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		THIS IS AN EROTIC WORK OF FICTION. Any resemblance to persons living or deal is accidental and damned amazing. THIS WORK IS NOT MEANT FOR ANY PERSONS UNDER THE AGE OF 18.

		 

		The hotwife genre appeals to me. These are the books I like to read and these are the stories I like to tell, so thank you to the people who read my books.

		 

		Be warned, there is sex in this book, lots of it. If that offends you, please don’t read any further. But if you are looking for a fun, dirty read. This is it.

		 

		Also, be warned that certain liberties have been take with the capabilities of the electronics in an effort to make the story more interesting.

		 

		Please, leave a brief review and a rating. Like all writers, I value what you think of my books above all else.

		 

		== || < > || ==

		
		

		Prologue

		 

		Savana stood outside in the cold. The world around her was just starting to take on the grey and white look of predawn. It was snowing lightly, but everything looked new to her. Savana wasn’t a virgin anymore.

		The university wasn’t small, but the town was little more than a country village, with a large college in it. To make matters worse, it was on the wrong end of the state. A large metropolitan area, with an even larger university was on the other side of the mountains.

		Still, they played football in a major college conference, and this year they were doing well. Some thought they might even score an invitation to an important college bowl game.

		Savana hoped they did get an invitation to play, especially since she’d just given her virginity to the team’s star quarterback who, some said, was a sure bet to be taken in the first round of the professional draft. Maybe he’d even be selected first overall.

		Savana’s excitement was undampened by the cold. She could feel the exhilaration in her stomach. She felt more alive and the world seemed brighter to her. She’d expected her deflowering to be a letdown. She’d been told not to expect too much the first time and yet she’d experienced orgasm after orgasm. It was the best thing she’d ever done.

		The quarterback had been gentle with her at first, but he grew more dominating as he realized she wanted it rough as much as he did. Most of the co-eds just wanted to fuck him, just to say they did it. Savana was different. She was giving herself to him in a way he’d never experienced before. This girl wanted to fuck. She screamed when she came, which was often, and she was beautiful too. She was even beautiful when her mouth was wide open, shrieking as she climaxed again.

		As Savana walked toward the only all-girls dorm on campus, she could feel his cum overflowing her soaked panties and running down her leg. It felt great. She wanted to turn around and fuck him again.

		Savana ducked behind a hedge and pushed her hand down her flat belly and under her soaked panties to play with her aroused clitoris. She was masturbating in a semi-public place. She bit her lip when she came, again.

		She knew her quarterback had planned to share her with his offensive line, a thought that had scared her initially. Now she wished he had; Savana had learned how much she loved sex.

		In the dorm she directed the spray from the shower to hit her awakened pussy. Her last climax of the night was standing in a shower in the only dorm on campus reserved for women.

		

	
		

		Chapter 1

		 

		They’d lived in Eastern Washington their entire lives. They’d even gone to university there, although it hadn’t been where they’d met. A good thing too. Savana had been a party girl and an outstanding student. Joe hadn’t graduated.

		Savana was beautiful with reddish hair, green eyes, and creamy skin. She was slender in the way of a woman who worked out compulsively, while eating only healthy foods.

		As beautiful and full of life as Savana was, she still had the same vaguely hippie-girl look she’d had in high school. She rarely wore makeup and often applied it poorly when she did. She paid little attention to her hair, often just leaving it flat and lifeless for days at a time.

		Savana used her time in college to discover herself, including the part of herself between her thighs. She hadn’t dated much before college when hormones flooded her body. Joe might have said, if he’d been there, that he was repulsed by her actions. But he’d have laid in bed at night jacking off to the thought of Savana with a bunch of frat boys.

		Which is pretty much what happened when Savana finally confessed her past sins, two years after their wedding. “I was a party girl in college,” Savana was wearing only her panties, her teardrop shaped breasts held his attention, as she’d planned.

		“By party girl you mean…what, exactly?” Joe still wasn’t looking at her eyes.

		“This is hard for me, Joe,” Savana put a whine in her voice. “The least you can do is pay attention.” As if Joe wasn’t already paying close attention. The sight of his half naked wife, in full daylight, was causing his cock to thicken, and Savana knew it.

		“I was… oh, Joe… I was easy,” Savana put her hands over her eyes and turned her back, causing her breasts to wobble. Joe stood and hugged her; he hadn’t fully comprehended what she’d just admitted. It didn’t matter, he was holding Savana from the rear, his hands on her tits.

		“It’s okay, whatever it is, it doesn’t matter now,” Savana could feel his growing cock against her ass. “You’re my wife, whatever happened at the U is in the past.”

		“You… you don’t care that I was…easy?” Savana faked a catch in her voice.

		“No, of course not. When you say ‘easy,’ what exactly do you mean?” Joe was starting to catch up.

		This was the time Savana had schemed for, she twisted in his arms. With her hands on the waistband of his boxers, she reached inside for his straining erection and eased herself down to her knees. Joe was not terribly well endowed, but he was big enough, and he made up for his one deficiency with enthusiasm and oral skills. Savana was not an unsatisfied wife.

		Joe’s one deficiency as a lover was to be a little quick on the trigger. If he became too excited, if she was too good at arousing him, he sometimes climaxed long before she was ready. Savana knew to be careful.

		She licked the sensitive head of his cock, and after sucking him into her mouth said, “I put out for other guys. You don’t hate me, do you?”

		How could he hate his beautiful wife? A woman who had his cock in her mouth. “No, god no, I don’t hate you. Besides, that was a long time ago.”

		It wasn’t really, Savana was only twenty-five.

		“But I wasn’t a virgin when you married me.” That was true, it had been some time since Savana had been a virgin.

		“It doesn’t matter.” That was kind of, sort of, true. It was also true that his wife telling him she’d been a bad girl was turning him on.

		Later that night it mattered even more. Joe had another raging hardon as Savana slept beside him. His wife had been a slut in college. Now he understood why she was so good in bed. She’d had practice. He’d have paid anything, at that moment, to have been a fly on the wall watching his gorgeous newscaster wife in a room full of naked, well built, college men. He had to stifle his groans as he neared orgasm for the second time that day.

		Savana was smiling as she lay with her back turned toward him, listening as he wacked-off. Everything had gone exactly as she’d planned, except for one small thing. She hadn’t foreseen that her confession would turn him on. What was up with that?

		Before he could cum, Savana rolled over and rested a plump naked breast on his chest. “I’ll do that for you. I’d even be willing to tell you some stories from my past, you know, if you want?”

		“Oh, Savana. I’m sorry.”

		“Don’t be sorry, it’s more than okay if you want to jackoff,” Savana swung a smooth naked thigh over Joe’s leg. “Would you like to hear about the time three horny guys got me alone in their frat house?”

		Joe could only groan, his hard cock straining. Savana didn’t understand why he was so excited, but she knew she liked it.

		The next afternoon Savana hummed to herself as she got ready for work. The night before had gone even better than she’d planned. Not only had she confessed to Joe before he heard stories from someone else, but she’d turned her husband on. Who would have guessed he wanted to hear about her past life? She thought it would be a good idea to start with something mild, something Joe could handle.

		Remembering what she’d done caused her body to react. Scenes from that time in her life projected in front of her eyes. She’d been so wild, and the memories were overwhelming. She moved absentmindedly to the toilet to pee, only to find that her pussy was so wet it was dripping into the bowl. She shuddered when she touched her clitoris, the memories had excited her too.

		Savana hadn’t masturbated in months, but she did that morning. She didn’t need to get her vibrator, remembering the night in the fraternity house with two men, along with her finger on her clit, was enough to bring her off.

		It was funny, in a sad way, how Savana and Joe had fallen in love and married. Savana had been pregnant, and she wouldn’t terminate. Every other man she knew ran when they heard the news, and Savana had decided to raise the child by herself, when Joe asked her to marry him.

		Joe wasn’t her first choice, he wasn’t even on her list of choices, but she knew him, and he was a nice guy. It was purely a marriage of convenience. Now, three years after her miscarriage, they’d fallen in love. It was odd how things worked out, sometimes.

		Joe had been infatuated with Savana for a long time, even when she barely knew his name. They’d had one date; she’d had too much to drink which had only made her “itch” more intense. Joe would have done anything for Savana, even then. All she had to do was ask. When she asked him to use the hardon he’d been trying to hide all night, he couldn’t believe his luck. Then she got pregnant.

		Randy, the quarterback, was returning for a team reunion. It would be held near the university, not far from where she lived with Joe. Randy had asked her to spend some time with him and to get reacquainted. Savana knew what ‘reacquainted’ meant.

		He’d found her on social media and after asking her how she was, code for: ‘do you have children?’ ‘have you gotten fat?’, they had started a conversation that became dirty fast.

		He’d sent her a picture of his erection and Savana, drips hanging from her labia, had sent him a revealing image of herself.

		She knew she could get away from home for the weekend. The station would love to have an exclusive interview with her quarterback, and he’d talk only to her. The sports guy would fly into a rage, another good reason to do it.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		 

		“Honey, are you asleep?” Savana asked. Joe had massive morning wood. The weather was warm enough that they were sleeping with just a sheet over themselves.

		Savana had been waiting for just the right time to have a conversation with her husband, and there was no better time than when he was hard and just waking up. She was making his erection jump by running her fingers over the sensitive helmet.

		“Um… Savana…god,” Joe groaned.

		“When I was in college, I had an affair with a football player. He used to fuck me all the time, do you want to hear about it?”

		“Sure,” Joe was focused on the incredible sensations from his cock. “Who was it?”

		“His name was Randy,” Savana licked her husband’s cock. “He was the quarterback.”

		Joe looked at his wife in amazement. “You were with the guy who is now the MVP of the league?”

		“Sometimes, mostly he fucked me. He was amazing, Joe,” Savana gave her husband a serious look after first licking her palm so her hand would slide better over the throbbing shaft of his penis. “Joe, do you really want to hear about another man fucking your wife?”

		Savana was careful not to stimulate her husband too much, she didn’t want him to cum. At least not yet.

		“Yes… god help me, Savana. I don’t know why I want to know about it.”

		Savana climbed on her husband and lined Joe’s cock up with her slit, so he would slide against the length of her wet pussy. With every pass her clit rubbed the wet length of his throbbing cock. She knew that Joe had little control when he got too excited. It was up to her to keep him from having a premature orgasm.

		“He was always ready, Joe. He would fuck me three or four times a day, sometimes even more,” Savana would stop Joe’s cock from sliding along her wet slit whenever it seemed like he was getting close.

		“I was horny all the time, Joe. I had to be ready for him to fuck me whenever he wanted,” Savana was panting.

		“He fucked you whenever he wanted?” Joe was panting even louder. “You were his…?”

		“I was his slut, god Joe. I’m so sorry.”

		“Don’t be… oh, Savana… this feels so good… tell me more.”

		“His cock is really big…honey…I’m so sorry…he wants to see me next week…I’m so fucking horny. I told him I couldn’t see him…I’m married now…but there’s a problem.”

		“He wants to see you?” Joe was trying to move faster against Savana’s wet pussy. “Do you want to fuck him, again?”

		“Joe…I’m so close…the station manager wants me to interview him…it would be such a big deal…but Randy would want to fuck me…he wouldn’t take ‘no’ for an answer.” Savana was panting, sweat dripped from her chin to Joe’s chest. Her pussy was making loud squishy sounds as she rubbed his erection along its length.

		“He’d want to put his big cock in my pussy again…I’d come home so horny…it would drive me crazy for weeks…but I can’t do it…no matter how mad my manager gets. Even if he fires me…I can’t do that to you…even though I love you so much…nothing could change how much I love you.”

		Savana let Joe’s erection slip inside her vagina. The sensation of being penetrated by her husband almost drove her over the top.

		“I’m thinking about his big cock, and I’m so wet.”

		Joe opened his mouth in astonishment. Savana had never felt as good to him, and she’d never told him how much she loved him. She loved him enough to fuck a guy like Randy and come back to him… “Do it, go see him. Bring me an autographed football.”

		“Joe…do you know what you’re saying? Are you sure? He’ll want to fuck me.” Savana was hanging on the edge of orgasm.

		“Do it do it do it,” he wailed as he exploded deep inside his wife.

		Savana arranged with her station manager for an exclusive interview with Randy. It was an incredible “get” for the station. She sent a suggestive email to her quarterback, along with a picture of her breasts, and went home to pack.

		“Are you sure, Joe?” she asked again. “I need to know right away because I have the station all excited and I need to leave.”

		Joe wasn’t sure. He was torn between remorse and a throbbing hardon he got thinking of his wife with another man’s cum in her pussy. He’d felt scared all day at the same time as he squeezed his too sensitive erection.

		He tried to take his mind off things by watching porn on the computer. It didn’t work. All he seemed to find were hotwife clips, each one made him even more excited.

		Savana wouldn’t be with just some guy. She’d be with a famous professional football player. Someone she knew and had had sex with before. In a way, both of those thoughts made it better for Joe.

		His wife would be with a guy Joe watched almost every Sunday in the fall. Not only that, but she’d be with a guy who had been inside her before. Somehow that made things easier for him.

		“Will you tell me everything that happens?” he asked Savana as she packed.

		“I’m going to turn on the camera on my laptop and leave it focused on the bed. If nothing happens, you’ll just see an empty bed.”

		“What if you go to his room?”

		“We won’t,” Savana turned to him, he was looking worried. “Joe are you sure?” she asked again.

		“I think so.”

		“I’m scheduled to interview him later this afternoon, so if you change your mind, text me right away. Okay?”

		“I won’t change my mind, I promise.” Joe had thought of little else since he’d learned about his wife’s past relationship with Randy. If it had been some random guy, he might have been too jealous to agree to her seeing him again. But it wasn’t some random dude. Seeing Randy play almost every weekend, while sitting in his own home, had made Randy so familiar that Joe felt as though he knew the guy.

		Randy was a big deal. The sports shows talked about him and showed clips of him playing. He was shown out on dates with beautiful white women, and announcers wondered which one the black quarterback would settle down with, and now Joe’s wife was going to be with him. Hell, his wife was going to fuck him, and he might get to watch.

		Joe had a hardon.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		 

		Savana wasn’t so sure. She didn’t want to do anything that could ruin her marriage. She loved Joe. But she was confused by his response to learning of her past relationship. It seemed as though he wanted her to sleep with Randy again. How could that be?

		The drive took about three hours and it wasn’t long before Savana’s mind drifted to memories of Randy. It felt as though she’d lost control of her hand as she slid it under her light skirt to caress her pussy as she drove. She was dripping wet and wildly aroused. She was going to see Randy and it was clear he still wanted her.

		She walked into her room at the resort pulling her bag behind her, surprised that she’d somehow been put in a junior suite. She certainly hadn’t asked for one, and the station would never pay for an upgrade.

		Savana looked around thinking she wouldn’t be here again. The suite only had one bedroom, the difference between the junior and the full-size suites she assumed. The view of the lake through the floor to ceiling window was magnificent. There wasn’t a cloud in the sky and the way the blue water reflected the snow-capped mountains was breath taking.

		Savana had lost track of time, and as she turned to leave Randy walked through the door, driving the breath from Savana’s lungs. Her college lover seemed bigger and even more handsome than she remembered. She couldn’t help glancing at the crotch of his pants.

		Savana slapped her hand to her chest and froze, looking at him. “Randy, you startled me.”

		He didn’t bother answering, he took two steps forward, wrapped his well-developed arms around her, and kissed her. A deep, open mouthed, long kiss that caused Savana to groan and her pussy to gush.

		She was his now, she knew it just as he did. She could feel his mountainous erection pressing against her stomach. He was too tall, she wanted to feel him pressed against her center. Savana wanted to feel him right then.

		But, oh my god, his lips felt so good against hers. Her nipples had grown erect pressed against his hard chest. He felt so different from her husband. Harder and more demanding. This man wanted her, and the realization caused her pussy to further respond. Her lubrication was running down the inside of her leg and tickling her ankle.

		Memories overwhelmed her. The feel of his hard, black cock, the warmth of his body, the sensation of his fingers on her flesh. “Randy, I’m married now.”

		It didn’t matter, as they kissed, she heard herself moaning. She wanted him, but damn it. First, they had to do the interview. Savana pulled herself away from Randy with regret. She couldn’t help leaning in to continue their kiss whenever she could.

		The station had been too cheap to send a camera operator, so Savana set up the tripod and aimed it at the two chairs they’d be sitting on. After an opening introduction she moved the camera so it only showed Randy’s face as she asked prepared questions. When Randy had answered, she taped herself asking the questions again and reacting to his answers. The station would splice things together.

		“Could we use that camera to film us?” Randy whispered in her ear.

		“I only have the one USB jump drive; I have to overnight this one to the station.”

		It took Randy one phone call to have a new drive delivered to the suite and the one with his interview sent on its way. Savana spent her time in the large bathroom taking a shower and making herself look her best. She’d never been so wet.

		She came out wrapped in a resort robe, a fresh pair of panties in place. After setting up her laptop for Joe and turning on the camera, she lay on the bed while Randy used the finally vacant bathroom.

		Savana sat up straight when the bathroom door opened and Randy came out naked, his body looking like it had been chiseled from marble. His muscles were developed just right, Savana thought. His abs formed a perfect six pack and his thighs looked more impressive than she remembered.

		But what drew Savana’s eyes was the potent erection pointed right at her. She felt the old animal attraction, the powerful pull of Randy’s cock.

		Savana, without taking her eyes off his hardon, crawled the length of the bed and onto the floor, until she could finally wrap her hand around him and suck his cock into her mouth.

		Randy hadn’t needed to say a thing for Savana to become his slut again. The sight of his cock had done it.

		Sitting at home Joe, watching on his laptop, felt powerful conflicting emotions. He was proud of Savana; she was sucking the cock of a famous and talented football player. A man recognizable to millions of people.

		Except the recognizable cock his wife was sucking belonged to another man. He was envious of Randy, and jealous of how much better the man looked naked than he did. Joe’s resentment faded as his wife worshipped Randy’s prick. She was beyond sucking it now, she was licking and kissing his shaft and sucking on the man’s balls.

		Joe felt a delicious humiliation. It was his wife, but she was making love to a man who was so familiar to him. He was startled to recognize, as he stroked his hardon, that Savana was making herself submissive to her quarterback. Joe was so passive to Savana; it added a different kind of excitement. After all, the man was a famous athlete with a huge cock and Joe was just…ordinary.

		Joe was shocked at how much larger Randy’s cock was than his. His hand moved, without thought, to grip his own rock-hard cock. He was surprised to realize his fist was wrapped around himself. He briefly wondered if Randy would mind.

		Joe felt a delicious inadequacy compared to Randy. The man’s erection was so much larger than his. The hard veins just made it look even more superior to Joe. No wonder his wife was throwing herself at the man.

		Savana had forgotten how much she loved Randy’s prick. She couldn’t get enough, she licked him from his anus to the tip. She kissed every inch and rubbed his erection on her face before sitting up straight so she could rub the head on her nipples.

		“Is your husband watching you do this?”

		“Yes.”

		“You’re going to be my whore tonight, aren’t you? Just like you were in college.”

		“Oh god…Randy…I’ll be anything you want me to be.”

		“Put your husband up on your laptop. I want to see his face.”

		Savana crawled to the computer and made the adjustment. Soon Joe’s face appeared, his eyes huge.

		“Hello, Joe. Are you enjoying me turning your wife into my slut again?” Randy asked.

		Joe had to clear his throat. “Er…yes.”

		“Does it make you hard, buddy?”

		“Yes.”

		Her robe forgotten in a puddle on the floor, her panties on top, Savana groaned and sucked harder on as much of Randy’s cock as she could fit in her mouth.

		“Tell him, whore.”

		“I’m sorry, Joe. I can’t help myself. I need him.”

		Randy smiled and laid Joe’s wife on the bed, her legs spread wide, as he slowly pushed his thick cock inside her. “Is it as good as you remember?”

		“Randy… use me…use my pussy.”

		Joe had to turn away before he came. He didn’t allow himself to cum until Randy emptied his balls inside his wife, and they kissed like lovers. He couldn’t deny the connection between them. It was more than sex.

		Joe didn’t know what to think when Randy grew hard again without withdrawing from his wife’s pussy. Savana groaned loudly as he began to fuck her again, this time for even longer.

		Joe couldn’t match Randy. His cock was soft, and this amazing athlete was still fucking his wife.

		He got up to go to the kitchen for a beer. Would his wife return to him? Not if Randy wanted her to stay, she wouldn’t.

		When he returned to his computer Savana was on top of Randy, her feet flat on the bed, slamming her body on his cock. Her voice had grown hoarse. The look of ecstasy on her face was enough to cause Joe’s cock to harden, weakly but more sensitive than before.

		When Savana returned home the next day, she was still full of Randy’s cum. Joe wasted no time stripping her naked and spreading her legs so he could bury his face in his wife’s sloppy pussy.

		Savana looked down in wonder as her husband made love to her with his mouth. He loved her so much he was willing to go down on her after almost twenty-four hours of being fucked by her husband’s favorite quarterback.

		He ate his wife through two powerful orgasms before finally entering her. His cock couldn’t compare to Randy’s, but it was his, and she loved what he was doing.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		 

		Her workday ran from 2:00 to 11:00, every day except Sunday, as a news broadcaster on a tiny station not far from the Nuclear Reservation. Which was Joe’s employer. It was usually just referred to as “the Reservation.”

		Neither one made any money to speak of, her husband’s job was far below his qualifications and she’d been hired because she had a degree in English and a Masters in Broadcast Journalism. Savana was already a polished professional and, truth be told, the talent pool had not been deep. Savana had made the best of it. First doing remotes, then the weather, now finally on the desk.

		She been stuck doing weather for a long time. For some reason people liked to see pretty women telling them how crappy it was outside. Go figure.

		She liked the news desk, even if she was making less than a third of what the brain-dead sports guy made. And he didn’t even bother wearing pants some nights, just his underwear. The broadcasters were only visible from the waist up anyway. Ugh. His tighty-whities were stained yellow in the front.

		“Hey, Savana. Do you want some hot news for us tonight? You could sit on my lap and see what comes up?” It was his usual type of greeting. The moron had never heard of #MeToo.

		“Just the normal things, Davy.” She knew not to ask about sports.

		Alice, the young weather girl rescued her. “Savana – hi – Savana! You’re going to interview a Senator.”

		“Our Senator?” Savana was surprised. Occasionally someone worth talking to came to town. Her partner, an older gentleman well past his prime, usually did the interviews. Which meant lobbing a softball question or two and thanking them for lowering themselves enough to visit.

		“Yes, Harvey’s home ‘sick.’” Translation: Harvey had a bad hangover again. Savana found it cute how Alice made air quotes around the word ‘sick.’ “But the Senator is not one of ours, he’s from the East Coast here to inspect the Reservation.”

		“I’ll do it,” Davy interrupted. “I’m senior.”

		“Fuck off, Davy.”

		“Davy wants to interview the Senator,” it was the station manager. “Also, he says you told him to… you know… off.”

		“You gonna make Davy put on pants, or will his yellow stained underwear do? Isn’t it time you had a talk with him about harassment?” Savana attacked, even though she knew she was walking a fine line.

		“Umm… yes, I see your point. You are the lead news person tonight, so you should do it,” Sam was not a strong personality. He knew he could handle Davy; the guy was as dumb as a rock and there was no place lower for him to go. Sam wasn’t sure he could handle Savana. Their ratings dropped whenever she wasn’t on the air.

		Savana heard the yelling from down the hall, but she didn’t care. She was too busy drawing up her questions, she’d only be allowed a few.

		Joe was sitting in the guard booth at the Reservation. The only cars through were employees since very few people got lost out here. Very few people ever came out unless they worked here, for that matter.

		While he waited for the next lost soul he daydreamed about his wife. She was so perfect naked, her tanned, trim body and flawless pale tits. Her bikini bottom was so tiny only her hairless slit was still pale. Joe was getting a hardon again.

		He’d played the old recording of Randy fucking his wife so many times that every movement, every muscle twitch, was memorized. He could run the recording in his mind from start to finish. He wasn’t entirely sure why it excited him so much. Savana was with another man and he found it to be better than making love with her himself. What was wrong with him?

		For the last time he reminded himself how he needed to get back in shape. His gut had been growing from a lack of exercise, and because he couldn’t bring himself to eat Savana’s healthy diet.

		Joe stood and stretched in the narrow booth before realizing the bulge in his pants was exposed through the tiny window. He couldn’t imagine how it mattered, unless a coyote or snake happened to be looking from the seemingly infinite desert.

		Besides sand and sagebrush, all Joe could see was the wire fence running off in an endless line. Only the barbed wire on the top waved slightly in the breeze as he settled back with the book he was reading on his smart phone. That Ben Boswell sure could write a good story. He wondered if real wives ever did the things he was reading about, and what would it be like to watch Savana with her legs spread for another man, again.

		Joe was so lost in his fantasy and pounding his cock as hard as he could, that he barely had time to straighten when a black limousine pulled up to the gate.

		Senator Travison had had a shitty morning. His aides had drawn straws to determine who would wake him and get him into the shower. The smell of alcohol would waif from his body and breath, made worse by the rich food he’d consumed with the Reservation executives.

		It was always like this. Most days the Senator was barely conscious, if one could call it that, until after dark. That morning he’d claim to be dying for a cigarette and a drink, his eyes still bloodshot from the night before.

		“What the fuck are we doing today, Al?” he mumbled, his traditional morning bitching cut short when the water hit his chubby bare body and the small head of his penis, peeking out from his crop of grey pubic hair.

		“We’re going out to the Reservation. Then you have an interview with a local television station.”

		“Shit, cancel one of them.”

		“Can’t Senator, you have to say you were at the Reservation, even if you just drive through the gate. I understand the television station has assigned a good-looking young woman to ask you a few easy questions,” Al reported. “They tell me she’s amazingly beautiful.”

		“Gotta do my duty to my country, I suppose,” the Senator had felt a slight twinge in his cock at the mention of the interviewer. Maybe he could salvage this junket after all. Why wasn’t he on one of those committees that went to fun places?

		The Senator’s thoughts were interrupted when the water suddenly turned cold. The aides had learned long before it was the only way to keep him on schedule.

		Travison complained the entire way, except for the Kentucky bourbon provided in the limo, nothing was right. He lit up a cigarette.

		“I’m sorry, sir. There’s no smoking in the car,” the driver interrupted.

		“Fuck you, and turn your microphone off,” the Senator was in no mood. The two glared at each other for a moment before the driver did as instructed.

		“This television broad, she got big titties?”

		“I wouldn’t know, sir,” Mona answered. She’d been with Travison a long time and knew how to deal with him.

		“Give me a blowjob.”

		“We’re almost there, sir.” Mona considered sexual favors to be part of her job, but the gate was coming into view.

		“Look at this guard, would you? What a sloppy asshole,” the Senator said.

		Joe stood at attention as they pulled up, his pants still unzipped. His white underwear was visible in the gap.

		The delegation from the Reservation met the Senator just inside the guard gate and gave him some briefing material and a short presentation about the storage of nuclear waste.

		Travison handed the thick binder to Mona, unread, and lit another cigarette. He hadn’t heard a word they said.

		“We have the interview next; would you like me to briefly summarize what we’ve learned?” Mona asked.

		“I’d rather have the blowjob.”

		“A good-looking woman living out here might be thrilled to fuck an actual Senator,” Mona had him hooked. “Here’s what you need to know. First rate safety procedures, never been a serious event. Make sure you use the word ‘event,’ never accident. People have ‘accidents,’ and we have excellent people.”

		“Got it, no accidents,” he grumbled. Fucking briefings. “Excellent people, like that guard.”

		“Well funded,” Mona continued, ignoring his comment about Joe.

		“Well funded, got it,” Travison poured another drink, his headache was worse. The briefing was over, and he’d completely forgotten his vote to cut funding for the Reservation.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		 

		Senator Travison strolled into the television studio almost an hour late, acting like the Washington D.C. hero he thought himself to be. His white hair was wild from the wind in the desert and he’d pulled down his tie two drinks earlier.

		“Senator,” Sam, the station manager greeted him. “It’s a privilege, sir.”

		“Let’s get this fucking thing done, where do I sit?”

		“We need to do a few things to get you ready,” Sam said, surveying the wreckage of Travison’s hair. “Also, we won’t have time to tape the interview, we’ll have to go live.”

		“Whatever, where do you keep the bourbon, the good stuff?”

		When the station manager told him they didn’t have alcohol, and he couldn’t smoke because of the equipment, the Senator became crankier.

		It was only when he was introduced to Savana that he smiled. “My god, she’s gorgeous, what the fuck is she doing out here?” he muttered to Mona. Followed by, “I gotta fuck her.”

		“Senator, it’s wonderful to meet such an important person. A United States Senator, I am truly honored,” Savana was pouring it on thick. She wanted the pompous fool to think she was in awe of him. She knew he was staring at her boobs. He wasn’t the first man to make that mistake.

		“What can I get for you, sir. Is there anything you want that I can provide?” she asked as she adjusted his tie. Savana looked up to see the old leech smiling at her.

		“I have a few ideas. Maybe we could get together after the interview for a more private session?” Travison could already feel her lips on his. His cock was twitching to life.

		“I’d be thrilled, sir. Anything to make your visit more pleasant. Anything at all.” The implied promise had just the effect Savana wanted.

		After the introduction of her famous guest and a few words of welcome. Savana jumped right in.

		[Savana] I understand you inspected the Reservation this morning?

		[Travison] I did, very impressive.

		[Savana] By inspection, I mean you drove through the gate for roughly 30 yards, met a delegation from the Reservation for exactly eleven minutes, then drove out. Isn’t that correct, sir?

		[Travison] I don’t know where you heard such…

		[Savana] People witnessed your short inspection. Have you at least had an opportunity to review the briefing materials you were given?

		[Travison – dying for a drink] First rate facility. It’s very important to the nation to ensure the safety of our nuclear materials. There’s never been an accident.

		[Savana – almost ready for the kill] Actually there have been numerous “accidents.” But, it’s not only the safety of the materials that’s important, is it, Senator? It’s also the safety of the millions of civilians within range of the Reservation.

		[Travison – remembering too late not to say ‘accidents’] Well of course. That’s why we inspect and fund…

		[Savana] Then why did you personally vote to cut the safety budget, if it’s so important?

		[Travison – looking like a stunned deer]

		[Mona] I’m sorry, the Senator has a very full schedule. Thank you for allowing us to…

		Davy picked that moment to jump to his feet in protest, causing the producer to quickly change camera angles, but not before a clear shot of the sportscaster’s yellow stained, white underwear was broadcast live.

		The general manager, his face white in shock, slipped under his desk and hid until the weather girl found him almost an hour later.

		The Senator stumbled from the studio, looking back once at the beautiful woman who had just eviscerated him. A beatific smile on her face.

		“Don’t worry, sir,” Mona bundled him into the back seat of the limo. The driver was trying to hide a smile. “It’s a very small market station, nobody saw it.”

		T. Kenneth Edwards had an entire department monitoring newscasts from all over the country. The Siren News Network hadn’t become one of the largest cable news channels without being on the constant search for talent. Particularly talented beautiful women.

		“I think you’ll want to see this, sir.” When Edwards stopped laughing at Davy’s antics, he ordered Savana brought to New York, preferably on the next flight from whatever hick town she was in.

		T. Kenneth Edwards was known for his political views, his savvy, and the speed at which he made decisions that affected the lives of all who worked for him.

		Those who knew him best also knew him to be a deeply paranoid satyr. He hired only smart, beautiful women and he slept with every one of them, with the single exception of his executive assistant. Eloise was a matronly black woman in her mid-50’s who held the keys to the kingdom. Edwards would have been lost without her, and she was slavishly devoted to him.

		“Ms. Taylor, my name is Eloise and I work for T. Kenneth Edwards at the Siren News Network in New York city,” the voice said on the other end of the line.

		Savana almost dropped her smart phone; this was not the call she expected. She’d been sitting at her rickety kitchen table trying to figure out how they’d pay their bills when she was fired. Something she expected to happen at any minute.

		“Yes… er, yes, this is she,” Eloise was used to this reaction.

		“Mr. Edwards would like to meet with you in his office at 10:00 Tuesday morning,” Eloise said.

		“I can’t… I don’t know,” Savana tried to say.

		“I’ve booked you on a flight leaving in just two hours, you’ll be met at JFK and driven into Manhattan where you’ll be put up at the corporate penthouse, upstairs from our offices,” Eloise continued. Savana’s head was swimming.

		“I’ve taken the liberty of sending the details to your personal email. Remember, you have less than two hours until your flight leaves, so you better get moving,” Eloise said sweetly. “Keep this phone number in case you need it. Mr. Edwards doesn’t invite talent to meet him on a whim, so my advice is to make that plane. Goodbye Ms. Taylor.”

		Savana looked at the blank phone in her hand for a moment before rushing to get ready. Her bag was packed, and she was in her car headed to the tiny airport when she remembered to call her husband.

		 

		[Savana] I’m going to New York.

		 

		[Joe] But we were going out for pizza.

		 

		[Savana] New York, Joe. I’m going to interview with the Siren News Network. They saw my interview with Senator Travison.

		 

		[Joe] What interview?

		 

		[Savana] With the dirtbag Senator you told me about.

		 

		[Joe] You interviewed him?

		 

		[Savana] Yes, on the air, and somehow T. Kenneth Edwards saw it and now they’re flying me to New York to meet him.

		 

		[Joe] When will you be back?

		 

		[Savana] I don’t know, it’s on the itinerary they sent me, I’ll send you a copy. I’m at the airport, love you.

		 

		Joe sat down heavily on the small stool in the tiny booth by the guard gate. He replayed the conversation in his head as best he could remember -he wasn’t getting pizza because his wife was flying to New York to meet with some big shot at the cable news network he watched. She didn’t know when she’d be home, but at least Savana and Joe weren’t paying for it. Which was good since they had less than $100 in their joint bank account until one of them got paid.

		Savana had interviewed the guy who’d been through the gate in the limousine. That guy had been a Senator? Joe had only sent her pictures from his phone because he’d found it weird, and now she was flying across country to meet with another important person.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		 

		Savana downloaded the material Eloise had sent her and opened the folder as she settled into first class for the long second leg of her trip. In addition to her itinerary, the file contained a history of the Siren News Network. The biography of T. Kenneth Edwards and several articles and clippings about him and the Network. Eloise had also included ratings information.

		Savana was a fast reader, blessed with the ability to retain what she read. The network, starting from just a simple idea fifteen years earlier, now dominated cable news. T. Kenneth Edwards had worked for a president before taking over Siren News and was responsible for its rapid growth.

		Men of gravis handled the commentary. Women handled the news and light discussion groups. The women all appeared to look something like Savana.

		She glanced up, a puzzled expression on her face. The middle-aged road warrior seated beside her was sleeping, his head against the window.

		‘Why did the excitement of the sudden trip, and the realization of how well she fit in to Siren, at least physically, cause her pussy to tingle? Why was she even thinking about her sex?’

		The answer to the last question was easy enough, it turned her on. A rich, good-looking, powerful man wanted to meet her badly enough to fly her across country, first class. What woman wouldn’t be excited, but she wasn’t just thrilled to be in first class, she was aroused. This trip was arousing her.

		Before going back to her reading, Savana visited the tiny first class head. Just as she expected, her pussy was dripping wet. She felt strange stroking her folds while mentally reciting the information she’d just read about T. Kenneth Edwards. Not strange enough to stop, of course. She tried to think about Joe, the poor boy was missing his pizza night, but Edwards kept interfering, until she gave up and just focused on T. Kenneth’s picture until she came, shuttering, in the tiny airplane restroom.

		By the time the flight landed, Savana’s head was spinning from the “anything-but-brief” briefing packet, but she had it all. She could recall almost everything she’d read, verbatim, even the ratings information. T. Kenneth Edwards’ political leanings, like those of his network, were well known. Less well known were the rumors of his paranoia and multiple affairs.

		The man was standing right where Eloise had told her to look. A tall, young black man in a black suit, white shirt, and black tie. He was wearing a hat; they actually wore chauffeur hats in New York, and holding a cardboard sign that simply said, “Savana.”

		His smile was surprisingly warm, she didn’t expect friendliness after what she’d heard about the city. “My name is Mark and my job is to take care of you Ms. Savana,” he said. “Don’t you worry about a thing; I’ll get you settled into the Penthouse and make sure you know how to find Ms. Eloise in the morning. She’s a fine woman, you couldn’t be in better hands. Now you just relax and if you have any questions, just let me know. Would you like some water?

		They came across the bridge into mid-town and pulled up in front of a building far larger than anything Savana had ever seen. She craned her neck to see the top of it. People were everywhere on the sidewalks, some but not many, glanced at the town car.

		“Don’t you worry, Ms. Savana, I’ll make sure you’re as safe here as you would be at home.”

		Savana hadn’t felt any worry, it was only then that she noticed how many men were looking at her, causing her pussy to tingle again. What was happening to her? She was a happily married woman who suddenly wanted to get laid in the worst way.

		Mark introduced her to the doorman who provided her with a keycard to both the front door and the Penthouse. Savana had only seen places like this in movies, she’d never expected to be in an apartment that cost millions of dollars and had floor to ceiling windows overlooking the lights of New York.

		Savana’s heart was beating too fast to sleep. She wanted to go out, to explore, instead she pulled out the briefing materials again and reread them, before calling Joe.

		[Savana, breathless] I’m here, honey. You wouldn’t believe.

		[Joe] I miss you, Savana.

		[Savana continued as if he hadn’t spoken] I’m on the top floor, I’m looking down on Manhattan, I had a driver wearing a chauffeur hat, and Joe. They put me in first class, first…class!

		[Joe] I miss you Savana, and I love you.

		His heart was breaking a little. Pizza night was very important to Joe. Once Savana had let him eat a slice of pepperoni off her nipple.

		[Savana] “I love you too, Joe. Kisses. I’ve gotta go, 10:00 here is 7:00 our time, we’ll talk tomorrow.”

		[Joe] “When?” but Savana had already hung up.

		Damn, she was so horny.

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		 

		Savana was there early; she couldn’t help herself. She’d showered and carefully applied her makeup as if she were going on the best date of her life.

		She was glad she’d listened to the rumors about T. Kenneth and brought along a pink business suit with a too short skirt. Savana knew she had nice legs so why not show them off?

		After debating silently with herself, she finally settled on a pair of matching pink mini G-string panties. Nobody would see them, of course, but just knowing how sexy she looked would help her confidence, wouldn’t it?

		Joe had spent a restless night, it had all happened too fast. When he first got home after being fired from his job, he’d picked up the papers Savana had left on the kitchen table wondering if they were for him. No, she’d been working on a budget based on his paycheck alone.

		They were royally fucked without a paycheck. The thought of moving back in with one of their parents made him physically ill. Hell, he couldn’t even afford a fucking pizza.

		The call from his wife had been too short. He wanted to know more about her mystery flight to New York. Yesterday she’d been working next to that pervert Davy, and now she was in some Penthouse. He’d heard about how guys used a woman like Savana in those places.

		Joe settled in front of the computer and started a search for the Siren News Network. He knew about it, of course, he even watched it sometimes because he liked their political views on our nation’s capital.

		He wasn’t unsophisticated when it came to computers and soon, he was reading the rumors about T. Kenneth Edwards and his multiple affairs. Joe became even more engrossed when he read about the wild parties featuring his “girls” from the network. When he read reports, supposedly true, of what the girls had done at the parties, he found himself growing erect.

		Joe wrapped his hand around his straining hardon. Is this what they wanted his wife to do, fuck important people for the Network? He stroked himself harder, picturing his beautiful wife on her back smiling up at the President. That would be so cool.

		No, he released himself and turned away from the screen. It was wrong, Savana was his wife, he wasn’t into sharing. Was he?

		Thinking about it was okay. It wasn’t like she was actually doing it; they probably wouldn’t hire her anyway… oh, crap he was close.

		“What’s my schedule, today?” Edwards asked Eloise.

		“Your tailor will be here any minute,” she answered. “You have lunch with an undersecretary at defense, a full staff meeting this afternoon, a ball at the Argentine embassy tonight, and in between, you need to interview Savana Taylor.”

		“Who is Savana… whatsit?” he asked.

		“Taylor. She’s the woman who eviscerated Senator Travison at that little station out west. We put her up in the Penthouse last night.”

		“Right… right, have you seen her?”

		“Yes, she’s sitting out by my desk.”

		“Well, don’t keep me in suspense.”

		“Gorgeous, big breasts, long legs too,” Eloise reported.

		T. Kenneth listened carefully; his eyes bright. “You think she’s got the stuff?”

		“Yes, sir. For looks, she most definitely has the stuff.”

		“Okay, let the tailor get started on me, then bring her in.”

		Savana was a person who did not get unnecessarily nervous. Whatever was supposed to happen, would happen. She looked around the miniscule office, there was barely enough room for her knees in front of Eloise’s desk. Eloise hadn’t seemed to notice.

		“I guess office space is expensive in Manhattan,” she thought.

		Savana moved out of the way as two men came through rolling a cart hung with men’s clothing, piled fabric samples and other odds and ends. When they rolled through the door into Edwards’ office, Savana was able to catch a glimpse of a huge, well-appointed room with massive windows.

		“It shouldn’t be long,” Eloise told her in the same friendly but distant tone she used with everyone except T. Kenneth himself. Savana thanked her and settled in to wait.

		Several people stopped by, some of them surprisingly familiar to Savana, all of whom were turned away by his assistant. “He’s going to be busy for the next few hours. Try coming back tomorrow.” Nobody tested her.

		After Savana had been waiting for almost an hour, two men walked by. “He called for us,” was all the most senior one had to say.

		A moment later there was a silent signal for Eloise to open the door for Savana.

		T. Kenneth was taller than Savana had expected. For that matter, he was bigger all around than she had imagined him to be. He was standing on a wooden box, in front of a three-sided mirror as a tailor measured him, calling out numbers to his assistant.

		T. Kenneth, just by standing quietly, dominated the room.

		“You’ll have to be quieter, Al. I’ve got to do some business,” he growled around his cigar.

		“Sorry Mr. Edwards.” The man was already on his knees working on the hem of T. Kenneth’s pants. If he’d been any lower, he’d have been laying on the carpet.

		Edwards inspected Savana. She felt his eyes on her face, her breasts, her figure and her legs. He rarely blinked, and his gaze made her skin feel hot. She felt herself flush and her stomach fluttered.

		“You look good,” he said.

		“Thank you, sir,” Savana answered. She looked good to one of the most powerful men in the country. She felt her pussy moisten.

		“What do you guys think?” he asked the two company executives. Even the tailor chanced a quick glance.

		“She looks right,” the more senior one said.

		“Talk to me,” T. Kenneth ordered, stepping off the riser.

		Savana quoted the speech he’d given to a trade association banquet a year earlier. She’d memorized it on the airplane.

		“Holy shit, she gave that speech better than you did.”

		“Shut the fuck up, Reilly. Did you memorize that just to impress me?” T. Kenneth growled, his face inches from hers.

		“No, sir. I read it on the airplane, and I agreed with everything you said, it just stuck with me,” Savana tried not to show her nervousness.

		“You agreed? Who are you to agree with me?” he demanded.

		“I’m one of the people who watch your network, sir.”

		For the first time, T. Kenneth smiled. “You watch our network? Tell me the names of our people, in alphabetical order.”

		“Oh, come on Ken, even I can’t do that,” Reilly said.

		“I can,” Savana said with meaning. Ten minutes later she’d proven herself.

		“Are you willing to do anything for this network? By anything, I mean absolutely anything?”

		“Yes, sir.”

		“Take your top off, I want to see your tits.”

		Savana was not entirely shocked. Men usually wanted to see her breasts and she’d read about T. Kenneth. She started unbuttoning her blouse.

		“You’re going to show me your tits?”

		“Yes, sir,” Savana slipped her bra off her arms, her breasts felt cool in the office air. Savana enjoyed the looks she was getting. “Do you need me to do anything else, sir?”

		“You’re hired. What’s your full name.”

		“Savana Taylor.”

		“Is that your married name?”

		“Yes, sir.”

		“No good. You’re not married anymore, at least not as far as anyone knows. You’re single. What was your maiden name?” he asked.

		“Savana Cartwright.”

		“Good. From now on you are Savana Cartwright again. Everything will be in that name. Eloise will take care of it.”

		Eloise made a note in her personal computer. “I’ll take care of everything,” she said.

		“Should I put my blouse on?” Savana asked.

		“Sure, but give me your bra. You won’t need to wear one of these anymore,” he said.

		Savana’s nipples were making hard pale bumps in her white blouse as Eloise led the way to the outer office.

		“This is Joy,” she said, introducing Savana to a beautiful young blonde woman. “She’s going to take you shopping and to get your hair done. By the time you get back I’ll have the paperwork ready for you to sign. Follow Joy’s instructions exactly.”

		“Shouldn’t I know about the job first, how much I’m being offered, you know. It’s all so sudden.”

		“That’s the way he does things. Don’t worry about it, you’ll be taken care of,” Eloise was already on to other tasks.

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		 

		[Savana] Joe, he hired me. I actually met T. Kenneth Edwards and he hired me for the Siren News Network.

		 

		[Joe] I lost my job because of that fucking Senator.

		 

		[Savana] It doesn’t matter.

		 

		[Joe] What do you mean, it doesn’t matter? What are we going to do?

		 

		[Savana] Listen to me. Just shut up and listen. I’m going to be working for the Siren News Network for almost $300,000 a year, plus a free apartment in New York.

		 

		Savana could only hear the hiss of the cell phone for a long minute.

		 

		[Joe] You better start at the beginning.

		 

		Savana told her husband the entire story, leaving out nothing.

		 

		[Joe] Are you telling me you let him feel your tits?

		 

		[Savana] I let them all play with my boobs. I love you Joe, you’re the only man for me, but I would have fucked them for this job.

		 

		[Joe – breathless] Would you have let me watch?

		 

		[Savana] Do you want to watch me get fucked?

		 

		This was a serious question. Savana wasn’t sure Joe understood just how serious it was.

		 

		[Savana] Joe, are you thinking about those men playing with my boobies and jacking off? Joe? I know you’re still on the line.

		 

		[Joe – hesitantly] Yes

		 

		[Savana] Yes, what?

		 

		[Joe] I’m sorry Savana, I can’t help myself, I want you so bad…

		 

		[Savana] It made me wet, I can’t help myself either.

		 

		[Joe – in amazement] Are you playing with yourself, too?

		 

		[Savana] Shit, yes. I’m going to cum.

		 

		Eventually, Savana got to the important parts of the offer, telling her husband he wouldn’t be allowed to visit her in New York. He’d have to stay where he was, but she could visit him, sometimes. As far as anyone at the Network knew, she was single, Joe no longer existed.

		 

		Because she was making so much more money now, they could rent a much better place for him to live. They even reached an agreement on dating. Joe was allowed to date, if he wanted, as long as he understood that he couldn’t have sex.

		 

		[Joe] It sounds like you’ll be… you know… fucking? But, I can’t?

		 

		[Savana] I’ll tell you all about it, we’ll masturbate together. Maybe I’ll even set up the computer so you can watch. I know you’d like to watch your wife fucked by another man.

		 

		[Joe] Do I have a choice?

		 

		They didn’t know T. Kenneth Edwards was not only listening to their conversation but watching his newly hired on-air talent at the same time. Every room in the huge building was bugged. Only the restrooms had been declared off limits by the corporate security officers. Edwards had bugged the women’s anyway.

		Savana tried to remind Joe that they only needed to think of it lasting a year or two, because by then she’d be well known, and she’d be able to find another job easily, Reilly turned to T. Kenneth.

		“She’s planning to leave in a year or two, she’s already set that up?”

		“It doesn’t matter what she’s planning, not only do we have an NDA on her, but the reputation she gets from working at Siren will make her near unemployable, just like that other chick. You know, the one who wanted to sue me because I banged her. Wasn’t that good in bed, anyway.”

		John Reilly had been working for Edwards for twenty years, he knew as much as anyone, with the possible exception of Eloise. He was paid well, extremely well, plus there were all the beautiful women willing to do anything for T. Kenneth, who referred to it as his “pussy bonus.”

		Reilly poured another large drink for himself. He’d accepted his role in the Siren Network, but some days he needed a little help to make it through.

		Edwards heard the bottle tap the edge of the glass and smiled to himself. Reilly had been housebroken years before. It was handy having an attorney around if he needed one, even if his drinking was getting out of hand.

		 

		[Savana] Do you want to see what I’m doing?

		 

		[Joe – panting] Yes.

		 

		[Savana] Cum for me, let me hear it. Then tomorrow we’ll each buy a computer. A good one, so you can see my pussy.

		 

		[Joe] oh, god. Savana

		 

		[Savana] that’s good Joe. Good night. Don’t forget about the computer.

		 

		[Joe] wait…

		 

		T. Kenneth and Reilly had watched on CCTV, at least Savana’s part of the conversation, which was the only part they cared about. They hadn’t seen much, she’d had her hands inside her pajama bottoms and her fingers had been moving, but they hadn’t seen an orgasm face. Her breasts had wobbled beautifully, but they’d been covered the entire time.

		“I think I’m in love,” Reilly said.

		T. Kenneth smiled at him, taking another sip of scotch, “you always love them at first.”

		“Here’s my list for her: first a New York driver’s license in the name of Cartwright. Second, diction lessons, and all that shit. Joy will set it all up,” Reilly was reading from his handwritten list of things to do.

		“Careful with Joy, we don’t want this girl switching sides. It’s okay if Joy fucks her a time or two, it will help let off steam, but I don’t want them becoming a thing.”

		“I’ll take care of it, T. Kenneth.” The list was lengthy and by the time they’d finished, Edwards decided to give Mark the night off from driving, and to stay in one of the guest suites.

		First thing the following morning he turned on the CCTV in time to watch Savana take a shower. He would never admit it to Reilly, but she was the most spectacular woman he’d ever seen.

		Savana had felt a sensation, as though she were being watched. It wasn’t unpleasant, in fact, it made her tingle and want to put on a show. Without seeming to look, she’d surveyed the entire penthouse. Even while eating a healthy breakfast served by the staff, she’d stared, without expression, at the wall opposite. Where the fuck had they hidden the cameras?

		She was sure someone was watching her shower and she’d put on a show. Washing and shaving her pussy, even moaning when she held the vibrating head of her electric toothbrush to her clitoris. If they wanted a show, she’d give them one.

		Joy greeted her with a huge smile and a hug when she opened the door. “Did you enjoy your shower,” Joy whispered. “I know I did.”

		“It was very refreshing.” Savana was puzzled. She hadn’t counted on a woman watching her.

		“Today, we’ll finish your wardrobe, and do some work on Siren preferred pronunciations,” Joy had been busy writing a note.

		“T.K. can see and hear everything you do; he likes a show. Flush this note.”

		Savana casually shoved the note under the waistband of her pants and into her panties, as Joy watched. When she looked up, the younger woman was licking her lips.

		“Are you as horny as I am,” she asked the young blonde.

		“Oh, Savana….”

		Joe took his time in the big box store electronics department. He wasn’t stupid and he knew his way around computers as a consumer, but he wanted just the right equipment.

		“Can I help you?” she looked like a goth teenager.

		“How old are you?” he asked, before realizing his mistake. “I’m sorry, yes you can help, you just look too young to be working here.”

		Liz took the question in stride. She was probably asked the same thing two or three times a day. “I’m twenty-three, and I majored in computers until I decided I’d had enough of school and went to work.”

		“I apologize again. I’m looking for a large unit with tons of memory, a monitor as large as possible, and off-the-charts resolution.”

		“You’re a gamer.”

		“No,” Joe chuckled.

		“You watch a lot of porn, then,” Liz smiled broadly. “Better than playing games. Do you watch alone?”

		“Umm… well, it’s a little complicated,” Joe stumbled.

		“Here’s my card, if you ever get tired of watching by yourself. Now, let’s set you up.”

		For the first time in days Joe felt relief. Liz had helped him pick out the right unit and had even helped him purchase a 60” television/monitor. He could relax in his new recliner and watch Savana life size.

		“What kind of porn are you going to watch?” Liz was hoping for something really wild, maybe even bondage. Although she was usually disappointed.

		“My wife is going to be living in… another city, and I want to watch her fuck other guys.” Liz was speechless. This was completely unexpected. She shivered in excitement.

		“You’re married?”

		“Yes, but I’ll only be able to watch her…I don’t know when I’ll be able to see her in person…so, until then, I’ll be able to…”

		“Watch her fuck other guys,” Liz finished the sentence for him. “Won’t that make you jealous?”

		“Yes, but I can’t do anything about it so I might as well enjoy it.”

		“You can turn off the camera so she can’t see you,” Liz offered. “The other guy might prefer that set up.”

		“Good idea.”

		“I could even watch her with you… you know, if you’d like.”

		Liz had moved close to him and her face had changed somehow. She seemed less goth and more… vulnerable. “I think I might like that.”

		For the first time, Liz smiled. “Here’s my number, text me when, you know, you’re ready for me.”

		For the first time in her life Savana was having sex with another woman. Joy hadn’t waited for an invitation. Her lips had felt so soft, Savana had lost herself in the sensation. At first it had been weird to be kissed by another woman, then her arms were wrapped around Joy’s body.

		“Is he watching us,” she whispered. Joy was sucking one of her sensitive nipples.

		“Yes.”

		“Oh, my fucking god.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 9

		 

		They worked all day, taking time off to make out. Savana was fascinated with Joy’s body. It was the same as hers, yet different. She’d never seen another woman’s clitoris become erect before, not many people had.

		“As much as I love what you’re doing to my pussy, we’ve got to finish this, you’re having dinner with Mr. Edwards tonight and I need to get you dressed and ready.”

		“I can dress myself.”

		“No, you can’t. You’ll be Mr. Edwards’ date tonight and you have to look right, as he introduces you to important people.”

		 

		[Savana – on video conference] I won’t be here tonight. T. Kenneth is introducing me to people I need to meet.

		 

		The call had come at the perfect time, Joe’s new computer was working and Liz had just walked into the kitchen. Hearing the noise, she peeked out, careful to keep out of sight.

		 

		[Joe] I’ll miss talking to you. I love you.

		 

		[Savana] I love you too, but I have to run.

		 

		[Joe] You look really nice. Aren’t you going to wear a bra?

		 

		[Savana] T. Kenneth thinks I look better without one. Do you want a quick look? Are you going to jackoff because you miss me?

		 

		[Joe] Of course, I want a look. A long one. Is… um, what I mean to say… is this the night?

		 

		[Savana – flashing her boobs for her husband] There, that should hold you. Bye person in the kitchen.

		 

		“She saw me,” Liz had her hand over her mouth. “She’s so gorgeous, I’m such a fool.”

		“Why are you a fool?” Joe didn’t understand women very well. They were a mystery to him.

		“I thought maybe… I don’t know what I thought. I better go.”

		“No, stay with me. Please.”

		“But, she’s beautiful and I’m just… Liz.”

		“I’m alone, Liz, and my wife is going out with T. Kenneth Edwards in New York. Please don’t leave me alone tonight,” Joe begged.

		“I wish I had her boobs, they’re perfect.”

		“I think what you have are pretty wonderful,” Joe did an up and down thing with his eyebrows as he stared at her breasts.

		“No, you don’t,” Liz swatted him on the arm. “But thank you.”

		“If I ask real nice would you show them to me?”

		“Maybe if I drink enough beer.”

		“You’re on, beer and pizza then we’ll watch dirty movies.”

		“Now you’re talking.”

		They didn’t watch a dirty movie, at least not right away. Joe’s computer had been left streaming a media gossip site and the first item up was a clip of his wife entering a private New York club with T. Kenneth. A voice could be heard saying: “T. Kenneth Edwards, CEO of Siren News Network, is out on the town tonight with a gorgeous heart throb. Is this his new host, or is it personal? Maybe she’s both?”

		Liz’s eyes swung toward Joe’s white face. He was gasping for air, trying and failing to comprehend what he’d just seen. Savana looked fantastic, somehow more sophisticated, like she belonged on the arm of a tycoon. But still, she was his wife.

		“Joe, maybe I should go,” Liz started to get up, but Joe stopped her.

		“Please don’t go. I don’t want to be alone right now; I can’t explain it.”

		“I’m a little uncomfortable,” Liz said. Joe followed her gaze to his lap. He had a boner!

		“Oh, Liz. I’m sorry about that.” Joe tried to adjust his pants to hide the erection, but he was only making things worse. Liz started laughing and eventually, Joe saw the humor in the situation and laughed with her.

		“If we watch again will it get bigger?” Liz asked, rewinding the stream to the point she wanted. “Your wife looks amazing and wow… look at his hand. It’s on her ass!”

		Joe had missed that the first time.

		T. Kenneth’s wife watched him humming as he dressed. She’d been one of his first breakout female hosts when the network had been getting started. She was still breathtakingly beautiful, but no longer young. She was also a mother. Not that Edwards had anything against mothers, he just didn’t want to see them naked.

		Robyn was under no illusions. She knew he’d hired a new girl, this one from some hick down out west. She also knew his dinner tonight would seem businesslike, but its purpose was to get him that much closer to a fresh piece of ass.

		Sometimes Robyn resented the new girls with their perky tits and firm asses. At other times she was happy to be left alone to raise their children without caring for daddy too.

		Tonight she couldn’t make up her mind if she was resentful or relieved. “Are you staying in the city?” she while threading his cufflinks through the slits in his shirts.

		“You know how these things go, dear,” he was smoking one of his awful cigars. “It’ll be late by the time we wrap up and I don’t want to wake you.”

		Like hell, Robyn thought. “Thank you, dear. Say hi to Reilly for me,” her smile didn’t quite touch her eyes.

		Savana had never considered having another woman help her get ready to go out. Trying on clothes together, sure, she’d done that. But she’d never considered being dressed like a manikin by a woman she’d just made love with. It was kind of sexy.

		“I’m horny,” she said as Joy helped her into her little black dress.

		“Me too, I want to eat your cuntie all night, but this is important,” Joy knew what Edwards had planned. On one hand, she hoped it worked and she’d be Savana’s secret lover. On the other hand, she shivered at the thought of T. Kenneth fucking this perfect beauty. Crap, she was dripping again.

		“You want me, don’t you,” Savana teased. “You want to kiss me, and hold me, and eat me.”

		T. Kenneth was having a final drink in his study, scrutinizing the video feed from the Penthouse apartment. His new pet had looked wonderful between Joy’s thighs, eating pussy.

		“Be good to him tonight, you hear?” Joy said at the door. “Do whatever he wants you to do.”

		“Yes, mother,” Savana pretended to pout.

		“Now, give me a kiss and go have a good time,” Joy said. “Do you want me to turn off your computer?”

		“No, leave it on. I might call Joe later.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 10

		 

		T. Kenneth was already in the limo yelling into his smart phone, when Savana slid in the curbside door.

		“You tell that cocksucker he committed, and if he doesn’t show up, we’re just going to film an empty chair,” Edwards yelled into the phone. “We’ll tell America he’s afraid to answer honest questions. It’ll cost him the election.”

		It was Savana’s first exposure to ‘news’ at the national cable level. She wondered who the cocksucker was, in this case.

		“We have our own views on that situation, you know. If that asshole doesn’t want to defend his position, he’s got nobody to blame but himself.”

		Whoever it was had gone from cocksucker to asshole. Savana wondered if that was a promotion.

		She squirmed in her seat, trying to get comfortable. Joy had left her dripping and so swollen she could feel her labia between her thighs. Which just made her hornier.

		“How are you Savana Cartwright?” T. Kenneth used her maiden name on purpose. It was his way of reminding her that she was ‘single.’ “You look spectacular. Is Joy taking care of you?”

		“Yes, sir.”

		“Don’t call me sir. Call me T. Kenneth. Joy will be working with you exclusively for the next few weeks, even living in the penthouse with you from time to time.” His voice always sounded like a soft growl.

		“Now, get closer and I’ll point out the sights.”

		Savana scooted closer, causing her already short skirt to pull up to the top of her thighs. T. Kenneth put his large hand on her leg to stop her from pulling it back down.

		“That’s Saint Patrick’s Cathedral, and across is Rockefeller Center. Stop the car Mark, I want Savana to see the ice-skating rink.”

		She had never imagined standing at the railing in New York watching ice-skating in summer. It felt romantic to be so close to T. Kenneth’s bulk.

		“There’s the Empire State Building. Slow down Mark. Notice how the top is lit up?” he’d opened the sliding glass sunroof for Savana to see. T. Kenneth held her hips and lifted her onto his lap. Her pussy responded to the feel of his fat cock.

		“Oh, crap. I want him to fuck me,” she thought, ashamed of herself. Wasn’t it enough she’d cheated on her husband with another woman today? Joe probably wouldn’t even care about Joy. On the other hand, she had hinted at more.

		The club was marvelous in its old-world charm. Savana hadn’t thought anything of it when T. Kenneth had stopped her so pictures could be taken by a swarm of cameramen. Where had they all come from?

		She’d even been filmed walking; she hoped her dress was hanging properly and there were no unfortunate wet spots. At one point, Edwards pulled himself into her backside, his erection poking her. “Stay there for a minute, Savana. I don’t want them taking a picture of the hardon you gave me.”

		Savana smiled at the photographers and kept Edward’s erection firmly planted between the globes of her ass. “Will this help you go down?”

		“Hell no, I’m just doing it because it feels good.”

		“I want you to feel good, T. Kenneth.”

		“You’re going to make me feel even better before the night’s done.”

		“Good.”

		Only a few days before Savana had been sitting next to Davy and his urine stained underwear. Now she was dressed in thousands of dollars’ worth of clothing, going into a private club in New York while paparazzi took her picture. She felt daring. The worse that could happen, it seemed, was that she’d wake up back in the desert.

		It was a working dinner with several producers and their assistants from the various shows. Savana worked at making friends, or at least being friendly. She absorbed every word as she pieced together the departments, shows, and issues.

		“I’m going to fuck you tonight,” T. Kenneth said when they were alone.

		“Your place or mine?” Savana knew she was dripping down the inside of her thighs.

		“Your place is closer.” In the car T. Kenneth placed a quick phone call. “Joy, find someplace else to spend the night.” He hung up without saying ‘goodbye.’

		Joe’s huge monitor suddenly came to life when the light in Savana’s bedroom came on. “Oh, shit,” Liz had been sitting close to Joe, hoping to get lucky.

		“Don’t worry, the camera and microphone are turned off at this end, remember?”

		Liz dropped back into her seat next to him and waited for her heartbeat to slow. “Scared the piss out of me.”

		On the screen, Savana had turned back toward the bedroom door and rushed to help T. Kenneth with his suit jacket. As she hung it in her closet, he sat in a chair positioned almost under the open laptop.

		“What can I get you, T. Kenneth?” Savana asked, playing with the strap of her dress.

		“Strip.”

		Savana smiled as she lowered the straps exposing her beautiful breasts.

		“Oh, god. I wish,” Liz hissed.

		Joe sat frozen without blinking.

		“This is what you wanted, isn’t it Joe?” Liz asked.

		“Huh?”

		Savana stood between T. Kenneth’s knees and turned her back, her hand just an inch too short. “Please help me with my zipper.”

		“You’re gonna show me your cunt.” T. Kenneth was being inelegant on purpose. He wanted to break Savana, and this was the best way to start with most women. He didn’t know Savana well enough to realize the word ‘cunt’ wasn’t going to do it.

		Savana knew immediately what he was doing and decided to play the game his way. “Is that what you want?” she hung her head as he unzipped her. “To see my…god… cunt?”

		T. Kenneth brightened even further; he had her now. “Say it again.”

		Savana turned and lowered her dress below her hips before letting it fall to puddle at her feet. “I’m going to show you my… cunt, T. Kenneth.”

		“As long as you work for me your cunt belongs to me,” T. Kenneth was enjoying this too much. He hid his glee by puffing on his cigar. “Say it.”

		“My cunt belongs to you, T. Kenneth.”

		“What belongs to me?”

		Joe was beside himself watching his wife demeaned in front of this stranger. Without thinking about what he was doing, he leaned far back in the couch and opened his zipper.

		Liz couldn’t take her eyes off his engorged member. He was purple with need and a drop of pre-cum oozed out of the top slit.

		“My cunt belongs to you,” Savana said.

		“Take off your panties and give them to me.”

		Edwards caught his breath when Savana’s hairless pussy came into view. He wasn’t the only one.

		“She’s perfect,” Liz said.

		“Your panties are wet.”

		“I’m turned on,” Savana said.

		“She’s not the only one,” Liz licked the pre-cum off Joe’s erection, causing him to moan.

		“You shouldn’t… we shouldn’t,” Joe tried to say. Liz cut him off by sucking him into her mouth. “Oh, Liz.”

		“Show it to me,” T. Kenneth ordered.

		Savana acted embarrassed, “my cunt. Should I say it’s your cunt, now?”

		“Ohhh…” Joe could feel the sperm in his cock.

		

	
		

		Chapter 11

		 

		Liz was laying naked across his stomach and playing with his pubic hair. Joe hadn’t cum, but he’d been close. He stroked her ass until she parted her legs so he could play with her pussy and her pierced clitoral hood.

		Her pubic bone had been tattooed to make her vagina look like the mouth of a cat with a ring through its nose. It wasn’t Liz’s only tattoo or piercing.

		On the giant screen, Savana was on her hands and knees, on the bed, facing the laptop. Her face looked several sizes larger than normal, as T. Kenneth fucked her from the rear. Her breasts, looking huge, swung wildly with each thrust.

		“Fuck me… T. Kenn… oh, yes… motherfucker… fuck.”

		“You’re my little news slut, aren’t you?”

		“Yes… oh, yes… harder… I know you want your cunt… you own it.”

		Joe’s cock was throbbing wildly, without being touched. He’d never seen Savana in this kind of heat before.

		“Did you like what I made you do in the limo?”

		“Yes… did Mark… like my… cunt?”

		“Mark? Who the fuck is Mark?” Joe asked out loud.

		“I’ve never had a… black guy.”

		Had his wife fucked a black guy? She couldn’t have, Savana would never do that, she knew how Joe felt.

		“Maybe I’ll share you with Mark. I’m told he has a huge cock,” T. Kenneth gasped. He was getting close.

		“Yes… yes, anything. I’m…” Joe watched in awe as his wife came. Her body shook as though she were having convulsions. T. Kenneth just grunted when he shot his sperm into Savana’s unprotected womb.

		Joe came too, although it wasn’t until he looked down that he realized he was filling Liz’s mouth with his cum. Liz swallowed as fast as she could, but Joe had come so much a river of it ran out of her mouth, only to further stain the old couch.

		“Eat me, Joe. I need something… now,” Liz said, spreading her legs.

		Joe was good at cunnilingus.

		When he looked back, his monitor was filled with the face of his wife.

		 

		[Savana] Joe, are you there? Please say you are.

		 

		Liz grabbed her clothes and ran for the kitchen as Joe turned the monitor on.

		 

		[Joe] I’m here.

		 

		[Savana] You look like you watched my unofficial welcome to the Siren Network.

		 

		[Joe] I did.

		 

		[Savana] I wish you could hold me now, T. Kenneth just got dressed and left.

		 

		[Joe knew he couldn’t compete with what his wife had in New York] I really don’t know what to say, except I wish I could hold you too, and tell you how much I love you. Would you divorce me if Mr. Edwards told you to?

		 

		[Savana] Why would he do that? As far as he’s concerned, I’m not married, and my cunt belongs to him.

		 

		[Joe] Does it Savana? Does your pussy really belong to some guy in New York?

		 

		[Savana] You mean some rich, powerful guy who’s paying me tons of money? The same guy who’s going to make me famous. That guy?

		 

		[Joe sounding contrite] Yes.

		 

		[Savana] If he wants to think he owns a part of me, let him. We know the truth. I own all of me. Listen, I’ve got to go. I’ve got a busy day tomorrow. Love you, and Joe. Don’t you dare fuck that girl dressing in the kitchen. It’s nice to have a friend but your dick belongs to me.

		 

		“She didn’t say anything about your tongue,” Liz observed after Joe had closed everything down.

		Savana lay on her bed, a single sheet wrapped around her naked body, and thought about the evening. She’d taken a long shower after her call to Joe and she needed to sort things out.

		Her husband had seen her fucked by her new boss. More than that even, he’d heard her promise her… cunt, she’d never get used to that word, to another man.

		Also, he had a naked woman in the apartment with him. Joe hadn’t looked right, he looked like he’d just cum. Which was okay, but where was it? There were no tissues. She guessed it was in the naked woman.

		Savana was royally pissed at her husband for cheating on her with another woman. She was blind to the hypocrisy.

		Joe was snuggled against Liz’s smooth ass, trying to understand his feelings. His thoughts were interrupted by Liz. “Are you going to fuck me with that boner I feel?”

		Joe wasn’t a complicated man. Watching his wife fucked by T. Kenneth Edwards had turned him on and now a naked woman was asking him to fuck her. So, he did.

		T. Kenneth was already asleep in another of the corporate apartments. He’d accomplished everything he’d set out to do tonight. Tomorrow he’d take Savana even further.

		

	
		

		Chapter 12

		 

		Savana dreamt that Joy was in bed with her. She could feel the wonderful soft body pressed against her back, and the other woman’s hand holding her breast.

		Savana was horny again.

		“Wake up, Savana. We’ve got a busy day,” Joy was whispering in her ear. The hand on her breast was pulling and twisting her nipple.

		“Are you a dream?”

		“Yes, I’ll be your dream. Unfortunately, we don’t have time this morning,” Joy answered jumping out of bed.

		Savana did her best to keep up as the day unfolded. There were so many people to meet, most of whom were rushed and didn’t have time to give her. Publicity photos were taken early, while she still looked her best.

		She spent a long two hours with an unsmiling human resources associate signing even more forms. The associate put her in a private office and helped her fill out the necessary paperwork showing she was single, but with a dependent ex-husband for the health insurance.

		A banker was waiting to open an account for her, she didn’t even need to leave the office. Her pay would be direct deposited, and the account was in her name only. Joe wouldn’t be on the signature card. Savana thought it was an oversight, but it wasn’t. The banker helped her set up a regular transfer from her new account to her old joint account. She didn’t tell the banker that he’d just helped her put Joe on an allowance.

		At the end of the day she was put in a real studio and given a script to work with. “Just pretend we’re live; for all you know we are,” the producer told her while the showrunner looked on.

		The script and the graphics were from a broadcast earlier in the day so Savana could be judged against the real thing. She wasn’t told any of that. The script was obviously current, and she was given only a few minutes to familiarize herself with it before the director pointed his finger at her and the light on top of the camera glowed red.

		“Hello, this is Savana Cartwright…” she began. By the end of the hour the producer and the showrunner were grinning at each other like schoolboys.

		“Where did Mr. Edwards find her?”

		“Who cares, she’s going to be big,” the showrunner was a woman. She’d seen enough to know Savana was ready to broadcast. Not live, not at first, but soon.

		“She doesn’t wear a bra,” the producer said to Joy who was standing quietly in a corner. “Dress her in fabrics that hide her nipples but emphasize the wobble of her tits. She gives me wood.”

		“How did she do?” T. Kenneth’s voice growled at them from the control panel.

		“She’s ready to go on the air. May I fuck her? Mr. Edwards, sir. With all due respect,” the producer asked.

		“She gave me a ‘wide-on,” the showrunner added.

		“I may work you both in, if you don’t fuck up anymore shows. Joy bring her up here,” the connection went dead.

		“How does he do that?”

		Joy scribbled on a post it note: “The room’s bugged.”

		The producer watched Joy walk across the studio to Savana. “So that’s how he does it.”

		“Did you have fun last night?” T. Kenneth was smiling, his hands around Savana’s waist.

		“Yes,” Savana’s smile matched his. T. Kenneth ran his hands down the side of Savana’s skirt as if smoothing it out, before lightly caressing her ass.

		“Tell me about your cunt.”

		“It’s your cunt, T. Kenneth.”

		“I’m told your dry run was okay. Joy will work with you to make it better.”

		Savana kept her smile in place. She was hoping she’d done better than okay. “Thank you.”

		“I have to go home tonight, but I’m staying in town this weekend,” he looked meaningfully at Joy. “You know what that means?”

		“I’m yours, sir. Whatever you want from me,” Savana felt her pussy becoming wet. “Will you fuck me again, sir?”

		“Is that what you want?”

		“Yes, sir.”

		“Ask me again on Friday,” Savana’s pussy flooded her panties. She smiled broadly, her face turning pink. She’d never been treated like this before. Men never had thoughts of denying her. They dreamt of sleeping with Savana. T. Kenneth acted like he was doing her a favor.

		“By the way, Senator Travison will be a guest next week. I hate the commie bastard, but you may have to blow him.”

		Savana swallowed hard, dissecting Senator Travison was how she got this job, and now she was being asked to give him a blow job? All she could see was his fat gut with food stains on his tie. She could smell the stale liquor on his breath.

		“Yes, sir,” she said.

		“Good, now crawl under my desk, I’ve got some people coming in to talk to me. Joy, go wait with Eloise.”

		It was humiliating, Savana was being treated like a live sex doll, first she was told to undress and leave her clothing in plain sight. Then T. Kenneth ordered Savana to kneel in the kneehole of his desk. She saw him stand and welcome two or three men to his office before he sat back down. Pretending to adjust his chair he pulled down his pants and underwear. His long cock was already beginning to stand upright.

		“Tell me what I can do for you gentlemen?” he asked as he used Savana’s hair to pull her head roughly into his lap.

		Why did that turn her on? His cock was bigger than she remembered, it was purple with thick veins running the length of it. She didn’t remember his prick being uncircumcised as she rolled the foreskin down and licked the head as it was exposed. She was wildly excited.

		“We need to talk to you about the contract for Mr. Phillips,” a voice said. “As you know, we represent him and we’d like to settle this as quickly and quietly as possible.”

		T. Kenneth’s cock throbbed in her mouth. This was turning him on.

		“You want to waste my time talking about Phillips? I fired that asshole, he’s a piece of shit commie.”

		“$100,000 and a lifetime non-compete? How’s he going to make a living?”

		“He’s a Democrat, not a communist,” added another voice.

		Savana used her tongue on the sensitive underside of Edward’s enormous cockhead and was rewarded when his prick throbbed against her mouth.

		“Same thing,” T. Kenneth said to one man before turning to the other. “I have an idea.”

		“Here’s how little I care. Right now, I have a gorgeous young lady giving me a blowjob under my desk. Say ‘hi’ to the nice gentlemen, gorgeous young lady,” T. Kenneth ordered.

		Savana wiped the droll from her lips and croaked, “hi?”

		One of the men said ‘hi’ back, before being angrily silenced by his partner.

		T. Kenneth’s belly was shaking from laughter. “Now there’s a job Phillips could do.”

		He was still laughing as the door to his office opened and closed. “Savana, you are a find. They’ll probably sue my ass now but it’ll be worth it. Just seeing their faces.”

		“Now get back down there and finish the job.”

		Savana didn’t mind the taste of cum. Even after holding it in her mouth to show T. Kenneth.

		“Rest up tonight, don’t be fucking Joy until morning. Tomorrow you go on the air and you’re with me all weekend. Why are you with me all weekend?”

		“Because you own my cunt.”

		“Damn right I do.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 13

		 

		[Savana] I gave him a blowjob, under his desk, while he was in a meeting.

		 

		Joe had been waiting for her to sign on, his cock had been hard most of the day.

		 

		[Joe] We need a signal, somehow. So I know when you’re ready to video conference.

		 

		[Savana] I swallowed his cum.

		 

		Joe pulled down his pants, his cock was straining erect.

		 

		[Joe] I heard you. Can you get him back to your apartment and give me a signal?

		 

		[Savana] I suppose. What kind of signal? Like a bat signal?

		 

		[Joe] Call my cell, let it ring three times and hang up.

		 

		[Savana] Like this?

		 

		Joe’s cell rang twice before disconnecting.

		 

		[Joe] One more time would be better. I think the first ring sound you hear is a phony.

		 

		His phone rang three times.

		 

		[Joe] Perfect.

		 

		[Savana] I’m leaving the computer on, mute your end. Joy’s coming over.

		 

		[Joe] Who’s Joy?

		 

		[Savana] My minder, she’s also a lesbian who has the hots for me. Did your new girlfriend leave?

		 

		[Joe] She’s not my girlfriend.

		 

		[Savana] Did you fuck her?

		 

		[Joe – lying] No, of course not. I’m your husband.

		 

		[Savana] Damn right you are, you’re going to save your pecker for me. Got it?

		 

		[Joe] Got it. I hate that I can’t visit you. How about if I stayed somewhere else, would that work?

		 

		[Savana] No, my face is going to be on the network. People will know me. You saw what the paparazzi did when I was with T. Kenneth. Take care of your computer, Joy’s here.

		 

		Joe had his computer muted and the camera off just as Liz slipped in his door. “You need a better place to live now that your wife is rich and famous.”

		“I’ll take that up with her, how do you like your carpet munchers?”

		“What?”

		“Lesbians. Savana’s minder is there, and she’s got the hots for my wife.”

		“Are we going to watch?”

		“Only if I can eat your snatch.”

		“You silver tongued devil.”

		Savana was being held in a lingering embrace by the time they made popcorn and got to the couch. “She’s pretty, too. This really is first class carpet munching,” Liz said, her mouth full.

		T. Kenneth hated being home. There were the kids to begin with, he hated dealing with smartass kids who had been taught by commie schoolteachers. Probably all members of a union, too.

		Then there was his wife, who he thought had lost her beauty, even if nobody else in the world would have agreed with him, but who bitched at him incessantly. He could feel his world-class importance draining away as soon as he came through the door.

		The damn kids didn’t even have his network on the big television in the family room. “Go on, go watch one of your own half dozen televisions or computers, I need to see something here.”

		Bitch, bitch, bitch. At least that’s how Robyn sounded to Edwards. “Let the kids watch what they want, Ken. You watch the network all day.” He hated when she called him ‘Ken.’

		“And, speaking of all day, when are you going to make love to your wife. Or are you getting it somewhere else now?”

		Oh crap, not that again. ‘When are you going to get a tummy-tuck?’ he wondered?

		“I work hard, Robyn. I’m tired and I’m stressed. I have a new girl going on-air tomorrow and I’ve got a lot resting on her,” his voice was raising. “Plus, I got that asshole Graham, who never lets up.”

		“Doesn’t Graham own Siren?”

		“So what? What are you saying Robyn? I made that damn network, if it weren’t for me it wouldn’t be worth shit today.” At least his yelling had driven the kids away.

		“I know you have, darling,” Robyn knew she needed to keep T. Kenneth calm. “You made the place successful. You work all the time, put your feet up. I’ll get you a drink.”

		“Damn right.”

		Robyn helped him put his feet on an ottoman, noticing a dried white stain from a drop of sperm on his suit pants. Someone had given her husband a blowjob, probably while under his desk. Robyn felt suddenly deflated like the air had been let out of her, under the desk used to be her special place.

		Savana had never had a girlfriend before, at least not one like this. Joy’s kisses felt magical to her. Her lips were so soft and Savana loved the way Joy dragged the tip of her tongue across Savana’s top lip, followed by the tip of her finger. It lit up every nerve and sent shockwaves to her pussy.

		“Did T. Kenneth claim your cunt?” Joy whispered.

		“Yes.”

		“He doesn’t mind sharing with me.”

		“Who else will he share me with?”

		Joe sat up suddenly, spilling popcorn on the floor. “Did I hear that right?”

		“I think so.”

		“Just do what he wants you to do, Savana,” Joy said. “Don’t fight it. I’ll be here for you.”

		“But you work for him, too.” Joy had Savana’s blouse open and was sucking one nipple into her mouth while gently twisting the other. Savana felt uncomfortably hot.

		Joy looked Savana in the eye. “It’s not only part of what I’m supposed to do, it’s what I want to do. I want to be here for you.”

		“Now, let’s get these hot, uncomfortable clothes off and get you into a nice, soft bed.”

		“Wow, she’s got a fantastic body too. Do all the women in New York look like this?”

		“You look pretty good to me,” Joe sounded okay but, he was on automatic pilot. His mind was numb.

		His wife had her head between the thighs of another woman. Savana was eating pussy. His beautiful wife’s face was wet from eating another woman. He’d expected it, but the sudden shock caused his cock to reach immediate full erection.

		Liz watched in amazement as Joe’s flaccid cock moved on its own, getting larger and longer until it stood straight up. It had only taken seconds, but the sight had caused her pussy to open and drip, preparing itself to be fucked by the beautiful cock in front of her. She couldn’t look away from it, even to watch her fantasy coming true on the television. She wanted Savana to eat her while Joe fucked her.

		Before Joe could stroke himself, Liz had sucked his hardon into her mouth. “We shouldn’t be… oh god… be doing this.”

		“Shish, watch your wife eat pussy.”

		“Savana, oh christ,” Joy had rolled Savana over so they could get in the sixty-nine position. “I love your pussy.”

		“But… do you… love my… cunt?

		“I’m going to be in the city all weekend,” T. Kenneth said. “We’re having planning meetings and some asshole is coming in from Washington for the Sunday shows.”

		Robyn knew what that meant. There would be planning meetings and she was sure some asshole would be in town from Washington, there were so many of them in Washington to pick from. But his real reason for staying in the city was to bang his new girlfriend.

		“Don’t work too hard, dear. Remember to take care of yourself.” She made a mental note to check the life insurance policies. “That network will work you to an early grave.”

		“Humph,” he replied. As if she cared about his early grave.

		“Come on honey. You still own my cunt, you know.”

		T. Kenneth had lent her pussy out so many times in the early years, he couldn’t remember when he’d claimed her. Then there’d been the swinging parties and the sex club they’d belonged too. He felt himself becoming aroused.

		“Fuck me, Joe,” Liz was bouncing on his lap. She didn’t care that he was focused on watching his wife and another woman. Liz was desperate for a man.

		She looked up, drawn by a series of loud noises from the television monitor. Savana was cumming, pulling her own hair and howling as her orgasm overwhelmed her.

		She even looked beautiful climaxing. Nobody looked good with their faces twisted as they came, except Savana. It was enough to trigger Liz, as she came, she wondered if she looked good at that moment.

		

	
		

		Chapter 14

		 

		“Mark, turn the damn car around. I forgot my fucking briefcase,” Edwards growled from the back seat of the stretch Mercedes. Mark found a semi-convenient place to turn back toward Scarsdale while thinking about what an amazing word “fuck” was. It could be used as a noun, pronoun, verb, adjective. Hell, he’d heard T. Kenneth create a perfectly understandable sentence using only the word ‘fuck.’

		The house looked quiet when Mark pulled into the huge circular drive. T. Kenneth bounded out of the car, and using his key, disappeared inside the house.

		Mark watched him go before pulling out a textbook he was using for his online master’s class. But he had difficulty concentrating, thinking about spending time with Savana that evening.

		Edwards walked up the large staircase to the second floor, his head down, his mind somewhere else. He knew where the fucking briefcase was, but he didn’t want to talk to his wife.

		At the top, about to turn right, he heard a loud moan from his left. ‘Damn, that sounds like Robyn. What the fuck?’ T. Kenneth pivoted left and walked down the hall; the sound of his footsteps swallowed by the thick carpeting.

		“William, you’re so big… like that… oh god.” William was the black pool boy. His wife couldn’t be having an affair with the pool boy, that sounded like something out of a cheesy novel.

		T. Kenneth peered through the half-open door. His wife was on her hands and knees on the bed, positioned so he could see the length of her body. William stood on the floor behind her, his bare ass flexing as he drove an impressive black cock into Robyn’s pussy.

		His wife grunted and howled as she was fucked. T. Kenneth was shocked by what he was seeing. Not the sex, he saw such things every day. He was shocked by how good his wife looked, her large breasts swinging wildly, and how large Williams shiny black cock was. But mostly he was shocked by how hard the sight was making him.

		He shook his head as if trying to clear the image, the movement caught William’s eye, causing him to turn his head to see Edwards standing in the doorway. His immediate reaction was to stop fucking the man’s wife.

		“Don’t stop… oh god… I’m almost there,” Robyn’s hand reached for her clit.

		T. Kenneth smiled at his pool boy and silently signaled with his hand for him to continue. With William again fucking his wife, T. Kenneth held his finger over his lips as in: ‘don’t say a word about me.’ Before disappearing back down the hall, he took some shots with the silenced camera feature on his smartphone. He had what he needed.

		Robyn was having an affair with the pool boy. How about that? She looked good enough to fuck. Maybe he should go home more often? No, there was still the issue of noisy kids. Maybe his corporate IT guys could figure out a way to take video.

		“I’m staying with you tonight because I’m going to help you look for a better apartment tomorrow,” Liz told him.

		Joe was pulling his pants back on and admiring Liz’s naked body. “You better go in the bedroom this time. I’ll turn the computer on in a minute so Savana and I can talk.”

		“Remember, the apartment.” Liz disappeared down the hall to the bedroom, her panties still on the coffee table next to the bowl of popcorn.

		[Savana] So, how did you like seeing your wife fuck another woman?

		Savana hadn’t dressed. She was sitting cross legged on the bed, her swollen pussy on full display. Joy had been sucking her labia and clit so much they were protruding, enflamed, from her body.

		 

		[Savana] Did your girlfriend like it, how many times did you fuck her?

		 

		[Joe] What girlfriend?

		 

		[Savana] The one who left her panties next to the popcorn.

		 

		[Joe] Oh, shit.

		 

		[Savana] Oh, shit is right.

		 

		[Savana – louder now] Girlfriend! Joe’s girlfriend! Come on out, I think we should get to know each other.

		 

		[Joe] It’s okay, Liz. Come on out.

		 

		[Liz] No, I’m hiding.

		 

		[Savana] She has a sense of humor. I like her already.

		 

		Liz crept down the hall, afraid of what would happen. She didn’t want to be caught in the middle. Fortunately, the enrage spouse was thousands of miles away.

		 

		[Savana] Ah, she put most of her clothes on. Except for her panties of course. No fair, if I’m naked, everybody’s naked.

		 

		Neither Liz nor Joe made a move.

		 

		[Savana] Come on, off with the clothes. Let’s talk like adults. Come on, off with ‘em.

		 

		Joe stripped first, with Liz finally giving in.

		 

		[Savana] I’m Savana, and you are…?”

		 

		[Liz] Liz.

		 

		[Savana] It’s nice to meet you, Liz. So, you’re fucking my husband?

		 

		[Joe] Savana, wait.

		 

		[Savana] It’s okay, Joe. You just watched my first ever lesbian… encounter.

		So, here’s the deal Liz. Joe’s mine. It may not look like it right now, and things are a little… complicated. But, he’s mine. Do we understand each other?

		 

		[Joe – getting heated] Savana, you’re a single woman in New York. I already know you’ve sucked off T. Kenneth under his desk during a meeting, and we watched you fucking Joy, you need to allow some flexibility.

		 

		[Savana] Flexibility? How much flexibility should I show?

		 

		[Joe] I may want to see Liz from time to time. We may even fool around. You know - flexibility.

		 

		[Savana] We’re still married, and we have a plan.

		 

		‘You have a plan,’ Joe thought.

		 

		[Joe] Yes, but I’m alone. By the way, I’m thinking of getting a better apartment for us, I mean, you and me, now that we can afford it.

		 

		Savana was stuck with nothing to say. She’d just been reminded that her income was vastly larger than his, especially since he didn’t have any. Washington was a community property state, she needed to be careful.

		 

		[Savana – careful now] Flexibility might be the answer. Rent us a nice apartment and I’ll buy new furniture for it. Just send me a floorplan.”

		 

		[Joe] No single beds.

		 

		[Savana] No, I’ll buy a king size bed. But, Liz. Joe’s mine so don’t think you’ll be moving in.

		 

		[Liz- her fingers crossed] Joe’s yours.

		 

		[Savana] I’m going to hire someone to visit, just to keep things honest.

		 

		[Joe] You don’t have to do that, Savana.

		 

		[Savana] Liz has her fingers crossed.

		 

		“How did she know that?” Liz was still pissed hours later.

		“She’s got a superpower. You were lying about wanting me… to, you know… be yours?”

		“Yeah, it was a lie. I’m totally trying to steal you from the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen. Not only is she gorgeous, with great looking titties, but she makes big money, too,” Liz bugged her eyes. “So, watch out, I’m going to use my magic, snapper pussy on you.”

		The two were laughing together as they walked out the door to look at apartments. Old lady Kravitz watched them go, arm in arm, as they climbed into Joe’s truck. She wondered what was up with that, where was Savana? Before returning to her usual daytime activity: of watching the Siren News Network and smoking.

		

	
		

		Chapter 15

		 

		[Savana] I want to watch you and Liz, together. Now, tell me about our new apartment.

		 

		[Joe] We don’t have to have an apartment; we could buy a house. It would give us something permanent.

		 

		[Savana] Tell me about our new house.

		 

		Joe wouldn’t bring it up unless he’d already found a place.

		 

		[Joe] It’s one of the old mansions; north end, along the river.

		 

		Savana could picture them immediately. A block of mansions from the last two decades of the nineteenth century when wealthy men hadn’t wanted to take the long train ride home for the winter.

		 

		[Savana – trying to contain her excitement] Which one?

		 

		[Joe – after giving the address] You only have to sign. I took care of everything else. It needs some work, but since I got laid off, I can do it.

		 

		At least he’d have something to keep him busy, Savana thought. He was spending too much time with Liz and waiting for Savana to come online so he could watch her have sex.

		 

		[Savana] Please ask Liz to call me, maybe tomorrow.

		 

		Despite the long hours and the incredible pressure to perform well on-air while looking good, Savana loved her new job. She hadn’t expected the high degree of professionalism her new colleagues had. Of course, she’d been working with Davy before, but still, these people were the best of the best.

		She’d also expected the Siren News Network to follow the political philosophy of T. Kenneth, and they did when editorializing, but the news was handled straight.

		T. Kenneth had made the decision that she should stay in the penthouse, at least for now. Since they had to pay for it anyway, they might as well get some use out of it.

		“What are you going to do when we have an orgy up there?” Reilly asked him.

		“Any orgy from now on is going to include Savana.”

		The interview with Senator Travison had gone well. Savana had asked only softball questions and had been quick to smoothly transition the interview whenever it became obvious how drunk the Senator was.

		“So, you going to fuck me, now?” the Senator asked. The interview was finish and he had Savana trapped between the doors leading to the control room.

		“Not now, I have to check on the tape.”

		“Maybe this weekend, at the party.” This was the first Savana had heard of it, but she was distracted by the disgusting man’s hand seeming to weigh her left breast. Both of them noticed how hard her nipple had grown.

		“We need to save this.” Savana broke away from him and stood inside the control room waiting for her heartbeat to slow. How could she be excited and repulsed at the same time?

		“I don’t understand how Savana could be so decent to that asshole.” Joe and Liz had watched the interview.

		“She’s so good,” Liz said.

		 

		[Savana]Are you there, Liz?

		 

		[Liz] Hi Savana.

		 

		[Savana] Joe. Find somewhere else to be. Liz, are you living with my husband now?

		 

		[Liz] I’m staying here a lot. I haven’t move in and I have my own place, so I guess I’m not living with him.

		 

		[Savana] He’s mine. I don’t want to lose him, Liz. I’ll fight for him.

		 

		[Liz] I have to tell you something about myself. I really don’t want to fight you for him because it’s not him I want.

		 

		[Savana] You’ve lost me.

		 

		[Liz – taking a deep breath] I want you. Please don’t be mad. You give me a girl hardon.

		 

		[Savana – after a minute] I don’t know what to say, you threw me.

		 

		[Liz] I watched you with Joy. I know this is a strange situation…

		 

		[Savana – laughing] You think?

		 

		[Liz – relieved] What I mean is, we can’t touch or anything, but I wanted you to know.

		 

		[Savana] I have to go. Take care of my husband. We’ll talk again.

		 

		The monitor shut down.

		Savana sat at her mostly empty desk staring at the blank screen of her laptop. What had just happened? Had she become a sex magnet? Maybe because she was so constantly turned on and people were picking up her scent.

		“Ms. Cartwright, I’m to give you a ride to Mr. Edward’s party next Friday. Bring a bag, his parties can go all weekend.” Mark’s huge frame completely blocked the door to Savana’s office. She was suddenly aware of her scent.

		“Thank you, Mark. Please call me Savana,” she smiled at his crotch. She couldn’t help herself. His cock was hard and visible, running down the inside of his left pant leg. “Would you please pick me up at the penthouse?”

		There was only one more major item for the week. A once famous female politician was in town and T. Kenneth had promised her an interview. She was no longer considered news, but she had a way of saying provocative things, usually in line with T. Kenneth’s political paranoia.

		Besides, she was good looking and whenever she was on, those who agreed with her would tune in to hear what she had to say, but mostly to look at her. Those who disagreed with her, which was most of the population, would turn in to yell at their televisions, but also to look at her. Putting her on the air with Savana seemed like a stroke of genius to Edwards.

		“You’ll be interviewing her in her hotel. Clara is too busy to make it to the studio. Here’s a list of prepared questions,” T. Kenneth was walking toward the elevator as he gave Savana her instructions. “Don’t vary from these, Clara doesn’t handle surprises very well. She usually can’t think fast enough to deal with something she hasn’t prepared for. Your crew is waiting downstairs.”

		“She knows the questions I’ll ask?” Savana felt the integrity of the interview had already been lost.

		Edwards stopped to glare at her. “Don’t fuck this up.”

		Clara Carmichael had made her reputation on the national stage with one fine speech followed by a series of gaffs. Now she made her living by giving speeches and publishing ghost-written articles and books, hoping to catch lightning-in-a-bottle again.

		Savana had been enthralled by the nationally broadcast speech. She’d watch Clara on the stage in wonder. The woman had been so beautiful and well spoken. In the time since, Savana had mostly forgotten Clara. The articles just didn’t excite her now.

		Seeing Clara’s familiar face when the door opened to yet another penthouse brought back all the emotions of the night she’d watched the big speech. With one significant difference. The woman was even more beautiful in person.

		Clara’s face seemed to glow, her eyes were bright and her dress hugged her womanly figure. Savana tried not to stare, but she couldn’t help herself.

		Clara had seen the effect she could have on people before, but rarely from a woman who was even more striking than she was. Clara Carmichael kept her composure, her smile in place and tried not to stare back. But she felt herself moisten. ‘Damn, the girl was gorgeous.’

		The interview went well. Savana asked the questions and Clara, well prepared since she’d known what questions would be asked, gave wonderful answers designed to help resurrect, in some small way, her vanishing fame. The crew had left when Clara asked Savana to stay and have a drink with her.

		Savana, her hand shaking, had downed her drink in one rapid swallow. “You’re beautiful, Ms. Carmichael,” she stammered, her composure deserting her.

		Clara didn’t believe in wasting opportunities. She’d wasted a big one, and she wouldn’t let another get away. No matter how large or small it may be.

		She kissed the startled newscaster. Clara went all in, her hands with their long-painted nails extended, held Savana’s head as Clara, her shoulders hunched, put everything she had into the kiss.

		Savana was only surprised for a second, before kissing back with equal passion. She was amazed that this dazzling, famous person wanted her. Savana’s body responded and when Clara moved her hands to cup Savana’s breasts, her nipples grew hard and she moaned.

		Savana preferred men, but she’d been taken with Clara Carmichael for a long time. “I can’t believe I’m doing this,” she said. Clara’s legs were spread wide and Savana was frantically licking her way up the older woman’s thighs. “I’m making love to my idol, Clara Carmichael.”

		“Eat my cunt, Savana,” Carmichael didn’t believe in long foreplay. She wanted to be eaten by this beautiful girl. “Oh yes, that’s how it’s done.”

		“Where’s Savana?” T. Kenneth growled at the camera crew. The interview had gone well and had already been aired.

		“Carmichael wanted to talk to her alone, so we left,” one of them reported.

		Edwards smiled to himself. That damn Carmichael had scored with another of his people. The woman was insatiable.

		“You have a strange phone call, sir,” Eloise announced. If Eloise thought a phone call was strange but he should take it, T. Kenneth would take the call. He didn’t bother asking what was so strange about it, he’d rather be surprised.

		 

		[Old Lady Kravitz] My name is… Mrs. Kravitz.

		 

		[T. Kenneth] They just call me T. Kenneth. What can I do for you Mrs. Kravitz?

		 

		He looked at Eloise’s wide smile. She knew something.

		 

		[Old Lady Kravitz] Well, sir. I don’t know how I got to you. The president, and everything. That nice young lady told me you were the man to talk to. I hope I’m not wasting your time, you’re very nice to talk to an old lady like me.

		 

		[T. Kenneth] I’m happy to talk to you Mrs. Kravitz but I only have a minute.

		 

		[Old Lady Kravitz] Oh, I’m sorry, sir. Well sir, I live next to Ms. Savana and Joe; I’ve been their neighbor ever since they moved in and I know Ms. Savana isn’t there anymore. She’s not on the television here, neither.

		 

		[T. Kenneth] Yes, I can’t get into it with you but Savana is working for me now.

		 

		[Old Lady Kravitz] I know, sir. I surely do. I watch Siren News every day. Yes sir.

		 

		[T. Kenneth] Thank you for that Mrs. Kravitz, now I really…

		 

		[Old Lady Kravitz] It’s the other woman that bothers me, it ain’t right.

		 

		Edwards suddenly realized why Eloise had insisted he take the call. He looked to where she’d been standing but she’d disappeared.

		 

		[T. Kenneth] You say there’s another woman?

		 

		[Old Lady Kravitz] Yes, sir. The tattooed slut, she’s there all the time. I watch them, when I’m not watching Siren.

		 

		[T. Kenneth] What do you think they’re doing, if you don’t mind my asking?

		 

		[Old Lady Kravitz] No, sir. I don’t mind you asking at all. My bedroom window looks right in on their living room, why they’re no more than a couple of feet away from me, and when I have my lights off. Well, you get the picture.

		 

		[T. Kenneth] I do, thank you. Now, one of my responsibilities, and it is a responsibility I take seriously, is to look after Savana, to protect her. You understand, don’t you?

		 

		[Old Lady Kravitz] I do understand. Yes sir, Mr. Edwards, I understand and I was hoping you’d say something like that, because I know what Joe and that tattooed freak are up to. Why, they only really do two things. They watch the television, sometimes they watch it like they lives depend on it, and they have sex. Sometimes they even have disgusting sex while they watch the television. It’s a dang disgrace, he’s cheating on a wonderful gal like Savana with some slut while they watch TV. Can you believe it?”

		 

		It was about the longest speech anyone had been allowed to give to T. Kenneth in a long time. But his brain was miles ahead of Mrs. Kravitz, it was likely they were watching only one thing on the television that would have them so excited.

		 

		[T. Kenneth] Thank you, Mrs. Kravitz, does Eloise have your number? Good, thank you for the call.

		 

		“Eloise! Get in here.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 16

		 

		“Come in, Mark.” Savana had just stepped out of the shower. Her dress was on a hanger by the bed. For some reason Joy wasn’t there and she wasn’t answering her phone. Savana felt put out as she stood in the vestibule, wrapped in a towel, talking to Mark on the speakerphone built into the wall next to the door.

		“Just come up, I’ll leave the door unlocked for you.” Her directions were answered by a mumbled response that she assumed meant he understood. Was nothing working right today?

		She padded back into the main bedroom, using the towel on her hair as she walked. She hadn’t bothered putting clothes on, if needed she would have wrapped the towel around her body again.

		Savana was standing in front of the bathroom sink, a hair blower in her left hand, a brush in her right, when she thought she heard the door open and close.

		“Make yourself a drink, I’ll be out in a few minutes,” she yelled. Savana thought of wrapping the towel around herself, but the room was hot and damp from her shower.

		She was still working on her hair when she felt someone behind her. “Mark, shit, you startled me.”

		“Brushing your hair like that really makes your boobs bounce.”

		“Does it? I hadn’t noticed,” Savana couldn’t help herself, she looked down.

		“You can make yourself comfortable and have a drink, or something.”

		“I’m comfortable enough right here,” Mark said.

		Savana looked at him in the mirror, he was watching her breasts, his handsome face was smiling. A lump was visible in his pants, a long tube that ran halfway to his knee.

		Savana put the dryer down and asked Mark, still looking toward the mirror, “would you help wrap this towel around me?”

		“I kind of like things the way they are, you have spectacular tits, but I’ll do it for you.”

		Savana smiled; the compliment had struck home. Being nude in front of a good-looking black man was having an effect on her. She felt her pussy tingling. She was breathing hard as Mark picked up the towel and Savana lifted her arms to make it easier for him.

		Mark’s breath was hot on her neck, he was standing much too close. Savana could feel the hardness of his cock pressing against her ass. She tried hard not to move; she didn’t want to encourage him. But it felt so good. Especially when he brought the towel around to cover her breasts, and dropped it, on purpose, so he could gently caress her nipples with his rough fingertips.

		A spark went through Savana’s body. She looked down at his enormous black hands on her pale breasts. Despite willing herself to be still, her hips were moving, pushing her ass against his erection.

		“I’m going to fuck you, Savana.” He sounded like Barry White whispering in her ear.

		“You shouldn’t.”

		“Would you stop me?”

		“No, you’re much more powerful than I am. You can do whatever you want to me.” Savana had felt submissive ever since she’d started work at the Siren News Network.

		Mark bent her forward over the bathroom counter, only wondering for a moment why Savana had her laptop open. Savana felt his powerful hands pulling her hips up, his legs were between hers, spreading her wide.

		She groaned as his fingers probed her opening, spreading her natural lubrication.

		“Savana’s laptop is on,” Liz said. They were in a hotel room. Joe had been at the desk wondering if he should order a pizza from room service.

		“You’ve got to see this.” Joe forgot all about food when he saw his wife about to be fucked by a large black man. His heart rate exploded; his hands shook as his fingers went numb. Liz was staring at the screen, unaware of the emotional charge Joe was experiencing.

		His wife, the woman he planned to spend his life with, was bent naked over a bathroom counter and… god, was that his dick? The man was immense, how could Savana possibly… he was going to hurt her.

		The angle wasn’t perfect, they couldn’t really see Savana’s face except in the mirror, and they could only see her from the side.

		Joe made his way to the couch by feel, his eyes glued to the screen, when the angle changed. They were looking at the ceiling, then the floor, and finally at Savana’s smiling face.

		“She has a wireless camera.” Liz understood immediately.

		Savana winked at them and the camera settled down. Mark was visible as a dark shape behind her long back. “Are you filming this?”

		“Yes, Mark. I’m filming you fucking me. I’ve never been with a black man, do you mind?”

		“Knock yourself out.”

		“Oh, oh… Mark, you’re too big… oh god,” Savana’s face was twisted as Mark pushed the head of his erection inside.

		“Are you going to jill-off when you watch this?” Mark asked.

		“Yes… oh… motherfucker, you’re huge.”

		The view changed again. First the counter, then the wall, and finally Savana’s swinging breasts, her flat belly, and her distended pussy. Joe watched, his mouth hanging open, as Mark’s huge black cock pulled his wife’s pussy inside out with his hard fucking.

		Savana’s voice had changed. She was no longer whining about his size. “Never been… oh, Mark… it’s so good… I’m ruined.”

		Mark didn’t slow his assault, if anything, he fucked Savana harder with his shiny wet manhood.

		Liz had taken off her clothes and was trying to get Joe’s pants off him. He was paying no attention to her; his focus was on the screen. He only noticed Liz when she sucked his cock into her throat.

		“Ohgodohgodohgod.” The picture shook as Savana came, and she lost her grip on the wireless camera. They could hear her screams of pleasure, but they were looking at the floor.

		They saw Savana’s pussy again just as Mark came. Her body jerked with each explosion of cum, accompanied by a loud groan. He was too much for her, his cock was coated, and sperm dripped from Savana’s stretched labia. When he pulled out, instead of slowly closing, her pussy stayed spread open in the shape of his giant cock.

		“Oh, Joe. I’ve never seen anything like that.” Liz had given up on Joe and was masturbating wildly, her eyes on the screen.

		Joe finally realized where he was, sitting fully dressed next to a naked Liz in a strange hotel room. His cock had exploded, coating his underpants with his cum.

		

	
		

		Chapter 17

		 

		Savana had been sitting in the rear seat for the forty-five-minute drive to Scarsdale. She could feel her panties filling with Mark’s hot cum and she was having a hard time holding still.

		“You know, once you go black…” Mark began.

		“You never go back.” Savana finished. Mark smiled at her in the rearview mirror.

		“You’ll hunger for my cock all the time, now.”

		Could it be true? Savana spent enough time in the bathroom before they left to know her pussy was still gaping open and that she was having contractions and after shock orgasms. Even now she felt herself having little peaks, sending pleasure throughout her body.

		“Could you go again?” she asked him.

		“Yes.” His answer went straight to her clitoris; her body shuttered. “But we’re here, so you’ll have to wait. But don’t worry, I’ll find out what room you’re in,” Mark said.

		Savana knew everyone. T. Kenneth, of course, and John Reilly had been deep in discussion with Graham. Senator Travison (why was that asshole here?) was talking to Linda Moore and Harry. His assistant, Mona, standing apart from the crowd, was the first to spot Savana.

		“Savana!” she shouted, as though they were close. She would have hugged the younger woman, but Joy beat her to it.

		“I want to eat you up,” Joy whispered in her ear.

		“You’d get a surprise if you did.”

		Edwards wanted to be able to watch Savana’s face when she caught sight of the real surprise of the evening, but first he made sure everyone had a glass. The first toast was to Siren News and the wonderful network he had built. In another words, the first toast was to T. Kenneth Edwards. As were the next three or four as others piled on.

		Savana lost count after the seventh toast. If T. Kenneth’s plan was to get everyone too drunk to eat, he nearly succeeded. Savana looked around for Mark, as drunk and horny as she was, he wouldn’t have had a chance. Instead, she found the Senator.

		The man thought he’d won the lottery when he stumbled into the dining room with Savana on one arm and Mona on the other. T. Kenneth just smiled at him as he escorted Joy through the door.

		Edwards was sure of the sleeping arrangements for the evening, and unless he felt generous, the Senator was not sleeping with Savana. He may be allowed to fuck her, but he wouldn’t be sleeping with her.

		Joy couldn’t understand what T. Kenneth found funny. He wasn’t getting into her pants.

		It took Savana several moments to realize something was wrong. The arm of the woman serving her was covered in tattoos, and the voice of the man across the table was familiar.

		When Savana jumped up, Liz almost lost control of the plate she was holding. “Holy shit, Joe. Liz. What are you doing here? T. Kenneth, what is happening?”

		T. Kenneth had been sitting next to Savana and in her surprise, she forgot he’d pulled her dress up exposing her hairless slit.

		Joy felt herself gushing and Liz wanted to push her face deep between Savana’s thighs. The Senator had been talking to Mona and was gratified to see her eyes light up. As usual, he didn’t know what was happening. He thought she was interested in him.

		“Hi, honey.” Joe said softly. “You’ve met Liz, haven’t you?”

		Savana turned toward Liz but had to look away. The woman was staring at her with naked lust.

		“We brought some old friends of yours here tonight, as a surprise.” T. Kenneth announced before turning to Joe and Liz. “You can give your aprons and such back to the real help and take a seat.”

		Savana sat back down, unable to process that her husband and his lover had suddenly appeared in her bosses’ dining room. T. Kenneth went back to fingering her damp pussy.

		“For those of you who don’t know, Joe here is Savana’s husband, or are you her ex-husband? It’s so hard to keep up, and Liz is Joe’s girlfriend.”

		Joe had been in shock ever since the summons had come from New York. He looked at T. Kenneth dumbly when it was announced that he was Savana’s ex-husband. Liz visibly brightened.

		“What are you doing Ken?” Linda asked. As an early investor, a board member, and the president of her own company, she didn’t feel compelled to use T. Kenneth’s preferred name.

		“I’ll tell you, Linda dear. I have assembled the horniest bunch of people I know and fed them alcohol. I know you’re fucking Harry, your assistant. Harry, would you like to trade Linda for a romp with Savana tonight? Don’t answer.”

		Harry was about to slur that he’d be happy to make the trade. But, before he could cut his own throat with Linda, Edwards continued.

		“I’ve set up a little game for us to play, you’ve all heard of speed dating. While tonight, we’re going to play ‘speed fucking.’”

		“How does that work?” a drunk Linda asked.

		“I take Savana into a bedroom and the rest of you fuck yourselves.”

		“May I go with you?” Liz asked.

		T. Kenneth looked her over, “okay.”

		Joe didn’t know the woman next to him. “I’m Joy, let’s go with Mr. Edwards. He likes an audience.”

		Linda was more than drunk. Nature had blessed, or cursed, her with a third nipple on top of a small mound of soft flesh under her left breast. A third nipple wasn’t unheard of, but a third nipple on top of what amounted to a third boob was unusual.

		More than just a third boob, her third nipple seemed to be connected directly to her elongated clitoris. When aroused, Linda appeared to have a tiny cock. A cock with thousands of nerve endings.

		Linda wanted to fuck. She wasn’t the youngest woman at the party, but she was by far the richest. With her olive complexion and short dark hair, she looked beautiful and elegant.

		T. Kenneth was gone with Savana, Liz and Joe had followed Joy into the same bedroom, and Mark was with the car. She wouldn’t fuck the congressman no matter what happened and she had great respect for Graham, but she wouldn’t spread her legs for him.

		Linda stopped at a bathroom to masturbate before walking outside to stand next to Mark. “I’ve heard about your huge cock.”

		“Ms. Moors, I don’t know what you might have heard. I just want you to know I’ve never…”

		“Blah…blah…blah. I have a huge clitoris. Want to compare?” Linda had grabbed Mark by his tie and was pulling him toward the limo.

		Mark found himself on his back on the long-carpeted floor with seats on one side and the bar on the other. He wasn’t expecting the throbbing wet clitoris settling on his face as Linda, her knees on each side of his head, lowered herself.

		Linda Moors wasn’t a woman Mark would have picked, but her pussy was truly impressive. Her labia were large wet flaps and her clitoris was a small hard cock. It protruded at least three inches and throbbed just like a hardon.

		Linda spread her labia wide to surround his chin while her clitoris sank into Mark’s open mouth. He started sucking on her as she groaned and directed his hand to her third nipple.

		Mark had a hard time believing what he was feeling. The lady on top of him had three breasts and a clit larger than some men’s erections. Mark’s cock throbbed along with Linda’s clitoris.

		Robyn had taken the call while her young lover was in the hotel bathroom. She’d dropped the kids with her parents in order to enjoy a weekend of debauchery, what a fucking disappointment.

		He was a stud, no question, with a cock to match his Apollo body. The problem was he only knew to pound as fast and as hard as he could until he came. Great for him, but all Robyn had to show for it was a sore pussy.

		Meanwhile, that asshole T. Kenneth was holding an orgy in her home, while she was gone. He even had his new flame Savana there. Goddamn it.

		“Len, get out here.”

		Her Apollo appeared, his long cock still dripping while Robyn was packing. “Go home.”

		Without another word, she was out the door, her cell to her ear calling her driver. Her lover was left standing naked in an empty room hoping she’d paid the bill.

		Savana watched Joe as she slowly stripped for T. Kenneth. She’d had a lot to drink, but not nearly enough. As she removed her top, swaying slightly to the music from the piped in sound system, Liz moaned loudly in appreciation.

		What Savana saw was her husband, who she hadn’t been in the same room with for months, sit in a chair and stare at her while squeezing his erection through his pants.

		“I’m making him hard,” Savana thought as she dropped her skirt and peeled off her panties. “Let’s see how he likes this.”

		She danced nude for a while before helping T. Kenneth remove his suit and tie. The bastard had an erection, and it was far bigger than Joe’s. Savana squatted on the floor to take him into her mouth.

		Joe tugged his hardon out of his pants, he couldn’t control himself any longer. It broke his heart to see his beautiful bride sucking another man’s prick. Correction: another man’s huge erection, and not just any man. “This was T. Kenneth Edwards, the head of the Siren News Network his wife was blowing. He had to pace himself to keep from cumming too soon.

		Joy knew the signs, she wasn’t going to have a chance to be with Savana, at least not while T. Kenneth was asserting his rights. But, this other woman, Liz. Joy’s gaydar was pinging.

		“I’m going to fuck you in front of your husband,” Edwards growled. “I’m going to show him who owns your pussy.”

		Savana just groaned louder and licked and kissed the shaft of his cock before rubbing him on her tits. “Yes, sir.”

		Liz was pleasantly shocked when Joy kissed her. She’d been given no warning; suddenly another woman’s lips were pressed to hers and her nipples were being stroked. It felt so good she momentarily forgot Savana and Joe.

		By the time she was able to look back at the bed, while Joy helped her remove her clothing, T. Kenneth was on his back, his marvelous erection sticking straight up, and Savana was rubbing the head along her dripping slit.

		“He’s not going to fuck her with that thing, is he? He’ll split her in two.”

		“She hasn’t split yet. Now sit here so I can worship your pussy.”

		Liz was distracted from the bed by the feel of Joy’s long, wet tongue licking her from her asshole to her clit. Liz had always talked a good game, but this was the first time she’d actually been eaten by another woman, and she loved it!

		Joe, his clothing gone, stood next to the bed so he could watch his wife’s debauchery from close up. She was his wife and it hurt to watch her lowering herself onto the large, veined cock of T. Kenneth.

		His heart beat faster when his wife told her boss, “It’s your cunt, T. Kenneth. Oh god… oh god…. Oh motherfucker… it belongs to you… fuck it.”

		Joe thought he’d cum. He’d never heard anything dirtier; he’d never imagined anything more lewd. His wife was telling another man that he owned her cunt! Savana wasn’t afraid of saying any word, but cunt! He’d never heard her say it, except once, and that was about another woman. Holy shit, this was good, where was Liz?

		He found Liz between Joy’s thighs, eating her first pussy. Liz had never thought pussy could taste so good, especially when she stuck her finger in Joy’s asshole and her mouth was filled with a flood of juices.

		Savana was crying in pleasure when Joe climbed on the bed and spread lubrication on her asshole. “What was he doing back there? Oh god, who cares? It feels so good,” Savana thought.

		It hurt at first when Joe pushed his cock inside her rear passage. Then it felt good, then when Joe and T. Kenneth got their rhythm worked out, it felt fucking great.

		“Ohmygod… ohmygod… yes…yes.”

		She held still, supported by her arms and knees and Edwards’ iron grip on her breasts, as they pounded her. Joe pushing deep into her asshole as T. Kenneth plunged into her pussy up to her womb. She could feel every inch of the two cocks, and when the heads rubbed against each other, deep inside her, separated only by the thin membrane, something was touched that multiplied her pleasure and overwhelmed her senses.

		“Fuckmefuckmefuckme.” Savana wasn’t the ‘put together’ broadcaster now. She existed only to be fucked by her boss and her husband.

		The fucking on the bed was driving Savana to the verge of madness. Joe had never seen his wife responding so strongly. He’d felt her orgasm before, but the contractions now were so strong they were causing him delicious pain and threatening to expel his cock.

		His balls were expanding even before he came. He felt an aching release when his sperm finally escaped, at the same time T. Kenneth exploded deep in Savana’s pussy.

		In the living room, Graham was drinking with the Senator. Not because he wanted to, Graham considered himself too old and too superior of a being to be engaged in an orgy.

		The Senator didn’t consider himself either of those things. He tried to get Mona into bed, she’d sucked his cock enough over the years, but he’d been cockblocked by Harry.

		A few minutes later they were joined by Linda. “What’s up with Harry? I thought I had a claim to my assistant.”

		“I thought I had a claim to mine, too. I guess we were both wrong,” slurred the Senator who was so smashed he thought Linda was a guy he’d once worked with before his election.

		They sprang to their feet when Robyn charged through the door. All except the Senator who, in trying to stand, fell on his face and began to snore.

		“Where’s my asshole husband?” The howls of multiple people having multiple orgasms led her to the master bedroom.

		Robyn stopped dead in the doorway. Savana, her head back, was howling as Joe and T. Kenneth both came deep inside her. On the floor, Joy was holding Liz’s head to her pussy and hissing as she climaxed.

		Robyn had come in angry, but the anger was changing. She could feel herself becoming aroused. She’d been so close with her incompetent lover and the fever hadn’t left her.

		Damn T. Kenneth. How did he do this to her. A minute ago, she was going to kick everyone out and divorce his cheating ass. Now she yelled for Mark.

		Mark had been hanging around by the cars wishing he could smoke. At least he’d have something to do until Savana needed a ride back to Manhattan, when Robyn’s convertible roared into the drive and stopped by the front door.

		When Robyn jumped out, dressed only in a long blouse from the hotel, Mark rushed to follow her inside. Robyn’s ass was pumping, working, as she charged to first the living room and then to the master bedroom with Mark close behind.

		“Yes, ma’am?” he answered.

		“Fuck me, Mark. Right on the bed, next to my cheating husband.”

		It was Mark’s dream come true. Except for Savana, there was no woman he wanted more than his boss’s wife.

		The room was crowded. Everyone, except the snoring Senator, had pushed inside to watch.

		Robyn crawled on her hands and knees so that her face was inches from T. Kenneth’s. “Now, Mark. Shove that fat prick inside me.”

		Edwards, even though he’d orgasmed only moments earlier, was growing hard again inside Savana. Joe was laying on his side, watching everything with interest. No one had ever fucked his wife in the ass before him, and he was feeling pretty good about things.

		Crap, that was Robyn McGillis, the sexiest celebrity the Siren News Network had ever had! Was that the big, black guy who had fucked Savana? His cock was even more impressive in person.

		“Oh, Mark… oh Mark.” Robyn had heard he was big, but she hadn’t expected the softball bat sized cock that was stretching her open. It felt wonderful after the loser she’d been with. She didn’t even care that her husband was fucking Savana, who looked great. Maybe she could get Savana’s nipple in her mouth?

		Joy, her arm around Liz who was resting her head on her shoulder, watched as Mark pushed further and further inside Robyn’s stretched pussy. Liz purred as Joy played with her nipples.

		Graham thought about lighting his pipe but instead whispered to Linda. “Would you like to be fucked by this old man?”

		“I think I would. Let’s bring Harry along.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 18

		 

		The ride to the airport was a long one for Joe and Liz. Although they talked, it was more like friends, something had fundamentally changed between them.

		For Liz it was simple. She’d always been with men because that was the expected thing where she grew up. Being attracted to another woman was wrong. It was even in the Bible. She’d never met anyone like Joy, and something inside her had been awakened. She still liked Joe, but she didn’t crave sex with him. Liz wanted Joy.

		Joe was heartbroken. He was leaving his wife, the woman he loved, with those people. He wouldn’t see her, in person, again for months. If ever. She was changed, she wasn’t the Savana he’d married. She was playing in the big leagues now, how could she ever come back to their small town. How could she ever be satisfied being married to Joe?

		Christ, the size of those cocks! His wife was ruined anyway. She was probably so stretched out she wouldn’t be able to feel him. They’d ruined her for him, and they were going to keep fucking her, even when he couldn’t watch. He’d probably get the divorce papers some day and that would be that.

		He couldn’t cry and he wouldn’t pout, damn it. He’d get mad, and maybe drunk at the airport. What the hell was wrong with Liz, sitting on the other end of the limo’s long rear bench seat looking out the window like she’d lost her best friend? Damn women. He’d fix up the nice house, using Savana’s money, and keep it for himself, somehow. Fuck her.

		Deeper inside he knew he didn’t mean a word of it. He loved his wife and he’d never give up on her, but he sure as hell meant the get drunk part.

		Savana woke early, somehow sandwiched between Joy and T. Kenneth. His morning hardon felt good pressed against her ass, even as he snored softly into her neck.

		Joy’s ass was pressed against her stomach and she held Joy’s breast lightly. She could tell by Joy’s deep regular breathing that she was asleep too.

		She vaguely remembered that Joe and Liz were being driven to the airport by Mark. She missed her husband. It had been so wonderful to see him, although he’d changed, and she wanted him to remain the same. She loved him just the way he was.

		Savana, moving slowly and carefully, was able to make her way down the bed, between T. Kenneth and Joy, finally slipping out from under the single sheet at their feet. Both had stirred, but neither had woken.

		Grabbing a robe, she’d made her way to the kitchen to find Linda and Robyn having coffee and talking. “Did you have a good time last night?” Robyn asked her.

		“I guess I did, it looked like you had a good time with Mark.”

		“Oh My God,” Robyn exclaimed. “If I’d only known.”

		The three of them laughed and compared Mark’s erection to various large items generally found around a barn.

		“Am I forgiven?” Savana was staring into her coffee mug when she asked.

		“Yes, you’re forgiven. But I have to make T. Kenneth pay for a while, you understand? It wouldn’t be right to just let him off the hook without making him flop around some.” Robyn’s Texas sayings were one of the things that had made her so popular on the Network.

		“I miss Joe,” Savana said. “Seeing him last night just bought everything back.”

		“I miss Liz.” Joy had just walked into the kitchen.

		Later, Savana and Joy sat alone in the large living room. “I don’t want to turn into the company whore.” Savana was worried.

		“Savana, you’re not only very good, but you’re becoming a celebrity. People know who you are as a newscaster,” Joy pointed out.

		“Doesn’t that make it worse? Somebody is going to talk, or even worse, take pictures.” Savana looked scared and Joy held her.

		“Joy, I can’t seem to help myself. Maybe if I wasn’t so horny all the time…” she turned her head to kiss her corporate minder. “Oh, Joy…I can’t help it.”

		Joy’s heart was in her throat. She felt her pussy growing wet as Savana’s kiss grew stronger. “I’m not interrupting, am I? T. Kenneth had just walked into the room. “Don’t stop, I’ll just sit quietly over here.”

		“It’s okay, we can ‘talk’ some other time,” Savana said.

		“All done? I’m disappointed, no pussy for me I guess.”

		“It’ll be awhile before you get pussy,” Robyn didn’t appear to be joking.

		“Honey bear, my love. I didn’t hear you come in.”

		T. Kenneth swore to himself. Robyn coming home early had caused him a lot of problems. In addition to interfering with his sex life, Graham and Linda had packed and left before he could have a private meeting with them.

		Robyn insisted on calling Uber for Savana and Joy, she wouldn’t allow Mark to leave. T. Kenneth spent the remainder of the weekend sitting in a chair in the bedroom watching his wife as she was taken repeatedly by his chauffeur. It wasn’t bad the first time.

		

	
		

		Chapter 19

		 

		“I don’t know why Edwards wants me back in New York.” Joe was talking to Liz as he worked on the new house. “It’s some big hush-hush deal, I’m not even supposed to say a word to Savana. Again.”

		“Why does he want me? I’ve got a job, I have to take off work,” Liz tried to sound like she was complaining. But she’d have quit her job for another weekend with Joy.

		“You get to see Joy again.”

		“Shit, I hope so.”

		“Are you turning lesbo on me?” Joe asked.

		“Maybe a little, and lesbo is a terrible thing to say,” Liz tried to sound offended, but she was smiling too much to pull it off.

		“You’re a carpet muncher…” Joe sang. “What rhymes with ‘muncher?’”

		“Almost anything that ends in ‘er.’ Try ‘lover.’” Liz replied.

		“Cruncher?”

		“Keep trying.”

		“Anyway, I might not even see Savana. My guess is he wants to warn me off, maybe even arrange for a quiet divorce. His wife broke up the party a little early last time.”

		The plane ride in coach seemed longer. Liz was squeezed into the middle seat between Joe and a woman with a restless baby, giving them little opportunity to talk. Liz was paging through a celebrity magazine without really looking, but she stopped cold when she found a story about Savana Cartwright.

		She silently showed the story and pictures to Joe. Savana was on the arm of a handsome young up and coming actor. Joe had been a big fan.

		“Is she fucking him?” he mouthed to Liz.

		“They want you to think so,” she said softly before whispering in his ear. “You’re getting a hardon, aren’t you?”

		Joe was surprised to realize she was right. He was looking at a picture of his wife and a handsome actor and growing an erection thinking about them naked in bed. He put the magazine on his lap.

		“What’s wrong with me?”

		“You’re a cuckold,” Liz whispered in his ear as a scowling flight attendant walked past.

		“Are you as horny as I am?” he asked Liz.

		“More, want to try to fit into the lavatory?”

		“Okay.” They didn’t fit.

		Savana had become a celebrity. Photographers greeted her at the Siren News Network building. She turned out to be a natural, posing and smiling until Joy hustled her inside.

		“Joy, I love cocks,” Savana began as they sat in her new apartment.

		“I love pussy. Speaking of pussy…” Joy returned.

		“They feel like steel covered in velvet, oh god Joy, they feel so good. I get wet when a soft cock starts to grow in my hand,” Savana was smiling and looking inside herself. “A cock starts out soft and grows hard because I’m touching it. I feel so powerful, especially when he groans.”

		Joy was smiling too. Savana rarely opened up like this, and even though she was talking about cocks, Joy enjoyed listening to her.

		“I get so wet. I’ll tell you what else I love; I love when the cock is hard and I can move the skin over the glans. Speaking of the glans, I love the way they feel in my mouth. They’re so smooth, and the balls, don’t get me started on balls.”

		“I’m so wet, I can feel my pussy throbbing.” Savana continued.

		Joy knelt in front of Savana and pushed her skirt up. “No panties today?”

		“You know what the best part of a cock is?”

		Joy licked Savana’s slit.

		“It’s when he cums and his cock throbs, way up inside me. I love feeling his hot cum splashing against my cervix. Oh my god. It’s soooo good.”

		Joy was sucking Savana’s clit into her mouth. Was Savana’s clit getting larger? She loved the feel of Savana’s smooth, soft thighs against her cheeks. Her pussy tasted so good; Joy felt her own pussy throb when Savana moaned. Why were Savana’s breasts so attractive to her, she had her own after all, but she wanted to suck Savana’s nipples.

		“I love when you suck me and use your tongue at the same time. Is my clit getting bigger?”

		Savana had pushed her butt to the edge of the chair so Joy had better access to her pussy. She worked her blouse loose and pinched both nipples while Joy alternated between sucking her clit and licking her asshole.

		“Joy… Joy… you’re going to make me cum…you’re so pretty.”

		Joy didn’t change what she was doing. She wanted to make Savana climax. She loved when she was told she was pretty, but she knew she could never compare to Savana. She groaned as she sucked on the engorged clitoris, the vibrations took Savana to the edge.

		Savana’s clit felt swollen and throbbed. She wanted to cum, she was so close to the edge. Her pussy felt warm, everything felt so good. Her skin felt sensitive, her nipples ached.

		The pressure building in her pussy felt awesome. Savana tried to make the pleasure last, she didn’t want to lose it. She wanted the feeling to continue as long as she could without cumming.

		She felt light-headed, and then she lost control and the pleasure overwhelmed her, concentrated in her clitoris. Savana’s orgasm lasted a long time.

		When she came back down, she smiled at Joy. “You’re so good. Let’s go into the bedroom, I owe you.”

		“You’ll have to continue owing me for a while, T. Kenneth wants you to meet him at his office in an hour,” Joy said looking at her smartphone.

		That T. Kenneth wanted to meet on the weekend didn’t surprise Savana. Before dressing she noticed the cameras had been on. She wondered if Joe had been watching.

		Savana wasn’t surprised to see Eloise at her usual desk. If T. Kenneth was working, Eloise would be working too. “Go right in.”

		Savana stopped on the other side of the door. What were Joe and Liz doing here? Before she could ask, Joe was hugging her and telling her how much he’d missed her and how much he loved her.

		Savana was experiencing a sense of dislocation. She was happy to see her husband, but what was he doing here? She’d just stepped from her new reality as a nationally known celebrity back to being Joe’s small town wife. She felt dizzy.

		“Sit down,” T. Kenneth growled. The four obediently sat. Liz and Joy stared into each other’s eyes from matching chairs, Joe sat with Savana and held her hand.

		“To get in front of the leaks about Joe, I’m bringing him and Liz onto the staff,” T. Kenneth began. “They’ll have to find their own apartments, or better yet, live together. They can’t be in this building. Am I clear?”

		Savana was coming out of her shock. “What… what will they be doing?”

		“Liz has the right experience, so she’s going to be traveling with you. Joe is going with you to carry shit,” Edwards said.

		Thoughts collided in Savana’s head; she hardly knew where to begin. “Traveling?”

		“You’re going to the warzone, the three of you, be ready to leave by noon tomorrow. Eloise is already preparing briefing packets. Joy, you’re staying here.”

		“I don’t understand.”

		“You…Savana…are going to a warzone tomorrow…to report for the Siren News Network. Joe and Liz…are going with you. Liz will be your camerawoman. Do you understand better if I speak more slowly?”

		One thing Savana understood was that she was close to pissing off T. Kenneth. Not something she wanted to do.

		“I understand, sir,” she said. “Liz should come back with me so we can get packed.”

		Edwards looks were predatory when he smiled at her. “Liz, you’ll get some training on your new job during the long flight over. Lord knows you’ll have plenty of time.”

		T. Kenneth ushered the two women out of his office. “I wish I could go with you, but I need to talk to Joy and Joe. They’ll be along later.”

		“Joe, I want to make sure you understand the rules,” Edwards began.

		“Yes, sir?”

		“You’re not married, as far as I’m concerned, and I’m the only one who counts. Do you understand?” T. Kenneth’s growl deepened.

		“Yes, sir.”

		T. Kenneth’s smile had returned. “That doesn’t mean you won’t be invited to be ‘around’ Savana. You just can’t touch her. Do you understand?”

		“I can’t touch her?”

		“No. Even in private. She’s mine now. Do you understand? Unless you want to find all three of you out on the Avenue of the Americas without a pot to piss in.” T. Kenneth looked cruel.

		It hit Joe then. Edwards meant what he said.

		“Yes, sir. I can’t even touch her.”

		“Good, get together with Eloise and make sure everyone is back here at 7:00 am tomorrow.”

		“Where am I staying?”

		“With Savana and Liz. Just remember the fucking rules.”

		When Joe was gone, Edwards and Joy talked together for a long time.

		

	
		

		Chapter 20

		 

		“My head is spinning,” Liz said, trying on clothing as she packed. “This has all happened so fast.”

		Savana’s head was spinning, too. She was going where people were shooting at each other and her husband and his girlfriend would be traveling with her. She lay on her bed, surrounded by unpacked field clothing, and tried to understand.

		“All you need to think about is the opportunity of broadcasting from a war zone,” Joy was sitting next to her. “Forget about those two, if you do a good job - live from a conflict - you’ll be even bigger. Just don’t be like the ‘Scud Stud.’”

		“You’re a big help, Joy. Who the hell’s the ‘Scud Stud?’”

		“Stay focused until the job’s done.”

		“Why’s he doing this? What does Edwards get out of this?”

		“I don’t know. But he’s getting something.” Joy was caressing Savana’s arm. “Remember what you owe me?”

		“Yes?” Savana was smiling back at her. “Would you like me to pay you back tonight.”

		“Oh, that’s a good idea. You’re so smart.”

		Joe knocked on Savana’s door. Eloise had been abrupt with him. A small duffel bag had been packed; he had no idea what was in it.

		“What the fuck, guys?” he said.

		“We need to make sure we understand our roles,” Savana didn’t want misunderstandings once they were in the field. As limited as her experience was, it was more than Liz or Joe had.

		“If I may?” Joy understood what Savana wanted.

		“I’m the producer, according to Mr. Edwards. Even though I won’t be with you, the producer is always in charge. It’s how things work on every show on the network.”

		Liz and Joe looked at each other. What did they know?

		“On the ground, in this case, the talent is in charge. Savana picks when she broadcasts, and from where. She writes her own copy unless copy is provided by me. Are we clear so far?” Liz and Joe nodded. Savana had heard it all before.

		“Liz, you’ll be running the camera, we’ll decide in New York if we go live or record for later broadcast. Both of you will be able to communicate with me using the satellite phones.”

		“What about me?” Joe asked.

		“You’ll haul shit and set up where Liz and Savana tell you to set up. You’ll also be responsible for making sure everyone eats and has a place to sleep,” Joy made it clear what Joe’s role was.

		During the long flight, a staffer huddled with Liz for a basic training on the camera. Fortunately, it was mostly ‘point and shoot,’ and Liz was a fast learner, comfortable with technology. The staffer stayed on the plane to fly onto the next destination.

		A sergeant working press relations hustled them to a helicopter heading to a forward combat base. Joe hated helicopters; he fought to keep down the plastic wrapped sandwich he’d eaten on the flight over.

		Liz thought it was funny, watching Joe fight with his stomach while Savana was more concerned. Their life together was in turmoil, but she loved Joe and seeing him miserable worried her. The replacements riding with them had their own fears.

		The base they landed at was little more than a high spot of rough terrain surrounded by concentric circles of barrier wire. There was little to be seen since most activity took place in well camouflaged, low slung, tents. The helicopter had raised a cloud of dust that hung in the air for long minutes after the passengers fought their way out from under it.

		“I’m Gunnery Sergeant Hill, I’ll be your contact while you’re here.” He was a no-nonsense looking professional. “Later the captain will meet with you. Which one of you is food and shelter?”

		Joe stepped forward and was sent off with a younger Marine. Liz and Savana were ushered into the command tent. “There are soldiers from other countries at this base. Each of us have our separate designated areas, is that clear?” He continued without waiting for an answer. “Our mission is to patrol and provide security since the artillery, which is the reason for this base, belongs to other armies.”

		“But we have air assets. Isn’t that correct gunny?” Savana asked.

		The young Sargent looked at her sharply. “The air assets are ours. You’ll be going out on a patrol tomorrow, be ready by 0500.”

		They met Joe at a recently vacated tent. “They told me what to do if we’re attacked in the night.”

		“What’s that?” Liz asked.

		“Stay down and kiss our asses goodbye,” Joe answered. “I don’t think they’re all terribly happy to have us here.”

		Joe slept alone on an uncomfortably narrow cot listening to Savana and Liz. They’d moved as far away from him as possible. It was so dark he couldn’t see his own hand, even when he held it so close he touched his own nose. He beat his cock to the sound of his wife’s gasps and moans from across the tent.

		He didn’t really mind being assigned to carry ‘shit,’ someone had to do it and it allowed him to be close to Savana. He was in awe of his own wife, she’d become so glamorous, even in the dust of the combat base.

		He beat his cock even faster to the sound of frantic kissing. “You don’t have to go down on me, I’m happy taking care of you,” he heard Liz say.

		“I want to do it. I don’t have much experience,” Savana said.

		“Oh my god, you’re so good,” Liz moaned.

		The women settled down some time later, but Joe was still awake for hours. His heart pounded both from what he’d heard and from his anxiety. Were they married? They weren’t acting like a married couple. God, he wanted his wife.

		The world had gone crazy. One moment he’d been looking at the blue sky and the next, at the drab, dusty ground. The air had been knocked out of him when he landed.

		He sensed, more than heard, the buzz of bullets near his head. He couldn’t seem to hear anything else, until there was a loud explosion behind him accompanied by a scream.

		“Savana… Savana… where are you?” he stood to look for his wife but was tackled by a Marine.

		“You trying to get killed?”

		Again, he heard the buzz of bullets and reality struck. People wanted to kill him. He started to panic, he felt himself shaking and he buried his face on the ground.

		“Calm it, asshole. We don’t have time for you to wig out.” Gunny Hill barked in his ear.

		Shooting was constant from two sides causing Joe’s ears to ring with the incredible noise. There was nothing he could do except to stay in the small depression he’d found.

		The firing seemed to be easing. There was less incoming, and the volume of outgoing fire had also dropped off, until it grew quiet.

		Joe looked around in confusion. The gunny who had pulled him down was bleeding beside him. All Joe could think of was Savana, she was his primary responsibility, no matter what Edwards had said.

		Renewed firing from his left surprised him. He peeked out of his small hole just enough to see red tracer rounds going into the enemy position. Joe was up and running toward the now brightly burning vehicle they’d arrived in. The last thing he knew was the sensation of a giant hand hitting him in the back and knocking him to the ground.

		

	
		

		Chapter 21

		 

		Before moving out, Savana had time to interview several of the Marines. First asking them their hometowns, of course, before asking them what was planned for the day.

		The Americans were going into what was considered a generally safe area. Their mission was humanitarian, building a school for girls. The Marines had security out, but most were busy doing construction, their weapons were close, but not all were close enough.

		The enemy hadn’t planned to attack. The leadership, such as it was, had wanted to wait for the mullah, their religious leader, to issue orders. None of them knew they had a prophet in their ranks.

		He wasn’t a real prophet, he was just a persuasive speaker with clear, easily understood, ideas. Maybe that’s all a prophet really was.

		“The American’s are few, and we have pledged to destroy the school they are building. We are many, today. Today we have been given the chance to kill them all, so they know this is our country.” He’d been cheered.

		The first shots had killed the Lieutenant and his radio operator. He still had his satellite phone, but too many others went down with him. The overwhelming force had attacked suddenly. Most of the Americans were out of the fight within minutes.

		Savana thought Joe was dead. There were so many bodies and she’d seen him fall. It wouldn’t be long before she joined him.

		Shouting at Liz to lay behind a rock and focus the camera on her, Savana stood and started to broadcast. It wasn’t a decision she made consciously, one minute she was hugging the ground and the next she was standing in the middle of a firefight.

		Back in New York an alert production assistant immediately knew what he had coming in and interrupted their regular programing to put it on the air. A crawler under the picture read “Savana Cartwright reporting LIVE from the war zone.”

		The country watched Savana’s report. Even as an enemy bullet puckered the collar of her field jacket, she continued talking. Those who didn’t see her live were able to watch the many rebroadcasts.

		Savana continued to talk, and another bullet ruffled her hair. America watched her put her life on the line to report on a war most of them had lost interest in.

		Liz didn’t know the satellite connection had been made. She only knew to keep the camera on Savana as tears ran down her face. Her whispered prayers could be heard as Savana reported.

		“Please don’t let her die, please don’t let her die, please don’t let her die…” The Siren News Network audience, alone in their living rooms, chanted along with her.

		Edwards had stopped the meeting he was in to direct everyone’s attention to the television monitor constantly running his network. He was horrified that Savana might die, on the other hand, if she died on the air…what would happen to the ratings?

		The mullah had been shocked and angry when he learned of the attack. It had been unplanned, uncoordinated, and against the wishes of the supreme leader. Worst of all, the so-called prophet hadn’t known about the nearby Australians. Of course, even a good prophet can’t know everything.

		When the Aussie’s counterattacked, the sudden relief caused Savana to look almost orgasmic. Most of the audience, watching live, probably felt the same way. Savana might have been the only one to cream her panties with the sudden desire to reward her saviors with her body.

		“G’day, mate,” the voice came at Joe from out of the dark. Who was this ‘mate?’ “It looks like you’ll live, so open your eyes, Yank. We need the bed.”

		They needed the bed? Joe opened his eyes enough to peek at the man as he turned away. His red hair and sun burned face didn’t look like the enemy. His uniform was familiar, but it wasn’t American.

		Australian, that explained it. Sitting on the edge of the bed now, Joe could see he was in a medical aid tent.

		“What happened?” he asked.

		The Aussie orderly turned back to him. “We saved your sorry ass, but not before you took a ridgy-didge beat down. Some of your mob didn’t make it back, sorry to say.”

		“Was there a woman, Savana? She’s my wife.”

		“This bloke is off it, thinks his missus is here,” his orderly yelled to another.

		“She might be,” the other orderly yelled back. “I heard rumors about the big tent, and there’s something on the mobile.”

		“Probably just a yarn. You Yanks are up the hill.”

		“Where’s the ‘big tent?’”

		“It’s a piece of piss, just turn right and keep walking until you see it,” and the orderly was gone.

		What the hell was a ‘piece of piss?’

		Joe was so wobbly it took him three attempts to stand without the room seeming to revolve around him.

		“Hold on, mate,” the orderly was holding a smart phone. Did they have service out here? “You might want to look at this piece of dux.”

		Joe found himself looking at a broadcast from the Siren News Network. Savana was clearly under fire as she reported from the site of the ambush.

		“That’s her, that’s Savana.”

		The orderly gave him an appraising look. “Nah, she’s a looker. She’s not for the likes of you. But she was with youse, and she isn’t in here, so she’s alive.”

		Joe stumbled out of the aid tent, his head was aching, and the glare of the sun caused him to sit heavily on the hard ground. His canteen was almost full, so he emptied it over his head.

		“She’s amazing that one. Can’t get enough. I’ve never seen a goer like her,” Joe had sat hard again, and two men in those strange uniforms were looking down at him.

		“Do you need some help mate?”

		“I’m looking for a woman, beautiful, she was with me in the ambush.”

		“Ah… that would be our sweet bit of gash in the tent here. Let me help you.”

		If it hadn’t been for the two men steadying him, Joe would have gone down again. In the big tent, Savana was naked, her eyes half closed as a huge Australian grunted between her thighs.

		“Fuck…christ…so good.”

		Several men were standing around in various stages of undress. It looked like some had already had their turn and others were waiting.

		“What’s happening? I don’t understand,” Joe couldn’t help himself. The sight of his wife’s large breasts undulating as a fat cock pounded her nearly purple, dripping pussy gave him an instant erection.

		“It’s the ‘survivor effect,’ or at least what I called it,” one of the men said. “Some people, after being close to death, are just so happy to be alive that they go a little crazy. It looks like her happiness went right to her pussy.”

		The two laughed as another man flipped Savana onto her hands and knees and pushed easily into her flowing pussy from behind.

		“Leave something for our American friend here, he was in the fight too,” the older one called out.

		For the first time Savana noticed her husband. Her head and body were being whipped back and forth by the cock battering her vagina.

		“No. Not Joe, he’s not allowed,” she managed to get out. “He can only watch and play with himself.”

		“Well, I guess that’s it, mate,” one of the men said, dumping Joe onto a canvas chair. “You’ll have to just watch the show, she don’t want you.”

		“Savana,” he tried to get her to at least look at him. This was painful, it looked like the entire unit was lined up to take turns with his wife, but all he could do was watch.

		She looked different to him. Happy, but more than just that. Relieved and grateful. She was alive and others weren’t. She was celebrating.

		“She was amazing, mate. Her and that other what was on the camera. They paid no mind to all that shooting, she just kept talking into the microphone and the other one kept filming,” the man was zipping up his trousers next to Joe. His dick had been wet and red.

		“The other one, where is she?” Joe asked, thinking of Liz.

		“Soon as we got here, she took off toward the Yanks, holding that camera like a newborn babe.”

		He continued, “I tell you I’m cuntstruck by our Sheila here. Maybe she’ll favor me again. She goes off like a frog in a sock.”

		He seemed to notice that Joe was an American for the first time. “Just a bit ‘o fun, mate. Doesn’t mean anything.”

		Savana was howling as orgasms overtook her. She refused no one until she lay back, her legs spread, and beckoned her husband.

		“We’re alive, Joe. We’re alive. Doesn’t it feel wonderful?”

		“Why won’t you?” Joe asked.

		“You’re not allowed, but you can clean my aching puss if you’d like. They saved me, Joe. Here he is, Big Tom, he carried me. Fuck me, Tom. Please.”

		Joe sat back on his heels and watched Big Tom spread his wife’s legs. He was a big guy, not only tall, but with a chest like a barrel. He smiled at Savana and ignored Joe, as he dropped his pants.

		His cock was big also, it was longer than Savana’s forearm and appeared to be as big around. Joe’s heart throbbed in his chest; his breath caught in his throat.

		White cum was running freely from Savana. Her pussy offered no resistance to the fat head of Big Tom’s prick as he eased it past her swollen labia.

		“Oh my fucking…” Savana’s opening was spread as far as possible. Her clitoris was clearly visible as an erect nub at the top of her slit. Joe watched it vibrate with her excitement.

		Big Tom seemed to be stopped with several inches of his cock still outside when, with a hard shove, he buried himself completely inside Savana’s pussy.

		Savana screamed before grabbing hold of Tom’s hips so she could fuck up at him. Her ass was flexing as she humped his amazing cock.

		Joe could hear the bodies smashing together, and the loud squishing noise of Big Tom’s huge cock spreading her to the breaking point. It seemed like his prick was far too big to fit inside Savana’s body, but somehow, they made it work.

		Savana’s first orgasm happened within seconds; her last when Tom added to the flood of sperm in her uterus.

		Suddenly, for the first time in his life, it was exactly what Joe wanted to do. “I saw your broadcast,” he said, spreading her convulsing, messy pussy open.

		“Joe… yes… suck me clean…”

		

	


		Chapter 22

		 

		Savana slept safely tucked away in a Marine tent between Liz and Joe.

		She woke to the reality that she was a media sensation. Her broadcast had gone viral as it was played and replayed in the States. It brought the reality of the war home to a public that had grown apathetic.

		Seeing this beautiful young woman broadcasting while bullets hit near her, and while close explosions could be seen and heard. Seeing her tell the public what was happening with the bodies of dead soldiers behind her, had made her the face of the war.

		It was wrong in so many ways, and yet it was right for that time and place. She touched a nerve in the public. She did more than touch it, she exposed and sat on it. Even the President acknowledged that her reporting was causing war policy to be ‘revisited.’

		A month later, opinions polls showed that nothing had changed. Savana was remembered, but the war was as unpopular as ever and the President made a speech declaring victory before he withdrew the troops. But that was later.

		Joe and Liz left Savana so she could talk with T. Kenneth Edwards. “What the hell is happening?” Savana asked Joe and Liz when they returned. “T. Kenneth told me I could write my own ticket. He was tearing up my contract and I should tell him how much I wanted. He suggested at least ten million a year.”

		Savana’s eyes were huge. “Joe, what should I do?”

		“Are we married now?” In some ways it was an unfair question, but he needed to hear her say it.

		“Yes, oh god, yes. You’re my husband.” Sargent Hill turned his head. Savana was married to Joe?

		“If T. Kenneth is suggesting $10 million then you should ask for $20 million but wait a day. Even if no other network calls, you want him to be in suspense,” Joe answered her question.

		They didn’t have to pretend, Savana’s agent called with three other immediate offers. The lowest of which was $20 million. They were waiting for the helicopter when Savana called T. Kenneth back.

		“My agent called with three contract offers but I don’t want to leave Siren, it’s my home. The lowest offer was twenty, the others were for more. Meet the twenty and we’ve got a deal.”

		“Deal, it’s great to have you on the team.” When the call was over T. Kenneth turned to Eloise. “Christ, that was close. I thought we might have had to go as high as forty. Right now, twenty is a steal.”

		“She loves it here, T. Kenneth.”

		Joe and Savana carried on the act of not being married until they were back in New York. “Mark, we’re not going to the apartment tonight. Take us to the Essex House, and plan on staying for a while.”

		Savana had already made arrangements for a suite with a view of Central Park. The first thing they did, while Liz and Mark made themselves scarce, was to call Savana’s agent for money advice. The second thing Joe wanted to do was to make love to his wife.

		“Did you like watching me with the Australians?” Savana asked.

		“You know I did.”

		“Did you like watching Big Tom?” Savana teased him by running the tip of her finger over the hard ridge of his cock, still encased in his jeans.

		“You know I did.”

		“Do you think Mark is as big as Big Tom?” Savana was clearly flirting with him.

		“Maybe.”

		“I’ll be able to tell when he fucks me,” Savana said.

		Joe was emotionally torn as he watched the well built Mark strip his wife in front of him. After all they’d been through, she was still his wife, and it hurt to watch her with another man. Still, he couldn’t deny how the sight caused his cock to spring to full erection.

		As Savana and Mark made out in the living room, Joe was left sitting on a chair in the corner of the bedroom. Next to the open door so he could hear his wife’s moan.

		He could hear them murmuring to each other, but he could only make out an occasional word.

		“Going… fuck me? Stretched… gangbang.”

		“Make you forget… feel how hard…”

		“Joe… hardon.”

		Savana had told him to get naked, his erection throbbed with every sound they made. His eyes were drawn to the bottle of lube by the bed as he heard Mark saying, “your pussy… slack. Sucking it…”

		Just when he thought he might cum without touching himself, Mark came into the room leading Savana by his belt around her neck.

		“Was Savana a big slut with the Aussie’s?” he asked Joe.

		Savana was smiling. “We have to tell him the truth.”

		“She was a big slut, a gangbang whore for them,” Joe answered.

		Mark pulled her close. “How many men did you fuck, gangbang whore?”

		“I… I don’t remember. Maybe twenty?” Joe saw little drops of her lubrication dripping onto the carpet. Savana loved this.

		Mark pulled harder on the belt and Savana dripped even more. “I heard there might have been as many as thirty.”

		“It was only the last one that counted.”

		“Oh, why’s that?” Mark wrapped the belt around Savana’s wrists and lowered her to the bed.

		“Because his cock was so big, and he knew exactly what to do.”

		Joe felt his constant fear of losing her.

		The award ceremony was huge, Joe was sitting at the very back of the banquet hall. The hotel staff had arranged rows of chairs for people considered important enough to be in attendance, but not important enough to sit at one of the round tables, or to have a meal.

		Savana was at a round table, set for eight people, near the front of the banquet hall, in front of the stage. She was sitting next to T. Kenneth, representing the Siren News Network.

		The tables were filled with newspaper and broadcast people from much of the world, as well as publishers, writers, and poets. Siren had never been invited to sit with the best. They’d attended the award ceremony, but they’d always been given seats at the back. Where Joe was.

		A celebrity acted as host, a man famous for his ability to mix current events and humor. He made it look easy. It wasn’t.

		“I’d like to welcome the Siren News Network to the banquet this year,” the host clapped, very few people joined him. “T. Kenneth Edwards, who we all know.” A few scattered claps. It would have been better if no one had applauded.

		“Also, a newscaster we all recognize, Savana Cartwright.” Polite applause greeted his announcement. Savana had more respect than her network. T. Kenneth scowled.

		They watched the awards with interest, until the most important individual award of the evening. “For Excellence in Live Broadcasting, the award goes to a professional who put herself in real danger to not only broadcast, but to effect the public debate in a real way.” He paused for effect. “We recognize Savana Cartwright…”

		Loud applause broke out and most of the crowd stood to recognize a broadcast they’d all seen. Lost in the noise was: “…of the Siren News Network.”

		Six Months Later

		“It was fun back at the Penthouse, after the party, wasn’t it?” Joe was laying in the bed in their new house. Savana was home for a visit. “Just imagine, winning an award like that for excellence in broadcasting. The first one ever for the Siren News Network.”

		“You even said goodbye at the end of your broadcast. You thought you were going to be killed or captured,” Joe looked at his wife in awe.

		“Um… yes,” she was distracted by Liz between her thighs.

		“How do you like your new home?”

		“Oh… Liz… now… now.” Joe loved watching his wife cum with Liz.

		“What were you saying?”

		“How do you like your new…”

		“Oh, yeah. You know the whole place is wired for video and audio. You can watch me in every room.”

		“You should do that here, Joe,” Liz suggested. She was living in her own apartment, but she spent a lot of time in the great old house by the river. She had been rewarded with a contract to Siren, but she didn’t really want to live in New York.

		“You mean I can watch T. Kenneth fuck you in any room?”

		“More importantly, you can watch me with Mark or Joy.”

		“Joy, yummy,” Liz hadn’t forgotten.

		Joe wasn’t conflicted. He loved Savana and he’d come to terms with his enjoyment of watching his wife have sex with others. It didn’t even feel like he was married to Savana as much as he was her lead worshiper. She was too big now for just one man, particularly a man like Joe.

		Liz was studying him, her face wet from Savana’s pussy. “You like being a cuckold, don’t you Joe?”

		Savana was also looking at him, her face unreadable.

		“I’ve grown to like the way our relationship has changed,” Joe answered.

		“No bullshit, Joe,” Savana wasn’t going to let him off. “You’re my cuckold, you either like it or you don’t. Which is it?”

		“I love you, Savana. You know I do. I’ll do anything for you.”

		“It’s true, Liz,” Savana said. “He did eat me out after some Australians celebrated with me.”

		“Some?”

		“Some, a few, I don’t remember. It’s not important.”

		“I’ve been thinking,” Joe began.

		“Oh, Joe. We’ve talked about the danger of you thinking too much,” Savana was teasing. But there was some truth to what she said.

		“T. Kenneth and Robyn have an interesting relationship,” Joe looked at his wife. They were alone, Liz had gone home for the night.

		“In public or in private?” Savana asked.

		“What if we did the same thing, but we didn’t do anything different in private?” Joe sounded scared.

		“You want me to show you off as my live-in chuck?” Savana was surprised.

		“I was thinking you’d show me off as your husband, but I’d settle for boyfriend at first,” Joe said. “Who was willing to share you.”

		“Who, I insisted, would have to be willing to share me,” Savana continued. “It would become known that at home, you were my sex slave.”

		Savana whispered the last two words. “It would make me even more interesting. We’d get invited to all the best parties, of course you’d have to wear a collar.”

		“But what if we reversed it? ‘Savana Cartwright has fallen in love with the man who was with her when her survival was at stake. And get this, he likes sharing her famous body with other men…and women,’” Savana said.

		“Where are you going?” Joe asked.

		“To start packing. You’re coming to New York with me.”

		 

		


		 

		Other Hotwife Books by Thomas Roberts

		 

		I Bet My Hotwife… and Lost!

		Book 1 of “I Bet My Hotwife”

		 

		William committed professional suicide when he took his dead-end job. Overworked, underpaid, and forced to put up with his a-hole boss, all he could look forward to was drinking himself into oblivion. That was until he met Kristen. Bubbly and beautiful, she became the light in his darkness. No more lonely nights spent in dive bars and hooking up with strangers, he knew he'd found the one. She even shared his fetish for hotwifing. But as this loving couple give in to their darkest desires, can their marriage survive its ultimate test? Will's big black boss wants Kristen all to himself... and she won't say no!

		 

		I Bet My Hotwife… and Lost Again!

		Book 2 of “I Bet My Hotwife”

		 

		Will and Kristen finally take the honeymoon they’ve been saving for. A few months have passed since their last hotwife adventure and neither is sure where to go from this point. Once they arrive in Jamaica, Will discovers a honeymoon isn’t always just for two. Larry, Will's big black boss, is on the island as well, and he won't be satisfied until he's cuckolded Will again. It turns out paradise can be found or lost... depending on who you’re with!

		 

		I Bet My Hotwife… and Finally Won!

		Book 3 of “I Bet My Hotwife”

		 

		Kristen and Justine explore their hot new lesbian relationship. Things get out of hand when they attend a Ladies’ Only strip club, and Kristen finds herself living out her favorite fantasy—being held captive by a gang of horny black men while she satisfies their every perverse need. Will is aroused beyond belief by the sight. Can he find a way to win her back before it’s too late?

		 

		Katie’s Hotwife Awakening

		Book 1 of “Katie’s Hotwife Adventures”

		 

		Katie loves Mack even though he’s very small “down there.” She only has one stipulation when they get married: if she ever meets her favorite actor, she can have a wild no-holds-barred affair with him. Mack agrees, then is stunned when a gorgeous lookalike enters their lives. Can he keep his marriage intact when he learns that Katie’s wild fling won’t be just a one-night stand?

		 

		Katie’s Hotwife Reawakening

		Book 2 of “Katie’s Hotwife Adventures”

		 

		Katie absolutely loved banging her sexy movie star, Brad Peterson! Now she’s so desperate to experience more explosive climaxes, not even pregnancy can stop her from experimenting with huge sex toys and wild public orgies. Then Brad returns, and poor Mack must helplessly watch as his sexy wife gleefully cuckolds him again!

		 

		Vacation Prey: A Different Kind of Hotwife Adventure Story

		 

		When Carlo, a mob fix-it man, finds out his wife has been kidnapped, he assumes it’s payback for a job. Little does he know, the gang of black men who took his wife has no interest in retaliation. Their interests lie strictly in pleasure. Specifically, the pleasure that comes from reprogramming captive white wives and turning them into insatiable sex slaves! When Carlo is taken by the same group of men, he’s forced to watch his wife degrade herself for her captors. Will Carlo lose her completely to her newfound fetish and lifestyle, or is their marriage beyond saving?

		 

		A Hotwife’s BBC Betrayal

		 

		After a laboratory meltdown, Ryan is forced to stay in a glass-walled hospital room. For his wife Carrie, a woman just discovering her sexuality, four months is an eternity. Watching as they pleasure themselves through glass just isn’t enough! Carrie finds Terrell, a large black man who gives her a professional Brazilian and an ace of spades tattoo, and Ryan discovers how much he loves to watch—and then participate!

		 

		Brianna's Hotwife Offering

		 

		Brianna's stunning beauty is captivating, but no one can shatter her ice-queen reserve until she falls in love with Connor during an unexpected cross-country trip. But Brianna will never be satisfied with just one man. Can Connor accept her voracious hotwife lusts as she seduces both men and women right in front of him?

		 

		Blackmailing My Internet Hotwife

		 

		Jimmy and Annette grew up together, so it seemed only natural for them to marry. They were the perfect couple... until the stress of Jimmy's police work made him impotent. When Jimmy discovers a video of his wife having sex with a black man, he's shocked and hurt. Even more shockingly, he becomes aroused! With newfound confidence (and an eagerness to explore his new fetish), Jimmy sets out to win his wife back.

		 

		Sex Addict Hotwife

		 

		Linda has a problem. She's always turned on! Despite being in love with her husband, Linda's constant arousal compels her to have sex with other people—sometimes even in front of him! When she's introduced to Roger, her husband's billionaire client, the man is eager to make a deal. He's just the lover to satisfy Linda's carnal appetites and he wants her all to himself for a week. When it's over, can Linda return to her loving husband? If she does, will she stay?

		 

		A BBC Bull’s Tale

		 

		By day, Darryl is a floor manager in a manufacturing plant. By night, he’s a Bull: a seriously buff black stud who lives to service married white women. It’s amazing how many of their cuckold husbands want to watch! As word spreads about his talent, Darryl finds himself in increasing demand… and then he falls in love! How far will this Bull go to satisfy his own needs and desires?

		 

		My Raunchy Hotwife Adventures

		 

		Erica can’t understand why her husband looks at erotic websites. Why does he ogle other naked women when he can look at her? He’s particularly fascinated with hotwife movies, and he won’t stop pushing until he can watch her having screaming hot sex with a massive BBC bull! Will she give in to his perverse desires? Does she really have any choice?

		 

		Hotwife Lexi Takes the Challenge

		Book 1 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge”

		 

		When Hunter and Lexi’s relationship gets stale, he suggests spicing things up with a Dare Bucket. Half the dares are intensely sexual. Once a week, they draw a random card… and the racy hotwife excitement begins! Can Lexi handle a thrilling affair with a stunning dark lesbian while she’s being roughly used by a sexy black bull?

		 

		Hotwife Lexi Takes the BBC Challenge

		Book 2 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge”

		 

		The Dare Bucket Challenge continues! Willie, Lexi’s gorgeous BBC lover, takes her bareback in a crowded bar, and shares her with another man. Then she discovers an antique trunk filled with old bondage gear, and the Challenges veers into new directions. Can she survive being gangbanged by Willie and his big black--and very horny--friends?

		 

		Hotwife Lexi’s Rocker Gangbang

		Book 3 of “The Dare Bucket Challenge”

		 

		Hotwife Lexi is at it again when her sexy BBC lover takes her in exciting new ways that leave her dazzled with raw passion. But her eager cuckold husband wants to give her even more excitement and arranges for her favorite rock band to gangbang her backstage! Lexi even seduces a young lesbian virgin into her erotic lifestyle. How much lusty sex can even horny Lexi handle?

		 

		My Smutty Hotwife Confessions

		 

		Brooke is an innocent when she marries one of her college instructors, but James wants a sexy, exciting hotwife: a woman who will call the shots and let him watch her on video chat as she has affairs with other men--and other women. Brooke is taken by a virile roughneck and a horny English lady before finally succumbing to her exciting alpha male black boss.

		 

		My Illicit Hotwife Gangbang

		 

		Beverly tells us how her husband seems more interested in his smartphone than in her and how she flirted outrageously with a black man in the bar. Soon she's in his room having raunchy sex while her shocked and excited husband watches. Now hooked on BBC, she tells us how it feels to be driven to repeated orgasms by them. Her fun continues with a group of young black men and a visit to a dirty country bar where she becomes the guest of honor at another special party.

		 

		Naughty BBC Hotwife Adventures #1

		 

		These three sexy hotwives have one thing in common: a craving for BBC, sometimes with more than one black man at a time! Their shocked husbands watch in erotic ecstasy as their marital relationships are threatened—and their horny wives fulfill their overpowering desires. Three of my favorite books available at one time.

		 

		Hotwife Voyeur Resort

		Book 1 of “Hotwife Voyeur Resort”

		 

		When Bill and Mary discover that one of their close friends loves watching his wife having sex with other men, their erotic imaginations go wild. Soon they’re fantasizing about Mary having sex with total strangers. Then Bill discovers a resort that caters to hotwives and voyeuristic husbands! Will their marriage survive when their most exciting erotic fantasies start to come true?

		 

		The Sybian Explosion

		Book 2 of “Hotwife Voyeur Resort”

		 

		The Hotwife Resort was the most exciting place in the world! “No holds barred” took on a whole new meaning when Mary enjoyed explosive sex with hot black studs while her husband eagerly watched. Now she can’t forget those intensely erotic memories. In desperation, she finds satisfaction on a Sybian machine, and encourages her girlfriends to take a ride on the wild side while her husband watches!

		 

		Billionaire’s Reluctant Hotwife

		Book 1 of “Billionaire’s Ravished Hotwife”

		 

		When Tania’s first husband tried to coerce her into being a hotwife, she wanted nothing to do with the lifestyle. But over time, the idea of being roughly taken by sexy well-hung black men began to intrigue her. When she mentioned it to her new husband, he was enthralled. Now Tania’s about to get more than she bargained for when her devious ex-husband promises her to a vicious outlaw gang!

		 

		Billionaire’s Captive Hotwife

		Book 2 of “Billionaire’s Ravished Hotwife”

		 

		Gorgeous Tania has just discovered the delights of being a devoted husband’s hotwife when her treacherous ex-husband pledges her to the BaMa, a ruthless gang of thugs, as collateral for his gambling debts. They don’t care that she’s Tim’s wife now; she belongs to them. After they have their own fun, they’ll sell her to the highest bidder! Can Tania escape before she’s ravished by all of them?

		 

		Billionaire’s Defiant Hotwife

		Book 3 of “Billionaire’s Ravished Hotwife”

		 

		When sexy hotwife Tania is captured by the ruthless BaMa gang, she her lover, Sarah, are thrown into a dank jail cell. Then she’s taken and violently used by Bear, their powerful and grotesque leader. Can her devoted husband’s team of hand-picked mercenaries rescue her in time? Or…now that she’s finally experienced ultimate fulfillment…will she even want to be rescued?

		 

		The Hotwife Hooker: A Hotwife Fairytale

		 

		An innocent fantasy becomes so much more! Jennifer has no idea how her life will change when she discovers some racy hotwife movies and books. Suddenly she’s obsessed with becoming a hotwife! But things get way out of control when her husband uneasily suggests she pretend to be a hooker and he’ll be her eager john. Instead of meeting him as planned, why has she taken off with three huge black men?

		 

		Truth or Dare

		Book 3 of “Hotwife Voyeur Resort”

		 

		The no-holds-barred Hotwife Resort caters to men yearning to watch their wives having sex with other men…and women. Amanda and Josh think they know what they’re getting into—until they play Extremely Erotic Truth and Dare with two other couples and one well-endowed black man. But when Amanda falls hard for her sexy bull, it breaks Josh’s heart. Can he find a way to win her back?

		 

		Hotwife Karina: Shared

		 

		Michael’s new job just has one catch: He has to share his wife with the boss! Knowing Karina’s having mind-blowing sex leaves him hurt, jealous, and unbearably aroused…especially since he’s not even allowed to watch as his gorgeous wife is gradually stolen from him. When Marshall shows her off as his date, he knows he can never be her public husband again. How can he manage to win her back again?

		 

		Seduced by Her Husband’s Bullying Boss

		 

		I can’t help myself around my husband’s bullying boss…whatever he wants from me, he takes. Then he demanded I take off my wet panties in the middle of a crowded dance floor when my husband was only a few feet away. I didn’t expect him to show them to Todd and brag about what he planned to do to me! Why does the possibility of getting caught excite me so much?

		 

		Corrupting The Innocent Bride

		 

		Emily’s bachelorette party gets a whole lot wilder than anyone expected, especially her fiancé! Sure, they'd shared their mutual fantasies about her being taken hard and unprotected by multiple men while he watched. But they never really expected it to happen…did they? Then the sexy Las Vegas strippers arrive, and all hell breaks loose! Will their love survive?

		 

		Isabella’s Bull Lover

		 

		“Only the utterly impossible can ever be plausible again.” I'd have sworn Isabella could never become a hotwife, a toy for black men--but I'd been wrong. Now two lusty well-hung studs--a recently released convict and his buddy--are banging my wife, leaving me home alone to wallow in my cuckold angst!

		 

		Please visit my blog for even more fun at https://thomasrobertsauthor.com

		Don’t forget to leave a review!
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