind	if	was	morning. 

Steve	took	us	to	a	club	that	was	busy.	There	was	a	line	waiting	outside	but	we didn't	have	to	wait.	They	treated	us	as	if	we	were	anticipated	royalty.	We	were escorted	to	a	booth	and	Steve	ordered	drinks	for	us.	He	must	have	read	my	mind or	my	file	because	he	ordered	my	favorite	mixed	drink. 

I	sipped	my	drink	and	long	before	I	finished	there	was	another	one.	The	live music	was	good	but	I	didn't	know	the	band.	As	I	sipped	and	listened	to	the	music I	looked	around.	I	noticed	the	majority	of	people	there	were	white. 

Several	white	men	asked	me	to	dance	but	I	declined.	When	a	young	black	man asked	I	nearly	knocked	the	table	over	getting	to	my	feet.	Yes,	I	got	wet. 

My	partner	was	good	and	the	music	slow.	He	held	me	close	and	slowly	rubbed my	butt	as	we	swayed	to	the	music.	I	swear	I	had	a	small	orgasm	right	there	on the	dance	floor.	When	the	music	ended	my	partner	took	me	back	to	where	Steve waited. 

I	wasn't	aware	of	it	at	the	time	but	when	a	few	more	men	asked	me	to	dance	I turned	them	all	down	until	another	black	man	asked.	It	wasn't	something	I thought	about,	it	just	happened. 

“Having	a	good	time?”	Steve	asked	me	after	a	couple	more	black	men	and	I danced.	I	told	him	I	was.	“Great,”	he	said.	“Let's	go	somewhere	else.” 

Chapter	4

Steve	took	us	deeper	into	the	city	to	another	club.	This	one	didn't	appear	to	be busy	at	all.	There	was	no	line	of	people	waiting	to	get	in	but	there	was	a	black man	at	the	door. 

Again	it	seemed	that	we	were	expected	and	shown	to	a	nice	table	near	a	small dance	floor.	There	was	a	small	band	playing	some	jazz.	Unlike	the	club	we	left this	one	was	all	black	people.	Steve	and	I	were	the	only	whites	in	the	place	as	far as	I	could	tell. 

“Let's	rub	bellies,	slut,”	a	gruff	black	man	said	standing	at	our	table.	I	didn't	have to	think,	I	got	to	my	feet	and	he	took	me	to	the	dance	floor.	The	band	swung	into a	deep	throbbing	sound	that	was	more	jungle	than	jazz	but	it	did	have	a	beat.	I closed	my	eyes	and	moved	to	the	beat	of	the	bass	and	drums. 

“Show	me	your	white	titties,”	gruff	man	said.	I	asked	him	to	say	it	again.	“Get them	puppies	out	where	I	can	see	them,”	he	said	and	reached	into	my	low-cut dress	and	scooped	out	one	breast	then	the	other	one.	I	was	flabbergasted	but powerless	to	do	anything	so	I	closed	my	eyes	and	went	back	to	moving	to	the beat. 

A	few	moments	later	I	opened	my	eyes	when	I	felt	a	hand	on	one	boob.	Another man	had	joined	gruff	man	and	I	on	the	floor	and	it	was	his	hand	on	my	tit.	Then another	man	arrived	and	he	stroked	my	other	breast	and	gruff	man	put	his	hand under	my	short	dress	and	fingered	my	pussy. 

It	was	totally	unreal.	I	was	dancing	to	some	jungle	music	with	two	men, strangers,	playing	with	my	tits	while	a	third	stranger	finger-fucked	me. 

One	of	the	tit	feelers	took	my	hand	and	put	it	to	his	crotch	and	it	felt	like	he	was really	a	man.	The	other	man	did	the	same	with	my	other	hand.	Gruff	man	got another	finger	in	me	and	started	to	work	my	pussy	harder. 

I	have	no	idea	exactly	when	my	dress	was	completely	removed	but	it	was	and suddenly	I	realized	I	was	holding	two	black	cocks	and	I	was	naked	while	two fingers	were	deep	in	my	pussy.	What	should	have	been	bizarre	didn't	seem	so.	It felt	normal	to	me. 

The	three	men	danced	me	backward	until	I	felt	a	cold	table	against	my	butt. 

Gruff	man	lifted	me	up	and	set	me	down	on	the	table	and	the	two	other	men pushed	me	back	so	that	I	was	lying	on	the	table. 

The	two	men	each	got	one	leg	and	lifted	and	separated	them	and	gruff	man shoved	a	big	cock	in	my	super	wet	pussy.	Once	gruff	was	in	me	the	two	men went	to	work.	One	went	to	where	my	head	was	hanging	off	the	table	and	put	his cock	to	my	lips.	I	opened	and	took	his	cock	in	my	mouth. 

The	other	man	started	sucking	on	one	nipple	while	pulling	the	other	nipple.	I came	with	a	muffled	screech.	All	too	soon,	gruff	pulled	out	and	all	three	of	them rotated	to	the	right.	I	sucked	on	gruff's	slimy	cock	and	tit	man	fucked	me.	They rotated	several	more	times	before	the	first	one	came	in	my	pussy	then	one	after another	they	all	dumped	a	load	of	cum	in	me. 

I	was	only	semi-conscious	when	Steve	and	some	woman	put	my	dress	back	on me	and	helped	me	out	to	the	car.	I	do	remember	number	three	putting	me	in	the shower	and	cleaning	a	lot	of	cum	out	of	me.	Once	I	was	in	bed,	number	three carefully	examined	my	piercings	and	applied	some	ointment.	After	that	I	didn't know	anything	until	I	was	awaken	by	someone	tapping	my	lips	with	a	hard	cock. 

I	opened	my	eyes	just	long	enough	to	make	sure	it	was	real	and	that	it	was	really a	cock.	I	kept	my	eyes	closed	even	when	I	felt	the	linen	being	thrown	off	of	me but	when	I	felt	my	clit	ring	being	toyed	with	I	opened	my	eyes	wide	and	saw	the cock	I	was	enjoying	belonged	to	Zeno.	I	took	my	lips	off	long	enough	to	tell	him it	felt	nice. 

“Keep	sucking,	slut	number	six,”	he	said.	Now	we	were	getting	somewhere.	I was	all	the	way	up	to	slut	number	six. 

When	Zeno	shot-off	I	had	to	swallow	quickly	to	keep	from	spilling	it.	Then	he did	what	I	had	come	to	realize	what	separates	black	men	from	white	men.	He	got on	the	bed	and	fucked	me	while	I	was	still	trying	to	swallow	his	cum.	That incredible	stamina	was	typical	of	the	black	men	I	had	fucked.	For	example	when my	husband	shot-off	he	was	finished	for	hours. 

Zeno	fucked	me	to	three	wonderful	orgasms	before	he	took	his	cock	out	of	my pussy	and	rammed	it	in	my	ass.	I	don't	have	a	climax	all	that	often	with	anal	sex but	I	damned	sure	did	with	Zeno	that	morning. 

“Can	I	ask	you	something?”	I	said	later. 

“Sure,	you	can	ask,	but	I	may	not	answer	you,”	he	said. 

“What	was	that...whatever	it	was	last	night	all	about?” 

“Midterms,”	he	said	and	grinned.	“We	wanted	to	know	how	the	training	was going.	So	you	don't	have	to	ask,	I	can	say	the	training	is	going	very	well.” 

“What's	next?” 

“More	of	the	same,”	he	said	with	a	smile.	“Does	that	suit	you?” 

“It	does,”	I	responded.	“How	long	have	I	been	here,	anyway?	I've	lost	track	of time.” 

“That	was	on	purpose.	Don't	worry	about	time,	concern	yourself	with	the	quality of	time	spent.	Ah,	I	see	number	three	is	here	with	your	breakfast	so	I'll	leave	you to	it.	Before	I	go,	I	will	send	you	a	dress	later.	We	will	go	out	tonight.” 

What	the	hell!	I	only	got	one	fuck	after	Zeno	left.	When	number	three	told	me	it was	time	to	get	ready	I	was	actually	twitching	from	pent-up	sexual	tension. 

Number	three	helped	me	shower	and	that	was	always	fun	but	didn't	do	much	to take	the	edge	off. 

“He	expects	me	to	wear	this?”	I	asked	number	three.	I	was	holding	up	a	blouse so	sheer	I	might	as	well	be	topless.	“Surely	we	won't	be	in	public.”	I	suppose that	sounds	strange	after	I	was	fucked	on	a	dance	floor	by	three	men. 

“Master	did	not	tell	me	where	you	would	be	going,”	Number	three	said.	“He	said no	bra	and	no	panties.”	The	little	skirt	was	so	short	if	I	bent	over	I	would	show the	world	my	ass.	The	shoes	that	were	furnished	were	ultra-high	heels.	A	short while	later	Number	three	escorted	me	to	the	front	door	where	Zeno	waited. 

“Lookin'	good,	slut	number	five,”	he	said.	Had	he	forgot	or	had	I	advanced	a number?	I	didn't	ask,	I	just	smiled	and	nodded	my	acknowledgement	of	the compliment. 

Zeno	drove	us	to	a	nice	restaurant	where	we	had	a	nice	meal	and	some	great wine.	I	was	aware	of	the	looks	my	nearly	bare	breasts	caused	but	fuck	it.	I	was	in the	company	of	a	black	man	so	I	didn't	give	a	shit. 

Zeno	had	not	demonstrated	any	great	need	to	talk	anytime	I	had	been	with	him but	he	seemed	even	more	withdrawn	than	normal.	Finally	I	asked	him	what	was going	on. 

“I	get	women	from	all	over	the	world,”	he	said.	“There	are	almost	as	many reason	that	I	have	them	as	there	are	women.	Some	won't	put	out	for	hubby,	some won't	do	certain	things	like	anal	or	give	blow-jobs.	Some	come	to	me	frigid	or with	other	hang-ups.	I	really	don't	need	to	know	the	why,	just	what	problem	I need	to	fix.”	He	paused	and	looked	away.	I	sensed	something	important	was happening	so	I	kept	quiet. 

“Fuck,	by	some	standards	I'm	an	evil	man,”	he	said	looking	back	at	me.	“Once	I broke	a	girl	of	eighteen	into	black	fucking	just	because	her	father	wanted	me	to. 

I	turned	a	couple	of	white	women	into	whores.	But,	Jodie,	there	are	some	things that	even	I	won't	be	a	party	to.” 

“Such	as	what?”	I	asked	because	it	seemed	he	wanted	the	question. 

“Rich	people	are	stupid,”	he	said.	“They	talk	around	servants	and	trades	people like	they	can't	hear.	This	morning	I	got	word	that	a	client	was	using	my	school	to get	the	goods	on	his	wife.	He	bragged	to	someone	on	his	phone	that	he	was going	to	divorce	her	and	use	the	photos	and	tapes	I	furnished	to	screw	her	out	of everything.	It's	your	no-good	mother-fucking	cock-sucking	husband,	Jodie.” 

“Really?”	I	said	wondering	why	I	wasn't	more	shocked.	Actually	I	shouldn't have	been	surprised	at	all.	It	was	something	underhanded	like	Bill	would	do. 

Suddenly	I	thought	I	knew	why	he	remarried	me.	He	was	stuck	with	paying	me	a lot	of	money	unless	I	married.	After	we	married	again	that	alimony	stopped	and the	rotten	bastard	wanted	to	pay	me	nothing. 

“You	have	video	of	all	the	studs	that	fucked	me?”	I	asked	Zeno.	He	nodded.	“I'll bet	you	have	a	video	of	me	being	screwed	in	the	club,	don't	you?”	Again	he nodded.	“And	you	have	turned	all	the	video	over	to	Bill,	right?” 

“No,	I	haven't	gave	him	anything	yet,”	Zeno	said.	“The	video	and	still photographs	were	a	separate	deal.	I	got	ten	grand	for	the	training	and	I	was	to	get another	ten	grand	for	what	I	now	know	is	evidence.” 

“I	see,”	I	said.	“So	why	are	you	telling	me	this?” 

“Because	it's	a	shitty	rotten	thing	to	do	to	a	wife.	Getting	a	divorce	is	one	thing but	to	set	you	up	like	this	is	really	sick.	You	were	just	doing	what	he	asked	you to	do.”	He	shook	his	head.	“Fuck!	I	was	counting	on	that	other	ten	thousand bucks.” 

“I'll	buy	the	videos	and	photos,”	I	said.	“I	have	the	money	so	you	won't	be	out.” 

“No	shit?”	he	seemed	surprised. 

“No	shit,”	I	said.	“I	should	leave	and	get	back	home.	It	appears	I	have	some things	I	need	to	do.” 

We	left	the	restaurant	and	walked	down	the	sidewalk	to	his	car.	I	used	my	hip	to bump	him. 

“I	have	to	go	but	not	before	I	get	one	more	fuck,”	I	said	when	he	looked	at	me. 

“Right,”	he	said	and	laughed.	“One	more	fuck	is	not	a	problem.	What	are	you going	to	do	about	your	husband?” 

That	was	an	excellent	question	and	one	I	didn't	have	an	answer	to.	What	was	Bill up	to?	If	he	was	trying	to	prove	I	was	unfaithful	he	had	videos	and	took	pictures of	me	and	Dupree.	It	wasn't	until	Zeno	slammed	some	good	hard	black	meat	in me	that	I	fully	understood	what	was	afoot. 

Bill	would	never	present	evidence	of	my	infidelity	using	someone	I	could	call	to testify	that	he	had	instigated	it.	That	might	backfire.	Bill	was	arranging	for videos	of	me	fucking	strangers.	He	knew	I	wouldn't	be	able	to	call	Zeno	to testify	because	I	wouldn't	know	how	to	contact	him. 

When	I	wouldn't	even	consider	signing	a	prenuptial,	that	had	two	effects.	One my	alimony	from	the	previous	marriage	would	stop	but	on	the	other	hand	it	put me	in	position	to	get	even	more	of	Bill's	money	unless...that	sly	prick!	He	was setting	me	up	to	get	tossed	out	on	my	ass	without	a	dime. 

If	he	could	prove	I	was	a	slut	and	that	I	consorted	with	a	lot	of	different	men,	the court	would	not	give	me	anything.	I	knew	Bill	was	a	conniving	person	but	I never	thought	he	would	stoop	so	low.	Our	second	marriage	was	a	sham	from	the get-go. 

I	had	some	money	saved	from	before	we	remarried	so	I	wasn't	penniless.	Also	I knew	where	Bill	stashed	some	cash	I	could	lay	hands	on. 

Now	I	had	to	consider	the	problem	of	trust.	Could	I	trust	Zeno?	Was	Zeno	still going	to	sell	Bill	the	videos	and	also	get	pay	from	me?	Hey,	it	isn't	paranoia when	they	are	really	after	you. 

The	next	morning	when	number	three	came	with	my	breakfast	I	casually	ask	her if	she	knew	where	Zeno	kept	his	videos	and	photographs. 

“Master	keeps	things	like	that	in	a	special	room	in	the	basement,”	she	answered. 

“He	keeps	it	locked	at	all	times	and	only	master	has	the	key	and	he	is	gone	for the	day.	Are	you	leaving	today?”	I	told	her	that	was	the	plan.	“I	will	miss	you,” 

she	said	surprising	me. 

“I'll	miss	you	too,”	I	said.	“Maybe	we	can	get	together	later.	When	I	get	home,	I mean.” 

“I	don't	think	so,”	she	answered	sadly.	“Master	does	not	allow	me	to	leave.” 

I	suddenly	had	an	idea	so	I	asked	number	three	if	there	was	a	vehicle	available. 

She	told	me	there	were	several	cars.	I	asked	her	if	she	knew	where	the	keys	to the	car	were	kept	and	she	told	me	where. 

“Okay,	number	three,”	I	said.	“Why	don't	you	and	I	make	a	break	for	it?	Get	me the	car	keys	and	you	and	I	will	leave	here	this	morning	together.” 

“Master	will	be	very	angry,”	she	said. 

“Maybe	not,”	I	countered.	“He	knows	I	plan	to	leave	today	so	that	won't	bother him.	Don't	you	deserve	a	vacation?”	I	could	see	she	was	giving	that	some	serious thought	so	I	gave	her	a	little	nudge.	“Go	pack	whatever	you	want	to	take	with you	and	get	the	keys.	We'll	take	a	little	trip.” 

She	left	without	another	word	and	until	she	reappeared	with	the	keys	I	wasn't sure	what	was	happening.	She	held	up	one	key. 

“This	unlocks	the	room	where	Master	keeps	all	the	videos,”	she	said.	It	didn't take	me	long	to	get	ready	since	I	didn't	have	much.	Just	the	slutty	dress	I	wore the	night	before. 

Number	three	took	me	down	some	stairs	to	a	basement	and	showed	me	where the	room	was	located.	Inside	were	shelves	of	DVDs	and	many	flash	cards	of what	I	presumed	were	photographs.	It	didn't	take	but	a	few	minutes	to	locate	the disks	with	my	name	and	dates	on	them.	I	found	a	plastic	bag	and	put	all	the	loot in	it.	Three	flash	drives	and	four	DVDs.	Two	of	the	DVDs	were	marked	master. 

Ten	minutes	later	Number	three	and	I	were	in	a	borrowed	Range	Rover	and headed	south.	I	didn't	have	a	clue	which	way	I	was	supposed	to	go	but	after driving	for	a	while	I	saw	road	signs	that	pointed	me	in	the	right	direction. 

“What	is	your	real	name?”	I	asked	my	companion.	“I	can't	keep	calling	you	Slut number	three,	can	I?” 

“Virginia,”	she	said	after	a	long	time.	“I	was	called	Ginny.” 

“And	so	you	shall	be	called	Ginny	again,”	I	said. 

It	was	early	afternoon	when	we	arrived	at	our	house.	The	maid	look	surprised when	she	let	me	and	Ginny	in.	I	showed	Ginny	where	she	could	relax	while	I took	care	of	business.	The	first	order	of	business	was	to	find	some	clothing	I could	appear	in	public	in.	The	second	thing	was	to	contact	my	lawyer.	Gerald Cox	was	the	man	who	represented	me	in	my	first	divorce.	I	gave	him	a	few	facts and	arranged	to	meet	him	the	next	day. 

The	next	item	on	my	agenda	was	to	liberate	the	stash	of	cash	Bill	kept	hidden.	It was	nearly	a	quarter	of	a	million	dollars	and	it	fit	nicely	into	a	small	suitcase.	I made	sure	I	had	my	credit	cards	and	identification	then	I	went	to	the	bank	and cleaned	out	my	personal	checking	account	then	Ginny	and	I	went	to	a	nice	hotel. 

I	used	Bill's	credit	cards	to	arrange	a	nice	suite	and	Ginny	and	I	ordered	room service.	I	waited	until	later	that	evening	to	call	my	loving	husband. 

“What's	going	on,	Jodie?'	Bill	demanded.	“Zeno	told	me	you	had	stolen	a	car and	his	property	and	left.” 

“He	told	you	the	truth,	Bill,”	I	said.	“Now	here	is	some	more	truth	for	you.	I	am going	to	fuck	you	up	so	bad	you	won't	believe	it.	I	found	the	written	agreement you	and	Zeno	entered	into	and	I	will	own	your	ass.”	That	wasn't	true	but	I figured	there	had	to	be	something	in	writing	somewhere.	Bill	was	always	a	fan of	getting	things	in	writing.	“See	you	in	court,	asshole.” 

I	hung	up	on	him	while	he	was	shouting	at	me	to	wait	and	listen.	I	was	in	no mood	to	wait	or	to	listen	to	his	bullshit. 

The	next	morning	I	called	my	attorney	and	he	told	me	the	shocking	news	that Bill	was	dead.	It	was	on	the	morning	news	that	William	Mellon,	the	wealthy owner	of	Mellon	Industries,	had	been	found	dead	by	his	driver.	The	death	was caused	by	an	apparent	heart	attack.	Dupree	had	found	him	lying	on	the	floor	still holding	the	telephone. 

“They	were	not	able	to	revive	him,”	my	lawyer	said. 

“Thanks,”	I	told	Gerald	Cox.	“I'll	be	in	touch.” 

I	wasn't	happy	with	Bill	but	in	all	honesty	I	hadn't	wished	him	dead.	I	felt	a	wave of	sadness	wash	over	me	after	I	hung	up	the	phone.	Had	my	verbal	attack	caused his	heart	to	stop?	I	often	wondered. 

Ginny	and	I	checked	out	of	the	hotel	and	went	home.	I	had	no	idea	what	awaited me	but	it	needed	to	be	faced. 

I	was	greeted	by	several	company	lackeys	all	wringing	their	hands.	One	of	them was	the	company	attorney. 

“Mister	Mellon	left	things	in	a	terrible	shape,”	he	said.	“I	can't	find	his	will	at	the office.	Do	you	know	where	it	is?”	I	did	but	told	him	I	would	have	to	look	for	it.	I wanted	to	look	at	it	first	to	see	what	Bill	had	put	in	his	will. 

I	shooed	all	them	out	and	arranged	with	a	funeral	home	to	take	care	of	the	body. 

I	went	to	the	wall	safe	and	got	the	will	out	and	studied	it	carefully.	I	almost laughed	out	loud	when	I	realized	that	Bill's	last	will	and	testament	was	an	old one.	He	had	it	drawn-up	when	we	were	first	married.	I	was	the	sole	beneficiary so	I	called	the	company	attorney	and	told	him	I	found	the	will. 

I	discovered	later	that	Bill	had	started	another	new	will	with	his	personal attorney	but	had	never	signed	it.	That	one	excluded	me	entirely. 

Bill	wasn't	the	smartest	man	but	he	was	smart	enough	to	keep	his	father's	staff	in place.	They	had	been	doing	all	the	work	and	I	told	Palmer	Wilson,	Bill's	chief assistant,	to	press	on	with	what	he	had	been	doing	and	we	would	meet	later. 

Then	I	took	Ginny	shopping. 

Ginny	was	like	a	kid	in	a	toy	store	and	I	spent	a	lot	of	money	on	her.	I	bought her	a	nice	black	dress	for	the	funeral. 

The	funeral	was	well	attended	by	mostly	company	employees.	Bill	didn't	have any	friends	outside	of	work	and	hadn't	wanted	any.	The	minister	did	a	good	job of	eulogizing	someone	he	had	never	met.	I	had	Bill	buried	in	his	family	plot	and invited	the	attendees	home	for	the	wake. 

“Nice	funeral,”	Zeno	said	approaching	me	later	at	the	wake.	“You	fucked	me, Slut	number	six.	Where	is	number	three?” 

“Ginny	is	around	somewhere,”	I	said.	“I'm	glad	you	came	because	I	have	a check	for	you.”	I	got	my	pocketbook	and	handed	him	the	check	I	had	written	for ten	thousand	dollars.	“Now	tell	me,	Zeno.	Was	it	Dupree	that	told	you	what	Bill was	planning?” 

“Yeah,”	he	said.	“Dupree	told	me	so	I	could	tell	you.	Are	you	going	to	fire	him?” 

“Good	Lord	no,”	I	said.	“He's	my	hero	but	I	haven't	seen	him	since	I've	been home.	Do	you	know	where	he	is?” 

“Yeah,	he's	lying	low	until	he	knows	what	you	are	going	to	do,”	Zeno	said.	“Are you	going	to	keep	Number	three?” 

“Yes	I	am	and	her	name	is	Ginny,”	I	said.	“Tell	Dupree	to	get	his	ass	back	to work.	I	need	a	driver.” 

“I'll	tell	him,”	Zeno	said.	“It	cost	me	a	lot	of	money	to	buy	number...Ginny.	Cost a	lot	to	train	her,	too.	What	are	you	going	to	do	to	repay	me	for	my	loss?” 

“Not	a	damned	thing,”	I	said.	“She's	a	sweetheart	and	deserves	better.	You should	leave	me	your	contact	information,	Zeno.	I	may	need	your	service sometime.”	He	glanced	at	the	check,	folded	it	and	put	it	in	his	pocket	with	a	grin. 

He	handed	me	a	card	and	left. 

I	used	my	attorney,	Mister	Cox,	to	keep	everybody	honest	as	the	legal proceeding	unfolded	over	the	next	few	weeks.	It	took	some	time	to	get	things	all straightened	out	but	finally	the	will	was	declared	legal	and	binding.	I	was	the mistress	of	all	I	surveyed. 

I	was	blown	away	at	just	how	much	Bill's	estate	was	worth	but	the	biggest surprise	was	that	Ginny,	formally	slut	number	three,	was	a	virgin.	That	discovery came	when	I	took	Ginny	to	a	doctor	for	a	physical.	I	had	incorrectly	assumed that	Ginny	was	a	sex	slave	for	Zeno	but	apparently	Zeno	had	been	saving	her	for something	special. 

Over	the	next	few	months	I	learned	her	story	and	it	was	weird	to	say	the	least. 

Zeno	had	bought	her	from	a	drunken	black	father	when	she	was	only	fifteen.	Her white	mother	had	left	both	of	them	when	Ginny	was	a	small	child. 

Apparently	Ginny's	father	had	arranged	to	have	her	deflowered	her	when	Zeno made	him	an	offer	he	couldn't	refuse.	My	guess	was	the	offer	was	to	sell	Ginny to	him	or	die. 

“Daddy	called	it	popping	my	cherry,”	Ginny	said.	“He	told	me	that	the	old	dude upstairs	would	do	it.	When	Master	came	and	took	me	away	I	felt	bad.	I	wanted to	do	it	with	the	old	man.	I	am	eighteen	and	I	have	never	known	a	man!” 

“You	don't	have	to	call	him	master	any	longer,	Ginny,”	I	told	her.	“You	are	your own	master	now.” 

“Then	I	want	my	cherry	popped,”	she	said.	“Can	I	do	that,	please?” 

“Yes,”	I	said.	“Yes,	you	may	but	let's	give	it	some	thought.”	My	thinking	was Dupree	would	make	a	good	first	time	lover.	The	only	problem	was	his	cock	was rather	large.	I	got	Ginny	on	birth	control	for	the	upcoming	event. 

Dupree	had	come	back	slinking	like	a	puppy	that	was	caught	peeing	on	the	floor. 

I	assured	him	everything	was	fine	between	us.	It	was	because	if	he	hadn't	told Zeno	what	he	overheard	I	would	be	in	a	real	mess.	I	arranged	for	Ginny	to	be deflowered	by	a	doctor	because	I	remembered	how	bad	could	be	that	first	time when	the	hymen	was	broken. 

I	was	still	trying	to	figure	it	out	when	I	had	a	surprise	visitor.	Michael	York	paid me	a	visit.	I	hadn't	seen	or	heard	from	Shaggy	in	years. 

“Hello,	Jodie,”	Shaggy	said	when	the	maid	showed	him	in.	“I	heard	about	Bill. 

Sorry	for	your	loss.” 

“Thank	you,	Mike,”	I	said	and	opened	my	arms	to	hug	him.	He	had	filled	out nicely	and	was	no	longer	the	geeky	boy	I	once	knew.	In	fact	the	man,	formally known	as	Shaggy,	was	quiet	the	hunk. 

“I	would	have	come	sooner,”	Mike	said.	“But	I	was	in	transition.	I	had	been teaching	at	Stanford	but	I	accepted	a	post	here	at	the	university.	I	couldn't	get away	for	the	funeral.	Bill	was	a	good	friend.” 

“No	he	wasn't,	Mike,”	I	said.	“Bill	treated	you	like	shit.” 

“Yeah,	but	he	always	came	through	sooner	or	later,”	Mike	said.	“He	didn't	know it	but	he	gave	me	the	greatest	gift	I	ever	got...I	mean	you,	Jodie.	He	let	me	have sex	with	you	and	I'll	always	be	grateful	for	that.” 

I	knew	Bill	hadn't	done	it	for	Shaggy	or	for	me.	Bill	did	it	because	he	wanted	to dominate	me	and	he	used	Shaggy	for	that.	I	almost	told	Mike	the	truth	but	I didn't	see	any	good	coming	from	bursting	that	bubble. 

“That	was	the	best	year	of	my	life,	Jodie,”	Mike	said.	“You	were	the	best	I've ever	had.” 

“Thank	you,	sweetie,”	I	said.	“How	come	we	never	heard	from	you	after	you went	away	to	school?” 

“He	knew	I	was	in	love	with	you.	Bill	told	me	I	would	not	be	allowed	to	make love	with	you	again,”	he	said.	“It	seemed	pointless	to	stay	in	contact	after	he	said that.” 

“I	would	have	had	something	to	say	about	that,”	I	said	knowing	that	more	than likely	I	would	have	said	nothing.	Like	old	Shaggy,	I	was	a	pawn	for	Bill	even back	then. 

“Anyway	I	just	got	into	town	but	I	wanted	to	come	by	first	and	tell	you	that...you know.” 

“That	was	nice	of	you,	Mike,”	I	said.	“Why	don't	you	stay	here?	There's	plenty of	room.” 

“The	university	will	pay	for	a	hotel	room,”	he	said. 

“Good,	you	can	pocket	the	money.	I'll	even	give	you	a	receipt.”	Right	then	I	had a	great	idea.	“Besides	I	have	someone	I	want	you	to	meet.”	Shaggy's	cock	was the	perfect	size	for	Ginny's	first	time. 

It	took	me	a	while	to	find	Ginny.	That	damned	house	was	just	too	large.	Bill	had bought	it	to	impress...someone	or	some	group	of	people.	I	planned	on	selling	it because	I	didn't	want	to	impress	anyone.	It	took	two	maids	all	day	just	to	do	light dusting. 

“Nice	place,”	Mike	said	following	me	as	I	searched. 

“You	want	to	buy	it?”	I	asked. 

“The	university	doesn't	pay	me	that	much,”	he	said	laughing. 

We	found	Ginny	in	the	library	reading.	She	actually	consumed	books.	I	made	the introductions	and	watched	her	face	as	I	did.	Yes!	There	was	a	slight	flaring	of her	nostrils	and	a	momentary	flush.	I	didn't	have	to	watch	Mike	because	I remember	the	Shaggy	of	old	and	he	was	always	interested	in	a	pretty	girl. 

Ginny's	light	mocha	tone	skin	coupled	with	her	green	eyes	and	high	cheekbones made	her	an	exotic	beauty.	Actually	she	looked	more	like	a	Pacific	Islander	than a	black	girl.	Her	mother	must	have	been	a	pretty	woman. 

I	used	the	telephone	to	tell	the	cook	there	would	be	one	more	for	dinner.	That was	something	else.	That	bitch	wouldn't	let	me	in	the	kitchen...MY	kitchen. 

“Mike	is	a	doctor	of...something,”	I	told	Ginny. 

“Doctor	of	Philosophy,”	Mike	said	laughing.	“Actually	I	have	two	PhDs.” 

“What	does	that	mean?”	Ginny	asked. 

“It	means	I	didn't	know	when	to	stop	going	to	school,”	Mike	said.	“Now	I	teach chemistry	and	Physics	at	the	university.” 

“You	must	be	smart,”	Ginny	said.	“I	didn't	finish	high	school.” 

“It's	not	too	late,”	Mike	said.	“You	are	still	young,	Ginny.” 

“That's	what	Jodie	said.”	Ginny	said.	“Maybe	you	should	be	my	new	master.” 

“I'm	not	sure	what	that	means	but	I	do	like	the	sound	of	it.	What	are	you reading?”	Suddenly	I	was	all	but	ignored	by	them	but	that	was	fine. 

Later	I	got	Mike	up	to	date	on	Ginny	and	of	course	what	Bill	had	tried	to	do	to me. 

“I	knew	Bill	had	a	mean	streak	but	I	didn't	know	he	was	that	rotten,”	Mike	said when	I	finished	the	story.	“So	you	stole	the	slave	from	her	master?	Good	for you,	Jodie.” 

“Yes	and	she	is	ready	for	someone	mew,”	I	said.	“She	wants	to	stop	being	a virgin.	Are	you	interested	in	helping	her?” 

“How	can	a	sex	slave	be	a	virgin?”	he	said.	“Hell,	yes	I'm	willing	to	help	the poor	girl.” 

“I	thought	maybe	you	would,”	I	said.	“Understand	that	I'm	not	giving	her	to	you because	she	is	not	property.	I'll	set	it	up	tonight	after	dinner.” 

Chapter	5

“What	a	raving	beauty!”	Mike	said	breathlessly	later	that	evening.	Ginny	was wearing	a	pretty	black	and	emerald	green	sheer	negligee	over	black	panties	and bra.	Mike	was	right.	Ginny	was	a	study	in	beauty. 

I	had	Ginny	put	on	the	lingerie	after	dinner	and	told	her	to	model	for	us.	Ginny was	thrilled	to	show-off	for	us.	Ginny	was	used	to	modeling	because	Zeno	had used	her	to	tease	men	and	some	women.	I	knew	firsthand	she	was	a	perfect tease. 

Ginny	turned	and	walked	around	giving	us	a	great	view	of	her	barely	covered body.	She	seemed	to	know	the	exact	moment	when	to	drop	the	robe.	One	of	us gasped	and	it	may	have	been	both	of	us. 

Ginny	slowly	removed	her	bra	and	gave	Mike	and	me	a	glimpse	of	her	sweet boobs	before	she	tossed	the	bra	away	letting	us	see	all	of	her	beautiful	puffy	tits. 

“Absolutely	stunning,”	Mike	said	softly. 

“Doctor	York	do	you	have	an	erection?”	Ginny	asked	coming	close	to	Mike. 

“I	have	a	boner	that	could	cut	glass,”	Mike	said.	“But	call	me	Mike.” 

“Okay,	Doctor	Mike,”	Ginny	said.	“May	I	see	your...boner?”	Mike	looked	at	me and	of	course	I	nodded.	This	was	exactly	what	I	wanted	to	happen. 

Mike	quickly	released	his	dick	and	it	was	a	nice	as	I	remembered.	Not	huge	but very	nice	and	I	remembered	how	great	it	felt	in	me.	For	a	moment	I	wasn't	at	all sure	I	wanted	to	share	it	with	Ginny. 

“I	have	not	been	allowed	to	touch	one,”	Ginny	said	stepping	closer.	“May	I please	touch	your...cock,	Doctor	Mike?”	I	had	spent	some	time	with	Ginny	going over	what	things	were	called.	Of	all	the	male	parts	she	liked	the	use	of	cock	best. 

“It	is	yours,”	Mike	said	in	a	husky	voice.	“To	use	as	you	please.” 

Ginny	went	to	her	knees	and	gently	took	Mike's	hard	cock.	She	gently	stroked	it and	admired	it	until	I	suggested	she	taste	it.	I	knew	if	she	was	anywhere	as	good at	sucking	a	cock	as	she	was	at	sucking	a	pussy	she	would	be	great. 

“Oh	fuck!”	Mike	said	when	Ginny	took	his	cock	in	her	mouth. 

“Let's	take	this	to	a	bedroom,”	I	said. 

Once	we	were	in	the	bedroom,	Mike	took	over	and	she	quickly	had	Ginny	in	her natural	state	of	nakedness.	Her	pussy	was	completely	bare	of	hair.	She	had	told me	that	Zeno	took	her	to	have	the	pubic	hair	removed. 

Mike	put	her	down	and	dove	between	her	legs.	He	sucked	her	pussy	and	licked her	clit	and	I	knew	just	how	wonderful	her	cunt	tasted.	He	gave	her	the	first	of many	orgasms	she	would	experience	with	his	tongue. 

I	watched	Mike	worship	her	pussy	for	a	while	and	when	I	couldn't	stand	it	any longer	I	called	to	see	if	Dupree	was	anywhere	close.	He	was,	thank	God.	He	was in	his	apartment	over	the	garage.	I	told	him	to	come	quickly	and	he	did.	I directed	him	to	Ginny's	room. 

“What	the	hell?”	Dupree	said	upon	entering	the	room.	“I	thought	I	was	going	to tap	that	first.” 

I	explained	that	he	was	too	big	for	a	girl's	first	time.	While	we	watched	Mike	and Ginny,	I	took	Dupree's	cock	out	and	jacked	it	up	to	full	hardness. 

“Oh	God!”	I	heard	Ginny	yell.	Mike	was	putting	his	cock	in	her	pussy.	“Hurry, Doctor	Mike,”	she	said.	“It	feels	so	good!	Fuck	me,	please!” 

I	knew	from	experience	that	Mike	would	shoot-off	quickly	but	he	had	the recharge	time	of	a	black	man. 

“Man,	that	is	some	fine	looking	pussy,”	Dupree	said.	“Zeno	sure	was	wasteful trying	to	save	that.” 

“Do	you	want	to	admire	her	pussy	or	do	you	want	to	fuck	mine?”	I	asked. 

He	answered	me	by	pushing	me	to	the	floor,	flipping	my	dress	up,	ripping	my panties	off	and	ramming	his	big	black	cock	in	my	cunt	like	a	dog	fucks	a	bitch. 

Good	answer,	I	thought	as	Dupree	started	hammering	my	pussy.	I	was	hot	from watching	Mike	and	Ginny	so	it	didn't	take	long	before	I	was	cumming.	Black cocks	do	that	to	me.	I	heat	up	quickly	and	stay	at	a	slow	boil	all	the	time. 

While	I	was	getting	my	jollies	I	could	hear	Ginny	as	she	climaxed	over	and	over. 

Mike	was	giving	her	a	great	first	fuck	as	I	knew	he	would.	It	was	hard	to	divide my	attention	between	what	Mike	was	doing	to	Ginny	and	what	Dupree	was doing	to	me. 

After	good	old	Dupree	had	given	me	several	shattering	orgasms	I	managed	to	get onto	the	bed	beside	Ginny	and	a	resting	Mike. 

“It	was	so	beautiful,	Jodie,”	Ginny	said	crying.	“Better	than	anything	I	had	ever thought	of.	Doctor	Mike	will	be	my	master.” 

“Don't	make	any	decisions	until	you've	had	a	real	man's	cock	in	your	pretty	little cunt,”	Dupree	said.	“Want	to	give	this	a	spin?”	He	was	standing	on	the	bed stroking	his	big	black	cock. 

“I	couldn't,”	Ginny	said	looking	wide-eyed	at	the	long	black	snake.	“Could	I, Jodie?” 

“No	man	is	your	master,”	I	said.	“However	if	you	want	to	fuck	Dupree,	go ahead.	I'm	sure	Mike	won't	mind,	will	you	Mike?” 

“No,	of	course	not,”	Mike	said. 

I	got	into	position	so	that	I	could	see	Dupree's	black	cock	enter	Ginny's	pussy. 

Mike	on	the	other	hand	lay	down	on	the	bed	so	he	could	see	my	pussy.	He flicked	my	clit	ring	paying	no	attention	to	Dupree's	cum	that	oozed	out	of	my pussy. 

“That	is	something	new,	Jodie,”	Mike	said.	“I	like	it.	It's	you.” 

Dupree	got	between	Ginny's	legs	and	put	the	head	of	his	black	rod	to	her	pussy lips.	I	knew	she	would	either	love	it	or	hate	it	but	whichever,	she	was	about	to get	fucked	by	a	large	cock. 

“Ohhhh!”	Ginny	wailed	as	Dupree	pushed	his	cock	inside	her.	“Ahhh,	it's	too big!” 

“No,	it's	just	right,”	Dupree	said.	“You'll	get	used	to	it,	baby	doll.”	He	shoved some	more	of	his	cock	into	her	tight	cunt.	Dupree	stopped	for	a	few	moments	as he	penetrated	her.	When	he	was	all	the	way	inside	her	he	paused	and	waited	for her	to	adjust	to	his	girth. 

It	was	an	amazing	sight	to	see	when	Ginny	started	to	move	her	hips.	Just fractionally	at	first	but	then	more	and	more. 

“Okay,”	Ginny	said	softly.	“It's	okay	now.” 

Dupree	withdrew	about	half	his	cock	and	slowly	pushed	it	back.	He	did	that three	or	four	times.	He	asked	her	if	it	was	still	okay	and	she	vigorously	nodded her	head	and	he	began	to	fuck	her	in	earnest. 

Mike	was	still	playing	with	my	clit	ring	by	gently	tugging	on	it.	What	he	was doing	quickly	had	me	going	again. 

“I'd	eat	this	beautiful	pussy	if	it	wasn't	full	of	cum,”	he	said	making	me	laugh.	I had	forgotten	how	much	Shaggy	always	made	me	laugh. 

“Eat	it	or	fuck	it,”	I	said.	Next	thing	I	knew	Mike	was	on	top	of	me	and	his	dick was	searching	for	my	opening.	I	reached	in	and	guided	him	right	to	the	spot.	He plunged	in	all	the	way	and	started	fucking	me.	I	forgot	about	watching	Ginny getting	hosed	by	Dupree. 

We	swapped	around	two	more	times	during	the	night	and	I	thought	mike	was finished	until	he	watched	Ginny	and	me	in	a	hot	sloppy	sixty-nine.	That	got	my old	Shaggy	back	into	the	fray. 

Mike	went	to	the	university	the	next	morning	while	Ginny	and	I	rested.	I	asked Dupree	to	drive	my	old	friend	so	we	girls	could	rest. 

“Which	cock	did	you	like	best?”	I	asked	Ginny	later	while	we	ate	breakfast. 

“I	can't	pick	which	one	I	liked	best,”	she	said.	“Master	Dupree	was	big	and	he made	me	come	a	lot	but	he	made	my	pussy	kind	of	sore.	Master	Mike	was	nice and	easy	and	he	also	made	me	come	a	lot.	Both	were	a	lot	of	fun.	Thank	you	for finally	getting	me	a	man.” 

“You	are	most	welcome,	Ginny,”	I	told	her.	“But	like	I	told	you,	you	do	not	have to	call	any	man	master.	Friend,	fucker,	or	lover	but	never	master.”	She	nodded but	I	wasn't	sure	she	got	it.	Maybe	one	day	I	wouldn't	have	to	keep	reminding her	that	she	was	her	own	master. 

Zeno	arrived	a	few	days	later	and	he	was	not	happy.	I	knew	Dupree	would	tell him	that	he	had	fucked	Ginny. 

“Not	only	did	you	steal	her	from	me,	you	let	some	white	bread	mother-fucker have	her	first.”	Zeno	said	when	I	admitted	him.	“After	all	I	did	for	you,	Jodie.	Is that	fair?” 

“No,	maybe	not	fair	but	that's	how	it	fell,”	I	said.	“Out	of	curiosity	what	the	hell were	you	waiting	for?” 

“I	had	plans,”	he	said.	“I	had	a	man	who	was	willing	to	pay	be	big	bucks	to	tap her	first.	Now	you	gone	and	fucked	that	up.	When	am	I	going	to	get	a	chance	to fuck	her?” 

“If	it	were	up	to	me,	I'd	say	never,”	I	told	him.	“But	since	she	is	no	longer	your slut	number	three,	it	will	be	up	to	her.”	I	showed	him	the	door. 

“I	don't	know,”	Ginny	said	later	when	I	told	her	about	Zeno's	visit.	“I	longed	for him	to	do	me.	I	begged	for	it	and	he	said	I	had	to	wait.	Should	I	let	him	have	it now?” 

“That's	your	decision	to	make,	honey,”	I	said.	“But	if	I	were	you,	I'd	tell	Zeno	to go	fuck	himself.	It's	not	like	you	need	him.	With	your	looks	you	can	have	any man	you	want.” 

“I	like	sleeping	with	Mike,”	she	said	shyly.	“I	like	fucking	with	him	and	going	to sleep	in	his	arms.	He	makes	me	feel	safe.” 

“Mike	is	that	kind	of	man,”	I	said.	Mike	had	all	but	moved	into	Ginny's	bedroom and	that	was	fine	with	me.	I	owed	it	to	both	of	them	and	I	wanted	both	of	them to	be	happy. 

I	knew	nothing	about	running	a	company	so	when	some	of	the	employees	from Bill's	company	got	together	and	offered	to	buy	me	out,	I	leaped	at	the	chance.	It was	a	staggering	amount	of	money	and	it	would	provide	me	a	huge	income	for the	rest	of	my	life. 

I	found	a	large	condo	with	rooms	for	me,	Ginny	and	Mike.	Of	course	I	kept Dupree	on	the	payroll	because	I	needed	a	driver	and	he	could	drive	the	car	and me	very	well	indeed. 

Mike	helped	Ginny	get	her	high	school	diploma	and	enrolled	in	some	college courses.	Ginny	was	more	or	less	exclusive	with	Mike	but	she	did	share	her favors	on	both	me	and	Dupree	from	time	to	time. 

I	heard	from	Dupree	that	Zeno	had	closed	his	training	school	because	of	some trouble	with	the	law.	Zeno	left	town	and	was	said	to	be	living	in	Saudi	Arabia	or somewhere	in	the	Middle	East.	He	never	did	get	to	fuck	Ginny	and	that	makes me	smile. 

I	do	wonder	just	what	the	hell	Bill	had	been	up	to.	It	made	no	sense	to	me	but	I guess	he	had	a	plan	and	dropping	dead	apparently	wasn't	part	of	it.	Being	a widow	isn't	all	that	bad	especially	if	you	are	a	rich	widow. 

THE	END
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