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 Chapter One
 It was a bright and sunny Friday morning, the zenith of summer. Saul Mellors was spraying water over his low-cut grassy lawn when he spotted Gerald, the local post man cruising down their street in his recognisable white postal van. He came to a stop first two houses before Saul’s and deposited something into his neighbour’s mail box and then into his van and cruising down the street, stopped beside Saul’s driveway, alighted down with some packages in his hands and turned and waved at Saul, who in turn waved back at him and yelled ‘Good morning’ at him, and watched as he deposited the bunch of packages into his mail box and then jumping back into his van, Gerald gave Saul one final wave before cruising past him and entering the next street which curved out of sight.
 Saul was half-way finished with his work when the front door opened and out came his wife, Jessie. She stood there at the doorway, transferring her handbag to her right shoulder and waved at him then came down the three flights of stairs towards his direction. Saul turned off the spigot and adjusted his eye glass on his nose as she approached him. He hooked an arm around her waistline and kissed her cheek; she smelled so good standing beside him, looking like a dainty rose in her cream blouse and black skirt which hugged her slim pair of legs.
 “How are you, darling,” she pushed her lock of blonde hair away from her face. “I’m off to work. Hope you’ll be fine without me?”
 “What would you think I would do: slice my wrist simply because I’m going to be home alone? You’ve got work to do; it’s only a matter of time before I bounce back.”
 “I know,” she picked a dry leaf off his light-brown hair. “I wish things were different.”
 “Things can’t always be the way we want it to be. Don’t mean we stop trying. You’d better start going, don’t be late.”
 “Yeah, I ought to be going now. You sure you’re going to be alright?”
 “I’ll be just fine. Go on, have a good day at work. Call me when you’ve got the time.”
 “I will.”
 She walked away from him, turned and blew him a kiss and went and got into her Subaru parked in the driveway. Saul waved at her and blew her a kiss back as she reversed into the street and then drove off, leaving him home and alone.
 Done with his watering, Saul rolled the spigot up and deposited it at its usual hiding place. He took off his glasses for a moment and wiped sweat off his brow as he went to the mail box to get out the letters and packages that had been dumped inside. Saul had lost his former job as a securities broker when the firm had devaluated its holdings due to the recession; that was five months ago. He was still on the look-out for something new, and reckoned that was some of the return letters he was getting in his mail box as he went and took out everything that was inside; one was a square-shaped package box. Everything wrapped in his arm, he hurried back into the house away from the morning sunshine and closed the door behind them then went into the living room and dropped everything on the living room table and began looking at each item one at a time.
 Some of them were house bills and the rest were letters as he had expected. The bills went to a separate pile and he concentrated on the ones that were letters, saving the square box for last. They were all return letters from various company interviews he’d written to the past few months, neither one held anything good for him as he tore through their envelope and read past the congratulatory message to the crux of it. Chagrined he pushed aside the torn letters and picked up the square box. It bore the name and address: TONGUE PATROL Office, 247 Lexington Crescent. That was weird, Saul thought to himself, he couldn’t remember ever attending any interview at such a place, let alone heard about such a company before. He turned the box upside down, still speculating what they were about, before deciding to rip open the package.
 Inside was a brochure form and two DVD discs, both imprinted with the Tongue Patrol logo. One was titled: Welcome to TP Sales!, the other one simply said: For Your Viewing Pleasure. Whatever that meant, Saul thought aloud as he held both discs in his hands, wondering what they were about. Having nothing on mind to do, he decided to play along and got up and went to the DVD machine and inserted the first disc into the slot and turned on the TV set and went and sat down with the remote in his hand.
 The screen came alive and first there was the Tongue Patrol name and logo and then a fade in to show a handsome black man in a dark blue suit seated behind a desk with a pair of glasses on his nose, looking smart and sharp. He smiled at the camera and reclined back in his seat and began his speech about what the Tongue Patrol were about: a fantasy outfit for the most dedicated young black male whose motto involves satisfying lonesome house wives and cuckold hubbies their sexual desires, wants and fantasies. The black man went on and on, and the video broke off to reveal snapshots of some of the young black men in action. Saul sat forward and watched at the short clips of black men fucking white women, doing all sort of nasty workout with them, and some with their husbands standing there watching. The clips faded away and the man in the screen resumed his speech.
 “If you’re watching this video clip, then it means your name and qualifications have been properly vetted and you have been chosen to work with us as one of our chosen sales representative whose assignment it will be to further search out more white couples who’d be desiring more of our services. Inside the box that was mailed to you, you will find a summation form which you’re to fill and return to us two days after you’ve received it. The salary stipends are indicated inside the pamphlet. Should you wish for further clarification, you may dial this toll-free number on the screen and our customer service will attend to you at the earnest possible time. Thank you for watching, and we look forward to hearing from you.”
 The screen faded to black. The toll-free number remained on the screen for some seconds before it too faded away and that signalled the end of the disc.
 Saul pushed his glasses instinctively up his nose and remained as he was in his couch for a minute, his mind running through what he’d just seen played before him. He was at a total lose. He picked up the package once again and looked at the address wanting to be sure it had been mailed to the proper house or not. Yes, it was his home address alright, and there was his name written above it - no mistake there at all. He picked up the DVD remote and played the disc once again. Nothing escaped him this time and while he watched, he rifled through the brochure and tore out the form and examined it. When the disc finished, he ejected it and inserted the second one.
 The second disc was more or less a porn movie flick. Saul had downloaded more than a few of his favourite porn flicks, and with him out of a job, he had as much time to do all the downloading and watching and jerking off that he could afford. This one presented a white woman inviting a black man into her home. The black man was dressed like a fire-fighter and there was some conversation about the black man dropping by to put out some fire. The white woman led him into the living room and she sat down with three of her female friends who were there sipping wine looking jovial and sharing giggles, and almost immediately the black man began taking off his clothes and performing a strip-tease for the women who clapped and cheered; the women were all middle-aged and all three sported wedding rings. The black man cast aside every bit of clothing he wore till he stood jiggling and dancing in a pair of thin briefs that barely covered his crotch or the prominent bulge in front. The dancer approached the woman in whose home they were in. from the laughing and cheering, it seemed it was the woman’s birthday. The black man stood her up and began dancing and frolicking with her. Saul sat forward in his seat and lapped over the images he was seeing. The woman brought her arms around the black man’s waistline and audaciously moved in rhythm with him. The man’s hands groped her body, hiked up her skirt to reveal the woman’s buttocks and thong panties to the camera’s eye; the other women in the room went wild when the man slapped the woman’s buttocks.
 Saul had to pause the movie and rushed into the kitchen and took out a bottle of beer from the fridge and returned to his chair with it and un-paused the movie.
 The celebrant woman now was on her knees before the black man, her hand ran over his thighs and waistline before stopping at his erection and then introducing it to her lips while her girlfriends cheered on. The women whooped and whistled as they watched their friend suck the black man’s cock, rolling his shaft in her hand; one of the women appeared behind her and started undoing her dress, leaving her half naked. Afterwards the woman made way for another of her friends to join into the festivity while she took off the rest of her clothes. Saul watched as each woman in the room took turns sucking the man’s cock amidst the whooping and cheering. He picked up the remote and fast-forwarded the movie to when the black man now sat on the long couch while the celebrant came and mounted him; her friends held her up while one of them directed the man’s cock into her waiting hole as she lowered her ass cheeks down on him and began to ride him. Saul had just about drained his beer by the time she’d dismounted him and made way for one of her girlfriends to have a go at his cock. He hardly realised when he freed his own prick out of his pants and began stroking it while the action went on before him. He was amazed that the man had such staying power to satisfy the women in the room and yet hadn’t cum yet. He took turns fucking each woman in the room, but paid much attention to the celebrant whenever her turn came around. When the moment came, the black man had the celebrant on the couch and now was on top of her, pounding his cock deeper and deeper inside her cunt while all around them the other naked women cheered and whistled and yelled for him to fuck her pussy harder. Saul held his breath as the black man squeezed his face and ejaculated inside the celebrant’s cunt. He remained like that for a minute before finally pulling out of her, and right away, some of her friends came to suck his cum out of her cunt while the rest fawned over the black man.
 The video came to an end.
 Saul, who was still stroking his cock, stood up and hurried upstairs to the bathroom and emptied his own load of semen into the toilet. He was sweating and gasping by the time he was done. He flushed the toilet and washed his face in the sink. Finished with drying his face, he returned downstairs to the living room. He couldn’t help watching the erotic video once more, this time taking his time with every scene. He ejected the disc when he was done and switched off the TV and went to dump the empty beer bottle in the kitchen and returned to gather up everything regarding the Tongue Patrol mail and took it upstairs with him. He would concentrate better while there.
 Saul was still brooding about whether or not he should fill up the brochure package later in the afternoon when he took a walk to the Shop-Rite supermarket a block away from his home. He had spent the last hour and a half reading and re-reading through the fine-print of the form over and over again like a tax attorney would over a spread sheet, searching for evidence of any loopholes or whatever he might stumble on. He had even called on their toll-free number and had gotten the same sugar-coated service almost like the one that had been on the first disc. The phone call had eased his mind regarding the mail package as the female, soothing voice at the other end had informed him that none of it had been a mistake - he was the designated receiver and they were anxious to meet with him in person, if he would care to set a date of meet. They’d settled on the following Monday.
 Inside the supermarket, he got himself a Times magazine then went in the direction that housed groceries. Jessie had earlier left him a list of edibles to pick up for supper; he too had added one of two items to the list. He needed a new pair of shaving foam.
 “Saul?” a woman hollered at him. “Is that you?”
 He was holding a can of butter and it would have rolled off his hand and clattered beside his feet next to the wheels of his shopping cart had his reflexes not been quick. He turned to his right to where the woman’s voice had come from. Already he could hear the clatter of her feet rushing towards him seconds before he made out her fan-like wavy blonde hair and the large pair of sunglasses that rested on her beak of a nose. She wore a lose blouse and red jacket and pants. Saul knew who she was a second before she rushed headlong into him, wrapping her arms around him in a tight hug, nearly forcing the air out of his lungs. He still held the can of butter in his hand and didn’t know if to hug her back; he could feel eyes around staring at them. From over her shoulder he could make out the smiling features of the woman’s husband, Miles.
 “Hi there, Lana,” Saul used one arm to hug the woman back at the same time struggled to be free from her embrace.
 “Howya doing, Saul!” she screeched into his ear, pecked his cheek, before letting go of him. She raised her sunglasses and ran her eyes all over him. “My God, you haven’t changed a bit. Jessie’s really been taking care of you. Miles, what do you think? Isn’t Jessie taking care of him or what?”
 It was a relief to Saul as her husband came forward and they shook hands. “How’ve you been, neighbour?” he said to Miles.
 “Couldn’t be better, Saul. Lana has a point, you’re still the same sharp we saw you last time.”
 Oh yes, the last time, Saul tried to recall. How long has it been, by the way?
 “You guys went to Australia, right?” he asked them.
 “Yes, we did. Lana enjoyed it more than I did though. I watched the sports news while she spent so much hours getting herself a tan,” grinned Miles, hugging his wife beside him. “Could you believe, been gone three months and the neighbourhood is still the way it was last time we were around.”
 “We were kind of worried we wouldn’t see get to see you and Jessie anymore,” said Lana.
 “No way that would have happen,” said Saul, dumping the can of butter into his shop cart and pushing it along while his neighbour couple trailed alongside him. “You two just got into town? I’m surprised I haven’t seen you guys yet.”
 “We got in last night. We would have come over but we were kind of beat. Such a long trip coming from Australia. But such you lovely place too.”
 “Oh yes, it was, Saul,” Lana chipped in. “Really it was such a fun time we had, Miles and I even wished you and Jessie was there to spend time with us. We really missed you both.”
 “Jessie’s going to be happy when she hears you’re both back. I’ll call her up once I get back home. Right now I’ve got more shopping to take care of.”
 “Oh, okay, let’s not keep you up. Miles and I just came by to pick some little items for the house. We’ll be looking forward to having you both over for dinner.”
 “Oh yes, sure, Saul,” said Miles. “Bring Jessie along, let’s have dinner.”
 Saul told them he would and said goodbye to them and watched them go. A lovely couple if ever he’d met one, and that wife of Miles, Lana, such a zesty-spirited woman she is. Flirty too, and unashamed about it. He recalled once and twice when she and he had been alone at his place and also at theirs when she’d attempted a flirt that was somewhat inappropriate. Or maybe it was because they’d both drunk much wine at the time. He could hardly recall. Either way, Jessie was going to be surprised knowing they were back in town.
 He turned his cart around and went in search of more items.



 Chapter Two
 Saul was a cool pal to be around with. He and his wife, Jessie, were friendly with their neighbours and he had an easy-going rapport with most of them on his street. There was Miles Greenwood and his hot-looking wife, Lana who were across the street from them. Errol Tangier, a fifty-year old former construction builder, now a retiree who was married to Edith, a busty blonde who formerly worked as a stripper before hooking up with Errol, who were two houses down from theirs. He shared his left picket fence with them. Then there was Ralph Micklen and his wife, Ashley, who shared their right fence with them. Ralph was a stock broker who seemed to spend much time in the city than at home. Hardly did anyone get to see him except maybe on weekends, preferably Sundays. They had a son who’d left for college. Jessie was friends with his wife, Ashley, and during weekends the two of them took turns entertaining each other at their respective homes.
 Returning home from the super-market with the grocery bags in his hands, he looked across from the front of his compound and saw a U-Haul truck parked in front of a house right next to the Greenwoods. The house had been placed in the market for some months now; looks like they were having a new set of neighbours. At that moment his noticed someone step out the front door of the Greenwoods’ residence - it was Miles. He smiled and waved at him; Saul had his hands full and could only nod his head in acknowledgement before walking towards his front door.
 He was in the kitchen putting away the items he’d bought in the fridge when he heard his door bell ring. He yelled out that he was coming and closed the door of the fridge and went to see who it was.
 He opened the door, expecting it to be Miles, dropping by to say hello once again, and caught himself when he saw the brunette woman standing by his doorway in a pair of shorts and white polo shirt, looking like she just returned from a tennis lesson. She had large pair of dark eyes that seemed to carry the weight of her perfect smile.
 “Hi,” she said to him. “My name’s Roberta, though you may call me Robbie,” she stuck her hand at him. “I’m your new neighbour.”
 ***
 Later that evening, Jessie was checking herself on the mirror handing on the passageway. She was wearing a pair of ear-rings Saul had bought for her last December; the ear-rings went well with her evening top and the jeans she had on. There was the sound of a toilet flushing and then the bathroom door next to her came open and out came Saul, adjusting his belt buckle and shirt. He appraised his wife’s feature from behind, loved the outline of the skirt against her hips and the cut-out dress she wore. She caught him staring from the mirror and smiled at him.
 “Do you see anything you like, darling?” she asked.
 “Very much I do,” he approached her and slapped her bottom. “I see a lot her that I really, really like.”
 “Maybe later if you’re a good boy, I could give you some.” She turned from the mirror and kissed him. “How do I look?”
 “Gorgeous,” he said. “I’m almost jealous. We should stay at home.”
 “Miles won’t like that,” she told him. “Besides, you already promised we were going to see him, so stop being a kill-joy and lead the way, trooper.”
 Down the stairs they went, turning off the lights as they did.
 “So, this new neighbour of ours,” Jessie enquired, “you say she isn’t married?”
 “Was married until a few months ago,” said Saul as he went into the living room to turn off the lights. “Her and her former husband struck gold when they started a healthy clinic consultancy firm, until she found out about his philandering, so she called it quits.”
 “She came over here to introduce herself?”
 “Yes, she did. She’s been visiting almost everybody on the street.” He finished turning off all the lights except the one at the central passage which he left on. He opened the door and he and Jessie stepped out into the cool evening. “My guess is she doesn’t want to appear a stranger too quickly.”
 “Maybe tomorrow I’ll see if Ashley and I can drop by to pay her a visit,” said Jessie. “Properly welcome her into the neighbourhood. What do you think?”
 “I think that will be a lovely idea,” he kissed his wife as they made their way towards their neighbour’s home.
 There were numerous cars parked within their neighbour’s driveway and along the sidewalk in front of their home and even as Saul and Jessie approached their compound they could distinctly hear music and revelry coming from the house. They pressed the door bell and seconds later Miles answered the door holding a wine glass in one hand and a cigar in the other. He welcomed Saul and Jessie to his home. Several of their neighbours were there as well, everyone talking, laughing and partying in the main living room. Lana came out of nowhere and greeted them then separated Jessie from Saul, said that they had women stuff to discuss.
 Miles pulled Saul along and they went to a different part of the room where several of Miles’ friends were busy playing poker. Saul shook hands with several of them. There was a black man seated at the table concentrating hard on his cards; Miles introduced him to Saul as Tibbs. Tibbs winked at him and returned to the cards in his hand. He was playing against three of their neighbours, one of them being Errol. The grim look on his face told Saul that he wasn’t having a fun time at all. What caught Saul’s attention was that unlike most card games, there wasn’t any pile of money on the table. He should have enquired about that but instead watched as the game unfolded, laughing when someone cracked a humour to ease the tension of the players. The third man at the table - his name was Dave Shepsi, and he lived around the next block from them - was the first to fold. He got up from the table with his drink in his hand; the others congratulated that he had dropped before things went any further.
 The game went on. In the end, Errol was the biter loser. The black man called Tibbs got up from the table grinning at everyone.
 “Now if you gentlemen will all excuse me,” he said to everyone as he cleared from the table and left the room.
 Errol remained where he was at the table, holding his head in his hands. Some of the men tapped his shoulder, told him not to take things seriously. Saul watched as each other the men quietly left the room. He wanted to say something to Errol, wanted to ask what they had betted on, but the dismal look on his neighbour’s face told him not to. Instead he made like the other men and left him alone in the room.
 He’d finished his glass of wine and went in the direction of the kitchen to see about a refill, but also to look for Miles. Aside from being invited over to his home, Saul’s main reason for coming was to tell Miles about the profound package he’d gotten in the mail that morning and if possible seek his advice. Miles was a far more outgoing type of fellow than he was. There was a lot of talk about the sort of stuff he and Lana were often suspected to canoodle in. as far as he’d known them, he was yet to find or meet evidence of such ... but that didn’t stop him from suspecting they both weren’t into something ... kinky.
 He found a bottle of Chardonnay in the wall-to-wall fridge in the kitchen and poured himself a good measure and was about leaving when he bumped into Dave Shepsi. He had an excited look on his face and he looked somewhat glad to have met a familiar face.
 “Hey there, Dave, pardon me, you seen Miles around?”
 “No, but I’ve got something you’d probably like to see,” Dave spoke conspiratorially to him at the same time took hold of his arm and pulled him along. “Come on, Saul, you ought to really see this. Stuff is crazy, I tell you.”
 “What crazy stuff?” he asked, seeing that Dave was leading him out the front door away from the party; he took one last look over his shoulder at the crowd in the living room just before Dave pushed open the front door and they stepped outside. They took a right turn off the front porch and went round the back towards the direction of the Boys Quarter building. Saul kept enquiring what Dave wanted him to see but his neighbour’s words were sort of disjointed on account of his excitement.
 “Oh boy! Oh boy, you’re going to love seeing this, Saul,” he barked harsh laughter. “I never thought Errol would go for it, but the son of a bitch actually did. Miles ... what a crazy bloke Miles is.”
 “The hell are you talking about, Dave?”
 By the time they were at the B.Q., building and walking past a narrow pathway along the side, past a window from which light came from. Saul made out some people inside the room but the curtains behind window blurred the picture for him. They came around the bend to the front of the B.Q., and Dave knocked at the door, then turned to Saul and indicated to him to hush. There was the sound of a lock turning and then the door came open half an inch for someone at the other side to appraise them before pushing the door open. It was Miles standing there like the apparent host.
 “Hiya, Saul,” he smiled still with a cigar in his hand as he closed the door behind them. “Sorry about the secrecy thing, but I told Dave here to fetch you over. Didn’t want others around to know.” He beckoned for them to follow him, except Dave was already leading the way down a short corridor and then he opened a door at the other end and stepped inside.
 “The hell sort of cloak and dagger stuff you got going on here, Miles?” asked Saul just as they arrived at the door. From within, he thought he could hear the sounds of people cheering.
 “Wait till you see, and maybe you’ll know,” said his friend as he opened the door for Saul to step in first.
 The room was bare except for the king-sized bed that occupied the centre of the room and the group of men hovered around it, most of them sporting beer cans and glasses in their hands, some talking almost simultaneously. It wasn’t until Saul approached the bed and he saw what they were all staring at that he realised what was going on, and he gasped at the sight of the two cavorting bodies on the bed, one a black male pressing himself upon a white female. He adjusted his glasses on his nose and he gasped once again with numbing shock as he recognised whom the two persons were. The black man was the one called Tibbs, whom earlier had won Errol at the card game, and the white woman under him ... My God, that was Errol’s wife, Edith!
 Saul couldn’t believe what he was seeing and the astounded look on his face got a fresh set of laughs from most of the men who stood beside him. Some nudged at the same time took snide pokes at him, Dave being one of them.
 “Will you lookit Saul turn red-”
 “-don’t worry about it, Saul, it ain’t your woman!”
 More guffaws all around.
 “Hyuck! Hyuck! ”
“-ahead, Tibbs! Fuck that bitch’s pussy!”
 “-it up! Go on, tear it up! I think she wants it!”
 “Damn! Wish he’d drop by my house and fuck my Sally like that!”
 “You set it up with him, I’ll bet he’ll make that happen!”
 More Hyuck, hyuck, hyuck -type of laughter.
 More cheers went around the room as the black man called Tibbs dug his hands under Edith’s butt and he went on pile-driving between her open legs. His buttocks muscles clenched each time he pumped his cock inside her; Edith could do little except wrap her arms around his backside, her wedding ring glinted on her middle finger, howling each time she felt his cock bury itself inside her. He half stood up on the bed. His hands pressed down the underside of her thighs as on and on his fucked her pussy deep. Saul glanced at his cum-coated coat and realised with further shock that he wasn’t wearing anything that resembled a rubber. Miles appeared beside him and clapped a hand on his shoulder, booming with laughter as the action went on.
 Saul turned to Miles, amidst the cheering going on around him, and asked: “Was this what they were betting on at the card game?”
 Miles took a puff of his cigar and grinned. “Yes, it was. Exciting, ain’t it?”
 Saul couldn’t answer to this, instead returned his eyes to the bout of fucking.
 Tibbs fell on his back, pulling Edith along; the boys whooped at the sight of her white butt coming onto the black man’s hips. She straddled him and Saul watched her buttocks sink down on his shaft and steadily began riding him. Tibbs grasped her ass cheeks and was pounding his cock into her pussy faster. Edith leaned forward on her arms and couldn’t stop screeching, coupled with the sweet sound of his thighs slapping the underside of her butt.
 “Aaaaaggghhhh ... Ohhhhh fuck! Fuck me!”
 The sight of her lovely round butt with the sexy tan lines bouncing up and down his black cock, then changing tone and riding him back and forth looked very enticing. Saul looked around the room and almost thought his glasses fell from his nose when he saw that some of the men had unzipped their pants and were at the moment stroking their erection in time with what they were all watching. He too could feel a rise happening in his jeans the more he stood there watching. He was nearly tempted to join the crowd and whip out his cock, but was afraid of the talk that might go around later.
 Edith was still riding Tibbs’ prick like she knew nothing else of what was happening in the room around her. Saul came round to the end of the bed to see the animated look on her face while her tits rocked before Tibbs’ face. At that moment Saul thought that she looked kind of like his wife, Jessie, when she rode him. He never thought before now how sexy and beautiful Edith looked. Or maybe it was because of the black man that was right now fucking her.
 Then he recalled the Tongue Patrol DVD he’d watched earlier on and that did it for him. Saul found his hands unzipping his fly and pulling out his cock and stroking it. It was an immense relief when he did it; he felt almost as one with the crowd of middle-aged men in the room. He was unconscious of when he started cheering, but before he knew it, he too was calling for Tibbs to fuck the slut hard ... make sure her pussy bleed.
 The black man changed position. He wiped sweat off his brow and had Edith on her arms and knees while he hunched over her from behind and went on fucking her pussy that way. Miles took a pillow and placed it under Edith’s face as she was whimpering too loud for the men’s cheering to drown it down. They all took the sight of Tibbs’ black pipe slipping in and out of her cunt; they saw the way he was gasping and groaning and knew it was only a matter of time before he exploded.
 “He’s going to cum in her,” one of the men voiced out his thoughts.
 “Gosh, I’d love to see him flood the bitch’s cunt!”
 “Let’s hope Errol don’t come by to see this!”
 “Fuck Errol! He’d probably tell Tibbs to go on ahead.”
 More laughter encircled the room.
 When the moment came, Tibbs couldn’t hold it back. He squeezed his eyes in exquisite delight and groaned with a lengthy rumble as he unleashed every ounce of cum inside the married slut’s pussy. All the moment knew what was happening and they in turn joined together in muttering a one-voiced ‘Aaaahhhhh’ in compliance with what was taking place on the bed.
 Edith now lay flat on the bed, her face pressed against the pillow. She was still whimpering even as Tibbs now lay over her backside, his muscles taut from the release he was giving to her. When he was done, he gave one final sigh and then pulled off from her. Miles and some of the other men, Saul included, hurried to the other side of the bed to take sight of Tibbs’ cum dripping out of pussy’s expanded hole like milk, staining the sheets. Some of the men whipped out the cell phones and took snapshots of it; Saul pushed his glasses up his nose. He was least aware that he was stroking his cock and that he had unknowingly ejaculated in his hand. When he looked around he saw that most of the other men too had done the same. One of them even came up on the bed and emptied his load on Edith’s buttocks while his friends laughed at him.
 The show now over, the men started leaving the room. Tibbs sat there by the bed watching them go. Saul remained where he was, undecided if he should join the others and leave or remain where he was; there was just the three of them in the room now. Tibbs looked at him, snorted. Saul felt like making conversation but didn’t know what to say; Edith still lay face down on the bed breathing gently. Tibbs rose up from the bed and approached a chair on his lay his clothes as well as Edith’s clothes too. Tibbs’ body was still covered with sweat but he didn’t mind as he wore on his briefs. He turned towards Saul and broke into laughter.
 “You enjoy the show, white boy?” he said to him.
 Saul didn’t know what to say - he had never been referred to as ‘white boy’, ever before, though the way Tibbs said it, it didn’t come out sounding like an insult. He simply shrugged.
 “Yeah, I’ll bet you enjoyed it,” Tibbs wore on his vest. “Don’t worry. Maybe someday, you and I will play some card game, or maybe something else,” she chortled.
 The door came open right then and Miles entered the room with Errol behind him. Miles shook Tibbs’ hand, told him he would be in touch with him later; Errol looked at him for a moment then went to where his wife lay.
 It was then that Saul decided it best to take his leave; Miles decided to see him to the door outside.



 Chapter Three
 Saul and Miles stepped out of the B.Q., building looking like friends who’d just undergone a life-long experience together. Saul though was still dazed by all what he’d just seen back in the house, fighting to make sense of all of it. Miles stood beside him laughing at his predicament. Tibbs came from behind them and said goodbye to them before continuing on with his way. Errol came out with Edith resting against his arm some minutes later. She looked half dazed as they walked away from the B.Q., waving at Miles and Saul as they too went their way. Saul turned to look at his neighbour friend who was still beaming with everything that had just happened.
 “Saul, you’re looking like you just sighted a ghost,” he shook with mirth.
 “I’m still trying to make sense of all what I just sighted, Miles,” said Saul, still dumb-founded with everything. “What the hell was all that about?”
 “Well, what do you think it was about?” his friend threw the question back at him nonchalantly. “Errol made a bet with Tibbs saying he could beat him at poker. The bet was if Errol won, he’d get Tibbs’ ride, but if it went the other way, Tibbs would get to fuck his woman. And as you saw for yourself, Tibbs won. The rest is history.”
 “And Errol went with it, just like that? Edith did, too?”
 “Hell yeah, they both went with it. It was a bet after all, wasn’t it? I know you had as much fun watching. So too did the fellas. Though just keep what you saw under your hat, okay. I don’t think your woman would approve hearing about it.”
 They were slowly walking back towards the front of the main house.
 “Did you cum while you were watching?” Miles shot the question at him. Saul couldn’t help but blush; miles once again rocked with laughter. “Nothing to be ashamed of, Saul. A lot of times when Tibbs is fucking Lana upstairs, I cum in my hands too.”
 Saul stopped his friend, the look of shock back on his face. “Did you just say you let that black guy, Tibbs, to fuck Lana?”
 “Sure,” said Miles. “Not once, and certainly not twice either. Even thought by now you’d know about it.”
 “No, Miles, I never knew about you and Lana and Tibbs.”
 His friend shrugged. “Oh well, that’s probably my mistake. I’ve been wanting to tell you about it for months but it kept skipping my mind. Even Lana too wanted to let you and Jessie in on it, but I kept telling her I would start with you first. Then came that vacation trip of ours, and I just about forgot about it. Today seemed like the perfect day to break you in on it, and I’m happy you liked the show. The rest of the fellas certainly did.”
 “It’s not the first time you’ve involved them in such?”
 Miles shook his head. “A lot of them though are still fidgety about it. They want to get involved in it, but just don’t know how. They’re afraid of who might know; pussies is what I call them.”
 Saul wanted to ask him more but figured now wasn’t the time. They walked up the short flight of stairs to the front of the house and went in to join the on-going party inside.
 ***
 Saul and Jessie took their leave half an hour later. Jessie was a little smashed and had to depend on Saul to lead her home. His mind went back to the image of Errol leading his wife away from the B.Q., and couldn’t stop imagining if that had been Jessie if he would be carrying her home just as he was right now. They crossed the street and looked across at Errol’s compound. Though the living room lights were off, the light in their bedroom was on. He would have given anything to be up there right now to know what they’re both up to.
 They got to their house and Jessie was leaning against him caressing his cheek and nibbling on his ear lobe and laughing crazily while he reached into his pocket for his bunch of keys and found the one that unlocked the front door and together they almost fell inside. He turned around to lock the door but even then found it difficult as Jessie was now pelting him with kisses. She moaned into his ear as she pinned him against the door, her hand grasped his crotch.
 “I’m so fucking horny right now,” she slid her tongue between his lips and kissed him. “Take that cock out and fuck me with it, boy!”
 The image of what he’d seen at Miles’ B.Q., replayed in his mind, along with that of the Tongue Patrol movie he’d watched earlier in the day as he spurn his wife and pressed her against the wall beside the stairwell. Jessie took down her panties and stuck her butt out against him while Saul fidgeted with shaking hands at unzipping his jeans to whip his hard cock out. He pressed himself against her as he tucked the head of his prick between the fleshy mounds of her buttocks and squeezed it through. Jessie gave a gasping cry as she felt his cock burrow between her tight cunt and enter her. Her hands were still grabbing at the wall while her husband pressed against her and began slamming her against it. They didn’t feel comfortable so she came off the wall and bent forward to hold onto the stairwell. Saul held her waistline with one hand while the other struggled to loosen his belt and top button of his jeans. His body shook all over from the excitement he was caught in. when finally he freed his jeans, he let it all fall down to his thighs and as well pushed his briefs downward too to get as much freedom that he wanted; he pushed his glasses back up his nose as sweat dotted on his face. Jessie was moaning at him.
 “Gimme that cock, Saul!” his wife screeched. “Don’t stop fucking me till I tell you to!”
 Both hands now at her waistline, Saul grunted successively as he went on pounding his wife from behind. He grabbed at her skirt and pushed it up to her waist. His hand went towards the wall and finding the light switch flicked it on and groaned with excitement at the sight of his wife’s round buttocks staring back at him. The picture of Errol’s wife’s ass came back at him and that spurred him towards hammering her harder than he ever thought he could. Jessie now was moaning like crazy. She reached for the balustrade and held onto it while her husband went on punishing her from behind; she pushed down her cut-out top to caress her tits. Saul had to stop for a moment to catch his breath, felt his wife push her buttocks against his prick, not wanting him to stop at all. She reached behind and slapped his thigh when she thought he was taking too long a break.
 “Come on, white boy!” she practically snarled at him. “You going to fuck this bitch’s pussy or what?”
 Random thoughts immediately flew at Saul’s mind: white boy ... bitch ... when did Jessie learn to curse like a whore?
 But that all melted away as his eyes fell back on her butt cheeks and once again the image of the black man called Tibbs fucking Errol’s wife, Edith, played before his eyes and he resumed fucking his wife again, although not as hard as when he began. He ran his hands over her body; the texture of her skin sent back shockwaves of electricity back at him. God, how he so much loved this woman!
 He was still fucking her hard, banging against her with renewed fury, when he felt himself about to cum. He was breathing through his mouth by now and he head fell back and he was staring up at the ceiling and groaning aloud to himself. What happened next, Saul wouldn’t know if it was out of his own making or Jessie’s. At the right moment when he was near firing his trigger, his cock slipped out of his wife and Jessie turned around and fell to her knees before him and took his cock into her mouth and started stroking his shaft for him. Saul couldn’t believe the action as it happened almost like back at Miles’ B.Q., and he let himself go with the tide flood that poured out of his cock and shot right into his wife’s mouth. Jessie gulped his cum as much as she could, some of it spilled off the side of her mouth. Saul shook as if an earthquake was happening right under his feet and had to hold onto the wall beside him to steady himself while his wife went on sucking and stroking his prick of every juicy cum he had to give her.
 Jessie still had her mouth stuck with his prick even as gradually it shrank in her mouth. He looked at her, wished he could take a snapshot of this moment with his cock still in her mouth and just savour it always. Jessie gave his cock a last kiss before letting him go the started licking up the bits of his cum that had spilled on her cheek, smiling at him.
 “I can’t tell you how hot I’ve been for you all evening,” she murmured as she licked his cum off her finger.
 Saul came and sat beside her on the stairwell, his breathing gradually returning to normal. “Why didn’t you mention that earlier? We could have had ourselves a quickie before we left for the party.”
 “I could have. I almost wanted to, except then we’d probably have had more than a quickie and not made it to the party anymore.”
 Saul considered it. “Yeah, that’s possible. You were looking too sexy tonight.”
 “Thank you for noticing,” she reclined her head against his shoulder. “Now how about we take things upstairs and see if we can continue from where we left off.”
 “You just read my mind,” Saul grinned.
 He clumsily struggled up to his feet, laughed at himself that this was the first time he’d ever fucked his wife while still in his clothes. He nearly tripped on himself and grumpily kicked off his shoes and pushed his jeans and his jockey briefs off his legs. Jessie couldn’t help but laugh. She too pushed down her skirt and panties off her legs and draping their clothes over their shoulders they held hands around their waistline and went up the stairs. Saul reached his hand downward and grasped at his wife’s bottom.
 They were both giggling and laughing as they opened the door to their bedroom. Jessie turned on the lights and they both fought their way out of their clothes. Saul stood ready, stroking his cock back to full erection. His wife came and jumped into his arms, kissing him, and together they fell on the bed, both making crazy laughter. They were like teenagers sexing for the first time.
 Jessie took his glasses off his face and let it fall off the bed. “You’re not going to be needing this where you’re going, cowboy,” she winked at him.
 Saul turned her over and came down on the bed and buried his nose into her quivering pussy. Jessie held her legs up high and pressed his head down. Her lower body shook as she whimpered from his tongue’s workout.
 “That’s it, white boy,” she murmured as she sucked in her breath. “Suck this bitch’s pussy! Aauugghhhh ... don’t stop, honey!”
 For the next ten minutes as he made her cum with his tongue, Saul didn’t think about stopping at all. Still in his mind’s eye ran scene by scene of the Tongue Patrol movie ... of Tibbs fucking Edith ...
 Except in place of Edith, it was his wife the black man was fucking. He was still replaying this image in his mind when minutes later Jessie’s pussy exploded on his face with her cumming. It was then that he stood up and came up on the bed to give her a taste of his prick once again.
 ***
 Saul probably would have kept on being in bed if it hadn’t been for the sound of the front door bell sounding off repeatedly. He blinked his eyes awake and looked all around him as if thinking he’d woken up in another man’s bedroom. He turned his head to the side and felt reassured when he saw Jessie’s face turned towards his, still asleep. The door bell sounded once again. He muttered something indecipherable to himself as he struggled to get up from the bed, picked up his robe and wore it on. He searched for his bedroom slippers and hobbled around to his wife’s side of the bed to pick up his glasses and wear them on before heading towards the door.
 Again came the sound of the bell ringing; if it kept on like this Jessie too would be coming awake wondering whom it was this Saturday morning.
 “Alright, alright, I’m coming!” Saul hollered as he trooped down the stairs, past his pair of shoes and went to unlocked the front door.
 It was a Fed Ex man standing there holding a white box package for him. The man smiled at him and they shook hands.
 “Good morning,” said the Fed Ex man. “I’m here with a package for a Mr. Saul Mellors.”
 “Yes, I’m Mellors,” Saul adjusted his glasses on his nose.
 “If you’ll just sign here sir,” the man presented him with a clipboard and a pen. Saul signed where the man indicated at and then the man gave him the white box package, said good morning to him once again then turned and walked down his driveway towards his waiting Federal Express van.
 Saul stood there and watched the van start up then pull away from his sidewalk, holding the package in his hand. He turned it over and he just about gasped when he turned it over and saw the Tongue Patrol address written on the side. He withdrew back into his house and locked the front door.
 “Honey, who was that?” his wife’s voice sounded from upstairs, nearly startling him.
 Saul looked up the stairs and said: “No one important, honey. Just some kid from down the street selling cookies. Go on back to bed.”
 When he didn’t hear more from her, he took it that she’d taken his advice and sauntered into the living room.
 He went into the small room off the side of the living room which served as his library. He sat on his swivel chair and placed the box on the table, pushing the keyboard of his desktop computer to the side. He looked into the side drawers till he found what he was looking for - a Swiss Army knife. He used it in cutting through the box’s seal and when he’d opened it, delved his hand inside and unearthed three similar DVDs, these ones had colourful titles: TP MY HOT WIFE® Vol. 2; ANOTHA TP GANGBANG® #13 ; YOUR WIFE, MY BITCH!® #4. And their front covers too were just as capturing as they were captivating like any porn DVD flick would look. Saul felt his cock nodding in agreement.
 He stopped first and listened in case Jessie decided now the best time to troop downstairs. Not hearing anything, he threw the DVDs inside the bottom drawer but removed the disc from the gangbang episode and locked the other ones in the drawer and hid the package box beside his desk. He booted on his computer and when it came up, inserted the disc inside the movie slot and once again checked to make sure Jessie wasn’t lurking around. He pressed the PLAY button and reduced the volume just as the movie came up; his heart was beating frantically inside his chest.
 The picture came on and as the title came up, so too did the credits. Saul read out the wives’ names - there were five of them in the flick; the brothers were seven. Each scene came with a plot line: first wife was a pregnant slut who had just moved into a new house with her husband. They called up a moving company and four black men were busy moving their things into the house with the hubby ordering them around like a lord of the manor. The black men revolted, pissed at husband’s high-handedness and tied him up and stripped him naked and sat him down to watch as they had their way with his wife. The wife tried fighting them off but as the scene went on, she began enjoying what the brothers were doing to her and began fucking them in return. Each of them took her every which way: fucked her pussy and anus and then DP’ed her too before each then came inside her cunt.
 Saul watched the movie clip with one hand on the cursor and the other squeezing his crotch. His ears were attentive to any foreign sound that could only belong to his wife. He kept fast-forwarding the scene, arriving at the end sooner than expected. He allowed himself to breeze through the second scene - a wife and her husband are in a bar celebrating. Seated at a corner are three black men watching them. Somehow the husband decides on a game of snooker and the brothers wager a large bet. The hubby loses the game, can’t come up with the amount, and decides instead to stake his wife. The brother clear the snooker board and have fun screwing the wife each way to Sunday, and like the former scene, they all cum inside the woman’s pussy and drag the husband over to lick their cum off her cunt and then their cucks too. Saul didn’t believe he was salivating from watching the husband being ridiculed and probably would have continued watching the disc hadn’t he heard Jessie calling out his name.
 A few seconds was all it took for him to close the video, eject the disc and then shut down the system. He got up from the chair and had just hidden the disc inside his robe pocket when Jessie appeared in the living room doorway; she was holding his shoes from last night in her hands.
 “There you are. Morning, honey. Was wondering when you were going to put these away,” she said.
 “Oh, I was going to,” he came over and kissed her. “Just needed to check on something online first.” He took his shoes from her. “Did you have a lovely sleep?”
 “Did I?” she smiled and gave him a lingering kiss. “You were like an animal last night. I was even wondering what got you all fired up that way.”
 He laughed. “Nobody but you, my love. You should know that by now.”
 “I wish we could be fucking like that every night,” she mused as they went out of the living room and in the direction of the kitchen.
 “Oh, you would. I even have to ask you since when you started mouthing off the way you did last night.”
 She turned to look at him. “Really? Was I mouthing off?”
 “Not mouthing off, per say. But the words that came flying out of your mouth, sounded like stuff a two-Dollar hooker would say. It took me by surprise.”
 “I’m glad it did. That’s what we hookers are good for,” she added.
 Saul sat by the table while she filled a kettle with water and set it on the stove to heat up and went about fixing them breakfast. Bright sunlight streamed through the right window. From here they had a good view of the Micklen’s compound though couldn’t tell what was happening there. Hard to tell if Ralph was indoors or had once again left his wife, Ashley home alone with their little baby; how she spent her time all alone with herself in that house Saul couldn’t understand. He excused himself and went out to the front door to get the newspaper lying beside his doorstep. He stepped back into the house and tip-toed into his library to return the disc in his robe pocket back into the drawer and locked it up then returned to the kitchen where a hot cup of coffee awaited him.
 “Got you got planned for today?” Jessie asked him as she blew into her cup of herbal tea before taking a sip of it.
 “Don’t know right now,” he scratched an itch off his nose at the same time pushed his glasses up his nose. “Maybe look around the house and see if there’s something that needs fixing. Later surf the ‘net and see if I’ve gotten any responses in my mail box.”
 He stopped in his tracks as the image of the Tongue Patrol form that he’d gotten yesterday came to his mind. He’d been wondering if to open up to Jessie about it, but thought it wise he wait till after the interview on Monday. No use screaming about it now when he knew less about what his job is meant to be about. It still preyed on his mind to wonder how such a company ever thought about getting in touch with him and sending him all such outrageous packages when he never could recall ever sending his resume off to them much less heard about them before. That was another thing he very much had to do today whenever Jessie was out of the house: he would go online and try to read up more about them. Obviously they were into sex, he got that part easily, but he would be damned if they needed him to act in any of their movies. He wouldn’t mind giving them his neighbour Miles’ phone number if ever that’s what they have in mind.
 “Honey, you know I like nothing but to get you out of the house every now and then,” his wife said to him. “It hurts me seeing you getting coped indoors much of the time. You need to get yourself some sun.”
 “I know that, darling. It’s only for a short period. Something’s bound to turn up soon.”
 “I know something will,” she said, still unmindful of his optimism. “I know that soon things are going to change for you. I just don’t want to see you being weighted down all the time. Why don’t you go across the street and pay your friend Miles a visit. He’d probably be surprised to see you after last night’s party.”
 “Oh yeah, last night,” Saul said to himself as he brought his coffee to his lips and drank from it. He still carried in his head event of last night at his neighbour’s B.Q. He wondered how Errol would be taking things thing morning. “Yeah, maybe you’re right. I should pay him a visit this morning.”
 Saul decided he would do just that.
 More than an hour later he’d showered and waited for his wife to head over to the Micklen compound, after which he’d hurriedly ran through the second Tongue Patrol DVD disc before locking up and heading for the front door. He stood by his driveway and looked across and there was his neighbour, Miles, conversing with the woman who’d just moved into their street, Roberta. He made like he was picking dead leaves off his driveway when he looked up and saw her head back to her house which was next door to Miles; she looked at his direction and smiled and waved at Saul. He returned her wave back with one of his.
 Miles was expecting him as he crossed the street to approach his compound. They met at Miles’ driveway and shook hands and said good morning to each other.
 “You ran into the new neighbour too?” Miles asked him as both of them stared at Roberta as she walked down the street and turned into her compound. She was wearing a tank top and joggers pants that brought out her figure as both men stood there admiring her frame.
 “Oh, yeah. She came by knocking at door yesterday after I’d left you and Lana at the supermarket. You and her talk much?”
 “Nah. Just said she’s the new neighbour and wanted to introduce herself. For a divorced woman, she looks pretty hot.”
 “Wonder what her former man did to make them split,” he mused.
 “That’s easy,” Miles sniggered. “He probably wasn’t fucking her right.”
 Saul looked at his friend, sharing his laughter. “You’ve got a real dirty mind, Miles.”
 “You’d better believe it. Let’s hope she’s the friendly sort. I’d like to invite her over to our next party and hopefully introduce Tibbs to her.”
 Saul had nothing to say to that. His mind went to that job form. He had before leaving the house giving it a look-over, having filled it. He couldn’t wait for Monday to arrive to know what lay waiting for him.



 Chapter Four
 Monday. 05:50 a.m.
 The alarm clock sounded almost immediately. As if he’d been waiting all night for this moment to arrive, Saul shot his hand out and silenced the clock before its shrill noise could go any further. He sat up on the bed and yawned at the same time rubbed at his blurry eyes before reaching for his glasses on the cabinet table next to where he lay; behind him, Jessie went on with her sonorous breathing. It wasn’t yet time for him to come awake, he knew that - his appointed meeting with the Tongue Patrol company wasn’t scheduled till ten o’clock that morning. Still his body was so wired all through yesterday he had waited so long for this expectant day to arrive.
 Now he was awake, he somehow lacked the strength to pull himself up from bed. Some minutes later he got up, put on his glasses, and wore on his slippers and quietly left the bedroom and shuffled downstairs into his library. Everything was quiet around him; dawn was appearing outside the windows. He opened his bottom drawer and fished out the Tongue Patrol DVDs and returned to the living room and slotted one of the discs into the DVD machine and sat on the centre table to watch. The volume was tuned low and he glanced at his watch repeatedly to check the hour running along. He was still in his pyjamas. He pulled his pants down his thighs as his erection grew and while he watched what the movie showed him, he proceeded to jerk off...
 ***
 09:25 a.m.
 Saul wore one of his favourite suits and sat in the secretary’s office while waiting for his appointment schedule to begin; he would be the third person waiting to see the main man who owned the establishment.
 He had been here more than an hour now. They had been expecting him. There had been a preliminary job interview - he had gotten the gist of what it was they wanted him to do, although it sounded quite ludicrous and buffoonery and had to hold himself from forcing the hint of laughter to escape his mouth - as a Tongue Patrol sales rep. One of a handful of men designated to sell the Tongue Patrol name and intentions to wannabe household clients and future customers. Saul hadn’t been the only one there for the interview, as if that was something he could be grateful about. There had been twelve of them in the interview room, all white male, age ranging from mid-twenties to one bloke who was in his early-fifties. They’d each shaken hands and murmured sheepish greetings as if neither could believe they were actually here for the same thing. Then the interview lesson had begun when a black man in a pin-striped suit appeared before them and explained to them what their purpose was for:
 “We live in a global economy, gentlemen,” the man espoused like a college lecturer. “Our company is expanding towards meeting goals unprecedented in the adult entertainment industry. We would like to gain a foothold in a vital area where most fear to tread, and that’s where you all come in. you gentlemen are going to spread further the name of our company towards would-be couples out there, most of whom have never heard of us, and see about marketing our line of work to meet their suitable needs.”
 The pin-striped suited black man had played them a recorded video of just what sort of marketing they were all meant to be involved in. The video portrayed as much erotic interracial images of black men coupling with white women as the adult DVDs Saul had locked in his library drawer. He stole side glances towards the other men in the room with him and wasn’t surprised to see several of them fidgeting as they pretended to keep a straight intuitive face while listening to the black man’s lecture regarding the slow, prosperous growth of interracial activities in the adult industry and how the Tongue Patrol establishment has been at the forefront of things happening. The black man lectured onward like a college professor delivering a thesis as if not minding the erotic images he presented to them. When finished, they broke for an early lunch and now came the time each of them was called upon to have a word with the company CEO.
 The secretary turned to him and said, “Mr. D’soul will see you now, sir.” She left her table and came to open the CEO’s office door for him. Saul thanked her as he stepped inside and she closed the door behind him.
 The black man stood behind his wide desk and approached Saul and shook his hand. He was thick-set and like Saul a pair of glasses rested above his nose. Handsome and debonair with a smooth tailored suit to match. One look at him and Saul knew he was staring at new money; he reminded himself to do a little research on him once he got back home.
 “Mr. Mellors,” the CEO smiled at him and spoke in a slow winding voice that sounded like knife cutting through silk. “It’s a pleasure meeting you. My name is Damien Dsoul.”
 “The honour is mine, sir, and a pleasure meeting you.”
 They shook hands and appraised each other for a few seconds before the man then led him to a chair. Saul recognised the formality behind the meeting and sat upright as the black man who’s about to be his boss returned to his chair behind his desk.
 “I know you might think I’m about to repeat the same line of speech I’ve already given to your other colleagues,” the CEO said as he relaxed in his chair. “It might sound the same, I’ll admit that, but the words probably aren’t. First thing, I’d like to welcome your joining our little establishment here. Yes, we’re little compared to the major porn companies down in the west coast, but we like it that way. It makes us feel more like a hardworking unit. I know the job might seem a little off-beat, especially when you were down there at the lecture room. But believe me, it’s something that will grow on you once you start. My secretary, Mrs. Brownstone, will fill you and your colleagues in on the details regarding your salaried structure payments. Once again, I’d like to bid you a humble welcome to our working environment.”
 “Thank you, sir. I feel honoured and delighted already to being a part of it. Whatever it takes, I promise to do my best.”
 “I’m sure you will, Mr. Mellors. Definitely, I’m sure you will.” He rose from his chair and Saul got up and they shook hands once again as he escorted him towards his door. “Once again, I’m happy having you on board,” Damien Dsoul smiled at him before ushering him out of his office.
 Two hours later, Saul was in his car driving back home, feeling elated about everything that had happened since morning. He’d never been this elated in a long time, not since he lost his former job. On his passenger seat lay a folder that contained his work documents and report portfolios. He would read through them once he returned home, but already, after meeting with the secretary, he and the others had gotten the gist of what their job entailed as well as the salaried figure and bonus which came with the job. It was far better than what he had earned at his former job and still he wondered if everything was all real of whether he was stuck in some Twilight Zone TV episode. The same surprised look that had been on his face as well had been on his other fellow sales rep colleagues’ faces, all looking and in their minds speaking the same thing, that this was a dream come through.
 He got to a red light and thought of Jessie. He had to call her; he wondered how he was ever going to explain everything to her not when she was still clueless about everything so far. That made him pause to think. How would she take the sight of what his job - to ensnare white couples towards having sex with Tongue Patrol black men! How was he ever going to explain that to her? First thing she’d think is that he was crazy. No, best she remain in the dark ... for now.
 The red light went off and the traffic began to move.
 ***
 Where to start from?
 It was past noon. Saul sat in the living room with his shirt partly opened and his shirt folded up to his elbows with the contents of his new-found job laid out on the centre table before him. He had read through every piece of document contained in the portfolio over and over, familiarising himself with every intricacy that was required to succeed with the job. The way it was laid out, they, the sales reps, each had a chosen sector to cover. The sector could be any designated neighbourhood of the city starting from their immediate familiar vicinity, and they each earned points based on how many couples or white women they managed to convert to the Tongue Patrol male fantasy subscription. It sounded crazy and simple. Even he couldn’t still let it all sink into his head that there were actually women and couples out there who subscribed to such. Right, that couples wanted such was one thing. The main question now was where and how to begin: with whom would he start with?
 Saul dropped got up and went into his kitchen to make himself a cup of coffee.
 He was washing some dishes in the sink while he waited for his kettle to heat up when he saw something out the right corner of his eye. He looked out his window at the direction of the Tangier’s home and saw Errol walking through the grassy pathway that led between their compound, past the picket fence they shared. Saul quickly dried his hands and opened the back door as his neighbour approached. He was wondering if Errol’s visit had anything to do with what had been done to his wife the past weekend and was hopping he wasn’t coming over to give him any hassle over it. But the opposite was the case as his neighbour stepped into his kitchen and they shook hands and exchanged pleasantries.
 “How’re you doing, Saul?” Errol slapped his arm. “I dropped by your place earlier in the morning but got no answer.”
 “Yeah, I had this job interview. Crazy sort of thing. Here, care for a cup of coffee? I was about getting myself one.”
 “Yeah, I sure wouldn’t mind.”
 Saul took the kettle off from the stove and took out the box of Nescafe from a cabinet and fixed them both two cups of coffee. They drank to their health and Saul leaned with his back against the counter wondering whatever might have brought his neighbour over to see him. Errol too seemed somewhat unsteady with whatever he had weighting on his mind.
 “That party at Miles’ place last weekend sure was wild, wasn’t it?” he grinned sheepishly at Saul.
 “Yeah, it really was. That’s how Miles likes doing his things.”
 A couple seconds of silence and then: “Anyway ... I came to see you about what happened that night at the back ... the black guy that screwed Edith-”
 Saul stepped in, “Look, hold on there, Errol. Before you go any further-”
 “No, no, don’t get all heated up about it, Saul. It’s alright.” That seemed to calm Saul down as he drank his coffee. “I reckoned you and the boys got all excited and heated up when you watched her getting fucked that way.”
 Saul nodded, feeling relieved. “As a matter of fact, yes, we all were. I never thought I’d get to see something like that happen.”
 “Yeah, I get the feeling too. Especially later that night when I brought her back home.” He laughed. “I was so horny, I just about ripped her clothes off her and fucked her there on our bed. I wish I could relieve that night over and over again.”
 “How did Edith feel about it?”
 His neighbour shrugged. “How would she feel? She already had been a slut before we met and got married. Back during her stripper days, she told me she had long list of black guys all wanting to fuck her. She used to tell me how they’d gangbang her ass and all of them would cum all over her. It used to get me all heated up and excited. I always wanted her to go back to it, you know, dating black guys, but she always said she wouldn’t. Said that was in the past and didn’t want to go through it again. My feeling was she was scared me seeing her getting fucked might hurt my feelings about her, whereas the opposite was the case. That was why I told Miles to arrange it with that black friend of his, Tibbs that night.”
 Saul looked at his neighbour with wide set of eyes. “What? You’re saying that whole card game was nothing but an act?”
 Errol grinned at him from where he sat. “You didn’t arrive at the party earlier and you’d have thought we were actually going to fight it out. It was how Miles directed it to be: Tibbs came and made a pass at Edith and I came over and pushed him aside. We did some bickering, and then Miles stepped in and said how about we made it out like men. He brought the idea of the card game, included some of the other fellows so it’d looked real. I made myself lose, the rest went as it should.”
 “Edith, she never knew about it?”
 “She didn’t at first, but I got to lay it out to her afterwards. She couldn’t believe I’d tricked her into such. But we did have make-up sex afterwards.”
 Saul shook head with stunned amazement at his friend’s audacious smartness. It looked so much like a fantasy. And then the thought clicked in his head.
 “Tell me something, Errol. Say you’d love to get her gangbanged? Maybe by a group of black men. Would that really be thrilling for you?”
 Errol looked at him earnestly. “Are you serious?”
 “I am,” Saul nodded. “Say I was able to arrange for some black men to come by your place and fuck her like you want to see her get fucked, would you like for that to happen? Really, all you have to do is say the words.”
 Errol was hanging to his every word. “Yes, Saul. I’d really like for something like that to happen to her. It’s been a fantasy of mine to watch her get turned to a black cock slut once more. I know she’d love it too, now that she’s tasted what Tibbs’ cock felt like. You seriously sure you can make this happen?”
 “Trust me when I say I can.” Saul’s heart was racing too as he said it. He couldn’t believe he was actually about to welcome his neighbour and friend into his new-found work. “Come here with me, I’d like you to fill a form up for me.”
 He took his friend’s coffee cup and dumped it along with his into the sink then led him into the living room where he had his sales rep documents waiting for him.
 ***
 What happened came about two days later. A furniture-moving truck drove into the Tangier’s driveway and came to a stop less than five feet from Edith’s Benz. The sound of the truck breaking in her compound brought her outside as she was surprised to see what such was doing in her compound let alone the three black men who alighted down from it and proceeded to carry out something bulky from the back section. She was dressed in a cream blouse and matching skirt, having just returned home from being with a friend.
 “Excuse me,” she said to one of the men lifting the bulky stuff towards her front door. There was a tarp covering whatever it was they were lifting so she couldn’t tell what it was. The driver of the truck came over to meet with her, taking his hat off his head. He was a tall black man with a bald head, though he appeared to be somewhere in his early to mid-thirties. He grinned at her as he came to a stop before her, holding a clipboard in his hand. He and his two colleagues both wore grey coveralls.
 “Excuse me, but ... who are you people? And what is this you’re bringing into my home?”
 “Hello, ma’am,” the bald-headed man smiled at her, holding up the clipboard. “My name’s Booker, and we’re with the Southside Moving company. It says here your husband purchased some recent furniture which is what we’re bringing here for him. Would you know if he’s around?”
 “No, my husband isn’t here,” she said. “Are you sure about this - my husband never mentioned anything to me about buying any furniture.”
 “It says so right here, ma’am. Here, take a look for yourself.”
 Booker presented her with the manifest on the clipboard. Edith was looking at it, unaware that the other two black men - Jones and Curtis - had dropped the item they’d been lifting and both men came at her from behind. Edith gave a sudden cry as she felt herself suddenly lifted off her feet. Booker, as if well prepared for some movement, took hold of her legs and together he and Jones carted her into the house while Curtis dragged in the item they had been lifting into the house and closed the door and locked it.
 Edith was struggling to be free, screaming even though the men wrapped a hand around her mouth and snapped at her to be quiet or else. She was shaking and mumbling under her breath as they carried her up the stairs and into the master bedroom.
 The closet door cracked an inch open and the man hiding inside with a camcorder in his hands watched with mute excitement at the sight of the men bringing in the woman and dumping her on the bed. One of them - Jones - held her arms down with his colleagues hurriedly unzipped their coveralls and stood there in their briefs with their erection sticking out. The fear that came upon Edith was genuine as she feared she was about to be raped.
 “Please ... please ... don’t rape ... don’t rape me, please,” she cried.
 The three black men gazed down at her and erupted with laughter. Two of them began undoing the buttons of her jacket while the other still held her down from struggling.
 “We ain’t here to rape you, bitch!” spat Curtis. “Just here to get some fun with your white ass.”
 One of the men pushed her cotton panties to the side, enough for one of his colleague to investigate the three day growth of pubic hair starting to grow like freshly cut grass around her crotch. The man sucked air through his teeth as he held her leg apart and licked two of his fingers and slid them into her coochie. Edith howled from the mistreatment and kept struggling to be free from their grasp but that was impossible. The other brother too dipped his finger into her cunt. Now there were three fingers fucking her silly and though she was gasping, her body too was responding to their treatment. The one who now held her arms, Booker, took a cloth and wrapped it around her arms and tied the other end at the bed’s head post.
 “You’d best shut that trap of yours up, bitch!” he growled at her. “Least you get me and my boys here upset.”
 Edith knew she was beat, that nothing was going to stop the three men from having their way with her. She was still whimpering with fright as Curtis pulled her skirt and panties off her legs, leaving her lower body naked except for the pantyhose she had on. He lay on his face and pressed his lips on her cunt’s open lips. She beat her legs like a mad drum on the bed but Booker and Jones now held up her legs, making it impossible to fight the madness that was now consuming her. Edith thought she was still screaming aloud, except the words escaping her lips didn’t sound anywhere close to being screams at all. Instead they sounded more like she was having moaning fits. Her ass lifted up from the bed and Curtis dug into her, drilling his tongue in and out of her copious wet pussy. It sent back shards of stabbing delight back at her. She was now beating her head from side to side, panting like a bitch in wanton heat.
 “Oh, she’s a horny slut,” murmured Curtis while his finger kept probing her cunt, going either way and out while Jones pinched the tip of her labia lips together, getting her further excited with the rush of lust and wanton elation that now overshadowed her.
 “Yeah, the bitch just couldn’t wait to meet three brothers, could she,” Jones crackled.
 “Alright bitch,” said Booker, who held the thick end of his shaft against her face; pre-cum dripped down on her cheek. “Let’s see you open those pretty lips of yours and take this dick! And you’d better not think of biting me.”
 Errol was in the dark confines of the bed room closet with the lens of his video camera aimed at what was happening on the bed. One of the men stood next to his wife’s head, rudely thrusting his cock into her mouth. From where he hid, he easily caught the sound of her muffled, coughing grunts. The other was eating out her pussy while his partner stood at her other side stroking his dick. Soon the one who’d had his head down her crotch stood up and Errol watched with mounting excitement as he introduced his cock into his wife’s pussy and started thrusting his waistline into her. The men pulled her into the centre of the bed and the one fucking her kept on pounding away while his brothers watched. They laughed and joust their buddy and hi-fived each other while he kept on driving his pounder between the white woman’s legs which they held open for her. Errol listened in on their conversation, loved how it made him stroke his cock more.
 “How that pussy feel like, brother?”
 “Awhh men! Feel’s fucking good!”
 “I’ll bet it’s tight too!”
 A round of snigger filled the room; Edith’s voice kept rising and falling.
 “The bitch’s pussy’s just gettin’ warmed up!”
 “A’ight man! My turn to call tag.”
 Curtis pulled his cock out of Edith and just before Booker took his turn between her legs, Errol caught the wide pink openness of his wife’s cunt and marvelled at what the black men were going to do to her between now and when they were done. He quickly checked his camcorder, saw that the battery was enough to last one more hour before calling it quits. He returned to filming the event just as the black bull called Booker now blocked the view between his wife’s legs.
 Edith was stroking the other men’s cock and had her mouth busy sucking on one when she gazed downward and caught sight of the massive round head of his cock as he aimed it at her pussy’s entrance. Edith was about to call out, saying she didn’t think she could take his monster cock, but too late. Booker buried the head of his prick inside her and for a moment Edith felt like she’s just been shot with a surge of electricity. Her body jumped from where it lay on the bed as she howled as further and further Booker thrust inches of his shaft inside her. Edith was screaming and beating her head against the pillow as a roaring climax ran through her body. Her body went taut and shot from the bed as Booker buried the full length of his shaft all the way inside her. Edith gave a screeching groan before collapsing back on the bed. The brothers produced a howl of laughter as their buddy leaned forward and stroked his cock in and out of her cunt.
 By the time Booker’s friend Jones called tag, Edith had lost count as to how many orgasms she had gotten in just a short period of time. Stars were still exploding before her eyes like fireworks when Jones turned her over and slipped into her from behind. Curtis opened her mouth and expanded it with his cock. For the next thirty minutes the three black men tossed and turned Edith and passed her around back and forth like she was nothing but a sex doll for their amusement. They laughed as each of them ended up shooting their load of cum inside her cunt as well as on her face and over her buttocks. Edith screamed at them not to cum inside her but her cries went unheeded. Even Errol was lost in fright at the sight of the men dumping their load inside her. This was double the sight of what had occurred the previous weekend when he’d let Tibbs win over his wife. Though the fright lasted only a brief moment. He kept wishing to come out of the closet to clean his wife’s pussy up.
 Edith too was just as well enjoying the bout of fucking the men were giving her. It seemed to be going on for a long time and she was surprised when she glanced out the window once as Booker pulled back on her hair while he hammered into her from behind that it was still daylight. It felt as if the men had been fucking her for nearly half the day.
 Errol had long switched off his camera and had jerked off twice while snuggled inside the closet and was right now watching the black man named Jones once more flexing his ass muscles as he sank his prick harder and harder into his wife’s cunt. Errol went on gasping and stroking his now limp prick as he watched Jones pound his darling wife’s pussy to submission and then he too groaned as he exploded inside her pussy. Jones rolled off her, gasping in line with her. Both his buddies sat at the edge of the bed, they too exhausted from the near endless bout of fucking they’d been giving to the horny wife.
 Booker got up from the bed and to Errol’s horror he watched as Booker approached the closet door behind which he hid. What the hell was the fool about to do?
 Booker turned to Edith who lay weak and tired on the bed. “Hey, bitch. We’ve got a surprise here for you. Say, ‘Open Sesame!’” he pulled the closet door open grabbed Errol’s arm and pulled him out of the closet and into the room. “Look at who’s been hiding in here and taking pictures of your slut self,” he laughed.
 Edith sat up on the bed and a look of shock and surprise and fear lit her face as she saw her husband standing there naked, holding a camcorder in his hand.
 “Errol!” she looked at him dumbfounded. “What are you doing in there?”
 Jones and Curtis joined in laughing at Errol’s naked self, most especially at the sight of his limp cock still dripping semen over his hairy thigh. To say that Errol was embarrassed by the outing was the least he felt. Right there and then, with the way his wife looked at him and then three black men laughing at his predicament, he wished for the earth to open for him to fall in. And yet, a tiny part of him seemed to derive joy at the outing. He felt a slight kick in his prick; it was a sure sign that he was excited by what was happening right now.
 “Hiya, Edith,” he muttered while his cheeks flushed at the sound of laughter that was around him.
 “My God ... Errol ... you’ve been here all this time?”
 He nodded. “I ... I arranged it.”
 Edith’s eyes widened as he admitted this. “You arranged for these men ... to screw me? You did all of this?”
 “Oh yeah, bitch,” answered Booker. “Your hubby here was the one who organised this meeting. Told you how much of a slut you’ve been and how you got fucked last weekend by some other bull. Well, it’s our turn now, and we ain’t leaving not till we’ve given back our money’s worth.”
 “Alright, white boi,” said Jones, getting up from the bed and pushing Errol forward towards the bed. “You’ve been watching us fuck this broad all hour. It’s now time for your part of the bargain.”
 Errol looked at them with twitching fear, unable to comprehend what they meant. As if to make emphasis, Jones slapped the back of his head and pushed him to get on the bed before his wife’s open legs.
 “Get on there and start eating up your wife’s pussy, white boi. We ain’t here playing!”
 “Hell no we ain’t!” said Curtis. He came to the side of the bed and pulled Edith’s head towards his prick. Edith opened her mouth and took his cock without any sign of a struggle.
 Errol lay flat on the bed, his hands wrapped around his wife’s thighs as he leaned his face closer towards her swollen pussy. He took in the sweet, sour fragrance of cum and pussy juice dripping out of her wet pink cunt and lapped his tongue over her swollen labia once, then twice, before then burying his nose all the way into her cunt. One of the black man forced his face further downward on her pussy, ordering him to lick up every trace of semen that was in there. Errol did exactly as he was told to do. In a way he was smiling to himself.



 Chapter Five
 Saul felt rapturous when he got the news on his phone sometime around six in the evening from one of the Tongue Patrol men who’d gone to service his neighbour’s wife of their accomplishment. Although he was a bit alarmed when he heard of what they’d forced her husband to do to the wife. Jessie had arrived from work some minutes ago and was upstairs washing the afternoon heat off her body while he sat in his library answering his phone, looking out to check in case he wasn’t alone. It was a surprise to him that since the day he got that Tongue Patrol package in the mail box he’d been acting rather wary of anyone overhearing or even being aware of what he was into. He had his hand on his forehead, a look of consternation on his face when the man at the other end of the phone - Booker - narrated to him what they’d made Errol do when they’d done fucking the wife for the time being.
 “My God,” Saul sighed, pushed his glasses back up his nose and licked his lips. “You mean you actually ... you actually forced his head down between his wife’s legs?”
 From the other end of the end, Booker barked harsh laughter into his ear. “Hell yeah, we did that! You should have been there to see for yourself. Your friend dug into work and eat that slut’s pussy like taffy!”
 “Oh no!” Saul checked to make sure Jessie wasn’t lurking about. The image of Errol slurping his tongue over his wife’s pussy played almost immediately in his mind and right away he felt his cock striking a nod inside his pants. He grasped at his erection, unable to stop the sight of Booker and his friends gangbanging Edith as well as Errol eating out her cum-soaked pussy.
 “Did he ... did he enjoy it?” he asked.
 Another burst of harsh laughter. “Of course he enjoyed it, white boi! They always enjoy it once we get them going. It makes them more submissive that way and they get to call us back a second time to make things happen. That’s what we do and we love doing it.”
 “My God,” Saul voice out once more. His heart was racing inside his shirt.
 “No need getting so excited, white boi. This is the way the game works. You see, a lot of these hubbies are pussies when it comes to pussy,” Booker sniggered at his pun. “They love nothing than to see a black dick fucking their women and they love it even more when a brother cums in their woman’s cunt so they can do a clean-up job on the wife, but they’re always scared of saying it out loud. Me and my brothers are used to it and know what to do when such situations call for it. You just keep going about your ‘hood and get more of your neighbours to call us and we’ll make you smile to the bank. Okay, white boi, gotta go. Talk later.”
 The phone went dead. Saul held the phone before his face and stared at it for some seconds before putting it away in his pocket. He was still sporting the erection inside his pants and it felt like it was going to remain that way for a long while. He went back into his library and placed his phone on the charger port. He scratched at a spot on the back of his head. His mind conjured the sight of his friend scooping out three Tongue Patrol men’s semen from his wife’s pussy. That was so demeaning ... and yet, so exciting. He wondered how Errol must have felt when the boys pulled him out of his hiding place and forced his face down to eat his wife’s pussy. Then a thought of fear stole into his mind. Errol would probably figure he, Saul, since he had called up the boys had undoubtedly suckered him and told them to perform that task on him. That Errol hadn’t yet called him up to narrate to him his version of how the afternoon had gone told him one thing - his friend was angry at him.
 Saul swallowed a gob of saliva and felt his throat parched for thirst. He went into the kitchen to look into the fridge and was nearly startled when he noticed a shadow appear outside his back kitchen door. It was Errol, looking flustered and smug. Saul couldn’t read his body language and his first thought was that he’d come here to voice his anger and to maybe punch his lights out. Saul wasn’t going to blame him if that was what his friend had in mind.
 Instead, Errol’s features broke into a smile and he came forward and grasped Saul’s hand and pumped it with solid happiness in his eyes.
 “Was a fucking marvellous afternoon I just had, Saul,” Errol admitted with joy. “Really fucking marvellous!”
 Saul shushed him, looked behind to make sure Jessie wasn’t lurking about and taking Errol by the arm pulled him back outside, closing the screen door behind him. They walked a few feet towards the picket fence that divided their homes. Errol was still talking with excitement and it wasn’t until they were out of earshot that Saul stopped him to listen to what he was gushing about. Errol told him virtually everything that had happened: him hiding in the closet, the boys arriving at about the same time Edith returned home and they carting her into the bedroom and giving her all rounds of fucking that she couldn’t resist ... and then of Booker pulling him out of his hiding place and forcing him down to eat his wife’s pussy. Curtis had taken his camcorder off his hands and had recorded him with his face pressed between his wife’s open legs. As if to show proof, he took out his cell phone, told Saul that he had transferred the video clip into his laptop and had from there copied part of it into his phone which he then played for Saul’s eyes. Saul watched the small video clip in his phone of Booker and his friends tearing up Edith’s pussy and it brought several head nods from his prick inside his pants. Watching the video, he felt a pang of jealousy that he hadn’t been there to see it happen.
 “You going to make a recording of it?” Saul asked his neighbour.
 “Damn right, I will. I recorded almost an hour of footage. I’ll do some editing and send it off to some amateur porn store to see if they would offer some dough for it.”
 “Won’t Edith be upset about you doing that?”
 His friend shook his head. “Not in the least. Matter of fact, she actually loves the idea.”
 “You can give it to me. My company people are as well into such, and I’ll bet they’d love to use your video.”
 “They going to fork over something for it?”
 “You bet they will.”
 Errol contemplated for a minute. “Alright, I’ll see about making a copy and I’ll get back at you tomorrow. How does that sound?”
 “Sounds perfect. You’ve got my number; we’ll meet about this same hour. Wouldn’t want for Jessie to find out what we’re involved with.”
 “Yeah, sure, I got you. Damnit, Saul, you should have been there to see it. Man, I can’t thank you enough for this gift.” He reached for his friend’s hand and began pumping it again in handshake.
 “Nothing to it, Errol. Just make sure you sign up on the subscriptions and next time I’ll get the boys to come over again. I can’t wait. I’ll look into those papers you gave me later tonight. We’ll talk tomorrow.”
 They each said good night to each other before Errol turned around and went through the picket fence gate and shuffled towards his house. He turned back to wave one more at Saul before they each went their separate way. Saul returned to his kitchen and saw Jessie in there making dinner ready. At the moment she was washing some vegetables inside the kitchen sink as Saul walked up to her and kissed her cheek.
 “I saw you talking with Errol,” she said to him. It wasn’t a question though Saul recognised her tone of voice, meaning she was itching to know what secret they’d passed between each other.
 “He was telling me about some independent type of work he’s been into a while now and wanted to know if I’d like to come on board with him to consult.”
 “Aww, that’s rather sweet of him. Did he mention what sort of work it’s about?”
 “Well, he didn’t say anything specifically,” Saul worked his mind at thinking up a lie to suit her. “Something to do with accounting was what he told me. Said he’d get back at me within the week.”
 “That sounds nice,” she half turned to look at him. “You think something good would come out of it?”
 “It’s too early to say. But from the way he talked about it, I’m confident that something might. At least it’ll be something to get me out of the house often.”
 “Yes, it would be. I have faith in you, darling.”
 “Same here, babe.” He came closer and kissed her lips. “I’d better go lay out the dishes,” he said, turning away from her. In his mind he congratulated himself for the lie he’d just told. Hopefully with time he would have something to prove for it.
 ***
 Thursday arrived the following morning. Saul went downstairs to fetch the newspapers as well as check if in case there were any Tongue Patrol packages waiting for him in the mail before going into his library and working on some accounting programs he told Jessie he was brushing up on while she got dressed and soon left him alone in the house. Saul went outside with her and waved at her as she reversed out of the driveway.
 Jessie was checking her vehicle’s backward movement through her rear-view mirror as she did her reversing and her foot instinctively marched down on the brake just as she saw someone about racing past the back of her Subaru, nearly colliding with it. There was a sudden cry almost the same time she stamped down on her brake and put the car in transmission. Her mind beat with fear at the thought that she’d just run over someone. Saul appeared by her car and stopped for just a fleeting second to see if she was okay before going past her window towards where the cry had come from. Jessie too unclipped her seat-belt and slid out of the car to see whom she might have hurt.
 It was the brunette-haired woman, Roberta, their newest neighbour. She was in a pair of soccer shorts, Nike trainers and a tank top and apparently had been jogging down the street and nearly collided with the back of Jessie’s Subaru. Except for a mild bruise on her knee when she’d fell to the side, she was alright. Saul and Jessie examined her and together they helped her up her feet. Jessie couldn’t stop apologising for the accident.
 “No, please, it wasn’t your fault at all,” said Roberta, shakily laughing off the mild hurt on her knee as she wiggled her feet to test it. “Just a little scrape. A good thing I felt to the side when I should have.”
 “Yes, a good thing you did,” Saul concurred as he came to his knee and examined the scraped part of her hurt knee. “I can treat this for you if you don’t mind.”
 Roberta didn’t want to at first, but Jessie insisted on it, saying it was the least thing she could do, since she just trying running hers. Saul led his neighbour with one of her arm slung across her shoulder towards the house, but not before Jessie had given him and reminded him not to do what she would tomorrow hate to hear him do. Saul feigned innocence... even though he knew clearly what she meant. He gave her a kiss and watched as she returned to her car and drove off while he escorted his neighbour into his home.
 He led her to the kitchen and placed her injured leg on a chair while he ran upstairs to the bathroom to get an antiseptic bottle and his medicine kit. He came back downstairs and he and Roberta made conversation while he swabbed some of antiseptic with cotton wool over her injured spot before covering it up with a plaster. Saul enquired about whatever work she was into.
 “I’m into landscaping and interior decorating,” said Roberta. “We have an office down on Gardena Boulevard, and we’re hoping to expand the venture in the upcoming months.”
 “Sounds lovely.” Saul helped lower her foot down from the chair and she got up and tested the leg, flexing it back and forth as if she was kicking a ball. “Does it still hurt?”
 “No, I hardly feel anything. Thanks a lot.”
 “You’re welcome. Once again, sorry about the fall you took.” Saul went about packing up the stuff he’d taken out of his medicine kit.
 “It could have happened to anyone; thank God it was a minor fall. You’ve got doctor’s hands, Mr. Mellors.”
 “Please, it’s Saul. And no, I don’t have anything resembling a doctor’s hands. I’ve simply spent much time being too careful with myself. If you’re not in a hurry, would you mind I get you something to drink?”
 “If it won’t be any trouble to you,” she asked with concern in her eyes. Saul knew what she meant.
 “It won’t be any trouble at all,” he reassured her. “Would a Coke be alright, or would you care for some coffee?”
 “A cup of coffee sounds alright with me,” she smiled and went in the direction of the living room to wait. “Black with no sugar would do just fine.”
 Saul remained in the kitchen to work up the instant coffee machine. A few minutes was all it took for him to make them two cups of coffee and carried them on a tray into the living room. Roberta was standing not far from the door that led into his library holding a colourful pamphlet in her hand. It wasn’t until he got closer that he realised the big mistake he’d made. He’d never suspected that she would look inside his library and unearth any of his working stuff. He recognised the Tongue Patrol brochure she had in her hand. Sensing he was in the room with her, she looked him with curiosity in her eyes.
 “I’m intrigued, Saul,” she said her words carefully. “What sort of work are you into?”
 “I used to be a securities broker, but that was months ago. I lost the job and got myself a new one.”
 “And what is this new one you’re into all about?” she asked the question as she continued to examine the glossy erotic photos inside the brochure before looking back at him again. “You into porn or something?”
 “No. Though I work for an outfit that sort of goes into that line of work.”
 She looked at him. “Care to enlighten me on it?”
 “It’s complicated,” he said.
 “Try me,” she said, and sat down on the nearest couch. Saul offered her a cup of coffee and came and sat beside her, sipping his as well.
 Saul took the brochure from her and explained to Roberta everything regarding the Tongue Patrol and what his job in the establishment entailed. Roberta sat forward, held her face up with her chin and listened to him give her a run-down about the sexual wanting and fantasises of various known couples and what the outfit he worked for did to resolve it. Roberta listened with awestruck by what he was telling her. She took back the brochure from him and looked it over again. The knitted frown on her brow told Saul a lot of things.
 “You don’t believe me, do you?” he asked her.
 She shook her head then smiled disarmingly. “I’m sorry. I don’t know what to believe. The whole thing ... it sounds rather far-fetched. Kind of like something you would find from a scripted porn flick.”
 “I can get you more brochures if that will help. Or wait a minute, I’ve got an even better idea.” He went into his library and unlocked his bottom desk drawer. He selected from the DVDs one that he’d already seen and put it in a pack and retuned with it to her. “I think might help change your mind. If you aren’t that turned down by watching some sex vids.”
 “Of course now,” she blushed as she accepted the DVD pack from him. “I love watching porn, almost as much as i miss having sex. That’s a perk one loses when you get divorced.”
 “Of that I’m sorry.”
 “You needn’t be, it wasn’t your fault.” She got up and stretched. “Anyway, thanks for the coffee. I’ll run through this DVD and will get it back to you in the day. Hope that’s alright with you.”
 “Oh yes, it’s fine with me. Except I’d much prefer you give me a call first so my wife won’t start having any funny ideas.”
 Roberta asked for his phone number. Saul returned to his library and came back with one of his Tongue Patrol Sales Rep company card. He escorted Roberta outside and waved goodbye at her as she walked away from his driveway. His eyes lingered at the sight of her buttocks bouncing in the back of her shorts. Such a tempting offer. He wondered if actually she was doing so purposely because he was watching.
 ***
 Almost an hour later his neighbour Errol came by his home to know if he was around. He had a disc copy of the video recording of yesterday’s escapade he’d made in his hand. Saul led him into his living room and played it in his DVD machine and both men drank a beer each while the sex tape played before their eyes. Saul had to contain himself from sporting a boner, but even that was hard. Errol’s wife looked so different in the disc with the three men fucking her. Saul pictured once again that it was Jessie in that position with him holding the camera. For his own he hopped not to be caught hiding inside the closet. Errol cheered when the moment came that showed him cleaning his wife’s pussy. It looked crazy, but erotically charged all the same. As they watched, Errol unflinchingly unzipped his pants and Saul watched stupefied as he began wanking off. By the time the movie had neared its end, his friend had cum over his thighs. Saul directed him to where the lavatory was; Errol picked up his shorts and shuffled in that directing, muttering an apology for his action. Saul waited until he had left before he too dropped his pants and kept pushing his glasses back up his nose while he replayed the movie and jerked off to it, not minding when his cum spilled on the carpet floor. It was a good thing they didn’t have a dog.
 Done cleaning himself up in the lavatory, Saul ejected the disc from the DVD machine and scratched his head while he walked back and forth in the living room, trying to think of what other strategy he might employ to lure more couples towards sampling the Tongue Patrol establishment. He thought back at the party at Miles’ home the previous week, recalled some of his neighbours who’d been there watching Edith getting fucked by that black fellow, Tibbs. At that moment Saul was staring out his front window across the street in front of Miles’ compound. The idea hit him that if there was anyone on the street who could probably lend a hand on getting some of the wives in the neighbourhood involved in this, Miles was just the right type of person to see about that. He and Lana could easily sweeten the deal ... and maybe they too would love to try out the boys.
 He was smiling at himself as the idea formed in his head and he clapped his hands together and set to work.
 He went upstairs and changed his clothes. His watched declared the time as 4:35p.m. Jessie would be back home by the next hour or thereabouts, thus he had to do what he wanted quick. He returned to the living room and picked up the disc his neighbour friend had left him and stepped out of the house and walked across the street towards Miles’ compound.
 He was walking up the pathway leading towards his friend’s front door when it came open and there stood Miles cracking a smile at him, looking like he’d been expecting him all along.
 “Hi there, neighbour. You’re just in time for the main event,” Miles crackled as he held the door open for Saul to enter.
 “Exactly what is it that I’m late abou-”
 He stopped in his tracks as he saw the busy couple there frolicking on the long couch in the living room. It was Tibbs again, this time he was squeezing Lana’s buttocks as she straddled his lap. Miles beckoned at Saul to take a seat and rushed out of the room. He wasn’t gone for long. He returned with a small bed which he then laid on the living room floor, pushing the centre table to the corner and then dressed a cloth over it.
 “Saul,” he turned to his friend with an unabashed manner like he wasn’t actually seeing a black man there kissing and fondling his wife. Saul too was shocked by it but remained cool. “What can I get you, buddy.”
 “You got any beer?” Saul asked in a light voice.
 “I’ve got Coors,” Miles smiled. He turned towards Tibbs and his wife and spoke respectfully to him. “Sir, would you care for anything to drink?”
 Tibbs turned from his wife and gave him an insolent stare. “Not now, white boi,” he growled. “I’m fucking busy here. Go play with your friend and leave us alone.”
 “Yes, sir. I’m sorry for disturbing you.” Miles bowed his head at him then left the room.
 Tibbs and Lana ignored Saul and went on groping each other. Their lips smacked against each other. The wall-screen TV was on and an adult movie played from it, although the volume was lowered. Tibbs’ hands pushed up Lana’s skirt and caressed and squeezed the bare flesh of her buttocks. She in turn kept grinding herself down on his crotch. Saul could discern what was a bulge in Tibbs’ pants and twitched with excitement at the sight of wanting to see what he was packing.
 Lana slid off from her lover to sit beside him and her hands went towards undoing the belt and top buttons of his pants while Tibbs undid his shirt buttons; his cock formed the shape of a hill inside his pants. Lana reached a hand inside and unearthed his cock and muttered a gasp under her breath. Saul must have gasped too because he saw himself seated forward ogling the sight of the black man’s cock as it stood like an abominable appendage to his body. She stroked pre-cum out of the tiny slit on its head; her eyes danced over the sight of the prick like she couldn’t believe what she had in her hand. Tibbs couldn’t help but laugh.
 “It ain’t what you wimp hubby has got now is it?” he sneered.
 “Oh my God, no,” Lana moaned. He doesn’t even come close.”
 “You’d better put it to good use then.” He pushed her head down and Lana expanded her mouth and began sucking his cock. She gave it a lingering deep swallow which left Tibbs sighing for more, before pulled back her face. She licked his shaft and kissed his scrotum. When she felt ready she did it again. Tibbs kept one hand busy fingering her cunt from behind.
 Miles returned with two Coors, one for him and the other for Saul. He took a swig from his drink before turning seriously at Saul, unmindful of the fucking about to commence beside him.
 “So, buddy, what can I do you today?”
 Saul found it hard taking his eyes off Lana and Tibbs, but managed to talk to Miles while they went on about their business as if they were alone in the room. By the time Saul had narrated the part of Errol coming to visit him with the DVD copy in his hand, Tibbs was carrying Lana down to the bed on the floor. Her legs resting on the back of his shoulders, he perused her pussy with his tongue and lips. Lana cried from the exchange; she hissed through her lips, her body convulsed from what he was doing to her. Tibbs ate her pussy for a while then came forward on top of her, dragging his cock over her abdomen. Her hands reached for it and directed it towards her pussy slit. Lana wrapped arms and legs over her Tibbs and moaned as he sunk his cock deeper into her. Saul and Miles watched his buttocks muscles clench as he pounded her pussy. Both men sat and admired with awe in their minds at Tibbs’ masculinity. Saul observed the contrast between his complexion and Lana’s, just like he’d done with Edith the other night, and pictured this same bull fucking his wife, Jessie. He imagined the scenario realistically, transposing his wife’s face over Lana’s, listening to her cries and imagined how Jessie would look were she to find herself submissive before such a male specimen as Tibbs.
 Miles grabbed at his crotch as he watched the black bull pummel his wife’s pussy there before his eyes on the small bed in his living room. He wanted to free his cock from his shorts and jerk off right there and then, except with Tibbs present he was forbidden to do so. He whispered this to Saul as the sound of his wife’s moans climbed higher and louder in both their ears.
 Tibbs pulled out of her and stood up; he was gasping and his body and forehead dripped with sweat, same with his cock which glistened with pussy juice.
 “Get your ass over here, white boi!” Tibbs lashed at Miles.
 Miles left his chair and scurried on his knees towards Tibbs and Saul stared with amazed shock at the sight of his friend sucking the bull’s cock. Miles licked off every trace of his wife’s juice from Tibb’s shaft. He licked it off with such pleasure like a dog cleaning a bowl and eventually Tibbs pushed him away to resume fucking his wife.
 He made Lana bend down on her arms and knees and fixed his cock into her from behind. Lana’s face bore a look of savage hurt and pain and her body jerked forward each time Tibbs slammed into her. He grabbed her waistline with one hand and repeatedly slapped her ass cheeks with his other while he kept on fucking her hard. Lana’s cries rose to a crescendo when she announced that she was about to cum. A few minutes afterwards, Tibbs too muttered the same thing and his body tensed and he muttered a lion-like groan. Every muscle on his body tensed as he emptied his sac inside her. Lana fell to the bed on her backside and Miles came over. He sucked on Tibb’s cock once again, licking off every trace of cum and juice on his prick before crawling over his wife. Lana directed his face towards her crotch and she moaned and jerked her body as he licked off every trace of her lover’s cum that rolled out of her cunt. Saul sat there too dazed to even think straight. He too sported an erection in his pants and couldn’t seem able to make it go away. Tibbs now sat languorously on the couch. Their eyes connected.
 “What you looking at, white boi?” Tibbs snapped at him rudely.
 “Nothing ... nothing at all.”
 Saul cowered and turned his eyes away from him.



 Chapter Six
 Tibbs retired upstairs with Lana after Miles had finished cleaning her pussy. Miles excused himself and went to the corridor where they had a spare bathroom and washed his face off then went into the kitchen to fetch two more Coors before returning to join Saul in the living room. Their conversation sounded somewhat awkward. Saul was tongue-tied with what he had in mind to say; his mind was still reeling from what he’d seen take place before him minutes ago. Miles laughed as if nothing had happened. He picked up the bed and folded it to one side of the living room. From upstairs came the familiar sound of a bed board banging against the wall and his wife screaming out with joy and pain at whatever was attacking her. Both men sipped their beer in silence while they listened to the music of fucking penetrating their ears from upstairs. Saul wondered if the people next door would be privy to Lana’s screams too.
 “Mind if we talk outside?” Miles said, getting up.
 “Sounds like a good idea.”
 Saul picked up his beer along with the DVD disc he’d arrived with. The sound of Tibbs fucking his wife seemed to follow them as they opened the screen door and stepped out into the early evening sun.
 “What you got on your mind, neighbour?”
 Miles sipped his beer. They stood under the shade of a tree by the left front of his house, the branches crossed over the picket fence of the compound of the new face on their street, Roberta. Saul looked across his street just in time to see his wife arrive from work.
 Saul divulged to him everything regarding his new job. Saul sipped his beer and listened, expressing interest when the topic went into the three men who’d gang-banged Errol’s wife. He’d crackled and slapped his knee when Saul told him how the boys had brought Errol out from the closet to clean his wife’s pussy when they’d done cumming inside her.
 “Damn, that’s some hot tale you got there, Saul,” Miles swallowed his beer. “Is this all real? I can’t believe Errol would do stuff like this what with Tibbs banging his woman.”
 “He made a recording of it, and it’s what I’ve got here,” Saul gave him the disc. “I thought you’d like to see it if you think I’m telling tall tales.”
 Miles took the disc from him. “I wasn’t doubting you, Saul. So what you thinking of now - how to get some of the couples around to go with it?”
 Saul shrugged. “It’s worth a shot. You’ve got more clout with them than I do. I figure I’d come see you about this first so maybe we can think of how to get the others involved.”
 “You mean the ones that were at my bash last week.”
 “Yes, them.”
 Saul thought of it for a moment. “I can’t sell it all down, though I can ask them to give you a call or maybe let you talk with them about it. The rest is going to be up to you.”
 “I think I can handle that.”
 “You wouldn’t mind giving a neighbour friend the hook-up too, would you?” Miles asked him. “This looks like something I know Lana would like to get involved in.”
 “Talk it out with her and maybe later give me a call and I’ll see about getting your papers tomorrow to sign up.”
 Saul finished his beer and they shook hands once more before he left him, hurrying across the street back to his home.
 Later that evening Saul and Jessie got a surprise visit from their next-door neighbour Ralph and Ashley Micklen. They came with a bottle of red wine, saying they were there to celebrate Ralph’s recent job promotion to head consultant at his company.
 They were in the den chatting when Saul’s phone rang out from the library room where he’d left it to charge. He went to pick it up and an unusual drumming came upon his heart when he recognised Miles’ number calling. He sneaked around the corridor back way and went up the stairs to answer the call.
 “Hi there, Miles,” he answered with a low voice as he went up the stairs into the bedroom.
 “Hi there, Saul. Want to let you know I called up Dave Schepsi. You remember Dave, right? Lives a few houses down from yours, over on Ringo Avenue. I got to talking to him about what you and I discussed and I think I might have sealed the deal with him.”
 “Yeah, I remember Dave being at your party. He really sounded interested?”
 “Well, I could say that. I gave him your number and he said he’s going to call you soon after to find out more.”
 “Yeah, you did really fine with that, Miles. I really appreciate it.” He stooped to check out the door before adding, “Is Lana still fucking Tibbs?”
 “No,” his friend said. “Tibbs left some minutes ago. I’m giving her a warm bath right now. I did also tell her about what you told me and we even watched Errol’s movie. Fucking awesome. She too wants the TP fellows.”
 “No problem, Miles. I’ll get the papers over to you tomorrow.”
 They talked for a while before signing off. It was a good thing too because at that moment Jessie was coming upstairs in search of him.
 An hour later while they were in the living room sipping more of the wine and Jessie had gone into the kitchen to make them some popcorn, Saul received another phone call, this time from a number he wasn’t familiar with. He answered it and it turned out to the Dave Schepsi calling. He excused himself from his guests and this time went in the opposite direction out the front door to answer the call.
 “Hi there Dave,” he said as he closed the front door behind him.
 “Hi Saul. Listen, I got a call from Miles a while ago, telling me about this something you can do,” his voice sounded conspiratorial. “Something you can help me and my wife Amy with. You get what I mean?”
 “I do get what you mean, Dave. And Miles was right, I sure can help. But that depends on whether I’ve got your attention.”
 “Fire away, buddy.”
 “I’ve got a group of fellas, they’re black, and whatever fantasy you’ve got in mind, they can deliver. Do you think you can drop by my place tomorrow and I can pay you a visit later so we can discuss it?”
 “How about you drop by my office?”
 They talked for some minutes before ending their conversation. Saul went back into the house to join his wife and their next-door neighbours.
 Later that evening, Jessie sat up on the bed reading a novel while Saul stepped out of the bathroom having just showered, drying his neck and shoulders with a towel.
 “What do you think about Ralph?” Jessie put down her book and asked him.
 “What can I say except kudos to him getting his promotion, whatever. Though it was a surprise seeing them today. I hope this means he’s going to be spending much time at home with Ashley.”
 “I spoke with Ashley earlier in the day. She mentioned the job promo to me, but she didn’t sound happy about it.”
 “Could she be wrong?” Saul hung the towel on a door knob and came to join her on the bed.
 “I don’t think so, darling. She sounded quite depressed. I’ll see about making some time out with her later on.”
 “Yeah, you see to that, babe. In the meantime, how about you and I giving ourselves some sugar tonight?”
 She turned to look at him. “You think you can handle this here body of mine tonight?”
 “Give me a chance, and I’ll win the Daytona 500 tonight,” he grinned.
 She cast aside her book. “Okay, buster. Let’s see you put your money where your mouth is.”
 Saul didn’t win the Daytona 500 that night. But to his thinking, he came close. To Jessie, he was miles from the finishing line, but she didn’t make it known to him. Now wasn’t the time anyway.
 ***
 The following Thursday morning, Jessie left for work as she typically did. Saul waited till she was gone, having taken a shower already. He called Miles to let him know he was on his way over. He dressed up and went downstairs to gather up the forms in his library’s desk cabinet. Out the front door he went and hurried across the street to knock on Miles’ door. The door came open but to his surprise, it wasn’t Miles or Lana that opened the door for him but Tibbs.
 He stood there in a white vest and pair of jeans munching on an apple, giving Saul the baleful stare. He was like a lion in his den, and Saul had just interrupted his exercise.
 “What you doing here, white boi?”
 “Miles is a friend, and I’m here to get him to look up some documents.”
 “Oh yeah?” he took another bite off his apple and looked at the papers in Saul’s hand. “What you got there that you want him to look at, white boi?”
 “It’s nothing that concerns you, Tibbs,” said Saul.
 Tibbs glowered at him. “The name’s Mr. Tibbs to you, white boi. And if you don’t already know, Miles and his slut bitch are both my property. I can do with them however way that I want, and that includes whatever it is they own and all else, so you’d watch that tongue of yours if you don’t want to pick any of your teeth off the ground next time you flap it around me, white boi.”
 “I’m sorry, Mr. Tibbs. I didn’t mean it like that.”
 “Damn right you didn’t mean it,” Tibbs sneered. “Right about now, the white boi’s indisposed, cleaning out his bitch’s pussy for me. You got anything you want his ass to take a look at, better hand it over.”
 He stretched forth his hand. Saul reluctantly gave him the documents. Tibbs gave it a cursory glance. “What’s this here Tongue Patrol stuff you selling, white boi? Some type of perfume or something?”
 “Not really the sort of thing that would interest you, Mr. Tibbs.”
 Tibbs looked at Saul as if checking to see if he was playing with him or not. Saul kept his stance; Tibbs broke into laughter.
 “You’ve got a lot of balls for a white boi, you know. I’ll run this over with Miles. In the meantime, you be a good boi and toddle off. I’ll see you around.”
 He stepped back into the house and slammed the door at his face. Saul stood there for a moment as if expecting the door to open up once again and for his friend to appear there. When nothing happened, he turned and returned back to his home.
 Later that day, Saul wore on his best suit and went out into the neighbourhood, visiting some of the friendly homes of which his buddy Miles called afterwards telling him that he’d already spread the word regarding what he was selling. Saul had called Dave to set up an appointment with him at his office sometime in noon. It was 9:17a.m., when he stepped out of his front door a second time that morning and with several documents similar to the ones he’d left with Mr. Tibbs earlier, he set forth to start his salesman job.
 ***
 At an undisclosed building, four black men sat in a living room doing whatever they could to keep busy. Two of them, Jones and Booker, were playing a video game. Tyrone was flipping through an old Hustler magazine while another colleague of theirs, Baby D, lay on the long couch with one arm over his face weaving in and out of deep sleep. The boys were on a down low, waiting for whenever they’d get the call to head out to make some upper or middle-class white women happy today. So far they hadn’t received any such call all day and they all had gotten antsy with laziness and were thinking of means to get their minds off their work.
 There came the sound of a phone ringing. Tyrone was the first to hear it; he sat up on the couch and hushed his buddies who were busy with their game.
 “Yo, guys! Any of you hear that? Sound like a phone ringing somewhere?”
 The ringing phone sounded like it was coming from afar. Tyrone jumped off his seat and went into the bedroom to investigate. He returned with the cell phone in his hand - it was their TP phone, which either one of them was meant to carry if in case they got a call for some much-needed pussy. Tyrone answered the phone; Jones and Booker paused their game and waited for him to be done. Tyrone was smiling at them when he hung up.
 “We got the call, boys,” Tyrone grinned at them.
 “The fuck was that calling?” asked Jones.
 “It’s one of our white boi sales-men, a dude names Saul. He said he’s got two separate couples right now that want to be serviced. One of them’s a hot wife. She wants a brother to come fix her kitchen sink. The other’s a husband and wife who wants a gangbang.”
 They woke Baby D up and told him what a job they’d been blessed with. He too was happy to hear it, glad that his cock was going to get some pussy-exercise before the day was over.
 “Alright now the question is there’s four niggers in this room,” declared Jones. “How’re we going to know who gets to go where?”
 It came down to a coin toss. Booker and Tyrone tossed a coin while Jones and Baby D did the same. Booker and Baby D emerged the winner, and then they too tossed a coin. In the end, Baby D won to go fix the white slut’s kitchen sink while the others got ready for the gangbanging event.
 They went to take a shower first.
 ***
 It was less than thirty minutes before noon when a Hilux truck came to a stop along the curb of a white-painted Victorian stucco house. The driver of the truck got out and adjusted his coveralls and opened the back door and took out a bag of tools with him. He took out a piece of paper from his pocket on which he’d written the name and address of the house he was coming to visit. The address written on the mail box in front of the driveway corresponded with that which he had on the paper - #143 Marybone Street. There was a narrow cobbled-stoned walkway leading to the front of the house. He black man followed it and knocked pressed at the doorbell and waited.
 A lock turned in the door and then it came open to reveal a middle-aged, mousy-haired white woman. She was of average height with a body about giving way to ample fat. Her brown hair was shaped in that of a pageboy’s. Her face was round, so too were her eyes which looked at the black man with interest and curiosity. She was wearing a top with thin shoulder straps and sweat pants that showcased her thick pair of hips.
 “Yes?” she asked the question.
 “Good day, ma’am. I got a call saying you require some plumbing job to fix your kitchen sink.”
 “You’re late. I made that call almost an hour ago.”
 “I’m sorry about that, ma’am. We had quite a busy schedule down at the office today. There was almost no one to send over.”
 “Some busy schedule that must be.”
 She sniffed before letting him into the house. She closed the door and turned the lock then led the way through the back corridor into the kitchen. She excused herself for a minute while the black man opened the bottom cabinet under the sink and went to work.
 The woman’s name was Megan, and she was smiling at herself the moment she stepped out of the kitchen and went in search of her cell phone. It was in the living room where she’d earlier been keeping herself busy watching a sex tape she and her husband had made some months back when they’d been on vacation in Vegas. That had been a two-week holiday unlike any they’d had so far. One evening they had hooked up with a white swingers couple and though neither Megan and Robert were into the lifestyle, nor had they ever thought of ever before heard the term ‘swingers’ before until that evening. They had gone along for the fun of it and Megan had never been so pleasured by another man and woman ever before. It had always been a fantasy of Robert to see her being taken by another man. He had later revealed this to her after they’re returned to their hotel bedroom the following morning. Life had never been the same for them since that morning. Megan had gotten just as excited over the idea as her husband and continuous talk about it had brought up the subject of black men. Robert loved the idea when she’d brought it to her one night in bed: about her giving herself to a black man to use however which way he wanted. The excitement had unleashed some dark wanting in both of them and for months they’d thought of how to go about it, knowing how naïve they were on the subject. That was until they’d met a couple who were, or rather seemed more advanced in the subject than they. Such as how their wanting had reached Miles ears and how too Miles had transferred their desire to Saul, who’d given them a call in the morning with a promise to see what magic he could pull for them.
 Megan was randy with excitement, when Robert her told her about his conversation with Saul, she’d expressed doubt that he could get something done for them at such a fast moment. She couldn’t believe he’d actually made things happen for them. She scrolled through her phone and dialled her husband’s number to tell him the good news.
 “What’s up, honey?” her husband’s voice floated into her ear.
 “Darling, he’s here!” she proudly announced and peaked back at the corridor from where she could still hear the sound of a tool clanging on something. She burst into a giggle as she continued. “Darling, I’m so excited. The black man is really here!”
 “Okay, okay, calm down, babe. What’s he doing right now? Is he inside the house?”
 “Yes, of course he’s inside. He’s making like fixing the kitchen sink, just as you’ve always wanted in that stupid fantasy of yours. Anyway, I’m going to head back into the kitchen and see what can happen.”
 “You’re seriously going to go ahead with this, aren’t you, darling?”
 “Yes, Robert, I am!” she said it with such declaration as if anything less might dissuade her from breaking her marital vow of letting another man in-between her legs. “I’m going to see what he’s got down his pants, how big his black cock is, and if he’d-”
 Someone coughed behind her: “Ahem! Excuse me, ma’am.”
 Megan choked on her next set of words and swallowed them immediately upon hearing the sound of the black man’s voice behind her. As if glued to where she stood with the phone pressed against her ear and her husband’s voice still speaking to her ear, she half turned, hoping it was some dream, and her mouth came unhinged at what she saw before her.
 Baby D stood three feet behind her at the door’s entrance with his coverall zipped open all the way down to his waistline with his semi-erect black cock hanging out of it. It looked like a thick black banana with the way it curved towards his right thigh. For a minute neither of them said anything. Megan’s eyes remained transfixed at his original black tool. She fought to say something but it came out as a gasp.
 “Ma’am, I’m going to require some oil for this tool of mine,” Baby D indicated at his black cock. “Mind lending me a hand here?”
 Coming from the phone’s earpiece, Megan’s husband wanted to know what was happening. He kept muttering “Hello! Hello! Megan, are you there?”
 “I’ll call you back, Darling. I’ve got to go now,” she spoke hurriedly into the phone before discontinuing the call and let the phone slip from her hand.
 “You say you want some ... oil?” she approached Baby D, her eyes staring at his black cock. She almost smiled when she noticed it nod its head at her. She came and knelt before him. Her hands picked up his cock, weighting in on her palm; pre-cum seemed to pour out its tiny slit in response to her touch. “I think I’ve got some oil for it.”
 She leaned her head forward and opened her mouth to ingest her black tool.
 ***
 Three minutes after Baby D was being let into the Parson’s home to fix their plumbing problem, his three other buddies - Jones, Tyrone and Booker - were dressed in their pest control uniform and knocking on the door of Dave and Amy Shepsi. Amy had been sunbathing in the back and had just stepped into the kitchen to fill up her lemonade drink, after which she would rub some oil over her body, when she’d heard the doorbell and went to investigate. The doorbell sounded a second time as she slipped her arms into her see-through robe and wore on her slippers.
 “Coming!” She yelled out, pushing her platinum-blonde hair away from her face.
 She turned the lock and opened it and after a brief discussion let the boys inside and closed and locked the door once they were inside.
 For such to happen, it’s assumed that no one would have sighted the comings and goings of three black men venturing into a neighbourhood where the inhabitants were majority middle to upper-class white families, some living behind opulent mansions and homes worth more in real-estate value than a handful of tenement houses in the seediest part of the city. Some persons did actually sight the three pest control men. One of them was a twelve-year old lad who lived next door to the Shepsis’ home and was the time practising hoop shots on his parent’s driveway and he watched the three men enter his neighbour’s home and ran into his house to tell his mother of what he’d just seen. The second individual lived halfway across the street from the Shepsis. She was Abigail Pottersmith, a rich widow in her early fifties who did little else besides gossip and sip cherry whenever she wasn’t watching ‘The Real Housewives of Atlanta’. At the moment she’d spied out her living room window and saw the three men in time as the sound of their car came to a stop across the street from hers and she saw them walk towards the Shepsis’ home. She left her chair and approached her window, picking up a pair of binoculars with which she used to bird-watch whenever she went down to the park as well as to snoop on most of her neighbours. She trained the binoculars on the three black men and saw when the Shepsi woman, Amy, I think her name is, opened the door to let them in. Abigail brought down the binoculars and wondered.
 Abigail went and picked up her cell phone and dialled one of her fellow gossip-mongers, Meredith Eastmond, who lived in the opposite street, the same street as did Megan Parson. She heard the phone ring and waited almost impatiently for her friend to pick up.
 Finally, her friend’s voice: “Hello, Abby.”
 “Meredith, you’re not going to believe what I’m going to tell you.”



 Chapter Seven
 Megan was blowing Baby D’s cock and filling her mouth with it like she’d never done to any man’s cock before, not even to her husband whom she adored more than anything. She was stretching her mouth taking more and more of him down her throat, choking on that black meat like she was a street whore who preferred being fucked more than she’d preferred being paid for her services. Baby D reclined against the armrest of the nearest couch pushing the woman’s head down towards his crotch. He’d freed his arms from his coverall and now it lay clustered between his thighs. Megan inhaled the manly fragrance coming off his crotch but with her eyes shut, all she saw in her mind’s eye was the black cock being jammed down her throat and the fact that she was moaning from it.
 “You loving that black cock, aren’t you?”
 “Uhh-Huh,” she responded. She pulled his cock out of her mouth and licked her tongue around the thick bulbous head of his prick, looking up at him with a smile on her lips.
 “Such a beautiful black cock you have,” she moaned as she stroked his shaft. “This is my first black cock I’m having.”
 “Don’t worry, I’m going to make it memorable for you. Come here.”
 Baby D helped her up to her feet and pulled her top off her head. She wasn’t wearing any bra underneath and her size 40DD tits bounced before his face; her nipples stood erect like missile cones. Megan grabbed her tits and kissed each of them and gave them to her black visitor. Baby D munched on her tits at the same time his hands went grabbing at her backside, slipping his fingers between the lining of her sweat pants to get at her flesh. Megan wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling his face towards hers in time for a lengthy kiss.
 D fell over on the couch, pulling her along, both of them laughing like a pair of high-school grads. He freed his feet off his coveralls and helped her out of hers. Megan got up and went to drawing the curtains closed before returning her sights on that lovely black cock she had in the room with her. She took herself out of her clothes and left them carelessly on the floor; D too removed his coveralls. Finished, Megan came and knelt before him and resumed blowing his cock. D knocked her hand off stroking him and made her bury her face downward as much she could go, loving the way his cock was fucking her mouth. It was a good thing he’d jerked off before he and his gang had left the pad; he wasn’t in the mood for blowing his load too early.
 He pushed Megan off his and indicated for her to come stand over his face. Megan climbed up the couch and stood astride his face, leaning forward to hug the wall. She hissed when she felt his tongue slip between her pussy’s entrance. It sent a shiver of warm excitement up her spine and back to her legs. D grasped her thick ass cheeks to get more room and for the next ten minutes was busy slurping his way between her fleshy entrance, pulling at her budding meat and fingering her cunt while he flicked his tongue on her labia.
 “Uuhhhh ... Aahhhh ...”
 Her moans fell and rose like music. Her buttocks twitched and fell over the black man’s face. She reached down between her legs and held his face up. Megan loved having her pussy eaten out; it was something Robert loved doing even better than fucking her. She never failed to cum from it and even now she felt the man’s tongue stoking the fire inside her. Her gut seemed to roll like a restless sea wave. She grabbed at her tits. Her moans turned into a searing cry as she pictured the fire that was growing inside her turn into a raging wild one. She came not long afterwards, her legs nearly giving up under her. She lowered herself beside her man; D helped her down, licked his tongue over his lips, tasting her pussy juice. But he wasn’t done with her yet. Megan who now lay on her back gasping from the climax she just had was surprised when she saw the black man come on top of her, moving her legs aside to get at her wet cunt.
 “Time for the main event,” said D as he held his shaft in his hand and aimed the head between her open cunt lips.
 Megan held her breath as she felt something like a lead pipe push its way into her. She was still holding her breath as it went into her further, but then she released a lengthy breath as the might of the bull’s black prick pierced the nerve cells of her pussy, sending stars and delight straight into her brain. She felt like she was on a roller-coaster, taking her towards the clouds.
 “Yeeeooooowwwwwhhhh! Aaawwwwhhhh ... FUCK!”
 She screamed and thrashed her head to either side of the bed. D held his cock inside her for some seconds before pulling out the same way he’d come in. She was gasping and her whole torso was shaking by the time he slipped his prick all the way again. D inched closer, grabbing her meaty thighs tighter and began ramming his red-hot dick into her harder and harder. Megan yelled and thrashed from the experience. She writhed under him, struggled to be free from what he was doing to her but knew she couldn’t get away. In reality she didn’t want to. This was an experience she’d always dreamed of and nothing prior to what she’d done before could amount to it.
 D too was gasping and breathing heavy from his actions. His eyes went from the hurting look on her face to the sight of his cock slipping in and out of her quim. He loved the sight of her pussy creaming over his shaft. He summoned as much strength as he could to slam in her harder, pounding his cock deeper into her cunt. Her thighs opened further for him and he lay on top of her. His arms wrapped under her shoulders while his buttocks and hips grind his machine deeper inside her. Megan grasped his butt cheeks and wrapped her legs on top of them, her body urged him onward to fuck her deep. The same went with her moaning cries.
 “Agghhh! Ohhhh fuck me! Ohhhhhh ... Gimme ... Gimme that dick!”
 Her hands slapped his butt cheeks repeatedly as they grind and grooved against each other. Their skin meshed as one on the couch - black and white sweating. D could barely get as much leg room on the couch and was uncomfortable with it. He pulled out of her and came over to her face and thrust his cock towards her mouth. Megan’s lips came open and took his cock and slurped her tongue over his black cock’s foreskin, getting first taste of her pussy cum and loving it. D reached down and held her head up for her to suck more of him. When she was done, he helped her up from the couch.
 “Any chance we can find ourselves a bedroom and get further comfortable?” he asked.
 At that moment, Megan wouldn’t have minded hurrying to the bank and withdrawing she and Richard’s entire savings to go get her and her black stud a room at the Ritz. She nodded instead and led the way out of the living room. D trailed behind, stroking his cock to remain erect while he watched the sight of her ass globes bounce with each step her hips took. He reached forward and grabbed at one of them; this elicited a crackle of delight from Megan as she led the way up the stairs and straight to their bedroom. D took hold of her arm and automatically took charge of the scene as he led her towards the king-sized bed that occupied half of the room.
 “Get your ass on that bed and show me that ass, bitch!”
 He gave her buttocks a slap as she jumped up on the bed. She was wiggling her ample buttocks even before she’d settled well enough on the bed, leaning forward on her arms and smiling at him from behind her shoulder. Her ass cheeks clapped like an inviting cheerleader at him. D got up on the bed and seconds later Megan grabbed and pulled back on the sheets and yelped as his cock slipped into her warm hole and began pounding it.
 “Oh my God! Oh my fucking God!”
 Her cries only seemed to drive D onward to sink his prick deeper and harder inside her. He too was gasping from the tightness her pussy muscles had of biting his dick. The sound of his waistline slamming against her butt cheeks and her cries filled the room. He grabbed her by the waistline, feeling she was slipping further from him and kept pulling her back to slam against him harder. Megan had one arm under her. She squeezed her tits with it, loving the excruciating feel they gave her while the other kept pulling at the bed sheet.
 D kept pounding her pussy relentlessly, driving her further into the bed which groaned from their weight. He was gritting his teeth and groaning even before he realised it. He was moments from cumming; he didn’t want to waste it.
 “tell me where, bitch!” he groaned. “Tell me where you want me to cum!”
 “On top!” Megan’s voice was muffled by the bed sheet she had in her mouth, but it was loud enough for D to hear her. “Awww fuck! Cum over my ass!”
 D quickened his pounding harder and harder. He felt his heart muscles tightened in his chest. The moment came and he too couldn’t hold back his cries as he managed to whip his cock out of her in time and sprayed his spurt after spurt of rich thick cum over her butt cheeks. Megan felt her climax explode deep inside her at about the same moment D pulled out of her and it was with relief she fell flat on the bed, pulling a pillow towards her face. She heard D scream out and felt the first spurt of cum splatter on her skin. She loved the feel of it and she reached a hand behind to spread it over her ass like butter. She took some of it and sampled the taste and reckoned that she liked it. Never had she sampled the taste of another man’s cum before aside from that of her husband; it didn’t taste so bad after all.
 When D was done, he came down from the bed and stood beside her and pulled her face towards his cock. Megan licked the dripping cum from his shaft and kissed every inch of it before sucking it. When she was done, D fell on the bed beside her, breathing heavy from the exercise, sweating all over. She slide over to align herself beside him, caressed his torso while her tits pressed against his arm.
 “You were like a stallion,” she remarked. “I’ve never been fucked so good like that before.”
 “I guess now you know what you’ve been missing,” said D.
 “Yes, I do.” She raised her head to gaze at his sleeping cock. “I hope you’ve still got more rounds in there.”
 D took his cock in his hand. “You mean this fella here? He never disappoints.”
 “That’s good,” she moaned. “Because I want you to fuck me again and again. I want you to keep fucking me even till my husband returns.”
 D sputtered a snigger. “That’s cool with me, babe. Of course, you’re going to have to feed a brother.”
 “That won’t be a problem. Except I want to make some changes.”
 D half turned to look at her. “What changes we talking about?”
 She smiled. “You just came over my butt. I want us to progress from there. The next time we fuck, I want you to cum in my mouth. And if you’ve got strength for more, I want you to cum inside me. How does that sound for changes?”
 D grinned. “Sounds like you’d better go make me a sandwich and bring something to drink so we can hurry and get started.”
 ***
 Amy Shepsi, a thirty-two year old house wife, long dark hair, brown-eyed with a delectable figure enjoyed sun-bathing, after which she usually rubbed some oil lotion on herself after done taken a lovely early evening swim and then lie down to catch some late sun while catching up on whatever novel she was busy with. She had accomplished nearly all of this and was about putting some oil lotion on herself when the three black men from the Tongue Patrol - Jones, Tyrone and Booker - knocked on her door and seeing they had on their pest control uniforms let them in.
 It took the boys less time to sweeten the deal. One of them took the bottle of oil lotion from her hand and the three of them poured some on their hands and took turns rubbing it over her body while she stood in the backyard patio luxuriating in their touch. She moaned from the way their hands pleasured every inch of her body, just how she loved it when it was her husband performing the same duty for her. Her cheeks flushed and her pert nipples hardened like rocks. Her body shook from the invasion of multiple hands caressing her. It was a good thing the compound had a high fence, thus neither of her backyard neighbours could look in to pee what was happening. They made her bend forward. Tyrone poured the lotion over her buttocks and rubbed it over her rump and down between her ass crack while Booker helped spread her ass cheeks for him. Amy leaned forward with Jones to hold her. He unzipped his coverall and let it slip off his arms to fall down to his waistline; his cock stood erect and protruded from it. Amy reached for it and stroked it before licking her lips over the thick mushroom-shaped head. She couldn’t stop herself from breathing heavy even as she half-shut her eyes and inhaled the musky smell of his pubic region while she forced her mouth to take more of his shaft which felt as if it wanted to expand her jawline.
 Behind her, activities were happening: Tyrone was fingering her cunt while Booker was finger-fucking her anus; her lubricated juice poured out of her cunt and added with the oil lotion made her pussy glisten brightly and invitingly. Tyrone inched closer and pulled at her jutting labia with his lips, sucking at it as well. Amy couldn’t stop her legs from shaking. A tremor seemed to travel from her heels like a reverse avalanche and race up her cunt. It spread from her cunt and went up her spine to hit her brain. She held on to Tyrone for leverage; Tyrone’s prick beat against her cheeks, leaving a smear of saliva on her face.
 “This is some good pussy here,” Booker observed.
 Tyrone stood up from where he was crotched between her legs and quickly unzipped his coverall till it fell down his legs. His cock in his hand, he rubbed it up and down the wet slit of her cunt, further lubricating her entrance. Booker still kept on fingering her anus as his friend thrust the head of his cock into her pussy.
 Amy’s head half rose and she hissed through her teeth as she felt the thickness of the black cock pierce her inside. She was in a half-dream state, her body no longer in her control. Jones pressed her head down back on his cock. Her mouth swallowed his prick and her head bobbed down on him in time with Tyrone’s thrusts.
 She could hear the voices of the men talking around her but barely registered what really they were saying. In a way, she didn’t care. Her mouth kept on being fucked Jones’ prick; she was struggling to keep up from the punishment meted upon her.
 Tyrone was by now thrusting harder into her cunt, fucking her all the way deep and she could feel his prick seeming to expand inside her. Tyrone came inside her at about the same time Jones exploded in her throat, sending wads of semen down her mouth. Amy fought to ingest them while still recovering from the bout of fucking she’d just had.
 “Yo, why don’t we take things inside,” Jones suggested.
 “Yeah man,” quipped Booker. “I too was about saying the same thing.”
 “Let’s go upstairs,” said Amy, wiping the last strand of cum from her chin. “My husband won’t mind us messing the master bedroom.”
 “Well, well, lead the way, bitch,” Tyrone slapped her buttocks.
 The four of them stepped into the confines of the house, taking along their coveralls; Booker closed the glass door behind them. Up the stairs they went with Amy leading the way into the master bedroom. Amy was fraught with horniness, the likes she ought to be ashamed of ever having. Like other couples, for years and years, she and Dave had talked about finding her a suitable trio of black men to make her into a slut. Their choice has always been black men; Amy was never inclined towards having any other white men aside from her husband sticking his white prick inside her. There was a lot of eroticism when it comes to being fucked by black men. She had a couple of friends, married just like her, who’ve as well gone the black way and they too had confessed about it being such an amazing experience they’ve never tuned their minds and body from it ever since. Dave was the one always exercising caution, even though he too desired seeing his wife being made a black man’s slut more than anything. A lot of times he’d begged his friend Miles to connect him to Tibbs, but of that Miles had been reluctant. Well, he won’t need bother about that from now on, thought Amy.
 ***
 The boys were ready for a second round with her.
 They left the coveralls in a pile by the doorway then threw her on the bed and one of them - Booker - ate her pussy while Jones and Tyrone stood either side of her face and thrust their cock into her mouth almost simultaneously. Her hands wrapped on both cocks, stroking their girth, Amy took turns sucking one thick pair of black cock after another. She kept on stroking their shaft, never once losing focus as she concentrated on the other while her lower body moved and squirmed from the slippery tongue of their colleague feasting on her pussy. Her moans rose and fell with her smacking lips. Booker went on slipping his tongue back and forth on her cunt’s entrance. His hands held her buttocks up to his face as he buried his nose inside her pussy. He held lowered her butt, balanced one leg across his shoulder to get better access to her anus, which he resumed fingering while his lips concentrated on her pussy. Amy’s body responded to his ministrations; her hips kept pushing her cunt further towards his face.
 “I need ... Oh God, I need to feel a black cock right now!” she exclaimed.
 Tyrone and Jones couldn’t help but laugh.
 “Yo, brother, you’re slacking!” said Tyrone at Booker. “Better give this bitch her medicine before we cum on her face again.”
 “Fuck you, nigger!” Booker shared their amusement. “I’ve got this pussy here.”
 He got up from where he lay and stroked his cock back to full erection. He lifted her legs open as he inched further and pressed his cock into her cunt’s warm hole. Tyrone and Jones pulled away to watch their colleague go to work. Booker pressed himself against Amy, his arms curled under her buttocks to grasp her ass cheeks while his hips pounded his cock deep into her. Amy screamed and hollered as she received the brash impact of the bull’s cock swelling her pussy. An explosion seemed to occur inside her head. The tremors went all over her body as she was gasping harder. Her breath stuttered like she was holding on for life. Her hands wrapped over his sweaty shoulders while their bodies bounced and slammed against each other. Tyrone and Jones grabbed her legs and further held it open, both of them sniggered and urged their friend to go on, fuck that pussy ... pound that shit ... look like the bitch about to pass out.
 Amy must have passed out when a second climax hit her chest but she couldn’t tell for how long. She was still moaning and gasping when her eyes came open and she saw Jones now had his cock buried inside her.
 He pulled her up from the bed, held her body against his. Amy wrapped her arms around his neckline and shook her hips against his thighs, wanting more of his dick, loving the exquisite tingle it gave her as she felt it brush against her cervix. Jones grasped her ass cheeks and slapped them hard enough to make her yelp. He fell on his back, taking her along.
 “Go ahead, ride that black cock, bitch!”
 “Bounce that ass like you want to!”
 One of the bulls - Tyrone - stood beside her and guided her head towards his crotch. She found his cock and was still biting her lips from the groaning frenzy that was upon her as she fought to suck his prick. Her ass kept bouncing on Jones’ dick; he slapped her butt cheeks repeated to urge her on. He raised his thighs and held her down while he pumped his cock harder and faster inside her; Amy’s mouth came off Tyrone’s cock and she screamed a litany of curses as she galaxy of stars exploded inside her womb.
 She felt like falling off him, but Jones held her down; both of them gasping like two boxers who’d just gone an entire bout and no winner had turned out.
 “Yo, Booker,” Jones called out to his colleague. “You found something on that bed stand?”
 “Oh yeah, I found the bitch’s lube tube. Keep holding her down.”
 Amy tried to look over her shoulder at the approaching figure that was Booker. He came up on the bed and pressed his hand down on her backside as he lowered himself behind her. Alarm came on her face when she realised what was about to happen. Amy had never actually been buggered before, although Dave practised it on her with her black dildo. She’d always talked about wanting some black bull to take her anal cherry for real, though never knew if ever she would carry it out ... until now. The thought of what was about to happen excited as well frightened her.
 “Wait! Let’s not ... please!”
 She cried out as Booker poured lotion over her ass, rubbing much of it on her anus region. She fought to be free but Jones’s grip on her prevented her from such; Tyrone too came and held her legs to the bed. It was useless to struggle. Booker lowered himself with his black prick facing down on her like a pointed spear. Amy tensed. A second later her body shook; her features contorted into a frown as she felt the head of his prick pierce her anal orifice. She reached for Tyrone’s hand and bit down on it as her screaming fit filled the room.
 “UHHHGGGGHHH ... AWWWUUUGGGGHHHH ... SHIT-SHIT-SHIIITTTT! ”
Booker gasped from her tightness. He too groaned through his teeth as he slid inch after inch into her anus. He stopped when he felt comfortable and balanced himself over her. All that was between his dick and Jones’s was a thin membrane. Tyrone let go of Amy’s legs and went rifling through the pockets of his coverall and unearthed a digital camera. He began taking snapshots of his colleagues tearing their way through Amy’s cunt and ass. He came to the front of the bed and ordered Amy to suck his cock, stifling her moaning frenzy somewhat. He took snapshots of her mouth wrapped around his cock.
 There was exquisite pain where Booker had penetrated her, but as he and his buddy kept on double-pounding her, the pain gradually reduced and gave way to pleasure. She began moving her buttocks against them. Booker pulled hard on her hair and gummed his lips to hers. He and Jones fucked her ass and cunt to a rhythm, both taking turns at ramming her when it needed. Booker’s moment came upon him minutes later and he pulled out of her in time and sprayed her buttocks with his cum. He rubbed some of it with his shaft and came to the front of the bed and offered it to her to clean off while Tyrone handed him the camera and took the place he’d just left.
 For Amy, it felt like the longest day she’d ever had. Where she’d gotten used to one thick cock, another took its place. The bulls took turns for the next hour fucking every hole in her body. They turned her over in reverse, this time with Jones underneath, this time fucking her anus while Booker and Jones took turns thrusting into her cunt. Amy lost count the number of climaxes she had, and her voice already had turned sore and croaky from her unending moans and screams.
 Jones was still fucking her ass when Tyrone pulled out of her pussy and poured his cock like rain over her face. Booker had the camera in his hand and took snapshots of the moment. Booker and Jones both came inside her cunt and anus respectively. The boys were roaring with laughter when they left her on the bed to stew while they ribbed and jostled and slapped each other’s shoulder as they each waited their turn to use the shower.
 “Damn! Now that’s some hot pussy!”
 “Loved it when you came over her face, Ty! That was some crazy shit you did!”
 “Yeah, and you wished you’d have done it before, haven’t you.”
 “Fuck yeah, that was cool. We could use that on the next white bitch that calls for us.”
 More laughter.
 “Always bitches around wanting some black dick! They want it more than they want a glass of water.”
 “Good thing we’ve got that white boi sales rep to help out. That white boi sure seemed to know his job.”
 Amy’s thoughts were clouded with delirium as she listened to them laugh and converse while they used her bathroom. Her body ached all over; the room carried the sweet smell of cum, sweat and everything else. She half raised herself from the bed and her eyes gazed about the room, at the rumbled look of the bed. She reached a hand tentatively over her crotch; it felt like her pussy was still on fire. Her labia felt stretched. She dipped three fingers into her cunt, loved the feel of it.
 The bathroom door was half open, enough for her to make out the three bulls still laughing and talking inside with the shower still running. She struggled to move her feet off the bed, it was too hard for her. Tyrone was the first out of the bathroom, his body dotted with water, drying himself with a hand towel.
 “You okay, babe,” he said to her.
 Amy nodded, laughed. She was now seated on the edge of the bed.
 “Still shaky. You boys sure took me around the world.”
 “Holler on us next time so we’ll finish the job,” he said. “Next time, we’ll take you to the moon.”
 At that moment someone’s phone started ringing. Tyrone riffled through his colleague’s coverall pockets and unearthed Jones’ phone. Jones stepped out of the bathroom with water dripping off his body to answer the call. He laughed and spoke a few words and told whomever he was talking to that they’ll soon be out before hanging up.
 “Who that was?” said Booker, stepping out of the bathroom to join them.
 “That was D,” said Jones. “The nigger say he out by the truck. We best better get to moving.”



 Chapter Eight
 Baby D shared another lengthy kiss with Megan Parson, his hands caressing her body and she too fondling his prick inside her coverall. They were standing two feet from her front door. He knew he had to break it off, realising that if he didn’t, she was going to want another round of his cock and thus keep him here till late evening or maybe later still, by which time his buddies would probably be ringing his cell phone wanting to know if he was spending the night or what. That wasn’t the plan, at least not for today. They needed to report in at the office about their today’s assignment.
 He managed to let go of her lips and pried himself off her arms; Megan gave a mournful gesture at he reached for the door handle.
 “I’m sorry, babe, but a man’s got to split.”
 “My husband’s going to be so happy when he returns this evening,” she said.
 “Yeah, he’s going to be one lucky guy, I’ll bet. You got down my number, didn’t you?”
 She nodded. “I’ll call you.”
 “Yeah, babe. You do that. Catch you and your pussy later.”
 He opened the door and stepped one foot outside it. Megan hid from view; she blew him a kiss and waved goodbye at him. D waved back at her as he closed the door behind him.
 He took out his cell phone as he walked away from her front yard and was happy to see he didn’t have any miss called yet from his buddies; good to know that they too were probably getting some as he’d just had. His mind recalled the taste and feel of Megan’s pussy that he’d been fucking for the past hour plus. The bitch was a wild one, he thought to himself, recalling the crazy bouts of sex he’d had with her. A real trooper she’d been, couldn’t stand to get enough. He’d fucked her pussy like he hadn’t fucked any bitch in a while. It’d felt like a marathon the way she kept coming at him for more. She couldn’t take all his cock in her mouth though, but she’d just about sucked the chrome off it. The bitch had swallowed everything he pumped into her mouth. He’d cum in her ass and in her pussy too. Her only compliant being that her man wasn’t around to eat her pussy. They’d exchanged phone numbers; next time she wanted him to drop by when his husband would be around, at least they could set up an appointment elsewhere, far from her neighbour’s eyes.
 ***
 From the Parson’s home to the Shepsi’s down the next street wasn’t that far. At about the time B., was busy strolling towards where he knew his buddies’ truck was parked, he didn’t notice a red Datsun vehicle that pulled out of the driveway of a house two doors down from Megan Parson’s home and drove past him heading towards the next street. The driver behind the wheel was Meredith Eastmond. She was enroute to visit her friend and ardent neighbourhood snooper, Abigail Pottersmith, who’d informed her about the pair of suspicious black men she’d seen stepping into the Shepsis’ home and whom for more than the past hour had remained in her home with their truck parked in front of their home and hadn’t yet taken their leave. Abigail was just as excited with speculation, and Meredith knew it wouldn’t take long before her friend picked up the phone to call the police about what she’d noticed, thus she’d resigned herself to go over to see for herself what was happening. Meredith didn’t take notice of Baby D, whom she drove past without a glance, though it wouldn’t be long before she did.
 Meredith saw the pest Hilux truck parked across the street from her friend’s compound right in front of the Shepsi’s home and knew her friend was telling the truth all along. She brought her car to a stop a short distance from her friend’s driveway and even as she stepped out of her vehicle she saw Abigail standing outside her front door urging her to hurry along. Meredith shouldered her handbag - she had given the excuse to her twelve year twins whom she’d been supervising that she was off to get something at the grocery shop - and went to join her friend.
 Meredith Eastmond was in her early-forties. She had mouse-coloured hair which had begun to turn grey in some parts. She exercised regularly and prided herself on having a healthy outlook with regards to her vegetarian lifestyle. She and her husband were from the Mid-West and her relocated to this neighbourhood to raise their twin boys and older daughter seven years ago when her husband had received a job promotion. How would she have realised that once her best friend and her begin investigating the four black men who’d arrived at their neighbourhood that afternoon that it was going to lead to a sharp change in her lifestyle, one she’d never thought prepared for ... except in her wildest fantasies.
 “They’re still in there, Meredith,” Abigail shut the door and led her friend into her living room, to the window where she’d left her binoculars on the arm of the chair next to it. “It’s too bad there’s no way I can get to find out whatever’s going on in there.”
 “Come on, Abby. Couldn’t you just be over-exaggerating things? The name on their truck says they’re some pest-removal fellows.”
 Abby shook her head vehemently. “I know Dave Shepsi. He uses the same pest removal fellows as I do, and we’re not due for a clean-up for another month. He wouldn’t have chosen a new outfit without my being aware of it. Oh now, Meredith. There’s something fishy going on in here. Besides, the pest guys have been in there more than an hour already.”
 She gave her friend the pair of binoculars. Meredith took off her handbag and dropped it on the nearest couch and trained the binoculars at the house across the street. They resembled a pair of detectives watching out for terrorists. All they needed were two pairs of badges and then they’d be in business, Meredith thought to herself humorously.
 Abigail left for the kitchen to make them both a cup of coffee. While Meredith stood there gazing up and down the street, she saw a black man - Baby D - walking from the direction she had driven and watched with keen interest as he stood beside the Hilux truck. Abigail returned with the tea cups and gave one to her friend who directed her attention then at the black man standing across the street resting against the hood of the Hilux truck. He had his phone out and was calling someone; both women seemed to almost hold in their words. He finished making his call and pocketed back his phone and reclined against the truck, looking up and down the street, waiting.
 Abigail tapped her friend’s arm minutes later, indicating at the Shepsi’s house. Meredith raised the binoculars to her eyes.
 The Shepsi’s front door came open and the three black men in their earlier pest-control coveralls stepped out and walked towards the Hilux. They shook hands with their other buddy, all of them laughing, and jumped into the truck. The two women watched the men start their car and drove off.
 “Did you get their license plate?” Abigail inquired.
 “I couldn’t make it out from over here.”
 “Damn! Oh well, I can think of other means to get the information we need.”
 Meredith dropped the binoculars and turned to face her friend with her cup of tea in her hand.
 “I hope you’re still not going to call the police? They don’t look like ... bad people.”
 “You’d never know in this day and age,” Abigail replied. She finished sipping her tea then went looking into her handbag and unearthed a pack of Menthol. “No, I wasn’t thinking about the cops. I was thinking of going across the street.”
 She looked at her older friend as if the woman has lost her mind. “Abby, the hell would you want to go and do such? Isn’t it bad enough that you’re spying on them?”
 Abigail lit herself a cigarette before replying: “I’m not going to sound off like I’m spying on them. It’s going to be one neighbourly talk to another; nothing to raise alarms about, hopefully.”
 “Still that’s going far. If I didn’t know you well enough, I’d say you’re taking this neighbourhood watch thing a little too much. You need to get yourself a new hobby.”
 Meredith came over and borrowed a stick of cigarette from her friend who lit it for her.
 “You referring to me having a new husband?”
 “No. I said hobby, as in something else worth doing with your time, not the other. Not unless you’ve found someone already.”
 They sat down on a long couch. The program on the TV was still on-going though the volume was mute.
 “I don’t know if I can withstand having another man in my life,” Abigail mused. “One was good enough for me. Having another feels almost like starting all over again.”
 “It’s not about you starting over, Abby. It’s just you not being so preoccupied with ideals that don’t add nothing to you. Really, I think you’ve gotten too cooped up in this house of yours you’re losing touch of what the real world’s about.”
 “You saying I’m going insane?”
 “No, I didn’t say that. I’m saying that right now I’m about the best friend you’ve got on this neighbourhood, and there’s a lot more out there you can do with yourself than being indoors spying with your binoculars and watching daytime TV. You need some fun in your life; we both do.”
 “I’m trying, Meredith. Believe me, I could tell you stuff of what I’ve been into lately, you wouldn’t believe. I’m just finding my way through certain things though.”
 “Don’t worry about it, Abby. I know you’re doing well.”
 “You too could do with some excitement too. You’re spending so much time with your twin boys, and you’re looking haggard each time I see you.”
 “Don’t I know it,” she sighed. “Sometimes it gets hard doing anything new with Paul; he comes home and we barely even spend much time talking anymore. Just when I’ve got something on my mind, it’s morning already and he’s out the door.”
 Abigail turned to her friend with concern. “Is it just work?”
 “Looks that way to me, I really can’t say.”
 Meredith glanced at her watch and got up, saying her kids would be itching for her already. Abigail got up and walked her outside towards her car. They hugged each other before Meredith got into her car and drove off; Abigail waved goodbye to her and stood there for a moment as a cool blowing wind ruffled her skirt and sweater she had on.
 A car came down the street and drove into the Shepsi’s compound. She looked up and recognised Dave Shepsi’s Mercedes coming to a stop in front of the garage of his home. Abigail made it towards her front door, making as if she wasn’t looking at her neighbour’s home. She noticed Dave exist his car and approached his front door at about the same time it came open and there stood lovely Amy in a tank top and summer shorts. She too shuttled towards her husband and they wrapped arms around each other. It immediately brought a gnawing recall of nostalgia to Abigail when she recalled years ago of her being married to her deceased husband when she too couldn’t have been any happier to see him return home from wherever he’d been to and run up to him like that. Usually that translated to a good meal and then some hot sex afterwards. Such she thought back was how they’d given birth to their four kids, all now grown up and mature in their own lives in the city or wherever else in the country they are right now.
 Abigail stood there watching them. They turned towards her direction, noticed her stare and waved at her, smiling. Abigail waved back. She went into her house and closed the door and rested her back against it. Her thoughts were running; she wondered what Amy’s husband would think about what his wife had been up to while he’d been at work. Speculation abound her mind as she went into the living room and absently picked up the binoculars from where her friend had left it. She trained it at her neighbour’s home across the street. Abigail had the Shepsi’s phone number. It won’t be a hard thing for her to pick up her house phone and give them a call ... or rather, give the husband a call so he knows about the three strange visitors who’d been at his home an hour ago.
 The question was: should she?
 ***
 Saul got a call of satisfaction hours later from Dave Shepsi; he was happy with the result, as his wife had testified to him when he returned home and wanted to thank Saul for the set-up. Saul excused himself from the dinner table with Jessie remunerating about the steady progress she’d been having with Ashley when they met for lunch that afternoon and went upstairs to answer the call properly. Dave was practically gushing over the phone and Saul had to lower his voice to calm him down. Dave gave the phone to his wife and she too told him of how wonderful the bout of sex had been for her. Already Saul had gotten the report from the Tongue Patrol office, letting him know that his credit had risen with the company. The more couples he introduced to the program, the chance of him liable to be made chief salesman of the year. That came with a lovely bonus to what his earning would be. Saul couldn’t have been any happier.
 The following morning he got a surprise visitor after his wife had left for work. It was Tibbs. Saul opened the front door and was about inquiring whatever the visit was for but Tibbs pushed past him and stepped into his home. Saul quickly shut the door and followed the gruff individual into his living room still dressed in his house robe.
 “What exactly can I do for you?”
 He took off his glasses and cleaned the lens against the end of his robe. He realised only too late how nervous he was, seeing he had just let in a black man into his home, one whom he ought to be frightened of. Tibbs was like a jungle cat searching for a reason to pounce on anything; Saul could only imagine what he would be like if provoked. And that he was alone with him right now in his house, that made Saul even more nervous.
 Tibbs at the moment was sweeping his eyes over his living room as if something in it interested him but couldn’t place his finger on what it was. He was wearing a jacket and shirt with grey jeans, looked less threatening than the last time Saul had met him. Though of that he wasn’t completely sure.
 “Nice home you’ve got here, white boi,” Tibbs remarked, turning to face him. He had his arms akimbo. “Was going to pay you a visit yesterday but saw you scuttle off in your ride and knew you’d be out for long.”
 Saul didn’t know what to say to this. He couldn’t desist from removing the reverent tone in his voice.
 “Would you care for some coffee?”
 “I came here for something besides mere coffee, white boi.”
 Tibbs approached him with a dark look on his face. Saul felt his legs about to weaken, not knowing what to do. Tibbs stopped two feet from him and took out a crumpled leaflet from his pocket and unfolded it and held it up for Saul to recognise the fine print that was on it.
 “You remember this, white boi?” Tibbs glared at him as if he expected Saul to deny what he had in his hand.
 Saul recognised it perfectly well as one of the Tongue Patrol leaflets he’d given Miles to read about. Obviously Tibbs wasn’t happy about it.
 “That was for Miles,” Saul declared.
 Tibbs stabbed his chest an accusing finger.
 “Don’t play games with me, white boi. I know whom it was for. But least you forget already, I own that white boi and his slut wife. They’re mine to do with as I please, and anything that comes to them must pass through me, no matter what. So you tell me, white boi, the fuck is this Tongue Patrol bullshit you’re trying to sell to them? You trying to cut me out of the market here? Whatever it’s about, I want to know about it, and I ain’t leaving your pad today until you do.”
 Saul took a step back and then another, and would have taken a third had his leg not bumped into a couch. Tibbs’ eyes remained on him like a wild cat about to pounce. Saul felt cornered and was thinking through his mind what next to say when something saved him.
 His front doorbell went off.
 “I’d better go see who that is,” he said and immediately left the room, hopefully to thank whomever had just rung the bell for saving his life.
 He went and pepped through the keyhole, surprised at the person he saw standing there but nonetheless undid the lock and held the door open.
 “Hi,” said Roberta, smiling at him. “Good morning.”
 “Hi there, Robbie. Nice to see you again. Come in, please.”
 She was wearing a summer shirt tied at her waistline and a pair of shorts and tennis shoes; her legs looked so lovely under the gaze of the sun. He let her inside, closed the door and locked it. Together they went in the direction of the living room. Robbie was about saying something and stopped when she discovered they weren’t alone. Tibbs stood there with his arms behind his back still fuming. He heard Roberta’s voice and turned in time to meet her gaze as Saul led her into the living room.
 “Hi there,” she waved a nervous hand at Tibbs. “I hope I wasn’t interrupting anything,” she said to Saul.
 “By all means, please,” Tibbs came to her side, took her hand and led her into the room as if it were his house, taking the lead from Saul’s grasp. “You weren’t interrupting anything,” he smiled. “Always lovely meeting a lovely face every now and then.”
 Roberta was quickly taken by his charm and she found herself sitting on the long couch beside him. Tibbs introduced himself and asked if she’d care for anything to drink. Roberta said she’d like anything soft. Tibbs looked at Saul who caught the meaning and went in the direction of the kitchen and returned seconds later with two can Cokes, offering the second to Tibbs. Roberta took a sip of hers then took from her pocket the DVD she had borrowed from Saul the previous day.
 “I thought I’d come by and return this to you,” she said to him with a blush. “They were most entertaining.”
 “I’m glad you enjoyed it.”
 Saul reached for the DVD disc but before he could, Tibbs took it from Roberta’s grasp and looked it over.
 “This one of them Tongue Patrol flicks, white boi?”
 Saul groaned. He didn’t enjoy being referred to as ‘white boi’, most especially in front of a female neighbour, but Roberta didn’t seem to care. Saul knew Tibbs was exerting his manly authority over him and there was little he could do about it; in a way, he was enjoying it.
 “Yes, it is,” said Saul.
 Tibbs turned to Roberta. “How come a pretty looking woman like yourself is interested in some thrash movie like this? A fine woman such as yourself ought to know better.”
 “I don’t know,” she shrugged, blushing. “Saul here told me about them and I got intrigued about them, I guess. Do you know anything about them, Mr. Tibbs?”
 “Please, it’s just Tibbs. And no, I know nothing about the characters. Though I’ll bet I’ve got more better stuff than any of them would have. I’m a man’s man, babe, and I ain’t afraid to show it.”
 Without even giving any hint, Tibbs took her hand and slapped it down on his crotch. Saul was just as shocked as well as taken by the action, so too did Roberta who muttered a mild cry as her hand connected with something hard and growing under his jeans. Roberta looked as if Tibbs had placed her hand on the skin of a hot kettle and instinctively she was about retrieving her hand back when she felt what it was touching and held herself from it. Her hand remained where it was, rubbing against Tibbs’ hardened erection. Tibbs lounged back in his chair with a gloating smile on his face, looking like someone who’d just accomplished a mighty feat.
 “You like what you’re touching, babe?”
 Roberta’s voice sounded off a croak - she was lost for words as she sat forward and brought her other hand to feel his cock underneath his jeans as if wanting to prove to herself that she wasn’t actually dreaming. It had been months since last time Roberta felt the power of a hard cock in her hands. Even longer the time since she had one fuck her to submission. Once or twice she’s almost succumbed to the temptation of hiring some stud, anyone whom she could find within a hundred-mile radius to come and fuck her and would even pay him for services rendered. Now as her hand pressed down on this strange black man’s crotch, she seemed happy she hadn’t made such decision.
 “It’s got a zipper, you know,” Tibbs brought her out of her reverie. “All you have to do is pull down on it and out it comes.”
 Roberta had scepticism written on her face, but her hands had a mind of their own it seemed as it grabbed the top of his jeans and pulled down on his zipper. Saul, not knowing if he should excuse them or continue to remain there, decided to remain. He went and sat at a chair farther from them, not wanting to get in the way of what he hopped was about to happen. Never before had he ever condoned such in his home before, but with the performances he’d vividly seen of Tibbs in action with both of his neighbours’ wives, he was very much inclined to see this one happen. Already he could feel his erection jumping to life inside his pyjama pants.
 Tibbs reached into the opened hole of his zipper to help pull out the bulging prick he was packing. It came out in full view and Saul felt his open come unhinged at the sight of it, so too did Roberta. She stared at his cock mesmerized, looking like she’d just about creamed her shorts.
 She wowed at the sight of the thickness of his prick; it throbbed and pulsed with her hand wrapped around it. She stroked pre-cum out of its head.
 “It’s so beautiful,” she gasped. She shifted in her seat; one of her hand rested between the crotch of her shorts.
 “You needn’t stare at it for long, bitch. Put your mouth to the microphone.”
 Before Roberta had a chance to perhaps think about backing out of what was about to happen, Tibbs made the choice for her and pressed her head downward on his waistline. Her mouth came open and gave the tip of his dick a kiss. The kiss turned into a smooch, and then her lips parted further and swallowed inches of his prick. Tibbs groaned. Her lips wrapped further downward on his cock as she dug herself into her work. Tibbs undid his belt buckle and pushed his jeans down his thighs; Roberta came off the couch and kneeled before him.
 “Ohh yeah! Suck that black cock.”
 Tibbs parted her hair off her face; Saul got further room to watch her mouth sink down on his cockshaft. Tibbs pressed down on her head firmly. Roberta released a mouthful of grunts as she went on taking more of him into her mouth; Tibbs kept talking to her, urging her onward. Saul was feeling comfortable with the way things were on-going, he sat back and whipped his cock out of his pants and began stroking it while he watched. Although a part of him felt ashamed doing such with two strangers in his home, but neither seemed to mind or care.
 A while later Roberta stopped and got to her feet. Her breathing sounded ragged as she hurried to be out of her clothes. Tibbs too sat forward and off went first his jacket, then to unbuttoning his shirt. Roberta pushed her shorts down her ankles and kicked them off her tennis-shoed feet. She fell to her knees and helped Tibbs out of his jeans.
 “Do you have a condom?” she asked him.
 “Bitch, I ain’t no chump,” Tibbs growled at her. “I don’t wear condoms, and I’m a hundred percent clean.”
 Roberta shook her head. “I don’t ... I don’t think I can do it without a condom on you.”
 She wanted that black cock. Her eyes were still transfixed by it and her hand was now playing with her clit.
 Saul jumped to his feet, holding his pyjamas in his hand. “I’ve got a condom!”
 Tibbs and Roberta turned towards his direction surprised. Saul didn’t wait for either to say anything. He half ran out of the room, took the back corridor and went up the stairs to the bedroom. He went to his side of the bed and threw open the bottom drawers to where he kept his hidden stash of rubbers. It had been down there almost forever and he’d nearly forgotten about it. He took the pack of Trojans out and ran back down the stairs.
 In the living room, Tibbs was kissing Roberta; she was stroking his shaft while they stood naked before each other. Saul approached them and handed the Trojans pack to Tibbs who accepted it without a word and ripped one of it out. Roberta took it from him and down her knees she went, stroking his erect cock inches from her face before wrapping the condom over it. She gave it a last kiss.
 “Come here, let’s get a feel of what your pussy is like.”
 Tibbs sat back on the couch and Roberta turned with her backside facing him and lowered herself gently down between his open legs. She squirmed as her buttocks connected with his waistline, his cock slipping between her ass crack to get at her wetness. Saul returned to his former chair and observed the animated look on his neighbour’s face as Tibbs’ cock struck home.
 Roberta lowered herself completely on him. Tibbs held her back, mounted her legs on top of his. Saul looked to see his cock lost inside her cunt. Roberta gave a lasting sigh that sounded more like a squeal. She ground her bum against him and with her hands balanced on Tibbs’ thigh began raising herself up and down on him. Tibbs lounged back on the chair and he too pushed his thighs up each time to get his cock back inside her. Tibbs’ hands grasped her waistline and like that helped propelled her up and down as gradually her pussy expanded to get used to his girth. Roberta’s gasped went from being heavy to becoming raspy, sounding like a train’s boring whistle. She fingered her pussy as she bounced up and down Tibbs’ thighs. Her head shook side to side, her brow tightened from the ecstasy she was lost in.
 “That’s it,” Tibbs muttered. “Keep bouncing like that ... Uhhhggg ... I love the way your pussy’s tight on my dick.”
 Roberta’s bouncing was getting aggressive and she too was getting deeper into the enjoyment she was having. Tibbs a moment later pushed her up from him, turned her around and pulled her towards him to sit astride him again, this time facing him. He lowered himself on the couch and Roberta planted her legs beside his thighs like a spider and lowered herself down on him. Saul watched with admiration at her curvaceous butt cheeks as she reached beneath for Tibbs’ condom-wearing black cock and slipped it into her awaiting her awaiting hole.
 “AAHHHHHH! ”
Roberta gave a loud exhale as her pussy took his cock halfway. Tibbs held the bottom of her ass cheeks and drove his thighs up and down, pounding her pussy harder with his cock. Roberta’s legs came down on either side of his thighs and she too went on riding him. Tibbs grasped her butt cheeks and wouldn’t stop slapping them. Roberta squealed from the hurt; it made her buck against him harder. She looked down at Tibbs; she lowered her face and kissed him.
 Tibbs dug his arm under her legs and lifted her up from the couch. Her legs came around his thighs and her cries went into a frenzy as Tibbs slammed his cock harder and faster into her pussy. When out of breath, he turned around and laid her down on the couch. Her legs dangled over his shoulder while he balanced one foot on the chair and pile-drove his cock all the way down her pussy to his nuts. The position didn’t pay him much, he dug his hands under her ass cheeks and went ahead giving her cunt fucking she deserved. Roberta grabbed at the couch’s fabric above her head while she hollered from the pounding she was getting. When that wasn’t enough, she wrapped her arms around Tibbs’ sweaty shoulders. He pulled her towards himself as she felt like slipping away from him. Tibbs grunted heavily as he slammed his cock into her harder and harder. His eyes loved the sound of her cries; nothing pleased him that seeing and listening to the sound of a white bitch loving his dick the way they ought to, like they couldn’t get enough of it.
 Roberta’s shrill cries sounded stuttered with each time Tibbs drove his cock down inside her. She braced herself and held onto him as the inevitable came rushing towards her. As if Tibbs knew, he pulled out of her and knelt between her legs and slipped his tongue in and around her clit. It was like being hit by a giant thunder. Roberta’s body shook and she couldn’t stop her whimpering cries as an orgasm ripped through her with a force she hadn’t experienced in a long while. She grabbed hold of Tibbs’ head and pressed it firmly down on her pussy, not wanting him to stop as she suffered more back-flashes of her climax.
 Tibbs withdrew his face when she’d calmed down and removed the condom from his shaft and jerked it forcefully over her face. He looked up, groaned, his bicep muscles stood out as he splashed his semen over Roberta’s features. When he was done, he looked at Saul and grinned like a devil.
 “That’s how you handle a white slut, white boi,” he groaned.
 Saul stood up and left the room. He went into the spare bathroom/toilet at the end of the corridor, nearly ripped his pyjamas open and reclined himself against the wall as he ejaculated into the toilet bowl.



 Chapter Nine
 Meredith Eastmond was driving along the street heading back to her home as she’d gone off to drop her twins at their school when her eyes happened to sight the black man in the jacket and jeans leaving one of her neighbour’s home with a white woman standing alongside him. Meredith had to admit she wasn’t like her friend Abigail who seemed to imagine conspiracy taking place in nearly every home besides hers. The sight of seeing interracial couples together always seemed to buoy her spirit. There was some mystique about it that she couldn’t explain and yet won’t stop envisioning it.
 She focused on her driving and went along on her way.
 At about the same time Tibbs and Roberta was leaving Saul’s pad, the same time Meredith Eastmond was driving past Saul’s neighbour’s home and entering her street, her best friend, Abigail, was on a self-proclaimed mission to finding out whatever she needed to know regarding the three black men she’d seen stepping out of the Shepsi’s residence yesterday. She knew in a way she was stepping out of bounds, whatever it was had nothing to do with her poking her nose into other people’s affairs, expect her curiously simply wouldn’t die down. It wasn’t just the sight of recalling the three black men, but also the way Amy Shepsi had embraced her husband when he’d retuned from work last evening. It had kept her awake half of the night. There was something funny about that picture, Abigail saw it her duty to get to the bottom of things. She had thought of how to approach the matter: pay her neighbour across the street a visit and present her with what she’d seen and squeal a confession out of her ... if actually anything had really happened. As far as the world knows, it was a three-man crew from a pest control outfit, and Amy Shepsi was bound to curse her out of her home for even insinuating anything.
 Still, Abigail was determined to know.
 Dave Shepsi had long driving off - Abby had watched him drive off before she wrapped her scarf around her neckline and went to open her door. She ran through her mind the questions she wanted to ask and how she was going to throw them at Amy as she crossed the street and stepped into her neighbour’s compound. At that moment the Shepsi’s front door opened and out stepped Amy about to head off somewhere. She stopped as she saw her older neighbour approach her and smiled.
 “Hiya, Ms. Pottersmith,” said Amy. “Being a while since we saw you around.”
 “Indeed it has been,” replied Abby, fighting to remain calm. “Pardon my coming to you like this, Amy, but there’s something I’d like to ... something I’d want to discuss with you about.”
 “Really? About what?”
 “About those three men I saw leaving your home yesterday.”
 The words fell straight-forward from Abigail’s mouth before she could even check to make sure she’d arranged it as she wanted. A strange look came upon her neighbour’s face and for a moment she realised she’d over-stepped her boundaries and would have retracted her words if she could. She kicked herself almost immediately, cursed herself for never taking her friend’s advice and letting things be.
 “You saw ...”
 Amy couldn’t complete the words; Abigail helped her by nodding.
 “Yes, I saw them leave your home. That was before your husband returned.”
 The strange look on Amy’s face remained there for some seconds before returning her features to a placid tone. Amy unlocked her front door for her friend to enter.
 “I’ve got an hour before my hair appointment. Perhaps you’d better come inside so we can talk.”
 It was Abby’s turn to look indecisive. Yes, she had planned the confrontation bit. But whatever was to come out of it she hadn’t expected this. Surely Amy wasn’t going to harm her with what she’d opened to her about.
 Amy closed the door behind her and led her to the right into their living room. Both women sat across from each other. Abigail appeared fretful, not knowing what crime she’d unwittingly committed by her words.
 “You’re good at keeping secrets, Ms. Pottersmith. Can I entrust you with one?”
 Abigail could do nothing except say yes to her question. Inwardly she braced herself for whatever she was about to hear.
 The discussion lasted half an hour. It would have gone on longer except Amy needed to keep her hair appointment. Abigail had so much questions to ask. She said goodbye to her neighbour with the promise to check in on her later and strolled back across the street to her home looking like one having a somnambulist episode. She crossed the street rather fast, her feet moved with stiff opposition. She entered her house and closed the door and turned the lock. She went upstairs to her spacious bedroom which she once shared with her late husband, rummaged through her desk drawer and unearthed a pink flexible dildo. She returned downstairs to the living room and with the remote in hand, switched on the TV set. Her favourite programs won’t be on for another couple of hours but she didn’t mind. She flicked through to that of a music channel and left it there and hiked up the volume somewhat. Dropping the remote beside her, she lay back on the couch with her skirt high up to expose her purple underwear. Her hand dove inside and she sighed as she got a sense of her wet mature pussy. A shiver ran through her body as she slipped a finger into her cunt, something she hadn’t done in a naughty long while. She pushed her panties to the side and inserted the curved head of her dildo into her wet gash. Abigail lounged her head backwards, shut her eyes and muttered a curling moan as the dildo unleashed moments of hidden pleasure inside her. Her other hand rubbed at her clit while she thrust her dildo this way and that into her pussy. Her body throbbed with raunchy lust and awakening excitement as she recalled all what Amy Shepsi had told her about the sex she’d had with the three black men who’d visited her home yesterday.
 Abigail nibbled on one finger, her breathing turned susurrus-like as she recalled the description of the gangbang sex Amy narrated to her: how the men oiled her body up ... fucked her out by her backyard patio ... taken her upstairs and fucked her like a slut ... fucked her ass and pussy ... creampied her cunt ...
 Abigail was barely aware of when she cried out as she’d stuck the remainder of the dildo all the way inside her, thus bringing her to sudden climax that nearly made her fall from the couch. She remained where she was with one of her legs nearly touching the floor. She was panting and her breathing nearly covered by the loudness of the TV volume. Feeling recovered, she sat up and reduced the volume and ran her fingers through her hair, feeling sweat pop all over her brow.
 She stood up from the couch and pushed her dress back down her legs. She needed to get herself together. Such a reaction had never come onto her before. How is it all these years that’s passed she’d suddenly stumble upon something that’s got her nerves shooting with excitement? All the time Amy had described what the black men had done to her, Abigail had conceited with jealousy that such was what she wished to be done to her. Times she had thought of it: of have wild, crazy sex. The sort of sex that would get her late husband rolling in his grave if ever he heard it ... had he being alive she reckoned such thoughts never would float in her head. But he’s dead and gone and she was alive, living in this house of hers, no kids to take care of, wasting away for when she too would join him in the ground. She wasn’t looking forward to that any time soon; might as well do something crazy before that day comes along.
 Abigail went with her dildo upstairs to her room. She washed it clean then returned it into the closet. She washed her face and combed her hair then picked up her handbag; she was going to stop at the bank to get some money first before she went in search of the man whom Amy had told her was responsible for setting up the men who’d ravished her.
 Saul Mellors.
 ***
 Saul was on the phone discussing with another neighbour of his, Bruno Mickens, about having the Tongue Patrol into his home. Miles had passed along the feedback to Bruno had too had called Saul to find out if whether or not it was for real or bullshit.
 “No bullshit, Bruno,” he spoke into his phone as he walked back and forth of his living room, squeezing a pen in his hand, feeling like the salesman he was born to be. “This is all legit, I’m telling you. These boys can give your wife and that hot daughter of yours whatever sexual fantasy or satisfaction you can think of. Just give it a try, I’m telling you, Karen and Olivia aren’t ever going to think bad about it.”
 As it so happened, Bruno’s twenty-two year old daughter was engaged and soon to be married. Bruno and his wife had been thinking about the perfect gift to send her off. Bruno’s wife, Karen, had of course done a number on Bruno before. Saul had heard something about it but didn’t quite believe it, not until a couple of months back, during one Saturday afternoon barbeque at his home, he and Miles had gotten round to talking about them and Miles had made it known to him. That during their honeymoon, Bruno had enticed his young bride to sleep with a young Latino who worked in the hotel they had lodged at in Vegas. He Bruno had watched, and since then had searched for any opportunity he could find to get his wife made another man’s slut, even for an hour or two. Nothing would make a crowning achievement than him procuring some black men to do a number on his wife and daughter. Saul sensed it as they spoke on the phone and urged Bruno to sign a Tongue Patrol agreement form like other couples whom he’d sweet-talked already had done.
 “Alright, Saul. You’ve got me sold,” said Bruno. “How soon do I get to see you about it?”
 Saul held his breath and pumped his fist into the air. He spent the next minute arranging schedule for when he would drop by Bruno’s home to meet with him and present him with the contractual form. They said goodbye and then hung up. Saul adjusted his glasses on his nose, smiling to himself. Never would he had thought he’d become so good at this sort of job. He wondered how his other sales rep colleagues were doing with their own bid. Maybe one or two of them were striking gold in their own areas. Only one uncovered lapse remained: how was he ever going to break this type of job to Jessie for her to understand.
 He returned to his library and began typing a memo to send to the office regarding the next couple whom he’d snagged. The company would verify the memo as well as the contractual forms assigned and would then dispatch whomever was needed to get the job done. Saul had only once bumped into one of the Tongue Patrol guys, a black man with corn-rowed hair named Calvin. He seemed like a cool fellow; he’d joked about Saul’s suit before hurrying along to whatever white couple’s home he was needed. The boys did as well fuck single women, though majority of their clients tended to be married ones. Had Saul even imagined there’d be couples out there wanting this years back, he’d have thought the world had gone insane. And yet he’d been living in the same neighbourhood, next door to upstanding neighbours who secretly indulged in such and he’d never known.
 He finished typing his memo then sat back and clicked on the SEND button. His thoughts went to Roberta. He wondered what she and Tibbs would be up to right now. Probably fucking her again, he thought. How he wished that it had been him fucking her instead of Tibbs. She looked so hot in those shorts she had on.
 His doorbell sounded off. Saul sighed to himself as he pushed back his chair and got up. So much excitement for one day, and it wasn’t noon yet.
 He went and opened the door. He recognised the older woman who stood there in front of his doorway, although at that moment he couldn’t recall her name. The woman struck her hand at him, smiling.
 “Hi, Mr. Mellors,” they shook hands. “From the look on your face, you probably don’t remember me anymore. I’m Abigail Pottersmith. I live on Cherryview Lane, behind you.”
 Then it came to him - Abigail. Abigail Pottersmith. Yes, he did recognise her. Although it’s been a while since last time they stopped to talk. Jessie didn’t like her that much; said she was a neighbourhood snooper with little else to do but poke her nose into other people’s business. Looks like now her nose was set on his.
 “I’m sorry to be dropping by your home rather impromptu, Mr. Mellors, but there was something I’d rather like to talk with you about. In private, if you wouldn’t mind.”
 “As long as it’s got nothing to do with me being in trouble-”
 Abigail laughed shyly. “No, I doubt that.”
 Saul invited her into his home. They went into the living room and it was then he forgot he’d left some salacious Tongue patrol material on the centre table. Abigail sat down and reached for one of the leaflets that were there; Saul stood aside from her, not knowing what to say. She flipped through the leaflets, crossed one leg over the other and smiled at him.
 “Quite some interesting piece of literature you have here, Mr., Mellors. Very interesting.”
 “Yes, they quite are.” He sat down on the centre table. He was rather uncomfortable about what she wanted to see him about. “Mrs., Pottersmith-”
 “Please, call me Abby.”
 “Very well then, Abby. What exactly is it you came all the way to see me about?”
 Abigail, still holding the Tongue Patrol leaflets in her hand handed them back to him. “I’ve been hearing a little bit of rumour about you, Mr. Mellors. About your line of work, I mean. I’m not here to make you desist from what you do. Matter of fact, I’m wondering if there’s any chance you can help introduce me to them.”
 Saul took the leaflets from her and looked at them. He felt a little embarrassed. “You ... you’d like to know about what I’m involved in?”
 “Oh no, not really. I do have an idea of what you’re involved in. What I’d like to know is how I too can be included in it.” She winked at him. “Whatever the cost, I’m willing to pay for it.”
 That seemed to ease Saul’s mind. “Well now, I’ll have to get you a contract agreement form to fill. How soon would you like for yours to happen, Abby?”
 “Would tomorrow be too early?” she asked.
 ***
 Megan Parson drove into the city that afternoon from her place of work. She had received a call and the voice at the other end of the line had told her to write down an address which he’d called out to her and told her to be there during her noon break and not be late. Her heart skipping beats, her womb pulsing, Megan picked up her purse and fled from her office before the clock even struck noon.
 She drove into Gaylore Avenue and stopped at the house that bore the number as that which she had written down. She parked her car by the curb and approached the front door and knocked. The door came open and Baby D stood there looking masculine in a pair of jeans and nothing else. Megan’s features broke into a smile and she hugged him as he led her into the house. She nearly wouldn’t stop kissing him.
 “I’m so glad you called,” she murmured.
 “You’re going to be my white bitch,” he undid the buttons of her jacket. “When I call, I want you to come.”
 “Anything for you, darling,” she said as she slipped her arms out of her jacket and struggled to open her blouse for him. “Anything for you.”
 D led her past a corridor where there were other several bedroom doors; he took her into one of them and made her sit on the bed facing him. Megan undid his belt buckle and pulled down the zipper of his pants. There was an apparent bulge in his briefs. She licked her lips as she pulled down his jeans and briefs and his thick erection unfurled out and hit the underside of her chin. She encircled her tongue around its bulbous head and proceeded to sucking him. D grabbed the back of head and thrust his cock deep into her mouth. Megan choked on his black meat, her hands held on to his waistline. Her mouth hung open and she grunted each time his cock touched the back of her throat and came out again. D left her head and undid the remaining buttons of her blouse to caress her ample tits inside her half-cup bra. He pulled her pendulum pair of tits out and fingered her nipples, making her moan. Megan’s mouth went on lubricating his shaft, rolling her tongue over his cock’s head while she stroked his cock. D held his shaft in his hands and balanced on leg on the bed and indicated for her to suck on his balls. Megan swallowed and rolled his testicles in her mouth and further ran her tongue along his ass crack. D was loving it and had to push her backward, least she made him cum early.
 D pulled her up from the bed roughly and turned her around to rest on it, not bothering to take her clothes off. He raised her skirt up her butt and pushed her panties aside and with one stroke rammed the head of his cock into her. Megan grabbed hold on the bed sheets, her features squeezed in hurting pain as she felt the bull’s cock pierce her cunt like a thick pole. D pumped into her slowly, getting his cock further lubricated with her flowing juice. Her pussy felt tight, but less than a minute his cock was slipping in and out of her cunt with ease. He grabbed the top of her skirt and began pounding her hard. Megan groaned and her body grumbled from the pleasure and thrust of pain racking her body. Her tits hung down from her blouse, slapping each other as her body shook from the impact of D’s cock slamming into her. D slowed down his pace, pulling in and out of her slow and easy, leaning forward to fondle her tits with his hands. She turned her face to the side and kissed him. He straightened up and resumed fucking her hard. Megan cried loudly from the thrill. D grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled her head backwards while his other hand slapped her ass cheeks.
 There came a light knock on the door and then it came open. Both D and Megan turned to see whom the intruder was.
 It was a black man wearing khaki shorts and a vest with corn-rowed hair leading a blonde woman into the room. The woman wore blue jeans and nothing on top except her bra; they were both laughing over something. They both stopped when they saw D and Megan in the room; D slowed his pace somewhat, but his cock went on drilling Megan from behind.
 “Yo, yo, what up, D!” the corn-rowed black man who introduced himself as Calvin hollered out to his friend.
 He came forward and shook hands with D, pulling his blonde date along whom he introduced as Stacy. Stacy said hi to Megan who replied back; Megan hadn’t met her before but noticed a rock on her married finger.
 “Where did you find her?” D spoke to his friend.
 Calvin grinned. “You mean Stacy here? Her old man’s out of town and she called saying she needed a brother to cool down her fire. She’s one horny bitch I can tell you. I see you’re busy with yours too.”
 Both men shrieked wild laughter.
 Stacy was already on her knees unzipping Calvin’s shorts and pulling his cock out of its hiding place and wrapping his cock with her mouth. Calvin stroked her hair while she bobbed against him; his shorts fell down to his ankles.
 Megan went on moaning from the onslaught of her bull’s cock fucking her pussy from behind. D pulled out of her suddenly and Megan took the opportunity to fall forward on her face. D turned her over and buried his lips on her cunt. Megan caressed his head, she opened her legs wide enough for him. She turned her head and saw the blonde woman, Stacy, still on her knees sucking on Calvin’s long shlong; she undid her bra from behind and it fell from her chest. Calvin picked her up from her feet and helped her out of her jeans; she didn’t have any underwear on. He lifted her up into the air. She crossed her legs behind his waistline, holding on to him tight while his hand directed his cock into her awaiting pussy. Stacy balanced on top of his cock and was riding him on the air, bucking her hips harder against his while her arms wrapped tight around his neck and shoulder. Calvin’s hands squeezed her butt cheeks as his thighs pumped his cock higher and higher into her. Their lips clashed. Stacy moaned and bucked frantically against him. She screamed into his ear for him to give her all his cock.
 Megan got jolted back to her own reality when D leaned over her. He slipped two fingers into her cunt and fingered her with such fury she couldn’t stop screaming from the roar of climax that swept upon her. Her pussy squirted copious cum on his hand. He retrieved his fingers and gave her some of her cum to lick clean. This time he pulled her skirt from her legs along with her panties and drove his cock into her. She was back to panting once again. Her legs came up high, but D brought them down and instead slipped his hands underneath her butt cheeks and dug himself further on top of her. Megan slapped her head side to side on the bed as she inhaled D’s breath. Her voice couldn’t stop crying from the thrust his rod was giving to her.
 Calvin lowered Stacy to her feet and she sat on the bed and pulled his cock towards her mouth. She cleaned her juice from his rod, after which he made her turn around to face Megan while he came up on the bed and lowered himself behind her.
 Megan had never had anything close to a lesbian tryst. As Stacy lowered her face towards hers, their lips met in a kiss, stifling both women’s moaning frenzy, she couldn’t help but enjoy it. Stacy raised her face and shared a kiss with D too, as Calvin loomed over her, his thick cock riding in and out of her pussy. He grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled her face upward. Both women’s cries merged as one. Their men fucked them almost in tandem.
 They made a switch later: D lay on the bed while Stacy rode his prick while Calvin positioned Megan on arms and knees before Stacy’s back. He was slamming into her while she licked her tongue on D’s balls. Sometimes D grasped Stacy’s ass and held her up for Megan to suck on his cock before bringing her down to continue riding him. Calvin slapped her buttocks till it turned red. He licked a finger and inserted it into her anus; this made Megan howl louder. She begged him to stop but Calvin went deaf to her cries. He was now fucking her cunt at the same time finger-fucking her anus, and he loved the sound of her screaming from it. Within seconds her pussy began to spasm and Megan hollered out that she was about to cum. Calvin dipped another inch of his finger into her anus and roughly kept on pounding her with every muscle of strength he had.
 “AWWHHHH ... AAAHHHHH ... OH-MY-GOD, I’M CUMMINGGG! ”
“Yeah, cum for me, bitch! Cum for daddy!”
 Calvin held her upright, his thighs pressed against hers as he drove his shaft all the way deep inside her. Megan reached backwards and grasped his arm as she moaned a high shriek. Calvin gave her three brief but hard thrusts before letting her slip from him. Calvin came to the bed and lay beside her. Megan let him caress her tits while she remained lying on her backside fighting to get her breathing back; her pussy recoiled from her touch like it was on fire.
 Stacy went on riding and bouncing her buttocks hard on D’s prick. He held her down on him and nearly wouldn’t stop thrusting his cock harder into her cunt. He came with her off the bed, firing rapid thrusts into her then laid her on her backside and kept on pounding her. He was like an animal that wouldn’t quit; her tits bounced and rolled on her chest. Gobs of sweat rained down from his neck and chest and splattered on her torso. Megan rolled over and suck on her tits. Stacy gave a roar of pleasure as her climax washed over her. D pulled out at just the right moment and stood over both women and pumped his cock and spurted his thick cum on their faces.
 “You bitches better start cleaning!”
 He fell from the bed and lay on his back beside Stacy. She and Megan took turns licking off every trace of semen that splattered on each person’s face. When they were done, they shifted into each other’s locked their lips in a passionate kiss.
 ***
 It was sometime past noon. Roberta’s eyes came awake. She raised her head from where it lay and knew two things almost immediately: she wasn’t in her bedroom and also she was with someone too. Tibbs. She had fallen asleep with snuggled against his chest. They were both naked; one on her legs lay across him. She removed her leg carefully from his, not wanting to awake him. She turned over on her back and sat up on the other side of the bed. This wasn’t her bedroom. This was Tibbs’ bedroom in his apartment. The memory of how she’d come to be here came to her.
 She had been at her place of work when she’d gotten a phone call from Tibbs. He had an early lunch and thought better to share it with her. The memory of their last escapade hadn’t gone from her mind. She had left her health clinic office an hour early. She drove to where Tibbs was waiting for her at a restaurant. They had a good meal and then Tibbs had brought her down here and like what he’d done to her at her apartment the previous day, he once again lived up to his name and tore through her pussy like it was something he owned. Roberta had heard herself begging him for his cock, for her to suck it and for him to fuck her pussy with it. She’d seemed detached while it happened, unable to believe she could want another man’s cock the way she’d wantonly spoken to him.
 Roberta rose from the bed and stretched her arms. She felt so worn out, there were hicky bites on her tits and her body was sticky with sweat and cum. She came around to the end of the bed; her clothes and Tibbs’ littered the floor. She picked them up and arranged Tibbs’ on a chair and laid hers on top of his. No way was she going back to work looking like this. She needed a bath.
 It was the sound of the water shower that woke Tibbs from his slumber. He sat up blinking his eyes and turned in the direction of where the bathroom door was. He stood up from the bed and went to investigate.
 The shower stall was closed; he could make out Roberta washing herself inside. He approached the glass stall and opened it. Roberta was instantly startled but smiled when she saw it was him. She made room for Tibbs and they showered and washed each other, sharing as much kisses as they could.
 “I thought you were still asleep,” she said.
 “Was. I’m awake now.”
 Roberta had her hand on his cock which was now erect.
 “Looks like somebody’s been awake too.”
 She went down to suck his cock. Tibbs turned off the shower and pushed open the stall’s door to get more room. She licked her tongue down the underside of his cock and cupped his balls with her mouth and pulled at them.
 Tibbs wanted more. He stepped out of the shower stall, bringing her along. Roberta grabbed hold of the sink; Tibbs carried one of her and held it up while the head of his cock rubbed against her entrance. She reached down for it and tucked it into her hole. Lightning surged through her as he drove his cock all the way into her pussy’s concave. Standing nearly sideways, her one hand grasped the sink while she held Tibbs’ shoulder. Each stroke produced a lengthy series of moan from her.
 “You’re going to be my bitch from now on,” he told her.
 “Ohhh, yes! I’m going to be your sexy bitch!”
 Tibbs took control of her body from that moment on. Roberta couldn’t have been any happier.



 Chapter Ten
 Saul got an unusual call the following morning. It was from his next-door neighbour Ralph Micklen. He had left for the Tongue Patrol office to turn in his summary workout of activities the past few days when he got the call; it was past nine in the morning. There was a dour sound to his friend’s voice. Ralph asked if he could drop by his office that there was something he wanted to seriously pick with him and he couldn’t wait for noon to arrive. Saul checked his schedule; he was supposed to take Jessie to lunch and maybe see about explaining to her his new-found job once and for all. He didn’t think he could cope with the lie anymore. She was going to find out one way or the other - he won’t be able to keep the lie up for another week.
 “Alright, Ralph. Give me the address to your office and I’ll see how soon I can get there.”
 Ralph texted his office number to him. Saul promised to be there in the next hour.
 ***
 Right about the same time Saul was speaking to his friend on the phone, a black man named Jimmy Badass drove into the neighbourhood and pulled his car into the curb when he arrived at the house he was expected at. He approached the front door and pressed the doorbell. He was dressed in a navy blue suit and tie, looked like a Wall Street banker. The door came open and there stood a mature white woman who at first was startled seeing a black man standing on her doorstep but quickly presented him with a smile. A nervous one.
 “Yes?”
 “Good morning, ma’am. I hear you’ve got a place to rent. I would like to come and check it out.”
 “Rent? Oh yes, the house ... well, perhaps you could come inside. Much better inside than keeping you standing here.”
 She opened the door wide enough for the tall black man to walk past her before closing the door and turning the lock.
 “This way, please. So kind to receive visitors ever now and then.”
 Abigail led the black man into the living room. She was looking different today, dressed in a blouse and black skirt that was tight on her hips and a pair of high heels. She wore a pair of string necklace and had a scarf tied around her neck. She looked so unlike the dowdy indoors creature she’d always made herself to be. She sat the black man on a couch, asked if she could get him anything but he declined. She pretended to fawn over him as she raised one leg on the couch seat next to him, letting her skirt ride up her thigh to reveal the thigh-high net stockings she had on.
 “So, Jimmy - I hope you don’t mind my calling you that - are you really interested in renting a room in this here house of mine. Or would you care for something else?”
 “I’m much interested in the house, ma’am.” Jimmy caressed her leg. He unbuttoned his jacket. “Though I’d like to know what you’d take for rent.”
 She smiled. “That depends on how well you’re going to be capable of taking care of your future landlord. If I see you’re any good now, then maybe we can move upstairs to see the rest of the house.”
 She came and sat next to him, resting against him. Her hands went to his cheeks and their faces met and they kissed each other. Jimmy took control of everything. He carried Abigail and brought her to sit on top of him. His hands raised her skirt and grasped her buttocks. Abigail was lost in kissing him. Her body moved against him. Jimmy returned her to the couch and undid her blouse and the rest of her clothes. He unzipped his pants and freed his cock out. Abigail gasped at the sight of his erection. She rested her face on his thigh, holding his meat inches from her face. She had never seen a black cock before. That she had one this up-close surprised her more than ever.
 “My God. Is it really this big?” she exclaimed.
 Jimmy Badass roared with laughter. “Only one way to find out. Take a mouthful of it before it gets cold.”
 He pushed down on Abigail’s head. Her mouth opened to swallow.
 ***
 The secretary finished speaking into the phone and directed Saul to go ahead into the office. He had been seated outside for nearly ten minutes since he arrived at the building. The door opened and Ralph Micklen, his next-door neighbour stood there to welcome him. It was a big office and had an excellent view of the surrounding district. They went in the direction of the lounge area and Saul sat down while Ralph got them something to drink; he’d loosened his tie and his shirt sleeves were folded halfway up to his elbows. Ralph nursed his drink while he figured out what to say; his features spoke for him even before his lips started to move.
 “Saul, there’s something I’d seriously like to discuss with you. Matter of fact, I need to hear from you to know just what to do or how to tackle what it’s about.”
 “That’s what I’m here for, Ralph. What seems to be the problem?”
 Silence first, and then: “It’s about my wife, Ashley.”
 The air in the room suddenly felt heavy. Ralph sipped his drink - a glass of Scotch - and continued:
 “I think she’s having an affair. I don’t know, and I can’t prove it... but a gut feeling tells me she is having one. And if she is, then I really don’t blame her for it.”
 “I don’t understand,” Saul said.
 Ralph got up and paced around, his face screwed as if lost in thought.
 “I’ve been too concerned with work to think about her needs, Saul. I’ve been too damn driven, much with what I want than where I ought to be. A lot of times she’d complained about it, and being the fool that I am, I chose instead to ignore her. I’ve been spending too much time away from work than lying next to her. I’m sure you’ve noticed it.”
 Saul nodded. “Jessie and I have talked about it, and she too has mentioned to me a bit about Ashley, but it wasn’t something I thought I’d butt into.”
 Ralph returned to his chair. “That’s probably why I asked you to drop by. Something came to my notice yesterday, and I don’t like the looks of it. I wanted to bring it up with Ashley, but thought I’d check it out first, which I did online.”
 “You going to tell me what it is.”
 Ralph reached into his pocket and took out a business card. He leaned forward and gave it to Saul. Saul’s eyes lit up with surprise. His breath seemed to stop for a second. It was a Tongue Patrol business card; it bore the name of the sales rep., JOSH OWENS, as well as the office address; the card did have a phone number on it, but that was to the TP Costumers Service line. Saul had to strain his eyes looking at it to be sure it wasn’t one of his cards. He looked up at Ralph and tried to hide his reaction.
 “What ... where did you find this?”
 “Ashley was having her shower last night. I saw this card lying on her bedside. Not something I’m familiar with, so I swiped it and went to check it downstairs on my computer while she was asleep. You ever heard of the outfit before?”
 Saul shook his head. He looked at the name of the sales rep on the card. He couldn’t recall the person’s name, but he was certain to find out once he was done here.
 “You’re not going to believe what they’re about, Saul. It’s some crazy sex company, kind of like a new-age porn shit that makes Penthouse and Hustler look like something for the kiddies.”
 “Oh really?”
 Ralph went to his wine cabinet and filled his glass again. His features turned into a grumble. “It’s really crazy what they’re up to there, the company, I mean. They’ve got couples - wives and shit - requesting for guys to come fuck them. They say they provide fantasy joyrides but I read through the fine-print and it was all fucking sex and nothing else. That’s what’s got my wife’s attention now.”
 “Damn. I’m sorry to hear that, Ralph. Really I never thought-”
 “The question I don’t get is how long she’s been doing it. What could possibly drive her to do such a thing?” Ralph returned to his chair. He shook his head at the question he just asked. “I can’t believe all this while the bitch has been out there fucking some dude behind my back, and I can’t figure out how long this shit has been going on.”
 “You haven’t confronted her yet, have you?”
 “You mean Ashley? No, I haven’t. I was going through that website trying to see if I can find anything on the bastard whose name is on that fucking card but no luck. I sure wish I could run into him so I can bash his skull in.”
 “Hmm, would you want me to check it out?” Saul suggested. “Save you a lot of time.”
 “I’d really appreciate that, Saul. You think I should keep calm on it?”
 “For now, I’d advice you do just that. Wouldn’t look good to blow up so suddenly. Let me look into it, find out whatever I can and get back to you later.”
 He pocketed the card. They finished their drinks after which Saul said he needed to be somewhere else. Ralph saw him to the elevator and they shook hands before Saul boarded the lift, taking him back down to the lobby. He was sweating when he stepped inside. He needed to get to his office building to dig at the bottom of this before things exploded before his face. It might as well have been him Ralph wanted to bash. As he stepped out of the lobby walking towards the building’s front exit, he took out the card from his pocket and looked at it again as if to remind himself that it was real.
 Josh Owens; Tongue Patrol Sales Rep.
 ***
 Meredith was back in her car and like yesterday driving to her friend’s home to know whatever it was Abby wanted her to see. Her friend had called her some minutes ago and the sound of her voice had reeked with excitement as Meredith listened to her. Abigail said it couldn’t wait, she wanted her friend to come over right away and see what she was having ... whatever it was, Abigail didn’t say, except hurry. Meredith didn’t stop cursing at her friend for dragging her out of her home so suddenly even as she went into her car and drove now towards her home.
 She was flushed with anger as she approached Abigail’s front door and pressed the door bell. A minute passed with her folding her arms across her chest and waiting. The door opened an inch. Abby stood there gleaming at her friend. She opened the door further before Meredith could say anything and rushed her inside. Meredith pushed her hair back and stared with abject surprise at her friend who stood behind the door naked except for the pantyhose and thigh-high stockings she was wearing. Abigail locked back the door and turned to face her friend; the smell of cum was on her.
 “Abby, what the hell-”
 Her friend shushed her, took hold of her arm and led her up the stairs on tip-toe as if not daring to make any sound. When she spoke, it came as a whisper with the smile still stuck on her face.
 “I want you to see it, Meredith. I’ve been having so much fun you can’t imagine.”
 “The fuck are you talking about?”
 Meredith too couldn’t help lowering her voice like her friend. She was still aghast at the sight of Abigail holding her arm standing naked beside her as they made their way up the stairs. Her eyes ran all over her body, seeing the way her droopy pair of breasts moved with each step she took. Her hand felt the wall beside her to reassure her that she wasn’t dreaming. It was possible an alien had invaded her friend and that this wasn’t the Abigail Pottersmith she’d always known.
 They arrived at the bedroom and Abby once again indicated with a finger to her lips as she pushed the door open. Already they could hear what sounded like the heavy breathing of a man’s voice; to Meredith it sounded like that of a bear in the woods. Both women entered the bedroom and Abigail indicated to her friend the sight of the black man lying lazily on her bed asleep; he was partly covered by the bed sheet but it was enough for both women to know that he was naked. Meredith stood there close to the door numb. Her mouth hung open. Her neck seemed to make a creaking noise as she turned to look at her friend who stood beside her gushing with such happiness like a college prom queen.
 “Like what you see?” Abigail asked her quietly.
 “My God, Abby ... what did you do?”
 “I took your advice after you’d left yesterday. I found out my neighbour’s secret with those black men who visited her and thought I’d have a taste of it too. Here, watch me.”
 Abigail directed her friend to a nearby chair as then she went to the bed, climbing on to it from the other side. The black man kept on snoring. Abigail pulled back the bed sheet like a magician who’d just performed a trick. Jimmy Badass didn’t stir from his slumber; his deflated cock lay crooked asleep on his thigh. Meredith watched with mounting shock and surprise as her friend picked up the black man’s cock and began kissing it. She held the sleeping black prick in her hand as if it were something delicate, running her tongue and lips over every inch of it. Meredith watched with fascination as like a Genie outted from a box, the black man’s cock slowly began coming awake. The man mumbled. He shifted on the bed, and then his eyes came awake. By this time Abigail has enclosed her mouth around his semi-erect prick and was sucking him to further erection.
 Meredith gasped. A shiver ran through her arms. She rubbed her hands over her skin, felt goosebumbs over them.
 Jimmy smiled at the sight of Abigail’s head bopping down on his crotch. He turned and saw Meredith seated where she was, watching. Meredith waved a girly hand at him, her face flushed with embarrassment at watching them. She had never been in a room watching two people make love before her. She knew not what to say or how to react. A part of her wanted to get up and run out of the house, while another part found this intriguing and kept her glued to the chair.
 “Hey, Abby, who’s your friend?” Jimmy indicated.
 The sound of Abigail’s lips letting go of his cock made a ‘pop’ sound. She stroked his erection while she looked at her friend and smiled.
 “Jimmy, this is my friend, Meredith. She lives around the next block. Meredith, say hi to Jimmy. He’s a black stud from the Tongue Patrol.”
 Meredith didn’t catch her last statement. “The what?”
 “Never mind, girl. You just sit there and watch me play with this here black cock.”
 Abigail went back to her sucking activity. Jimmy pushed her hair away from her face as she leaned forward, stroking his shaft while rolling her mouth around his prick. At one time she took her hands off and merely bopped her head up and down. Her mouth emitted slurping sounds as Jimmy thrust more of his meat up her throat. Meredith sat there stunned out of her imagination, watching. Her heart was skipping beats. She could feel her breasts grow heavy behind her t-shirt. Her hand went down to her crotch, her fingers scratched against the fabric. A strange, ubiquitous itch seemed to building inside there. It kept troubling her as she sat there watching what her friend was up to with the black man on her bed.
 Jimmy sat up and pushed Abigail to fall on her back. He rested forward and tongued her pussy while she held her legs above his head, moaning like crazy. Her hands wrapped around her tits; her lips opened and closed from her moaning pleasure. Meredith was seeing her unlikely picture of her mature friend; the itch under her pants kept growing and screaming at her.
 Jimmy sat up and came forward, his cock now erect. Holding her legs apart, he came down on her, plunging his cock into her quim. The bed groaned under their weight as Jimmy dug his hands under Abigail’s buttocks and began thrusting his cock deeper and deeper into her cunt. Abigail wailed from the exchange. Her hands grasped his shoulders. Her legs almost wouldn’t stop pumping at the air above his backside. Meredith watched the way his buttocks and arm muscles flexed each time he pounded her friend.
 He went on fucking her as much and as hard as he could. They changed position a couple more times. Abigail wouldn’t stop calling out his name, her voice went into frantic gasps and cries each time his cock struck a home-run. The fuck bout lasted nearly a half-hour, by which time Meredith had stopped ignoring the screaming itch that was happening inside her jeans. She didn’t remember when her hands undid the top button of her jeans and pushed down on the zipper. She was breathing heavy and right now her jean was halfway down her thighs with one hand foraging inside her panties. Jimmy was taking note of her too. He loved turning white women over to his black meat. He especially enjoyed the ones who often tend to prove irresistible to his approach. In the end they, just like the rest, always succumbed to their inner temptations. The desire to have what their friends are having: to taste a black man’s cock was an urge only the few could turn away from.
 Abigail was by now riding his cock. Her buttocks clenched each time she rode him back and forth; her cries wouldn’t stop falling from her lips. Jimmy pushed her off him and got up from the bed. Abigail lay there gasping and moaning ‘Oh my God!’ over and over again. She rolled over on the bed, eventually turned over to see what her lover was up to.
 Jimmy approached Meredith. She remained glued to her chair, unable to move. Her eyes seemed to expand in their sockets as he neared her. Her eyes were on his erection which glistened from her friend’s fucked pussy. Jimmy stood before her, breathing heavy but still in control of the moment. Meredith inhaled his masculine sweaty aroma. So overpowering it was, she felt dwarfed by it; his cock stood inches from her face. She looked up at him earnestly; Jimmy smiled.
 “It’s okay, babe. You can play with it.”
 Her eyes came back to his black cock. She took it in her hand and pulled Jimmy closer. Her tongue snaked out of her lips and kissed the tip of his prick. Jimmy pushed her head downward to get more of it. Meredith muttered a groan as she suddenly started cramming his cock into her mouth. Her husband would go mad if he ever heard of her doing this. Never had she sucked another man’s cock besides his, especially not a black man.
 Abigail left the bed and came to kneel beside her. She fingered her pussy as she watched with glee what her friend was doing to the black man’s cock.
 “Yes ... suck on that dick, Meredith. Go on, suck it ... tastes so fucking good, don’t it.”
 Meredith heard her friend talking beside her but her mind and everything about her remained centered on Jimmy’s prick.
 “Enough of that, bitch!” jimmy pulled away from her. “Get your white ass out of them clothes, let’s see what you’ve got for me.”
 Abigail came forward to suck his cock while Jimmy watched her friend. Meredith stood up from her seat. Like someone in a dream she stripped out of her clothes and stood there in her panties and bra. Jimmy ripped her bra off her and pulled her body towards him. His cock fell out of Abby’s mouth as he made Meredith bend over on the bed. His hands spread her ass cheeks revealing her wet pussy slit and anus. Jimmy bent down and proceeded to eat her raw. Meredith felt as if she’d just been goosed. Her head fell forward on the bed and she moaned through her teeth as Jimmy’s tongue found the tiny bud that was her clitoris and flicked on it.
 He stood up and positioned himself behind her. His cock rubbed against her pussy’s entrance.
 “Aaaaggghhh! Ohhhh ... shit! Shit! Oh my God, your black cock’s filling me!”
 She exclaimed as she took the full thrust of Jimmy’s cock inside her. He held her by the waistline and further impaled her. He fucked her slow and steady. He enjoyed the sight above her ass cheeks of his prick sliding into her cunt; her ass was quite firm with stretch marks around her waistline. As he fucked her, Abigail made him spread his legs. She ducked her head underneath and laboured her mouth on his balls while he went on screwing her best friend.
 The wet pull of Abigail’s lips and tongue kissing his balls and ass cheeks was too much for Jimmy to take. He pulled out of Meredith and made her lie on her back. He brought Abigail to be on top of her.
 “You ladies go ahead and play with each other while I get busy back here!” Jimmy snarled at him.
 Both women fondled and kissed each other’s, both of them swimming in the delirium of their sensuous pleasure. Jimmy plugged his cock into Abigail’s pussy and gave her some hard and swift pounding. Done with her, he pushed her forward to get at Meredith beneath. His cock found her pussy’s entrance with ease and he pushed on through. He leaned forward over Abigail’s backside; he pistoned his shaft deep into her. He reached a hand backward and dexterously fingered Abigail’s pussy with his index finger while he kept on fucking her friend. Both women now were moaning simultaneously like crazy. The moment was upon Jimmy before he even realised it: he felt his balls tightening followed by an explosion of mounting pain in his prick. He groaned as he pulled out of Meredith’s cunt just in time and sprayed his ejaculate on her crotch as well as over Abigail’s buttocks.
 ***
 Returning to the TP office building and after one or two phone calls later and Saul finally got wind as to the whereabouts of Josh Owens. He’d gone through the TP Sales Representative’s directory, but even that hadn’t been easy. It was like trying to break into a bank vault. A good thing that he was a high-scoring rep with thirty points to his record. He saw that it was a score he shared with two other of his fellow sales reps; no one had broken to the top hundred. Josh Owens was a couple points down from his. He’d gotten access to his record with his phone number listed on it and given him a call. He was at the moment taking a break from having signed up a couple on the city’s east side. He was driving towards the office and would be with him in the next half hour. Saul went to the building’s cafeteria, having nothing else to do, and bought himself a cup of coffee and waited. He called his wife but Jessie’s phone put him on voicemail. He felt bad that he was earning an income and she was still clueless about it. This evening after dinner he would spill everything out for her, damn what she might think.
 It was forty minutes past the half hour Josh Owens was supposed to arrive when Saul’s phone started ringing. Josh told him he was across the street at a restaurant. Saul dropped his finished coffee cup and went across the street to meet with him. They shook hands, exchanged pleasantries and while Josh waited for his meal to arrive, Saul got straight to the point.
 He’d practised his lie well enough: he’d gone to sign up some married woman earlier today but had found his, Josh’s card with her. Out of curiosity he’d like to know how Josh got to her. He gave him the woman’s name: Ashley Micklen. The name didn’t ring any bells with him. It wasn’t until he searched through his pocket diary for his growing list of clients that he then remembered.
 “Oh yeah, Micklen, yeah, I do remember her,” Josh put away his diary as his meal arrived. “Although she wasn’t the paying costumer - her friend was.”
 This caught Saul’s attention. “What do you mean ‘her friend’?”
 “It means that Ashley, the woman you’re asking about, wasn’t alone that day. Her friend who came along with her practically did all the talking; when it came to the paperwork, Ashley did her part. Her friend was gorgeous too, I tell you.”
 “This friend of hers, what did she look like?”
 Josh took his time recalling the friend’s features. As he went into describing her, a look of horror seemed to come on Saul’s face. He didn’t wait for his colleague to finish. He gave an excuse and tore out of the restaurant. Josh was just as well piqued by his behaviour but the thought left his mind as he sat forward to enjoy his meal.
 Saul got to where he’d parked his vehicle and got in and drove off. The image of the Ashley’s friend played before his eyes as he realised whom his colleague had described.
 Jessie Mellors, his wife.



 Chapter Eleven
 Jessie Mellors arrived home at 06:47p.m., Saul checked his watch to note the time, as if that meant anything. His wife entered the house and called out his name. She heard him call out from the kitchen. She went in there and saw him busy making dinner.
 “I’ve got a surprise for you and thought I’d make us something special today,” he said to her after checking the soup. “I tried your number but it got me into voice mail.”
 She came over and kissed him. “I’m sorry about that, darling. There was a meeting and it seemed not to end. I didn’t even make it to lunch.”
 “That’s too bad. Why don’t you go upstairs and shower so we can get a bite.”
 “You took the words right out of my mouth.” She went towards the kitchen doorway then stopped and turned. “What’s the surprise thing anyway?”
 He winked at her, smiling. “It won’t be a surprise if I tell it to you right now, now would it? Don’t worry, you’ll know in due time.” He turned back to what he had cooking on the fire.
 Jessie looked at his back quizzically then turned around and left him alone. Saul listened to the sound of her feet climbing up the stairs. His heart was drumming; he prayed the night wouldn’t bring as much surprised as he might expect.
 Nearly an hour later everything was laid out on the dining table. Saul slotted a jazz CD in the stereo. Jessie wore one of his long-sleeve shirts with the arms folded and a pair of shorts. Saul pulled her chair for her and went to the fridge to get out a bottle of Champagne he’d gone out and bought before he returned home. Jessie looked surprised but made no comment. They made idle conversation as they ate dinner. When they were finished, Saul told Jessie to bring along her wine glass and they went to sit on the long couch and faced each other while the jazz music kept on playing. The setting was romantic.
 “I promised letting you in on a surprise, and I’m going to right now.”
 Jessie waited for her husband to speak. Saul held his words for a second or two before speaking again.
 “I’ve gotten a job,” he announced.
 He’d expected some form of surprise and happiness to light up his wife’s eyes. Jessie did smile at him when he mentioned it, but to him it seemed deflated.
 “Congratulations, darling. I’m very happy for you. What’s it about?”
 For answer, Saul reached into his back pocket. This was the moment he’d been waiting for. He took out one of his Tongue Patrol business card and gave it to her. Jessie looked at it; her eyes and the cool manner she looked at the card told Saul all he needed to know. Seconds later she looked up at him. Their eyes held each other in their gaze. They were both naked before each other now.
 “That card isn’t mine,” he clarified. “I found that in your table drawer. I had enough time to go through the bedroom before you returned home from work.”
 She looked away from him. Her lips muttered a sigh. The card dangled between her fingers.
 “How did you find out?”
 “Ralph Micklen called me earlier. He found a similar card in Ashley’s handbag and wanted if I could help him find out about it.”
 “Does Ralph know about your new work?”
 Saul shook his head. “He doesn’t have a clue, and I’m happy about that. The question I’d like to know is how long have you known?”
 Jessie didn’t say anything at first. She seemed scared to meet his gaze. Saul reassured her and held up her chin.
 “Just tell me everything, honey. I promise I won’t get mad.”
 “You promise?”
 He nodded.
 Tears welled up in her eyes. She sniffled and raised a hand to her face to wipe the tears off. A few seconds passed before she spoke.
 “I knew from the moment you received the package in the mail box because I was the one that sent it to you,” she said. “To tell the truth, I never knew about that Tongue Patrol company until Ashley mentioned it to me. All those months Ralph had been ignoring her, one afternoon while we had lunch, she told me about this stud - her word for him - whom she’d met at a friend’s party. They got to talking and he gave her his business card, and a few days later they hooked up. She looked so different when she talked about him. She said it was all sex and nothing more. I spoke with him and he too said that’s all they’re into.”
 “This stud, what’s his name?”
 “Calvin.”
 Saul thought for a moment. So far he assumed he was familiar with the Tongue Patrol rooster of black studs, but he hadn’t actually met all of them. His job didn’t detail that he should: his was to supply the pussy while theirs was to take care of it however way they can.
 “You watched them fuck?”
 His question wasn’t meant to come out that way but he said it before he had time to watch his words. He wanted to know as much about what his wife and their neighbour’s wife had been up to all this while.
 Jessie nodded; her eyes looked away from him while she spoke.
 “Ashley and I were having lunch one afternoon when Calvin showed up. I didn’t realise Ashley had invited him. She asked that I come along to see for myself, ‘cause I was afraid that she was going to end things with Ralph and wanted to try and talk her out of it. We drove to some motel and ... I watched them fuck.” She lowered her voice when she said this last statement.
 Saul was silent. He fought with his emotions, not knowing what to do. His prick was stirring in his shorts. He didn’t want to go any further, but still he was curious to know everything.
 “How did they fuck? What was the sex like?”
 Jessie sighed. “Oh please, darling, don’t ask me that.”
 “Tell me.”
 She looked up at him. A momentary flash of anger came to her eyes. “You want to know, then I’ll tell you: it was the craziest sex I’d ever seen. The both fucked like wild dogs. Or rather, Calvin fucked Ashley over and over again. Even when he was done with her, he came back for her. You ought to have been there to see it.”
 The picture brought back the memory of him at his Miles’ B.Q., watching Tibbs fuck Errol’s wife, Edith. That picture went away, replaced by Tibbs screwing Roberta here in his living room. Both occasions he too had been a spectator so he knew just what his wife was talking about. He could feel his cock nodding against his thigh inside his shorts. Still he remained cool about it. The next question he had in mind was one that scared him. He didn’t want to ask it, but knew he had no choice. He had to know.
 “Did you ... join in?”
 Silence. Then:
 “I wanted to. God, I really wanted to. Ashley even called at me to come and join in. Even now I curse myself for not joining in. I got up and ran out of the room. I reckoned if I remained there I might be seriously tempted to join them.”
 Jessie swallowed the remaining wine in her glass and resumed wiping tears from her eyes. Saul thought through all what she’d said. He was disappointed at the same time elated that she hadn’t joined her best friend in bed. He found that he wasn’t feeling any anger towards her to being there, only that if she had actually gone through with it he would have loved to be there to watch it happen.
 “Ashley and I caught up later,” Jessie continued. “She explained to me how the Tongue Patrol company worked and told me they were looking for guys, mostly married men, to sign up as sales representatives. The figure they were paying looked too good to be true. I did my own investigation, visited the company and found that it was all true. The only person I could think about was you, darling. I didn’t want you sitting at home slaving away with nothing to do. At first I didn’t know how you’d take it. I figured if you’d brought the subject up and talked bad about it, I might have tried to make you change your mind somehow. When you didn’t bring it up, and later when I looked in your library, I realised then that you were considering it.”
 “What about you, Jessie. Have you ever considered it?”
 She looked at him. “What? What’re you talking about?”
 “You know damn what I’m talking about. You left your friend at the motel like you said, but how do I know you and her haven’t actually done it already? How do I know you haven’t gone off to fuck some black stud of your own?”
 “If I had gone off to fuck somebody, believe me, I’d have known. I know we’re not like Miles and Lana from across the street - oh yeah, I know all about them and that black guy who regularly fucks the wife. Tibbs, I think his name is - but we don’t have to be like them to really be like them. Have I ever thought of fucking a black man, yes, I have. Time after time I’ve thought about it. But I haven’t. I love you too much to want anything to come between us. Besides,” she brought her hand on his crotch. Saul jumped as she grasped his erection. This produced a smile on her lips. “You’re all the man I ever want.”
 “And you’re all the woman I ever need,” replied Saul.
 They leaned into each other’s arms and shared a deep passionate kiss.
 They seemed to have had enough wine. They cleared the dishes and while they were putting things away in the kitchen, their hands came in contact. They caught each other’s eyes. They dropped what they were doing and fell into each other’s arms; their kiss was fervent as well as passionate.
 They made their way up the stairs and into the bedroom somehow while they fought out of their clothes. Jessie pushed her husband down on the bed. She pushed her shorts down her legs before jumping on top of him. She grind her hips and buttocks on his crotch while he reached down between his legs to free his struggling prick out of the prison it was kept inside his pants. Jessie helped unzip him and pushed his cock into her pussy’s entrance. She was riding him before he even had time to catch his breath. She bucked her thighs against his, grabbed the sheets under his head and kept slamming her ass down hard on him. Each time it drove the air off his lungs. He fought to be in control, but realized this was a match he wasn’t going to win. He saw the energetic look in his wife’s eyes, so brutal and crazed but sensuous they gazed at him without actually seeing him. She gasped with each stance her body rocked against him. Saul managed to turn her over to be on top. Jessie locked her legs over his waistline. Saul could barely move. His cock pressed down in her cunt. She grasped his shoulders and urged him to fuck her harder.
 “You want that black cock in you, don’t you?” Saul snarled.
 “Ohhh yes! Yes!”
 Jessie pushed her head back and yelped aloud as her husband smacked his hips down against her. She raked her fingers over his backside; she demanded into his ear to fuck her hard.
 “Ohhhh fuck me, honey!” she cried out. “Fuck me like a whore! Get me some black men to come fuck my pussy! I want to be made your slut!”
 Saul too was gasping harder. His excitement was getting to its zenith. More and more he fed his cock into his wife’s cunt, loved the wild animal-like cries she made each time he pounded her. He pictured her being fucked by a pair of black men. Men from the Tongue Patrol. He loved her so much; he was going to make her into his slut.
 “You want me to get you some black men,” he gasped. “You want some black men to come tear your pussy apart?”
 “AWWWHHHHH ... YES! YES, HONEY! ”
“Let them fuck you hard like a slut you are ... while I watch?”
 “YES! I WANT YOU TO WATCH! AWWWHHH ... FUCK ME! ”
Harder and harder he pounded his wife’s pussy until the moment came when simultaneously they both climaxed as one. Saul fell on top of his wife then rolled off her. Both their heavy breathing was the only sound in the room.
 Silence reigned in the room. It was Jessie who broke it when she turned to her husband.
 “Are you serious? You won’t get upset?”
 “No, I won’t. As long as you promise me one thing.”
 “Anything.” She half sat up on the bed.
 “You promise that this isn’t going to change anything about us.”
 “I promise. I love you.”
 He said he loved her too. She came down on the bed and rested her head on his collar bone.
 ***
 It was the weekend.
 Late afternoon, with no sign of rain. Miles Greenwood with his wife Lana strolled across the street towards their neighbour’s compound. There were cars parked in their driveway and from the sidewalk they could hear music coming from their home. They approached their front door and pressed the bell. The door came open seconds later to reveal Saul Mellors.
 “Hi there Saul, ol’ boy,” Miles grinned.
 “Hey there Miles, glad you and Lana could make it.”
 He closed the door and led them into the living room where the sound of music and revelry was coming from. A party was going on with five black men inside dancing with five white women, all dressed in exotic evening clothes. Miles recognised the women there, as they all lived in the neighbourhood; he wasn’t surprised to see that Saul’s wife Jessie was one of them. She was sharing laughter with her next door neighbour Ashley while they danced with their individual men.
 “The party’s just beginning, Miles,” said Saul who appeared from behind and gave his neighbours glasses of wine. “The boys are going to hit it big tonight.”
 THE END
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