
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
UN-RINGING THE
BELL

 


Shooter3704

 


Published
by Fiction4All (4Play Press imprint) at Smashwords

 


Copyright 2019 Shooter3704

 



 


Author’s
Note: All characters in this adult fiction story are at least 18
years of age.










Un-ringing The Bell






















Chapter 1

 


“I wanted to tell you for a
long time, but I didn’t know how,” she said. She being my wife of
six years and her name is Avery, but I call her Ava. “I was
desperate and stupid,” she added.

What we were discussing was an
indiscretion, for lack of a better word. Ava posed for some very
racy photographs and the chickens had come home to roost. The
indiscretion came to light when I saw her photo on the
internet.

At first I didn’t believe it was Ava.
I thought it was some chick that looked incredibly like her. I
downloaded it thinking I would surprise Ava, but it was me,
Charles, who soon got surprised. I found a few more photos in the
same location and I also downloaded the others.

It wasn’t until a few days later that
I got an opportunity to examine the pictures closer. It was a
close-up of her snatch that convinced me. Ava has a peculiar
pattern of freckles just above her pussy in the shape of a flying
bird. Okay, you have to use some imagination to see it, but it’s
there. I have spent many long hours gazing at it so I was familiar
with it. The woman whose pictures I was looking at was my wife
without a doubt.

At first I was angry, but that soon
changed to a red hot fury. I was so mad I couldn’t think straight.
It was a good thing that Ava was working the evening shift at the
hospital or I would have said something hurtful. The fury slowly
subsided and changed into simple hurt and then to confusion. I
looked at the pictures again.

It was obvious that Ava was younger in
the pictures. When could she have posed for them? I started dating
Ava in high school. We were a couple for the last two years of high
school and then I went off to the Army when my reserve unit was
called-up. We were only separated for a few months until we married
and she joined me again. The only time we were apart was when I was
deployed to the Middle East for two years. While we were apart she
lived with her parents. I remembered there were a few months she
stated near my old base before going back home.

Upon close examination I realized that
Ava had blonde hair in the photos. She is a natural redhead and the
only time she had blonde hair was just before I shipped out and for
about a year afterward. I reasoned that had to be when the pictures
were taken.

Ava arrived home shortly after the
four until twelve shift was over. The fact I was awake and waiting
on her wasn’t a surprise because I often waited up when she was
working the evening shift.

We went through the “how was your day”
conversation for a few minutes and then I told her there was
something I wanted her to see. I took her to my computer and opened
the file where I had stashed her pictures. She stared at the images
for a few minutes in complete silence.

“Is there any explanation
you care to offer?” I asked. I had a feeling of pride that I was
calm and my voice betrayed none of my real feelings.

“No,” she said shaking her
head. “Not right this minute. I have to process this.” She turned
and left me sitting there.

I wasn’t sure what to do next. Should
I press her? Should I leave her alone to process, whatever the hell
that meant? Should I go to her? I wasn’t mad any longer. I was just
befuddled. I finally decided to go to bed. Ava was still awake, but
in bed. I got in beside her.

“You know you can tell me
anything and I won’t stop loving you,” I said.

“I know you think you mean
that, Chip,” she said softly. My name is Charles, but I’ve been
called Chip since I was a wee baby. “Maybe you won’t feel that way
when I tell you the whole story.” I urged her to tell me and she
did.

 


***

 


Ava’s story:

 


When your deployment orders came I was
terrified. You were going off to Iraq or God knows where and I
would be alone until you came home…if you came home. You’ll never
know just how sacred I was, Chip. I nearly cried every time I
thought about you leaving. When the day finally came and you got on
that jet I was an emotional wreck.

When my sister Pat called and asked if
she could come live with me for a while I was excited and very
happy. At least I wouldn’t be so alone and Pat was always fun to be
around. Even thought Pat is a few years older than me, she has
always seemed like a kid sister.

Pat is the family’s wild child and
always has been. She is so different from the rest of us it
sometimes seems that she was adopted. Anyway Pat came a few days
after you flew off and I was so happy to see her. I was so relieved
to have her company I even waited a few days to quiz her on why she
left home.

“Aw, it was the usual
bullshit,” Pat said. “Mom and I got into a big fight and of course
Dad took her side.”

“What was the fight about?”
I asked her.

“Mom walked in on Darren
Cook and me,” Pat answered with a grin. “I thought she was gone for
the day and it seemed like a golden opportunity for Darren and me
to have some fun. I think it shocked mom when she saw Darren
fucking me doggy fashion. You should have heard her squeal.” Mom
and dad are rather straight-laced and I could imagine she was upset
and vocal.

“Dad’s bottom line when it
was his turn to bust my chops was ‘My way or the highway’. I
elected to take the highway and here I am,” Pat said. “Any jobs to
be had around here?”

I told her she could probably get a
job at the restaurant where I worked. They always had a huge
turn-over in servers. Even as hostess I had to fill in from time to
time as a waiter.

“Shit, sis, I don’t want a
hash slinging job,” Pat said. “I’ll find something else, thank
you.”

“Suit yourself,” I said. I
hadn’t really wanted Pat to be working in the same place as me. “Is
Darren Cook going to be coming down here?”

“Naw, Darren was just
somebody to have some fun with. I’ll find me a man down here. You
have any beer in the house?” I told her to help herself and to
settle in while I was at work. I got dressed and left her. After
the deployment I changed my shift to evenings because I could make
more money and it helped keep me from being so alone.

It was nearly two o’clock in the
morning when I got back to the mobile home park. I wish we could
have afforded a better place to live, but neither you nor I were
making much money so that was home. I noticed that Pat’s car was
there when I parked so I was surprised when she wasn’t in the
trailer. I wondered where she could have gone.

I took off my uniform and watched TV
for a while to relax before going to bed. I heard Pat laughing and
talking loudly even before she opened the door. Pat wasn’t alone.
She came in with some guy I didn’t know.

“Hi sis,” Pat said. It was
obvious she had been drinking. “This is Bill.”

“It’s Bob,” the man said
giving me a good look. I suddenly realized I was only wearing my
old tee shirt I usually wore to bed. It was the one I stole from
you and it was getting thin so my breasts were easy to see. I
pulled the throw around me.

“It is?” Pat asked
drunkenly. “I thought it was Bill. Oh well, it doesn’t matter
Bill-Bob. Let’s go to bed and finish what we started.” Bob grinned
at me as Pat pulled him down the hall to her bedroom.

The walls in a mobile home are not
designed for people to have secrets. I had to listen to them for
the rest of the night. Pat yelled, screeched, moaned, and groaned
until nearly daylight. I was aggravated at her for bringing some
stranger home, but I had to admit it was stimulating to hear them
going at it.

I suppose Bob or whoever he was left
sometime because he was gone when I got up about noon. When Pat
finally got up I read her the riot act and told her I needed to
sleep. Of course she told me she was sorry and it wouldn’t happen
again and of course I didn’t believe her.

“Where did you find that
Bozo, anyway?” I asked her.

“There was a party going on
a few spaces down. I was invited to go and I did. Bill…Bob…whoever,
was there and we made out some. When I got my hand on his cock I
knew I wanted more so we came here. Sorry about all the
racket.”

“Just try to remember I’m
right on the other side of a very thin wall,” I said.

“Yeah, I will. Anyway,
what’s-his-name said he could get me a job with somebody he knows,
so it wasn’t all pleasure. I was networking while
partying.”

“A job doing what?” I asked
her.

“I don’t know exactly,” Pat
said. “Some kind of modeling work. I have to call him later today
and get the details.”

I was aware that Pat had done some
modeling when she was younger. She certainly looked like a model.
Where I have what someone called a lush body, Pat is tall and thin.
Mom and the other girls in the family all have big boobs, but Pat
got very small breasts. She seldom has to wear a bra.

Later I got dressed and went to work
leaving Pat to do her thing. That was a Friday night and I didn’t
see Pat until Sunday afternoon. When she finally came in she looked
like she had a hard weekend. Her hair was a mess and her make-up
was smeared.

“Here, put this toward the
rent and food,” she said handing me a bunch of money. There was
over five hundred dollars in the stack. “I’m going to take a shower
and hit the bed. Don’t wake me until sometime tomorrow.”

“Pat,” I called to her.
“Where have you been for the past two days?”

“Working, dear,” she called
back and disappeared into the bathroom. I didn’t see her again
until Monday morning.

“Good morning, Sis,” she
said coming into the tiny kitchen. I said good morning and asked
her what kind of work she did to earn that much money. “Bob wasn’t
shooting the shit. He did know a guy and he did need a model. I had
a busy weekend.”

“You looked like hell,” I
said. “That must have been some hard modeling work.”

“The modeling wasn’t hard,”
Pat said with a laugh. “It was the party afterward that got rough.
Those old boys nearly fucked me to death.” The fact she had sex
didn’t shock me or the fact she was so candid about it.

“Boys? As in more than
one?”

“Yes, there were four of
them before the weekend was over. It started with just the one
photographer. We got one session out of the way and then his
assistant came and we started another shoot. This time I did some
naughty nudes for them and I guess they got all excited. Carl
Bright, that’s the photographer asked me if I wanted to make some
real money. Of course I said yes and he did a video of me and his
assistant fucking. When Carl asked me if I could handle two men I
said the more the merrier so he called a friend.” Now I was
speechless. Not that I was surprised at her doing it. I was
surprised at how blasé she was about it. She wasn’t through with
her story. “Then after a while Carl wanted some of my pussy so I
played with all three of them. We moved the party to Carl’s
apartment and that’s when the fourth man showed up. That was ol’
big dick Bob. I’m telling you that four horny guys can just about
wear a girl out.”

I didn’t respond for a few minutes. I
couldn’t think of anything to say. I didn’t want to get all
judgmental with Pat because I knew she couldn’t handle
that.

“So were you paid for
modeling or…the other thing?” I asked.

“Some of both, I guess. Five
hundred for the modeling and another five hundred for the fucking.
Carl has another job for me later in the week. What are you looking
at me like that?” she demanded.

“I wasn’t aware I was
looking at you in any particular way,” I answered. “Isn’t that
dangerous, Pat?”

“What? The modeling or the
fucking?” she asked laughing at me. “I don’t think so. Carl said he
might know of some work for me out on the west coast if I was
interested. I may be moving on pretty soon.”

Pat stayed with me for about six weeks
then she took off for California. About the same time they sold the
trailer park to some big company and the rent went up to nearly
twice what we had been paying. While I was still reeling from that
news the damned car just lay down and died on me. It was going to
cost a bunch to replace it because it couldn’t be repaired.
Suddenly things went from bad to worse because If that wasn’t
enough the allotment from the army got screwed up and all I had
coming in was what I made at the restaurant.

I was in a real mess and nowhere to
turn. I managed to pay the rent on the mobile home, but that left
me with nothing. Not even bus fare to work. I was about at my wit’s
end when Pat’s friend Bob called to see if I had a phone number for
her. On a desperate impulse I asked him if his friend Carl, the
photographer, had any modeling work for me.

“I’ll ask him,” Bob said.
“Are you as good as your sister?”

“I’m not built like she is,”
I answered. “I don’t do what she’s willing to do either, but I have
done a little modeling when I was younger.”

“Yeah, I remember you have a
better body than Pat does,” he said with a laugh. “What I could see
of it anyway. I’ll get back to you in a few days.”

His call came at a time when I was at
my lowest point. I had already searched though everything for money
and loose change. I was digging under the sofa cushions for change
when he called.

“Carl is willing to meet
with you and give you a look,” Bob said. “Can you go to his studio
today?”

I had asked for all the overtime I
could get, but I was off that day. I explained I was without
transportation and asked him if the studio was near a bus
route.

“I’ll give you a ride,” Bob
said. “I’m in the mobile home park anyway. Be ready in thirty
minutes and wear something sexy.”

I suppose on some level I knew how
stupid it was, but as I said, I was desperate. The Army had
promised to fix the allotment problem, but I knew I couldn’t count
on them. I needed some quick money. I took a fast shower and
dressed. I wasn’t sure what Bob meant by sexy, but I had an idea. I
put on some sexy underwear and wore that bright yellow sundress I
used to have. The dress that buttoned up the front. I was ready
when Bob blew his car horn.

I suppose I met with Bob’s approval
because he whistled when I came out. I got in his car and he told
me I looked hot and we started off. I didn’t feel hot or sexy. I
was nervous as I could be.

Carl wasn’t at all what I expected him
to be. He was older than I thought he would be and he was black. I
don’t have any hang-up about race. I have never been race prejudice
in my life. I was just surprised that Pat hadn’t mentioned her
photographer was black.

“Nice to meet you, Avery,”
Carl said taking my small hand in his huge paw. “You are even
better looking than Bob said you were. Come on back and let’s get
started.”

I’m not going to lie about it. I was
sure there would be some nudity involved, but I was a bit surprised
at how casual Carl was about it. I was prepared for some topless
stuff, but that was as far as I was going to go. I was also
surprised that Bob followed us back into the studio.

“This is just a test shoot,”
Carl said. “It pays a hundred dollars, but it determines if we go
any farther with it. Are you ready, Avery?” I swallowed and nodded
my head. “Great. Stand over there and I’ll take some photos.” He
fiddled with the lights a moment then took his camera and fired off
a few shots.

My modeling experience was when I was
twelve and thirteen years old so it had been a while and it took a
few minutes for me to stop jumping at every flash.

“You’re doing just fine,”
Carl said. “Unbutton a few of the top buttons, Avery.” So with
shaky fingers I undid the top button and when he nodded I undid
another one. “That’s great, honey,” Carl encouraged me. “Open the
dress all the way and let me see some skin.”

I unbuttoned the dress and let it hang
open. My bra and panties were nearly transparent and both Carl and
Bob got a good look when I opened the dress all the way. I let the
dress slip off of my shoulders and fall to the floor. I was aware
of the sharp intake of breath from Bob. When Carl instructed me to
remove the bra I did, but that was as far as I intended to go.
Topless was my limit.

I unsnapped the bra and held it over
my breasts for Carl to snap a couple of pictures then I let it fall
also. I stood nearly naked while two men gazed at my tits. One was
rapidly taking pictures of my bare breasts while I posed. Bob just
stared at my boobs and I could feel my nipples began to
harden.

Following Carl’s directions I turned,
bent, and postured for him. After a few minutes my nipples were so
hard they hurt and when Carl suggested I caress my breasts I was
more than happy to do so to relieve the aching. When Carl told me
to remove my panties I didn’t even think about it. I just did it.
I’m sure they both could see that the crotch of my panties was
wet.

“She’s something, isn’t she,
Bob?” Carl said. “Hot stuff.”

“She is defiantly hot
stuff,” Bob agreed. “She’s even hotter than her sister. Look at
those big titties and fat nipples.”

Since I decided to tell all, I’m going
to be very candid and say that I was highly turned on and their
comments just added fuel to the fire that raged in me. I never
hesitated when Carl directed me to lie down on the pallet on the
floor. I didn’t hesitate when he told me to use my fingers on
myself or hold my labia open for the camera. I was being consumed
by that fire of desire in me and it took every bit of courage and
strength I could muster to call for a stop to the
proceedings.

I quickly dressed, collected my money,
and left not even waiting on Bob to take me home. I left two men
with bulges in their pants. I caught a bus about five blocks from
the studio and it took me to within a few blocks of the trailer
park and home. I cried all the way home. I cried because I had been
reduced to posing naked, but mostly I cried because I liked it very
much.

I made myself a promise to never put
myself in that position again, but I weakened when the rent came
due again. Two days before the rent was due Carl called with a job
offer.

“Just some soft-core shit,”
he said. “Doesn’t pay but five hundred dollars, but if you are
interested I’ll toss the job your way.”

“I’ll be there,” I said with
only a little hesitation. “When?”

“Tomorrow morning at ten
o’clock,” Carl said. “Don’t worry about what to wear. You won’t
have it on long anyway. I have everything you’ll need.”

That night I lay awake and thought
about the shoot. In all honesty I was eagerly anticipating it. I
longed for the excitement of posing nude again.

The shoot was nice and easy. The whole
thing only took about an hour and a half to do. Carl had been
right. I was completely naked within a few moments and stayed that
way during the entire session. Carl paid me in cash and I caught a
cab home.

I was okay financially for a few
weeks. The shoot paid the rent and my pay check took care of the
other expenses. One of the girls who was a server at the restaurant
had to go home because her mother was ill and she offered to sell
me her car for a thousand dollars. I did some quick calculations
and realized I was about eight hundred dollars short. I asked her
to wait for a few days and I called Carl.

“I don’t have anything right
at the moment,” Carl said. “Maybe next week. The soft-core market
is…well, It’s soft right now.” I explained what my dilemma was and
that the deal wasn’t going to wait. “Why don’t I loan you a grand
until you get some work?” Carl suggested and I leaped at the
offer.

I drove my newly acquired vehicle to
the studio and collected the money and paid the girl and she signed
over the title. I was back among the driving class then and it felt
good. My new car was a little sports car convertible and it was a
honey. At least it was a honey until I had to replace the
transmission. That came two weeks later and again my photographer
friend came to my rescue. The repair work cost twelve hundred so
that meant I owed Carl twenty-two hundred dollars.

I called him about every other day to
see if there was any work I could do, but Carl said not to worry
about it so I didn’t. I should have been worried, but I
wasn’t.

It was almost a month after the second
loan when the day of reckoning came. Carl called and told me to be
at the studio at seven o’clock the next evening. He knew my
schedule so he knew I was off from work. When I asked him what the
shoot was he told me not to worry about it so I didn’t worry. I
was, again, eagerly anticipating the shoot. You had been gone for
several months and I was very horny.

Carl met me at the door and after I
came in the closed and locked the door. He told me he didn’t want
to be disturbed by walk-ins while we were shooting. I followed him
to the back set and noticed another black man there. Carl
introduced him as Lee, his assistant.

Lee was younger than Carl and very
handsome. His skin color was a lot lighter than Carl’s. Lee held
onto my hand longer than a handshake called for, but it was all
right with me.

“Okay, let’s get this show
on the road,” Carl said. He indicated a bed in the middle of the
set. “This is a simple shoot. Avery, you strip and lay down on the
bed. You will be a horny young wife who misses her hubby. You’ll
keep your eye on my camera, but Lee will be shooting you also.” I
certainly fit the description of a young wife so I didn’t have to
act.

I quickly removed my street clothes
and got on the bed. That was when I noticed the dildo on the bed.
It was larger than any penis I had ever seen. Carl started
directing me.

“Okay lay back and play with
your tits…that’s it, babe. Stroke your nipples until they are
hard.” I had news for Carl . I arrived at the studio with hard
nipples and a wet pussy. “Now let one hand slide down your chest
and across your stomach to your pussy…that’s it, Avery. Open your
pussy lips and rub your clit, honey.” There was almost a constant
flash from the two cameras.

There I lay, legs opened and I was
playing with my pussy while two black men watched and photographed
me. It felt good to play with my clitoris and I could feel an
orgasm building. I was so caught up in it I l almost missed Carl
telling me to use the dildo.

“Close your eyes, baby and
get that cock in your cunt,” Carl said. I wasn’t sure the big hard
plastic thing would fit in me, but it did. Even with my eyes closed
I could see the flashes as they recorded my first climax. I had
about four inched of the foot long fake cock in me and it felt
good.

“Okay, Avery,” I heard Carl
say through the pounding in my ears and the haze of passion. “Open
your eyes and take Lee’s cock in your mouth.” For a moment his
words didn’t make any sense, but I managed to open my eyes and
there was Lee standing beside the bed and he was naked. He was
holding his dick in his hand and it was almost as large as the fake
dick I had in my pussy.

“No, Carl,” I muttered
rolling my head away from Lee’s dick. “I don’t do that. I’m
married. I…”

“Shut your fucking mouth and
listen to me,” Carl said harshly. “Tonight, all day tomorrow, and
tomorrow night you are going to repay me for the money I loaned
you. It payback time, sugar, now get your cocksucking mouth on
Lee’s cock.” Every fiber of my being screamed at me to get up from
the bed and run like the devil was after me, but I
didn’t.

Lee took my head in his hands and
turned me back to his huge dick. He pulled me close and I opened my
mouth and took his cock in it. I sucked on his big cock until my
jaw started to cramp. All the while I gave him head he used the
dildo on me until I was back to nearly having an orgasm.

Suddenly Lee took his cock from my
mouth and quick as a striking snake he mounted me. His cock
replaced the plastic one and he started fucking me. Slowly at
first, but he got faster and harder and deeper. Oh so much deeper
than any man had ever gone.

Lee took me through several big
orgasms before Carl took over. I am almost positive I resisted
them, but maybe not. I’m not going to lie about it; I loved what
they did to me that night and the next day. It was nonstop sex.
When Lee and Carl had to rest they brought in some friends. At some
point we all relocated to Carl’s apartment which was upstairs over
the studio.

I became a slave of sorts. I did
everything I was told to do. I sucked their cocks, I let them do my
butt, and I even took two men at a time on several occasions. I put
in my pussy anything I was told to put in me and by the next night
they had become very creative. Somewhere there is a set of photos
and a video of me inserting a badminton shuttlecock in my pussy.
One guy even put his cell phone up my pussy and that was before
they became so small. He set it to vibrate and when I had in
completely in me he called his cell and they all laughed when it
caused me to climax.

I have no idea how many photos they
took of me or how many video cassettes they used. It had to be
many. For a bit over twenty-four hours I was a complete and total
submissive slut. During that time period I hardly got any sleep at
all. A couple of hours of rest at most.

I finally was allowed to leave the
apartment. I drove my car to the trailer, packed up all the car
would hold, and left there. I barely had enough money to buy gas to
get home, but I made it. I never heard of or saw Carl again. Until
you showed me the photographs on your computer I had completely
blocked the incident from my mind for the most part. It was like a
bad dream to me.

So there you have the whole story of
your slut wife.
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Chapter 2

 


“I wonder why the pictures
are just now showing up on the web,” I said just to have something
to say. Her astounding revelation had my mind reeling.

“This is not the first
time,” Ave said. “After you returned home and long after I started
nurses training some photos apparently showed-up on the internet.
One of the student nurses even asked me if I had done porn. I
looked her right in the eye and lied. By that time my hair was back
to red and a lot longer. I told the girl that it was just some
chick that looked a little like me. I’ve run across the problem a
few times since then. I always say the same thing. It ain’t me;
just some chick who looks a little like me.”

Now I needed time to process. I gave
Ava a quick kiss, turned the bed side light off, and faked sleep
while I thought about what Ava told me.

I remembered coming home to the states
and finding Ava had moved back home. That didn’t surprise me very
much because in the letters she sent I knew she was lonely. At no
time did Ava ever indicate she was having money problems, but again
that didn’t surprise me because dependents were advised not to add
stress to the soldiers that were away.

After I returned and was released from
active duty I came home to collect my wife and get on with our
lives. That was almost four years ago. During that time Ava had
never said a word about her…I want to say indiscretions, but that
doesn’t quiet cover the situation.

Indiscretion kind of indicates
carelessness and what Ava had done wasn’t careless. I lay there in
the darkness trying to analyze my feelings. Was I still pissed-off?
Was I hurt? Did I love Ava any less? I drifted off to sleep without
answering any of the questions.

I woke up at my usual time, showered,
dressed and left for the office without waking Ava. I drove
downtown with my mind still crowded with the images of her and
unanswered questions.

 


***

 


After my return from Sand-land I used
borrowed money and opened my own business. I used my love of
computers and some college courses to open a computer repair shop.
I wasn’t getting rich, but was now making a living and I loved
working for myself.

It always surprises me that there are
so many people who own computers and know absolutely nothing about
them. I’m not complaining because they put bread on my table when
their computer doesn’t work right. Eighty percent of my repair work
is so simple almost anyone could do it. Many times it a simple
matter of rebooting the machine. Some of the problems are people
trying to get a cheap computer to do what only a more expensive
computer can do. Of course I sell all types of hardware and some
software to my customers.

I spent the morning de-bugging
computers and making them do what they are supposed to do. I went
about my tasks with half of my mind on the computer problems and
the other half trying to figure out what I was going to do about my
wife’s revelation. Luckily I had better success at fixing computers
than I did my personal problems.

Just before lunch a man brought his
computer in claiming it had locked up and wouldn’t do anything. I
got his name and other vital data and told him I would look at it
and call him with an estimate of damage to his wallet.

“Can you get right on it?”
the man asked. “I have some images on it and I promised I’d have
them printed by tomorrow. It is worth an extra hundred dollars if
you can get it going by this afternoon.”

Of course I told him his machine would
go to the head of the line. Luckily I found the problem almost
immediately. His power supply had died so I replaced it and got his
computer to compute. I checked his hard drive and located the
images I assumed he was talking about.

It’s not unusual to find nudes and
even more explicit photos on people’s computers, but these images
were sizzling. It appeared that someone had used a digital camera
and photographed an orgy. Image after image were people getting it
on in almost every combination I could think of. One of the images
caught my undivided attention. It was a small white woman with
blonde hair being fucked by two black men. I immediately thought of
Ava and her photographer and his friends.

I used an external hard drive and
copied the images from his computer. That was something I never had
done before when I saw personal photos on someone’s computer. After
I stole his images I figured up the cost and called my customer. He
was delighted that I had it repaired and the cost didn’t bother him
at all. He came within an hour and true to his word added a hundred
dollars to the bill. That made me feel a little bad about taking
his images. While I watched he turned it on and checked to make
sure it still had his pictures.

“Good,” he said scrolling
through the hundred or so images. “I was worried that something had
happened to them. What do you think? Pretty hot stuff, huh?” he
said looked at me and grinning. I had to agree they were pretty
hot. “I’m the club’s official photographer,” he said while I shut
his computer down and disconnected it from my monitor. “Everybody
would have been really mad if I had messed them up.” I suggested he
buy an external hard drive like the one I used to swipe his images
so he could have a back-up. He bought it. I carried his equipment
out to his car for him.

“Nice car,” I said admiring
his new Jaguar. I drove a five year old Toyota.

“It’s a piece of shit, but
it looks nice,” he said. “Thanks for getting right on my computer.
I’ll send you some business. Maybe you’d like to come to one of our
parties some time. We can always use an extra stud.”

“Sounds great, but I’m not
sure how my wife would feel about it,” I joked.

“Bring her along, too,” he
said, gave me a wave, and pulled out in traffic without regard for
on-coming traffic. It’s true what they say about the rich. They do
live in a different world than the rest of us.

 


***

 


I had other things to do, but there
was no hurry so I closed up the shop and walked down the street to
a small park. I stopped on the way and got a sandwich and a drink.
I like the little park so I often go there to think and that was
what I was doing. I thought.

One of the things I thought about was
Ava and how I noticed she had changed while I was overseas. Not big
drastic changes, just some smaller ones. The most noticeable change
was her appetite for sex. I had attributed it to the fact I had
been gone for nearly two years.

Ava had always been adventurous as far
as sex. From that very first clumsy fumbling she had shown a liking
for the act. All of it. Blowjobs, anal sex, or just old fashion
fucking, she was willing and able. After she joined me and we were
married and before I was deployed she would often initiate sex.
After my return she was more demanding and vocal about what she
wanted me to do or what she wanted to do to me. Again I foolishly
thought it was because of the long absents. I hadn’t questioned it;
I just accepted it as my good luck to be married to a super hot
woman.

By the time I got home Ava had already
started nurses training and she finished two years later. She got a
job in the local emergency room and she loves her job because Ava
is a born healer and care-giver.

I began to think about what she told
me and how I felt about it. I’m an honest person and I’m usually
honest with myself so I concluded I wasn’t angry at Ava for what
she confessed to doing. I had been upset because there was just too
much new shit hitting me at the same time.

Ava had simply done what pretty women
have always done. They trade on their good looks. Since Ava is a
beautiful woman she used her good looks to make enough money to
survive. Considering the fact that she had always been a show-off
and the fact she was a hot-blooded girl, it all fit. It shouldn’t
have been a surprise that her photographer could seduce her. It
shouldn’t have been a surprise that Ava entered into the orgy or
whatever it was, wholeheartedly. She did everything she undertook
with everything she had.

I smiled when I remembered that summer
after high school and before I left. Ava was working as a lifeguard
at a public swimming pool. Sometimes when she saw me watching her
she would slip the crotch of her suit over and give me a peek at
her pussy or lower the top so I could see her nipple. I’m sure
there were other people who got a glance at her goodies, too. We
fucked in places where we knew we would get caught and loved
it.

I finished the sandwich about the same
time I concluded that I was only a little angry that she hadn’t
told me before. I really couldn’t get too angry about that because
there were things I had not told her about me. We all have secrets
to keep. I tossed my trash into a can and strolled back to the shop
knowing that Ava and I would be okay.



***

 


“A shuttlecock in your
cunt?” I said. I was lying on the bed watching Ava get ready for
bed. I had waited up for her to come home and the minute she came
through the door I hugged her and told her I was okay with what she
told me. She seemed reassured that I was fine. After I told her I
was okay, I proceeded to show her I was okay. I hugged her over to
the sofa and pushed her down and started kissing and making out
with her. The fucking was almost in the frenzy category.

“Yes, but that was after one
of them used the racket handle on me,” she said with a giggle.
“Chip, I’m glad we can joke about it. I hated keeping that terrible
secret from you.”

“It didn’t sound like it was
so terrible,” I kidded her.

“No, it was the secret that
was terrible,” she said. She was still wearing that old oversize
tee shirt for bed. It was so thin it almost wasn’t even
there.

“Is there any other secrets
you need to share with me?” I asked.

“No, that was the only one,”
she answered getting on the bed beside me.

“You said you blocked it out
of your mind. Did you really block it out or do you think of it
sometimes?”

“I do think about it
sometimes,” she answered seriously. “So I guess I haven’t really
blocked it out.”

“Yeah, I suspect something
that intense would be hard to block out. When do you think of
it?”

“Sometimes when I’m
masturbating it comes to mind,” Ava said snuggling up close to me.
“Other times it pops into my mind without any apparent reason and
always without warning.”

“I’d like to see some of the
other photos they took,” I said. “And the videos. I wonder what
happened to them.”

“Beats me,” she said letting
her hand find my hard cock. “Oh my! You’re as hard as a rock, Chip.
Does talking about it get you excited?” I was a little surprised to
discover it did make me excited.

“Yes,” I admitted. “It does
get my motor running.” I had to wonder why the usual up-front and
in your face wife of mine allowed herself to be totally dominated
by the photographer. I asked her about it.

“I’m not sure,” she said
stroking my cock gently. “I think it was because they were all
black and I was a little white girl. Maybe it was the reverse
slavery thing. Or maybe it was the idea of something that was
forbidden in some places was happening.” She chuckled. “Maybe it
was that your white slut wife was horny and wanted sex.”

“Since then,” I asked,
“Tempted at all?”

“Oh hell yes,” she laughed
softly. “A lot of temptations, but I got tough and overcame them.
Right now you have something sticking up that is really tempting
me.” I invited her to help herself.

 


***

 


Over the next few weeks I spent a lot
of idle time thinking about my hot wife and that bunch of black
men. I fired up one of my computers and did a search for Carl
Bright. I got nothing of any use to me. I did a search for Bright
Studios and got a hit. I found the site and went there. It was
mostly routine glamour shots and other stuff like that. I was about
to leave when I notice a link to another site and I clicked on
it.

Bingo! I hit the mother lode of racy
pictures, but they were only teasers. The main part of the website
was a pay site. I considered using my credit card to get in, but
there were two things that stopped me. The first one was simply I
didn’t want anyone, especially the webmaster, to know that I was
there and the second reason was I didn’t want to pay the money. So,
I hacked my way in.

Once inside I discovered a wide
variety of carnal delights. There was something for every taste and
kink. Under interracial I found Avery’s photos.

I expected the photographs would be
explicit, but I wasn’t anywhere near prepared for what I saw. Raw
and rank photos of Ava and black men in an assortment of
combinations. Hundreds of them and all clearly showed all of my
wife’s charms being used and abused by the men.

I wasn’t a stranger to porn, but what
I saw happening to Ava was the hottest thing I had even saw. I was
amazed at how aroused I got seeing my sweet little wife being
fucked by the men. I downloaded all the photos of Ava and locked
the pay site open so I could come back to it without having to hack
my way in. I saw there were some videos available for an extra fee.
I’d have to come back to that later because customers were coming
into my shop.

I spent the rest of the day with half
of my mind on work and the other half on the images I had seen of
Ava. One thing was clear. From the expression on her face she liked
what was going on. Even the one when two men fucked her
simultaneously. One in her ass and the other in her pussy. I worked
with a throbbing hard on all afternoon.

My last customer of the day was the
Jag driver. The one with the bad power supply from a few weeks
earlier. I asked him if his computer had messed up
already.

“No, nothing like that,” he
answered. “It’s my laptop. I’d like some more juice. Can you give
me more power?” I checked it and told him I could upgrade the
processor and told him what it would cost. “Great, how quick can
you get it back to me?” I told him a couple of days. He agreed that
it was okay.

“Did you give any thought
about attending one of our parties?” he asked. I hadn’t, but I told
him I was still thinking about it. I asked him how he happened to
get into that lifestyle. He laughed and said, “The girl from
Saltlick.” I told him I didn’t exactly understand that answer. “If
you got some time, I’ll buy you a drink and tell you an astonishing
story.”

Since Ava was at work and I was about
to close, I agreed to meet him at Murphy’s Tavern a few blocks down
the street.

“I’m a writer,” he said.
“And a fairly successful one.” This is the story he told me over a
pitcher of beer.

 


 







Un-ringing The Bell






















Chapter 3

 


The Girl from
Saltlick

With excerpts from the
book

 


I was in the city park eating a
corndog. I could afford better fare, but truthfully I like
corndogs. Give me a corndog with a lot of mustard and I’m in
culinary heaven. For those of you who are not familiar with
corndogs, it’s nothing more than a wiener on a stick dipped in
cornmeal batter and deep fried.

I had no particular reason for being
in the park. I was just in the mood to get out of the apartment and
walk. I was a writer with writer’s block. My real name is Toby
White and I use Cody Black as a pen name.

I found an unoccupied bench and sat
down to finish my meal. Actually I was thinking about going back to
the sidewalk vendor and getting another corndog when I spotted a
throw-away newspaper on the bench. I picked it up and glanced at it
and saw that it was a sex paper.

It was mostly ads for strip
clubs and hookers. Of course they didn’t say hookers. Escorts were
the most commonly used euphemisms. I was about to put it in the
trash container with my trash when I noticed a personal ads section
in the back of the paper. One caught my eye: Wanted, Bull for my white wife. Must be generous, big, black,
and hung. There was a contact
number.

That ad started me wondering. What
kind of husband would advertise for a sex partner for his wife?
Interracial sex doesn’t shock me in this enlightened age, but the
fact that some man would want a sexual encounter for his wife did
surprised me. I’m not married nor have I ever been married so I’ll
confess there is a lot about it I’m ignorant of, however that
seemed a little extreme to me.

I’m thirty-two and I’ll say, with all
modestly, successful at my craft. I’ve had three very good sellers
in the book market. I write fiction and mostly crime thrillers.
Among the good selling novels there were several okay sellers. At
least I’m making a living at it now contrary to what most of my
friends told me would happen.

I live in a nice townhouse and I don’t
own a car, but I could if I wanted the hassle of driving in the
city. I wave some investments and money arrives in my bank account
every month. I’m not bragging, just attempting to explain why I
could wander in the park in the middle of the day and eat
corndogs.

It’s just me and my word processor
pecking out dribble for the masses to buy. I’ve managed to save a
lot of money because I don’t have expensive tastes. I live a simple
life for the most part and my favorite place to eat, other than the
street vendors, is a café down the street from my apartment
building. They serve plain ol’ food that’s inexpensive and suits me
just fine.

When I’m in the mood for company I
hire some. I call my doorman and he takes care of the arrangements.
Commercial sex works for me because it quick, clean, and there are
no complications. She comes, we get naked and fuck, and then she
leaves. I suppose, other than my lease payment, sex is my only
excessive outlay. I don’t mind paying a bit more to get a high
class whore because curb-crawlers scare me.

Instead of throwing the paper away, I
took it with me back to my apartment. I couldn’t begin to explain
why I did that. I’m not black, not particularly big, and I’m not
hung. In fact I’m white and about average in everything else. The
next day I called a friend of mine who works for the cop shop. His
name is Bill Eldridge and he is my main supplier of cop stories for
my novels.

“Bill, can you run a phone
number for me?” I asked when he called back. I gave him the number
listed in the ad. He told me to hang on and soon he was
back.

“It’s listed to an answering
service,” Bill said. “I checked the address and it’s in a
storefront business on Evans Street. You doing something
kinky?”

“No, not very,” I assured
him. “Just some research for a book I’m working on.” I told him
about the ad I spotted in the junk newspaper.

“Yeah, that’s how they do
it,” he said. “You call that number and give them the reference
number and they forward the information to the advertiser. If the
person placing the ad is interested they’ll call you. That word
‘generous’ should tell you nothing is free.”

“Okay, I got it,” I said.
“Is there any way to get names or addresses from the answering
service?”

“No, not legally. It would
take a court order.” He paused and laughed. “You could try a
bribe.”

I thanked Bill and hung up. I called
for a cab and went to the place of business of the answering
service. It was a tiny dump and was manned by one geeky looking
guy.

“Man, I couldn’t do that
even if I wanted to,” the man said to me after I showed him the ad.
“All I have is a phone number to call if there are any responses to
the ad.”

“I see,” I said laying a
twenty dollar bill on the counter. “Have there been any calls for
that ad?” I eased the bill closer to him.

“Yeah, a couple,” he said
making the twenty disappear.

“Can you give me the phone
number?” I asked and laid another twenty on the counter. Quick as a
striking snake that bill joined the first one. He looked at me
expectantly and I put a third twenty almost within his reach. He
looked in the rolodex, took a card out, copied a number on a
scratch pad and exchanged it for my twenty dollars.

I crossed referenced the number in the
city directory and saw that it was listed to a man by the name of
Kyle Biggers and gave a street address. I took a taxi to the
address and asked the nervous driver to wait for me. He was nervous
because of the neighborhood. It wasn’t a slum, but it was damned
close.

I suppose at one time it had been a
nice neighborhood. All the houses were in the same state of
shabbiness. I saw a drug transaction going down even before I got
out of the taxi. I went up the short broken walkway to the front
door. There was a screen hanging by one hinge and it had no screen
left in it. The paint on the front of the house was faded and
cracked. I knocked and waited.

“Get the fuck away,” a man’s
voice called through the closed door. “I don’t want anything you’re
selling.”

“I’m not selling anything,”
I called back. “I’m buying.” The door opened a crack and I could
see one eyeball peering out at me.

“Buying what?” a voice
demanded. “The fucking dealers are next door.”

“Not looking for drugs,” I
said. “I’m looking to buy information.” The door opened a few
inches wider. I could see a white man with a hatchet face and
sunken eyes looking hard at me.

“What kind of information?”
he asked. From his accent I got the idea he was from someplace a
great deal farther south.

“I’m writing a novel and I’m
doing research,” I said.

“Novel? You mean like a
book?” I told him it was almost like a book. “Still don’t tell me
what kind of information or how much you’re payin’.”

“I’ll get to that,” I told
him. “Can I come in so we can discuss it?” He pushed the door open
wider and stepped back in what I took to be an invitation to
enter.

Inside the house was reflection of the
outside. Ratty furniture and a threadbare carpet greeted me in the
living room. It was old and musty smelling, but surprisingly clean.
He indicated I should sit so I took a seat on the old sofa being
careful not to sit on an exposed spring.

“What kind of writer feller
are you?” he asked.

“I’m Cody Black,” I said,
using my professional name. “I write fiction.”

“So,” he said completely
unimpressed. I doubted he had even picked up a book. “What’s that
got to do with me?” I showed him the advertisement and told him I
wanted to talk about that.

“Yeah, I wish I had that
money back,” he said. “Wasted fifteen bucks on it.”

“You’ve had some calls,” I
said. “Didn’t pan out?”

“No so much,” he said. “They
was all lookin’ for some free pussy. We ain’t got no free pussy
here.”

“So you wanted money?” I
prompted.

“Hell yeah, we wanted
money!” he said. “It’s cost a lot to live in this fucking place. We
ain’t been here but a couple months and we’re ‘bout
broke.”

“Okay,” I said. “How much
did you expect to get for ah…services rendered?”

“Hell, I don’t know,” he
said. “Jan’s a right pretty lookin’ gal so her pussy ought to be
worth something.”

“Jan’s your
wife?”

“No, not exactly,” he
answered. “I mean we never stood up in front of a preacher or
anything. I thought wife sounded better than girlfriend for the
ad.”

“If you don’t mind me
asking, what’s your name?” I asked.

“I’m Kyle. Kyle Biggers. How
much are we talkin’ about here, anyway?” Kyle was a jittery man. He
was never completely still.

“I’d like to talk with both
you and your…whatever she is,” I said. “I’m willing to pay twenty
dollars for a few minutes of your time.”

“Jan walked down to the
store, but she’ll be back in a few minutes. You want to go ahead
and pay me now?”

“No, Kyle,” I said. “I’ll
wait a few minutes and talk to both of you at the same
time.”

Jan did arrive shortly thereafter and
I was really surprised when I saw her. I was not expecting a young
beautiful woman, but that’s what she was. She later confirmed her
age as nineteen. Tall, maybe five feet seven or eight and built
like a goddess. Her well-worn tee shirt couldn’t begin to hide her
impressive breasts. Her nipples were hard to miss because they
poked against the shirt and bra.

“Jan, this feller is a
writer and he wants to talk to us. He’ll pay twenty dollars,” Kyle
said after she shut the door.

“Howdy,” she said to me in a
soft southern drawl. “Kyle, I ran into the landlord and he’s pissed
about the rent. He said to pay up or haul ass by
tonight.”

“Didn’t you tell him what I
said to tell him?” Kyle whined. I had already made up my mind I
wasn’t going to like Kyle very much. He had doper written all over
him.

“I told him I’d give him a
blow-job, but he wasn’t interested. He wants the cash.”

“You’re going to have to
fuck him,” Kyle said. “I told you that. We ain’t got fifty dollars
for him and you know it. Did you offer him some pussy?”

“No,” she said with a sigh.
“I guess I can when he comes tonight to collect the money. I wish I
didn’t have to, ‘cause he’s old, fat, and he stinks. What did you
say this man wants?”

“I’m Cody Black,” I said.
“I’m a writer doing some research. How much is your
rent?”

“Fifty dollars a week,” Kyle
supplied. “The landlord is a mean son of a bitch and he makes us
pay in advance. Okay, mister, Jan is here so get to asking whatever
it is you’re going to ask us.”

“Jan, like I told Kyle, I
saw the ad in the paper and I’m curious about it. I thought there
might be a story in it somewhere. May I ask some
questions?”

“If you got the money I got
the time,” she said with a pretty smile. “Ask away.”

“A lot of people turn to
prostitution when things get rough. Your ad specified big, black,
and hung. Why black?”

“Prostitution? Is that the
same thing as whorin’?” Jan asked with a laugh. “Didn’t set out to
be no whore, but Kyle lost his job and money’s tight. It seemed
like a way to make some money to tide us over. That black thing was
Kyle’s idea.”

“Shit, I figured Jan may as
well get something she likes out of it,” Kyle chimed in. “Jan likes
her meat on the dark side. She’s been fuckin black guys, ain’t you
Jan?”

“For a while,” she agreed.
“Didn’t do us much good to run that ad. Only been one man who was
willing to pay us and when he got what he came for he took off and
didn’t pay a cent.”

“Whose fault was that?” Kyle
asked, indignant. “Even a dumb whore knows enough to get her money
up front. That son of a bitch done come in here, fucked Jan for
nearly an hour, and took off like his shirttail was on fire. Fucked
us out of our hundred dollars. Dumb gal didn’t do nothing
right.”

“I made him use a rubber,”
Jan said. “So don’t tell me nothing was right. I thought you had
already collected the money. He said he paid you so how was I to
know?” She whirled on me. “That reminds me, Cody. Pay up,” she said
holding out her hand. “We don’t want to get screwed again.”
Laughing, I put a twenty dollar bill in her hand. What a pair of
ignorant kids.

“Where did you come from?” I
asked. Kyle took the money and left us. I suspected he was going
next door for some goodies.

“Saltlick Springs, Georgia,”
Jan answered watching Kyle leave. “That twenty will be gone and
I’ll still have to fuck Mister Getty. He’s the landlord. Kyle got a
problem with crack.”

“Sorry to hear that,” I
said. “Why did you leave Georgia?”

“Kyle said we could make a
lot of money up here,” Jan said. “Back home, Kyle had a problem
drinking and we both are orphans. Nothing holding us there so we
took off seeking our fortune.”

“How long have you been
together?”

“Couple years. After my
folks up and died I was needin’ a place to live. Kyle was working
at the lumber mill then and he had a house trailer so I moved in
with him. I like Kyle, but there ain’t much to love about him. It’s
hot in here,” she said. “Let’s go sit on the porch and talk and
I’ll tell you a story.

 


***

 


Jan’s Story

I come from a long line of losers. As
far back as anybody knows all us Lyles have been poor white trash.
I’m the youngest of five kids. I don’t think my parents wanted
kids. I think I was a surprise to both of them. My pa had a bad
back and he didn’t work much. Ma took in washing and whatever she
could find to do.

The house we lived in makes this rat
hole look like a palace. It was just a shack that somebody had
abandoned. It was small, but it was just Ma, Pa and me living
there. I grew up and didn’t even know we were dirt poor. Not until
I started going to school. I made it through the tenth grade and
had to drop out and help Ma with the work.

Having a bad back didn’t stop Pa from
huntin’. That’s was what he was doin’ when he got shot and killed.
At least that’s what the sheriff said he was doin’. I heard some
folks talking and they said Pa was messing with a moonshine still
that wasn’t his and got shot.

After Pa died, Ma just gave up. One
day she washed real good, put on her nicest dress, lay down on the
bed, and died. They said it was her heart and I guess it was. The
county buried her ‘cause I sure didn’t have no money. Two days
after the funeral the sheriff came round and asked me what I was
going to do. I told him I guessed I was going to keep taking in
wash and do what I knew how to do.

“Now little girl,” the
sheriff said. “There’s easier ways to make some money.” I told him
I sure would like to know how I could do that. He told me. He said,
“Fuckin’ can make you some good money, girl. You know how to fuck,
don’t you?”

“I seen it done,” I said.
“Ain’t never done it.”

“Hell, we can take care of
that right now,” the old fart said. Next thing I knew I was naked
and he was shoving his pecker in me. It hurt like hell for a few
minutes then it started feelin’ real good. He fucked me twice that
day and when he left he gave me a pack of five rubbers and a twenty
dollar bill.

The very next day one of his deputies
came and he fucked me. Then almost every day after that some man or
another was coming to get some pussy. All of a sudden I had more
cash money than I ever had before. That lasted almost a year until
I got knocked up. That was about the time the shack caught on fire
and burned to the ground. That was when I found Kyle. Kyle took me
in and he was nice to me. Especially after I lost the
baby.

It was Kyle who got me started fucking
black guys. He was nice enough to wait a few months after the baby.
Kyle worked with this colored man and when the man told Kyle how
bad he wanted to fuck a white woman, Kyle brought him home to
me.

“Jan,” Kyle said. “This here
is Tom.” I figure Tom was close to forty or maybe even fifty.
Older’n dirt.

“Howdy, Tom,” I said
politely. I was always nice to the coloreds.

“Tom wants some white pussy.
I told him you’d fuck him,” Kyle said.

“Why, I ain’t goina do no
such thing. I can’t be fucking no black guy.”

“Tom is willing to pay a
hundred dollars for a piece of your ass,” Kyle said. Right then I
changed my mind about fucking black guys. A hundred dollars just
for fuckin? There wasn’t no way I was going to let that kind of
money get away.

Kyle wanted to stay and watch, but I
sent him out. That ol’ black fucker had a cock you wouldn’t
believe. Man that was some fine fucking. Tom stayed in the saddle
for nearly half an hour and I have to say he gave me my first ever
real climax. I mean I had something before, but I saw stars from
the pounding Tom gave me.

Kyle was drinking pretty heavy then.
He took the money Tom gave me and he pitched a three day drunk. I
didn’t know where he had got to. One day while he was gone, ‘bout
dark, there was a whole car load of black guys came to the trailer.
I took Kyle’s shotgun to the door with me.

“Howdy, Ma’am,” one of them
said. “Are you Jan?” I said I was and asked them what they wanted.
“I heard there was a white gal here that was willin’ to fuck black
men. Is that you?” I said maybe. “We come with some money to buy
some white pussy.”

“Cost you a hundred dollars
each,” I said putting the shotgun down seeing how it was making
them skittish.

“That include some suckin’
too?’ one of the men asked. I had sucked Kyle’s dick while I was
healin’ up after losing the baby so I said it did include some
suckin’.

All five of them guys paid me a
hundred dollars each and I fucked all of them. One right after
another. I ain’t going to lie about it. I liked it. All of it, even
when I sucked their peckers for them. After they all fucked me I
took the money and hid it. I knew if Kyle found it he’s spend every
dime of it on whiskey.

Ol’ Kyle showed up a few days later
all messed up and without a job. They fired him from the lumber
mill when he didn’t show up for work.

“I hate this fucking place,”
Kyle said. “If I had the money I’d head up north and get a good
job. I hear there’s a lot of money to be made up north.” I asked
him how much it’d take and he said a couple hundred dollars. I told
him I had that much and the next thing I knew we was headed north.
And here we are poor as church mice.

 


***

 


“That’s quite a story, Jan,”
I said. “You’ve been here for two months?”

“Yes, about that. We used up
most of my five hundred dollars just to get here. Ol’ Kyle found
out about crack and he ain’t even lifted a hand to work. He figures
I can whore and make enough for us to live on and buy his
crack.”

“Is that what you want out
of life?”

“No, not exactly,” she said.
“I ain’t got a problem with fucking for a living, but with Kyle
it’s like pouring sand down a rat hole. There ain’t even going to
be enough money. It ain’t a good hand, but like my Pa used to say.
You got to play the hand life deals you.”

“Jan, is this the life you
want? I mean do you want to stay with Kyle, the crack
junkie?”

“No,” she said with a large
sigh. “Poor Kyle ain’t ever goina amount to anything. I feel sorry
for him, but I can’t help him and I really hate that every dime we
get he uses up with crack.”

“Do you use crack?” I asked
her.

“Oh no!” she said. “I drink
a beer now and again, but I don’t want that shit in my body. I
tried some coke once and I did not like that at all.”

I don’t know why I did what I did
next. I not someone who takes in strays. Not that I’m a mean
person, I’ve just never had a savior complex, so I was as surprised
as Jan was when I told her to get her things and come with
me.

“Where are you wanting me to
go?” she asked. “You want some pussy?”

“No…Yes, but that’s not what
I’m saying. I have a place you can stay until we figure out what
you’re going to do. You don’t need to be here in this dangerous
place.”

She agreed to go without a lot of
hesitation and went to pack while I went to check on my taxi. I
wasn’t overly surprised to discover it was gone, but I used my cell
phone and called for another one.

It only took Jan a few minutes to pack
her few belongings. Everything she owned was in a cheap battered
suitcase held together with twine. We were standing on the curb
when the cab arrived.
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Chapter 4

 


On the taxi ride to my apartment I
considered my impulsive gesture and wondered just what the hell I
was going to do with a young whore. Inviting her to come with me
was so unlike me and I begun to regret my actions long before we
got to my home, but the die was cast.

“Oh my, this is a palace!”
Jan said looking around my place. “I read about places like this,
but I never thought I’d see one. I never saw such
finery.”

Looking at my processions through her
eyes made me have a new appreciation for the things I owned. Things
I had taken for granted. I was aware my furniture was expensive,
but I hadn’t given it much thought. Most of my things were bought
over time. If I had a good sales month I bought the leather sofa.
Or maybe the dining room table and chairs. The apartment was condo
and I bought it furnished, but as money came in I upgraded the
furnishings as I saw fit.

Jan stared wide-eyed
at her bedroom. It
was one room I hadn’t changed and it was rather girly, but that
seemed to fit the situation now that I had a girl guest. I showed
her the bath and she went ballistic.

“Wow, that is one big tub,”
she gushed. “Can I take a bath now?” She didn’t wait for
permission. She started removing her clothes while trying to figure
out the knobs. I started the water running and showed her how to
turn on the jets and adjust the temperature. She jumped in the
water even before it was anywhere near filled.

This may be a good time to describe
Jan a little better. Seeing her naked kind of dictates that. I
mentioned she was beautiful and frankly that’s an understatement.
Her hair, which needed the attention of a beauty shop very badly,
was blonde. More of a golden hue, I think. Seeing her sparse pubic
hair indicated the color was natural. Her skin was milky white
except for where the sun had given it a slight tan.

Jan’s boobs were absolutely perfect.
Twin globes that had to be at least a thirty-six C. (That was later
confirmed.) While being heavy they didn’t sag at all and her
nipples were succulent. Everything about her was perfect, but it
was her eyes that arrested my attention. She had violet colored
eyes like the young Elizabeth Taylor. The only flaw I could find
was her dingy teeth. I suppose when you are just trying to survive,
dentistry isn’t very high on your list of priorities.

I scouted around and found a spare
tooth brush for her to use and left her to soak. I went to the
kitchen and got myself a beer and a pad of paper. I started making
a list of things she would need. At the top of the list was a
dentist.

As luck would have it my dentist was a
fan and I made Jan an appointment for the following Monday morning.
When it came to personal hygiene items I drew a blank. It was
something I knew nothing about. I needed help and I thought about
my publisher. Not actually my publisher, but his assistant Nancy
Miller.

Nancy had always been friendly and
helpful and I sensed that there was more to her friendliness than
professional. Nancy was a pretty lady somewhere in the neighborhood
of thirty years of age. Maybe more and maybe less. I am a very poor
judge of age in women. I called Nancy and asked her if she could
come by.

“Sure,” she responded. “I’m
surprised you asked, but I’m on my way.”

“It’s not personal,” I said
quickly. “I just need some help and I thought of you.”

It wasn’t that I hadn’t thought of
Nancy as a possible bedmate because I had considered it. She was
attractive and seemed nice. I ruled it out because it seemed like
an unnecessary complication. Now that I had already complicated
things it didn’t seem important any longer.

“She really needs to get out
of that water,” Nancy said. We were looking at Jan who was still
enjoying the whirlpool tub. “She’s turning into a giant white
prune.”

“Jan, this is my friend
Nancy,” I said. Jan smiled and waved. “You need to get out and get
dressed so we can go shopping.” Shopping seemed to be a magic word
for women of all ages. Jan got out and accepted the towel Nancy
handed her without a trace of embarrassment at being
nude.

“Okay, Toby,” Nancy said. We
were sitting at the breakfast bar waiting for Jan to dress. “I have
to ask. Where on earth did you find her and is she legal? Also what
the hell are you going to do with her?” I gave Nancy a briefing on
how, when, and why. “So she’s a prostitute?” Nancy
asked.

“I guess so,” I said. “She’s
a recent pro, anyway. Hell, Nancy,” I said. “I don’t know what I’m
doing with her. I suppose I felt sorry for her. There was no way I
could leave her in that hole and with that moron
junkie.”

“I see,” Nancy said. “Which
head was doing your thinking, Toby? The big head or the little
head? I’m not judging, mind you. She is a beautiful young woman and
I can see why you felt obligated to ride to her rescue.”

“Thinking? Beats the hell
out of me,” I confessed, but I was pretty sure it was my dick doing
the thinking. “Will you help me?”

“Sure, why not?” Nancy said
dryly. “That’s what I do. How much do you plan to spend on your
waif?” Okay, that was a good question and one I didn’t have an
answer for.

“Why don’t I give you a
credit card and you take…why are you shaking your head?”

“I’m willing to
help you,” Nancy said.
“But I’m not willing to do it by myself. We’ll take your credit card
and we’ll go
shopping. All three of us, chum.”

I spent the next three hours being
amused and bored in equal amounts. Nancy made an inventory of what
Jan brought with her and apparently found it seriously
lacking.

The bottom line was a hard blow to my
credit card. Before the shopping spree was over Nancy and Jan spent
nearly two thousand dollars. A goodly amount was for clothing from
the skin out. I thought we were through, but that proved to be
incorrect.

While I waited in a nearby bar, Nancy
took Jan to her beauty salon and managed to spend another two
hundred dollars. While I drank beer and waited I made notes for a
new novel using Jan’s life as a basis. I could visualize it being
more erotic than mystery, but I liked the idea.

I was almost speechless when Nancy and
Jan found me in the bar. Stunning was the only word that came to my
mind when I saw Jan. It was absolutely amazing what they did to her
hair. She went in a beautiful young woman and came out a hot sexpot
and still very beautiful.

While we were on the way to my
apartment I explained to Jan about my two names. I’m not sure she
understood, because she called me both Cody and Toby.

“What do you think, Toby,
ah, Cody?” Jan said. “Ain’t my hair plum purty?”

“Yeah, what do you think,
Toby-Cody?” Nancy asked. “They had to wash her hair several times
to get it clean.”

Jan’s hair was still a golden blonde,
but now it actually shined like new gold. I told them that it was
money well spent. I still thought so even after I saw the charges
on my credit card.

I offered to take the girls to dinner
and of course they accepted. I elected to take them to a nicer
place than my usual diner. I found it interesting how all during
the meal, Nancy kept giving Jan advice and direction. I found it
encouraging that Jan took direction well. She seemed to understand
there was much she didn’t know and Nancy was nice to
her.

All that took place on Friday and I
was amazed, mystified, and bewildered at the difference one day
could make. I had gone from a carefree bachelor to a father-figure
for a teenager. Admittedly I didn’t have any fatherly instincts
toward Jan, but I did have some unusual feelings of
protection.

After we returned to the condo I
showed Jan how to operate the TV and stereo. I have a rather
extensive collection of CDs. Mostly older rock and country. Nancy
stayed for a little while and took her leave after promising to
return on Saturday. I watched Jan looking at the compact disks for
a while and then I went to bed.

I’ll admit I spent a restless night.
It was a long night of pondering the situation without any
resolution. I woke up to the very loud sound of Chuck Berry
hammering out “Memphis”.

“Have you been up all
night?” I asked Jan, stumbling half awake into the den.

“No, silly, “she answered
with a laugh. “I got up early to listen to more of these little
records. I love this music.”

“Okay, fine,” I muttered.
“How about turning it down to a low roar while I shave and clean
up.” She was wearing the baby doll pj’s Nancy selected for her.
“Get dressed and we’ll go eat breakfast.”

After my absolutions I found Jan
dressed and waiting for me. She was wearing a pair of shorts and a
halter top and looked incredibly hot. I took her to my diner and
watched her consume a breakfast that would have stuffed a
lumberjack.

“How come you don’t weigh
two hundred pounds?” I asked her.

“I don’t know,” she replied.
“I eat like a horse when there is anything to eat and I don’t get
any fatter. Of course I’ve missed some meals lately. Can I ask you
something?” I told her to ask away. “Why are you being so nice to
me? I mean you didn’t come to my bed last night so I guess it ain’t
sex.”

“I don’t know,” I confessed.
“It’s certainly not that I don’t find you attractive, because I do.
Very attractive. I’m still trying to figure it out and you’ll be
the second to know when I do. “

“Okay,” she said with a
grin. “I got to tell you, I was sure needing some dick last night.
All that shopping and them pretty things got me hot. You think you
might be wantin’ some pussy soon or should I look somewhere else
for a fuck?”

I was still trying to formulate a
response as we left the diner. I was without an answer when we
arrived and found Nancy Miller waiting on us. She had a big box of
clothes for Jan and they left me to go to Jan’s room to try them on
and talk. I found a comfortable spot in front of the TV and
dozed.

“That was the wildest thing
I ever heard,” Nancy said waking me up.

“What exactly are you
talking about?” I said sitting up.

“That story about how Jan
raised enough money to leave Hole in the Wall, Georgia or wherever
it was. I mean you told me she was turning tricks, but that
was…something. Five black men one right after another? That’s a lot
of sex for a young girl, my friend.”

“Yeah, that was something
all right,” I said.

“So what are you planning on
doing with her,” Nancy asked. “Aside from the obvious, I
mean.”

“What’s obvious?” I asked
and immediately regretting it. I wasn’t sure I wanted that door
opened.

“It’s obvious that you have
a hot sexual creature living here,” Nancy said with a laugh.
“Sooner or later, and I’m guessing sooner, you’ll have her in your
bed. What are you going to do after the sex?”

“Beats the hell out of me,”
I confessed. “Any suggestions?”

“One suggestion,” Nancy
said. “Jan isn’t educated, but she isn’t stupid. She’s a
sweetheart, but she has the morals of an alley cat.”

“I’m sorry. Was there a
suggestion in there anywhere?”

“No, I’m coming to the
suggestion,” Nancy said. “You should find her a high class whore
house to work out of. She’s a whore, Toby. She’s had a little taste
of that life and she liked it. Your best bet is to find her a good
place where she can work at it.”

“Nobody has to be a whore,”
I protested.

“True,” Nancy said. “She
doesn’t have to be a prostitute, but she is going to be one. She’ll
be a high priced call girl or ten dollar streetwalker, but she will
hook. She needs some help connecting.”

“Hell, I don’t know any pimp
or madam,” I said. It dawned on me I could ask one of my commercial
lovers who they worked for.

“Maybe I can help with
that,” Nancy said slowly. “I’m not sure I’m doing Jan any favor,
but I know a man who’s in that business. Do you want me to
inquire?”

I did and I didn’t. I was having a bit
of trouble getting my mind around the idea that it was up to me.
Who the fuck was I or Nancy for that matter, to make those kinds of
decisions for Jan?

“Look at this dress, Toby,”
Jan said, coming into the room. She was wearing a slinky evening
dress that was too big for her. One breast was hanging out of the
side. She made an effort to shove it back inside the dress. “Damned
tit keeps coming out.”

“We need to have the things
I brought tailored to you,” Nancy said. “It’s all very expensive
clothing so it’s would be well worth it to have them altered. I’ll
take you to my tailor next week and get you measured.”

“That would be great,” Jan
said. “I know why Cody is being so good to me, but why are
you?”

“Oh, why is Toby being nice
to you?” Nancy asked with a smile.

“Cody or Toby is looking for
some pussy,” Jan said with her usual candor.

“I see,” Nancy said. “What
makes you think I’m not after the same thing?”

“Because you are a girl…a
woman and…oh, I get it. You’re queer, ain’t you?”

“No, honey,” Nancy said,
apparently taking no offence. “I’m slightly bi-sexual, but that’s
not the reason.”

“What’s bisexual?” Jan asked
sitting beside Nancy on the sofa.

“It means I have no qualms
about making love to a woman if the situation is right,” Nancy
answered patiently. “Have you ever made love to a
woman?”

“Gosh no!” Jan answered. “A
woman ain’t got the one thing I want. How does that work
anyway?”

“It’s very simple,” Nancy
said. “I would kiss you like a man would. I would caress you and
stroke your breasts and then I would gently suck your nipples until
you were aroused. I would bite your nipples and then I would kiss
my way downward all the way to your pussy. There I would orally
make love to you and send you into one crashing orgasm after
another.”

I knew my mouth was open so I made an
effort to close it. I couldn’t believe my ears. Nancy was
attempting to seduce Jan right in front of me. From the expression
on Jan’s lovely face it was working, too.

“Damn!” Jan breathed.
“That’s how two chicks make it?”

“Yes, does that disgust you,
Jan?” Nancy asked her.

“It made my pussy wet,” Jan
answered bluntly. “Why don’t you go ahead and kiss me? I kind of
like that idea.”

Nancy scooted closer and embraced Jan.
It was a long passionate kiss that caused me to get a raging boner.
Nancy’s hand found the breast that had escaped and she stroked it.
Nancy disengaged from Jan’s lips and took the fat nipple in her
mouth. Jan was jerking and twitching to beat the band. Nancy took
her mouth from Jan’s nipple long enough to ask Jan if she liked
it.

“Good Gawd a-mighty!” Jan
stammered. “Holy shit!” I took that to mean she did like it.
Apparently Nancy did also because she went back to sucking on Jan’s
nipple.

I had seen movies of two women getting
it on, but seeing the live action was a first. Nancy managed to get
the dress off of Jan without her mouth breaking contact with some
part of her. I developed a woody that actually hurt. After Jan was
naked, Nancy stood up and removed her clothes. That was a surprise
because Nancy had been hiding a great body beneath her
clothing.

Nancy’s boobs weren’t as big or as
full as Jan’s, but they were nice. I noticed Nancy’s pussy was
hairless and she had big pussy lips. Nancy gently pushed Jan down
on the sofa and did exactly as she promised. She kissed her way
down from Jan’s lips all the way to Jan’s pussy.

“Oh…my…God!” Jan gasped when
Nancy’s tongue found her clit. “Oh fuck! Ahhh shit, that feels
good.”

Nancy raised her wet face from Jan’s
pussy long enough to ask me if I wanted in on things. Instead of
answering, I quickly got my clothes off. Suddenly I didn’t know
what was expected of me, but Nancy came to my rescue and told me to
fuck her while she ate Jan.

I got behind Nancy and she raised her
hips enough to allow me to stick my super hard cock in her pussy.
Nancy was wet and her pussy accepted my dick all the way without
any difficultly. I’ll admit I didn’t last long because of my
heightened state of excitement. However to my credit I recovered
pretty quickly and was up to the task again.

“Do you want to lick my
pussy, Jan?” Nancy asked the young woman.

“Yeah, why not?” Jan said.
“I done turned queer, I guess.” The two women changed places and
while Jan licked and nibbled Nancy’s cum soaked pussy I fucked Jan.
Jan’s cunt was tighter than Nancy’s had been but not much and I did
her good. I made Jan come twice and I put a load of cum in her
pussy.

While I recharged my battery the two
women pleasured one another and the sight of them in a 69 got my
poor cock stirring again. I suggested we go to a bed for the next
round and they accepted my suggestion. The three of us stayed on
the bed until well past noon the next day.

Jan proved to be a good cocksucker,
but not as experienced as Nancy. Nancy was a primo dick-licker.
Sometime about mid-afternoon we stopped fucking and sucking long
enough for Nancy to fix us some lunch. While she fried some eggs I
filled the big tub and after we ate we all got in the
tub.

“So, Jan,” Nancy said while
we lounged in the hot swirling water. “What did you think of
girl-girl sex?”

“It was mighty fine,” Jan
answered. “I guess I ain’t too queer, because I still like having
Cody’s big ol’ cock in me. You seemed to have a likin’ for his
pecker, too.”

“I did,” Nancy said with a
grin. “Nothing beats a stiff dick. Was that your first time with
two women, Toby?”

“It was, indeed,” I
admitted. “I felt like a big eyed boy in a candy store. Goodies
everywhere. We’re not done, are we?”

“Oh hell no,” both women
said at the same time.

“We’re just getting started,
pal,” Nancy said. “There’s a lot more pussy eating, dick sucking,
and fucking coming. Are you up for it?” I rose up enough for my
hard cock to stick up from the water. “Yeah, I see you are up for
it,” Nancy said with a laugh.

I discovered that one horny man is
nowhere man enough to satisfy two equally horny women. Luckily they
didn’t miss me too much during my down time. They seemed to enjoy
the fact I wasn’t fucking them. At least for brief
periods.

By Sunday evening when Nancy left me
and Jan, I was one fucked-out guy. I was sure I had done some
un-repairable damage to my cock. That proved to be incorrect,
because I woke up on Monday with a throbbing hard-on. Fortunately
Jan was right beside me and she took good care of my
erection.
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Chapter 5

 


Most of Monday morning was spent with
me in the waiting room and poor Jan in the dentist’s chair. I
didn’t waste my time reading the ancient magazines. I had my
lap-top with me and I pounded out twenty or so pages of my new
book. My working title was “Death in Saltlick Springs.” I used
Jan’s family as subjects, but I changed their manner of demise to
murder. The sheriff who took Jan’s virginity was the villain. It
was easy to visualize the sex scenes because all I had to do was
close my eyes and see Jan.

I was still hammering away on the
story when Jan emerged with a bright clean smile. The dentist told
me that except for a few cavities her teeth were in surprisingly
good condition. The cleaning and whitening made a world of
difference. The doc was a fan, but he didn’t let that deter him
from charging me nearly a thousand dollars for his work. After
seeing her bright smile I figured it was money well
spent.

Nancy came by later that afternoon and
took Jan with her while I worked. My novel was coming to me faster
than I could get it typed into the computer. I love it when that
happens, but it doesn’t come to pass all that often for
me.

After the girls returned we piled up
on the bed for some fun and games and after I was worn-out from
that I went back to writing.

On Wednesday night Nancy took Jan to
some club and they didn’t return until well after two o’clock in
the morning which was fine with me. They were a distraction from my
work, but I’ll admit they were a welcome distraction.

“How’s it going?” Nancy
asked me. It was Friday afternoon and she found me in the den
working away on the book. I told her it was coming right along. “We
should talk, Toby,” Nancy said seriously. I saved my work, closed
the laptop and stood up and stretched the kinks out of my back. If
you think writing isn’t hard work, you should try it.

“Do you remember me telling
you I knew a man who might help Jan?” Nancy said. I nodded because
I did remember something about that conversation. It was just
before she seduced Jan. “His name is Bull Jones,” Nancy continued.
“I’ve know Bull for a few years. Bull runs a few selected women in
his string. His criteria are they have to be pretty and they have
to be white. He’s not all that particular about age as long as they
are old enough.”

“This Bull fellow is black?”
I asked.

“He is black,” Nancy
answered. “Bull supplies white women for affluent black men. They
have to pay dearly for the privilege of fucking pretty white women.
I told him about Jan and he wants to meet her. What do you think
about that?” That was a very good question. I wasn’t sure I had an
answer and I told Nancy that.

“Toby, I know you have some
off-the-wall thing for Jan,” Nancy said. “Are you planning on keeping her for
yourself?”

“I was thinking about it,” I
said. “Maybe keeping her for you and me. We seem to be doing all
right, don’t we?”

“We are getting along
famously,” Nancy said. “The only problem is, you and I can’t keep
Jan satisfied and I think you know it. She’s geared for another
speed.”

“Maybe,” I said. “What do
you know about this Bull Jones?”

“I know he’s fair with his
girls,” Nancy said. “I know he’s very protective of them. I know
Jan can make some serious money working for Bull.”

“How do you know that?” I
asked.

“Because, I work part-time
for him,” she answered frankly. “I’ve worked for Bull for nearly
three years. Boy, do you ever looked shocked.”

“I guess I am,” I stammered.
She had really thrown me for a loop. “So you’re a…” I didn’t want
to finish that question.

“Whore? Yes, but only
semi-pro,” Nancy said. “Hey, I like sex and I like sex with black
dudes. Filling in now and then with Bull allows me to scratch the
itch.”

“I never would have thought
it,” I said. “You always seem so professional.”

“I am professional,” Nancy
said with a smile. “At the office or on my back with my legs in the
air. We’re getting off the subject here. I’m talking about Jan and
her life. She’s a whore at heart. I know because it takes one to
know one. Bull wants to get together with Jan and soon. Should I
set it up?”

“Have you talked to Jan
about this?” I asked.

“No, I wanted to clear it
with you first.”

“You need to discuss it with
her,” I said. “Maybe she’s content with things the way they are.” I
didn’t really believe that shit. Deep down I knew Nancy was right.
Jan was a whore at heart and wishing wasn’t going to change it. She
was a fledgling whore when I found her and she was ready to take
wing. Boy, did I hope I was wrong!

“Hey, what are y’all talkin’
about?” Jan said coming into the room. It always seemed brighter
when Jan came in a room. Shut-up! I heard it and I know how fucking
corny it sounded.

“You,” Nancy said. “I was
telling Toby that I knew a guy who runs a string of call girls and
that he was interested in meeting you. Maybe even to offer you a
job.”

“Hey, that’s sounds cool,”
Jan said. “I forget…what do you call them?”

“Pimp,” I
supplied.

“Pimp or business manager,”
Nancy added. “Bull prefers entertainment manager, but a rose by any
other name...”

“Still stinks,” I
interrupted. “Are you sure, Jan?”

“Sure about what?” she
asked. “Oh, you mean do I want to fuck for some money. Yes I do.
You have been awful nice to me, Toby, but I can’t keep livin’ here
and not paying my way. Fucking is something I’m pretty good
at.”

“My friend supplies white
women for black men,” Nancy said. “Are you still
interested?”

“Shoot, I don’t care what
color their cock is. Anyway, I like black dicks just fine. Can I
make some money with this feller?”

“Yes, you can make some
serious money,” Nancy said. “I’m sure Toby will let you live here
until you get your feet on the ground. Won’t you, Toby?”

“Sure,” I said. “I know
there is a lot of danger in being a prostitute. Nancy, are you sure
this guy is okay?”

“I’m sure, Toby,” Nancy said
giving me a hug. “Damn, I never figured you for the worrying kind.
Should I give him a call?”

Jan gave an energized yes and I simply
nodded. Maybe I could use the character in my book.

 


***

 


Bull Jones was well named for he did
have the appearance of a bull. A Mexican fighting bull. Big,
strong, and dangerously black. The man looked and reeked of
strength. Not so much tall as just fucking big. He gave the
appearance of a man who could take care of himself and anyone else
he wanted to take care of.

He reminded me of an old yellow tom
cat I had as a boy. That old tom walked around like he was afraid
of nothing. He wore his torn ears and scars proudly like badges of
honor. The old cat could be sociable or bite the hell out of you. I
learned to approach him carefully until I knew which mood he was
in. Tom left litters of yellow kittens all over the
neighborhood.

Mister Bull Jones seemed friendly when
Nancy introduced him to me. He smiled and shook my hand, but the
smile didn’t seem to reach his eyes. His hand shake was firm, but
he didn’t try to take me to my knees as many strong men do. He had
nothing to prove and he knew it. Just like that old cat.

He wasn’t dressed like my
preconception of what a pimp should wear. He had on conservative
slacks and a sport shirt. What he had on was obviously expensive,
but not flashy.

Aside from his obvious size and
physical strength I didn’t see anything appealing about him. Not
that men usually appeal to me. I’m strictly a one way man. However,
I could see why a female might find him appealing. Nancy looked at
him with something akin to adoration and when Jan saw him there was
no doubt she found the big guy attractive.

“Oh my stars!” Jan said
looking at the big black brute. “You are a big one, ain’t
you?”

“Pretty good size,” Bull
admitted with a smile. That smile did reach his eyes as he gazed at
the beautiful Jan. “I can see that Nancy wasn’t stretching the
truth when she said you were beautiful. She may have understated if
anything.” He took both of her hands and stared at her for several
moments. “Nan tells me you want to get into the flesh trade. Is
that right, Jan?”

“Does that mean fucking?”
Jan asked. “If it does, I do.”

“It does mean exactly that,”
Bull said. “You are too pretty for the run-of-the-mill trade. I
suggest we get you into a class and get you some
polish.”

“What does that mean?” Jan
asked.

“I want you to take some
courses so that you can rub shoulders with the elite. I want you to
learn how to be in the company of the movers and shakers. To hobnob
with the great and the near great,” Bull said including Nancy and I
into his comments. I want you to go to charm school.”

“I never was much good in
school,” Jan said, looking skeptical.

“Oh, this will be a lot
different,” Bull assured her. “You will leant how to walk, talk,
and act in the company of rich people. You’ll command a very high
fee, but it will take some hard work on your part. Are you up to
it?”

“I don’t know about that,”
Jan said. “I just want to fuck and get paid for it.”

“Let me ask you this,” Bull
said patiently. “I can set you up to get a couple hundred dollars
for a fuck or I can set you up to make a couple thousand dollars
for a fuck. Which would you rather do?”

“Are you kidding me?” Jan
demanded. “Thousands of dollars just for some pussy? Who’d pay that
kind of money?”

“Men who have that kind of
money and want a piece of eye candy to show-off. You have the
looks, so you just need some polish and refinement.”

“It sounds good,” Jan said.
“But what am I going to do for some dick while I’m
learning?”

“Hey!” I said. “I got your
dick right here!”

“I’m sorry, Cody,” Jan said
running to where I stood and hugging me. “Yes you do and it’s a
fine dick, but you do wear down pretty fast. I didn’t mean no
disrespect and you been mighty good to me. I was just hoping for a
lot of dicks, that’s all.”

“Don’t you worry about
that,” Bull said. “I’ll make sure you don’t get stale while
learning to be a grand lady. Why don’t you give it a try and see if
you like it?”

“Where is this so-called
charm school?” I asked.

“I have a friend that does
that sort of thing,” Bull said. “She’s instructed some of my staff
before and always does a good job. In the meanwhile, let’s see what
this beautiful girl has. You mind stripping for me,
Jan?”

“No, not if you don’t mind
stripping for me,” Jan said in a teasing one. “I’ll show you mine,
if you show me…holy shit!” Bull Jones dropped his pants and
displayed the biggest piece of meat I ever saw. “Is that thing
real?” Jan asked slowly approaching the jutting black cock. “That’s
got to be the prettiest dick I ever saw.”

“You can suck it if you want
too,” Bull said. “You do like to suck cock, don’t you?”

“I truly do,” Jan said. “I’m
good, too. Ain’t I, Cody?”

“I thought your name was
Toby,” Bull said while Jan collapsed to her knees before him. “Did
I misunderstand?” I explained the name situation to Bull while Jan
worshiped his shiny black cock. It appeared Bull quickly lost
interest in my name.

“Don’t shoot-off,” Jan said.
“I don’t mind if you cum in my mouth, but not until I get this
thing in my pussy first.”

“Don’t worry. I got plenty
of cock for you,” Bull said. He glanced at Nancy. “You all going to
watch?”

“Yes,” Nancy spoke up. “No
way do I want to miss this show. Take her to her room and do it
right, Bull.”

Watching Bull Jones fuck Jan was an
educational experience. It was also a hard-on producing experience
and I was glad Nancy was there to help me get rid of it. While we
watched the big black dude ravish Jan, Nancy sucked me off. It
didn’t last because soon after I dumped a load in Nancy’s hot mouth
I was hard again.

I wanted to fuck Nancy, but the bitch
insisted I eat her. Not that I’m opposed to eating pussy, but it’s
hard to see with my head between her legs. Nancy helped by giving
me a running commentary on what Bull and Jan was doing. I ate Nancy
for about twenty minutes before she tugged on my ears and told me
to fuck her. When I mounted Nancy I could see the other couple.
Bull had Jan on her hands and knees slamming his giant black salami
in her cunt from behind.

I swear it looked part of her pussy
came out with his massive weapon. It was obvious he had shot-off in
her at least once because there was a lot of cum shooting out every
time he rammed his cock in her.

“Loud, isn’t she?” Nancy
observed. I had noticed Jan seemed to be a lot louder than when I
fucked her. “I get a bit vocal when he does me, too.” I guess she
noticed my cloudy expression. “Not that you don’t get me singing,
Toby,” she quickly added. Nancy is a gentle person and she made the
effort to sooth my shattered ego.

“Yeah,” I said finally
deciding to not take any of it personally. “I’ll have to admit Bull
seems to know his way around a pussy. Do you think he’s going to
stop any time soon?”

“Not for a while,” Nancy
said shaking her head. “He’s usually good for a long ride.” Nancy
took my face and turned it toward her. “You have to let her go,
Toby.”

“Yeah, I guess I should,” I
acknowledged. I wasn’t too sure I could stop Jan anyway. She was
too young and way too much woman for me or any one man.

Bull finally stopped fucking Jan. I
hadn’t timed them, but it was nearly an hour from start to finish.
Jan lay on the bed, her legs agape with Bull’s semen leaking out of
her red, angry looking cunt. Jan had a contented look on her
beautiful face. Her startling violet eyes were half closed and she
was smiling. Her fingers were toying with her engorged clit as she
smeared Bull’s juice on it.

“That was some good fucking,
man,” Jan said lazily. “Thanks for the peter.”

“You are very welcome,” Bull
said with a laugh. “Okay, you’ll do, little girl. I’ll come and get
you in the morning at nine o’clock so be ready to start your
training.” He turned to me. “Nancy tells me Jan will stay here
while she’s going to school. If you aren’t satisfied with that
arrangement, I can find her a place to stay until she starts to
bring in some revenue.”

“No, she’s welcome to stay
here,” I said.

“Good, she’ll be in classes
until six o’clock in the evening. She can get a taxi to bring her
here when she’s through. Same in the mornings. I’ll pay for her
carfare and collect it when she starts making money. Any
questions?”

“Just a few,” I said. “How
much money will Jan make and how will she be paid?”

“Fair enough,” Bull said. He
was finished dressing. “She will get half of all the fees we
charge. I’ll start her off at fifteen hundred per date. She, for
record keeping purposes, is an escort that works for my company.
I’ll take out taxes and withholdings. The balance will be deposited
in an account at the bank of her choice. Out of my half, I pay all
expenses and legal fees if any. I handled all the booking and I
collect the money. You, or Jan, are welcome to audit the books any
time you choose as long as you give me a few hours
notice.”

“How long will she be in
training?” Nancy asked.

“I don’t know,” he admitted.
“It depends on how quick she learns. I’m guessing a few months, but
she’ll be working part of the time. I’ll start her off slow so
don’t worry.”

He left and Jan stumbled to the
shower. Nancy and I went in to watch TV. The die was
cast.

 


***

 


For someone who claimed not
to be very good in school, Jan changed right before my eyes. After
only a few weeks of charm school she became a polished
sophisticated young lady. She kept her soft southern drawl, but
lost the backwoods manners. She stopped saying ain’t only after a few days of
instruction. Watching her metamorphous was astonishing.

After a couple of weeks Bull started
her working at her chosen profession. Her first client was a lower
form of politician by the name of Willard Cox. Cox is an assistant,
one of many, to the city mayor.

“He was very nice,” Jan
reported to Nancy and me later. “He came to fetch me, get me I
mean, in a nice car. We went to a party at a real nice hotel
uptown. Mister Cox was a real gentleman the whole time we was…were
there. He introduced me to all his friends. Of course he told
everybody I was Cora. That’s the name I use professionally. Cora
was my mother’s name. Anyway ol’ Willard stayed a gentleman until
we got to his apartment. His dick wasn’t very big, but that little
fucker sure had a lot of energy. He jumped on me and fucked me like
there was no tomorrow. Damned fun way to make some good money. I
got…I have, another date for Friday.”

While Jan was attending charm school
and occasionally dating, I was finishing up my new novel. My
publisher had the first draft and Nancy said they really liked
it.
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Chapter 6

 


Excerpts from Death in
Saltlick,

as told by Jean

 


There ain’t nothing good to say about
Saltlick. It’s a little dried-up town in the middle of nowhere. If
it wasn’t for a bunch of pecan and pine trees there wouldn’t even
be a town there. There’s a turpentine plant and a couple sawmills
for lumber and plywood. The pecan harvest is seasonal, but it helps
keep the place alive.

I figured out pretty early that there
were three kinds of people in Saltlick. Black folks, rich folks,
and poor white trash like us. The rich were very rich and the poor
were very poor. I didn’t know until I left there that there was any
other group. I knew rich or poor.

My pa claimed he had a bad back and
that was the reason he couldn’t work. After I got older I figured
out there wasn’t anything too bad wrong with his back if he wanted
to hunt or fish or anything else he wanted to do. Pa was just
lazy.

I guess he figured there wasn’t any
reason to work because Ma made pretty good money at what she did.
Ma was a whore. When she wasn’t whorin’ she took in washing and did
ironing for folks who had money to spend on such things.

Everybody in Saltlick knew Ma was a
whore. I found out when I started to school and the other children
teased me about it. I can’t say I was surprised by the news. There
was always strange men coming and going at all hours of the day and
night.

I learned to ignore the teasing and
after a while most of the kids stopped teasing me about it. It was
harder to take when I got to high school. One of the worst of the
older teasers was my cousin Charles. Charles was a second or third
cousin and he was a mean bastard.

Charles mother was a woman by the name
of Beth. It was a source of pure joy when I discovered that Beth
was a whore too. She and Ma were both big ol’ whores and I couldn’t
wait to tell Charles about it. It didn’t exactly turn out like I
expected.

Ma and Beth had a place where they
sometimes met their men. It was an old barn down the road from the
shack where we lived. I guess they had some help fixin’ it up, but
they made a pretty nice place to meet and fuck. I found out about
it when I followed Ma there one afternoon. I got me a place in the
old loft and I watched Ma and some man fucking like
crazy.

I had to stay still until they left
and before I could get away Beth and her man showed up. I watched
Beth and her man fucking like rabbits for about half an hour. I had
to shove my fist in my mouth to keep from laughing out loud. Ol’
Charles was in for a surprise. I had to use my other hand on my
pussy because watching them fuck got me all hot and
bothered.

It was summer so I didn’t see Charles
every day like in school. It was about three days after I saw Beth
fucking that I ran into Charles. He hadn’t said more than a few
words before he started in on me about my whore mother. I told him
I knew Ma was fucking for money and I also told him I knew his old
lady was fucking for money, too.

Of course he got all pissed-off and
didn’t believe me so I showed him. We waited for a few days and
went to the barn. We hid in the loft for three hours or more until
someone showed up. It was his mother and she was with two men. Lord
I didn’t know three people could do what they did. I never knew a
woman would take a man’s dick in her mouth like Beth did. Seeing a
woman take a dick in her ass was another shock.

Charles watched his Ma and the two men
without uttering a single word. I was feeling kind of sorry about
it. I’m not usually a mean girl and that was just plain
mean.

“Shit!” Charles said after
the three had left the barn. Charles flopped back on the old hay
and lay still as death. “Shit, shit, shit!” I didn’t say anything.
I lay beside him and waited for him to come alive.

“That was ol’ Jim Bottom,”
Charles finally said. “Don’t know who the other fucker was.” I knew
Jim Bottom was a supervisor at the turpentine plant. The other man
I had seen with Ma, but I didn’t know his name either.

I noticed that Charles had a big bulge
in his pants so I offered to do something to help him.

“You serious?” he asked.
“You ain’t no virgin, are you?”*

*(Author’s note: If the
timeline seems screwed up, just remember no kid under eighteen ever
has sex. I researched it so I know it’s a fact and everyone in this
story is over the age of eighteen before any sexual
activity.)

“No, I ain’t,” I said. I put
my hand on his bulge and he jerked like I shocked him. “You want me
to suck your peter like Beth did?” He opened his pants and took his
hard dick out. Ol’ cousin Charles had himself a nice size pecker. I
hadn’t seen all that many dicks, but I had seen a few.

I put my mouth on his dick and I gave
him a slow sloppy blow-job. When he shot off so did I. That had
never happened to me before. I had sucked a few dicks and I knew I
liked doing it, but that was the first time I had an orgasm from
doin’ it.

I’ll say another good thing about
Charles. That ol’ boy was quick to get a boner again. He opened my
shirt and played with my titties for a few minutes. I closed my
eyes and let him get his jollies.

“Can I fuck you, Jeannie?”
Charles asked me. That’s what everybody called me back then. I told
him to help himself and he did. Pretty good fucking, too. I don’t
know if we were kissin’ cousins or not, but we was fucking cousins
for sure.

I had watched Beth and Ma enough to
get some ideas about sex things. For the rest of that summer Me and
Charles fucked and learned from each other. Charles never was a big
fan of eating my pussy, but when I told him it was eat me or suck
his own dick, he decided that eatin’ pussy wasn’t all that
bad.

We spent a lot of time in that old
barn loft watching Ma and Beth fucking and me and Charles fucking
each other. We did find out who the other man with Jim Bottom was.
His name was Hank Masters and he was the county sheriff. We saw the
sheriff and Ma a few times, but mostly it was two men with Beth. It
looked like Beth liked getting two dicks at a time and Ma didn’t
care for it all that much. We did see her and two men once or
twice, but Beth seemed to specialize in it.

Watching his momma gave Charles ideas.
After seeing her take a dick in her ass, he wanted to try it on me.
I begged off saying we didn’t have anything to grease my butt with.
The next time we got together he brought some lard. That was the
day I found out I liked a butt fuck. I discovered I could get off
with a dick in my ass.

Summer was winding down, but I wasn’t
going back to school. Pa said there was no sense in it and that I
could help Ma with the laundry. That’s what I started doing. As it
turned out I also helped her with her other job.

“Jeanie, you open for a
proposition?” Charles asked me one afternoon.

“I guess so,” I said taking
his dick out of my mouth. “What have you got on your
mind?”

“Jimmy Smith was wondering
if you’d let him have some pussy,” Charles said. “I told him I’d
ask.”

“You was braggin’ wasn’t
you?” I scolded him. He denied it, but I knew better.

“Tell ol’ fat boy Smith no
way,” I said and went back to sucking Charles’ dick.

“He said he’d pay you ten
dollars if you would,” Charles said after he shot-off in my mouth.
That changed things a lot. Ten dollars was a lot of money to me. It
was money I could hide from Ma and Pa so I told Charles I’d let
Jimmy have some pussy.

“Tell tubby it has to be
cash,” I yelled at Charles when he was on his way to get Jimmy
Smith.

I was caught up on washing and ironing
for a while so I waited in the barn for my ten dollar fuck. While I
waited Ma came in with some man and he ripped off a quickie. I
noticed he gave her twenty dollars and that got me to thinking. How
come her pussy was twice as costly as mine was. I made up my mind
that Jimmy Smith was going to be the last guy to get a ten dollar
piece of ass from me.

Pretty soon after Ma and her feller
left, Charles showed up with Jimmy. Jimmy had a big gut and a small
peter, but I’ll have to give him an A for effort. After ten minutes
of grunting and heaving Jimmy came and left. I had already
collected the money before I even showed him a tit.

I told Charles that the price of my
pussy was now twenty-five dollars. I told him he could keep five
dollars of it for his work. I found out that the boys and a lot of
the men were quiet willing to pay twenty-five dollars for some
fresh young pussy.

It wasn’t very long before they was
coming from miles off to get some pussy from me. I got so busy with
selling pussy I let the laundry get way behind. Pa got all pissed
off and even madder when he found out what I was doing with my
time.

“Girl, it ain’t right that
you been holdin’ out on me and your Ma,” he said. “We been feedin’
you all this time and you ain’t payin’ your fair share. You go get
that money and bring it to me, right now.” I had never defied my
pa. Not until that day, but there was no way I was going to give
him my money.

I figured what I made from the laundry
was more than enough to pay for the food I ate and they hadn’t
bought me any clothes for a long time. I knew the old shack we
lived in was one that had been abandoned.

“No sir,” I said to pa. “I
ain’t goina give you my money.”

“You will or I’ll beat your
ass ‘til your nose bleeds,” pa said. He reached over and grabbed my
tit by my nipple. I was ironing at the time and I had a hot iron in
my hand. Pa should have been more careful. I laid his ass out on
the floor with that iron.

I was ready to make a break for it,
but Ma asked me to stay. She said she’d fix it with pa. I guess she
did because he never mentioned it again. I stopped pretending to do
laundry. I went to full time whorein’.

“We should move over to
Brunswick,” Charles said. He was behind me fucking me dog fashion.
Charles said I needed to keep my cunt loose for the guys. I knew
that was bullshit, but I liked it when Charles fucked me so I
didn’t quibble. I asked him why we should move anywhere. “Ain’t no
money around here,” Charles explained. “This sweet pussy ought to
be worth a lot more than a few bucks. I’ll bet we could sell your
ass over near that Navy base for a lot more. Maybe even a couple
hundred dollars a pop.”

Cousin Charles didn’t usually make any
sense, but I thought he might be onto something. I knew them
sailors made a lot of money. That night I told Ma I was leavin’. I
told her where and what I was going to be doing when I got there. I
told her she should come with me.

“Yeah, I thought about
leaving more times than I can count,” she said. “I guess I better
stay right here ‘cause of your pa’s bad back. He can’t travel much
these days. I don’t make a lot, but it doesn’t cost much to live
here so it evens out.”

I guess I always thought of
Ma as an old woman, but suddenly I could see she wasn’t
that old. Shoot, she
wasn’t but about thirty-five and she still looked damn good unless
you looked at her eyes. Her eyes were old and tired.

I had just about decided to go with
Charles and look for some greener pastures at the Naval Air
Station. I would have gone if I hadn’t run into sheriff Hank
Masters. He found me at the store in town.

“Been lookin for you girl,”
he said. “Where you been hidin’?”

“I ain’t been hidin
anywhere,” I answered. Sheriff Master was a big mean scary looking
man. He scared the hell out of me.

“Never mind,” he said. “You
come on with me. We need to talk.” The sheriff drove a big Ford
Crown Victoria with lights all over it. “Sit your ass down,” he
snapped when we got to his car.

“What do we have to talk
about, Sheriff?” I asked. He started the motor and pulled out onto
the street.

“You,” she said giving me a
nasty grin. “You and your whorin’ ways. Word is that you been
peddling your ass and that pisses me off.” He waited to see if I
had anything to say. I did not. “I mean I don’t give a shit if you
sell your pussy or not. What pisses me off is I ain’t seen a dime
of money out of you. What’ch got to say ‘bout that?”

I still didn’t know what I was
supposed to say. I knew the sheriff didn’t pay Beth or Ma for the
pussy he got. I wondered if he wanted me to give him some. I never
got in much trouble keeping my mouth shut, so that’s what I did. I
didn’t say a word.

“What the fuck’s the matter
with you, girl? Cat got your tongue? Your Ma and your aunt or
whatever she is pays me ten percent of what they make. If you plan
on working in my county that’s what you got to pay. Any of this
getting through to you, girl?”

“Yes sir,” I said. “I got
it. You get ten percent of what I make.”

“You know how to figure what
ten percent is?”

“Yes sir I do. Ten cents on
the dollar.

“That’s right. How much you
charge for your ass?”

“Twenty-five dollars,” I
answered.

“Shit, girl. That ain’t
nowhere near enough. ‘Bout right for worn out pussy like your Ma
and Beth, but you got some young pussy. How much you payin’ that
boy who’s pimpin’ for you?” I told him since he knew about
Charles.

“Yeah, that shit stops as of
right now. You can pay him with pussy if you want, but no more
money. I’m takin’ over your management and the price of pussy just
went up to a hundred dollars. You suck?”

“Yes sir,” I answered. I
noticed he was coming to a stop at a little white house at the edge
of town. “What are we doing here?”

“This is where you goina be
living and working from now on. Come on in and meet your first
customer. That’s me in case you ain’t figured it out yet. From now
on every swinging dick that wants to fuck pays one hundred dollars.
All except me and that boy who was your pimp. I get pussy for free
and you can give it to dumb-shit if you want to. Ain’t goina be no
exceptions.”

I followed him on in the little house.
I was surprised to see that it was clean and neat. There was even a
television. Also to my surprise there was running hot and cold
water and a big ol’ bathtub. There was only one bedroom and that’s
where the sheriff took me.

“Okay, whore, strip and
let’s see what you got for me,” he said after he took off his big
old gun and got on the bed.

I took my shirt and bra off. He made a
whistle of appreciation. Then I slowly took off my jeans and
panties. When I was completely naked I stood before him with my
hands on my hips and gave him a good look at me.

“Damn girl, you look better
naked than you do with clothes on. Them’s sure nice titties. Come
on closer and let me have a taste of them things.” I moved closer
and he grabbed me and pulled me down on him.

Sheriff Masters, unlike Charles, was a
good kisser. Charles wasn’t all that good, but Masters put a lot of
effort in kissing and feeling me up. It didn’t take much of that
before I was sizzling hot and ready for some action.

Apparently the sheriff was in no hurry
to get to his free pussy. He smooched me for nearly fifteen minutes
before he pushed my legs open and put his face to my pussy. That
was something else he did better than Charles. It was apparent that
he liked to eat pussy and he gave me two orgasms pretty fast. One
was a big one, but both were nice.

When the sheriff got undressed I was
really surprised. That old fart had a huge peter. It was big and it
was as hard as a rock. I wanted to get that pretty thing in my
mouth. I asked him if he wanted me to suck it.

“No, not right now. Maybe
for round two. Right now I want to bury it in your cunt.” And he
did that very thing. He put the head of it in me then shoved all of
it in me. It was a good thing I was hot or it would have
hurt.

Sheriff Hank Master may have been
older than dirt, but the old bastard could sure fuck. I usually
don’t have any trouble cuming and that time was no exception. He
had me going crazy and he just kept on fucking. After about fifteen
minutes of hard pounding he grunted and came. He dumped a bucket
full of jism in me. I sure was glad I was taking birth control
pills otherwise that old dick would have knocked me up for
sure.

He lay there beside me huffing and
puffing like a steam engine for a while. I got up and went to the
bathroom holding my hand over my pussy to keep his cum from getting
on the floor. I washed up as best I could and got most of his juice
out of me.

“Now you can suck on my
cock,” Masters said when I went back in the bedroom. “Let’s get
round two started.”

I found out after I got his old cock
hard again that round two was him fucking my ass. Sheriff Masters
was a randy old guy. He stayed with me and in me for nearly two
hours of fucking and sucking. When he was finished he took me home
to get my stuff.

It didn’t take long for me to discover
I liked living by myself in that house, but after a few days I
wasn’t alone all that much. When I wasn’t “entertaining” company
the sheriff was there. It actually surprised me that no one
complained about having to pay a hundred dollars to fuck
me.

At first I was worried about taking Ma
and Beth’s customers away, but that didn’t happen much. There were
enough horny men around that didn’t want to pay more than twenty
dollars for a fuck.

Charles wasn’t happy about the new
deal at all. He pissed and moaned for weeks about us not going
away. I also think he was unhappy about not getting his pimp fee
any longer. He finally shut-up about it after a few weeks, but it
still pissed him off when he came for pussy and I was busy. I told
him to call first now that I had a telephone.

For somebody who had been around as
long as Hank Masters he sure didn’t know shit about the female
reproductive system. My period caught him by surprise every month
and every time I had to explain why I wasn’t working that
week.

Actually my cycle was never a problem
for me. I didn’t suffer from the usual things most women do. PMS
wasn’t a big deal. My period came, lasted a few days, then left. I
used the time to clean house, and relax, but frankly by the time
the flow stopped, I was ready to go again. Past ready and rearing
to go most of the time.

The fact that there was a house with a
young whore wasn’t a secret. Hell everybody in town knew it. Some
of the good folks made a point of snubbing me when they saw me out.
Some of my regular customers tried to pretend they didn’t know me
at all.

One day in early fall a construction
crew came to the county. There were about thirty of them and they
were repairing the bridges in the area. That was the start of
something brand new for me.

There were only three families of
black people right in Saltlick so fucking blacks hadn’t been a
situation I even thought of until one showed up at my door one day.
He was one of the construction workers and he was horny.

I’ll admit I hesitated for a moment
before letting him come in. Not that I thought I was better than
him. Saltlick is in the Deep South and some things don’t change in
places like that. Some people still call blacks, spades, shines, or
coons. Not me because when you are poor white trash you just don’t
look down on anybody. I figured, fuck it. His money is as good as
anybody’s.

His name was Wayne. I remember it
because you don’t forget the name of your first black lover. Wayne
told me he was from North Carolina where most of the crew came
from. All I can say is they must raise them big up there in
Carolina. Wayne had a big ol’ black dick that did a number on
me.

I’m not going to lie about it. Wayne
was the best fucker I ever had up to that point. I don’t know when
he would have stopped if I hadn’t told him his time was up and
there was somebody pounding on my front door. He got in hurry-up
mode and shot-off. That sucker nearly filled a condom with his
juice.

The man who came next got a loose
sloppy pussy even after I cleaned up. Wayne had really opened me
up. Wayne apparently had been the scout for the crew. The crew was
about evenly split. Half were black and half white or Mexican. I
started charging two hundred dollars for a short time and more if
they wanted a longer fuck. There was still no complaints about
it.

After the word got around that there
was an equal opportunity whore in Saltlick I was one busy gal. I
was pleased to send some business to Ma and Beth. Ma wouldn’t fuck
a black man, but Beth was like me. Color didn’t make a bit of
difference to us.

The bridge workers made their
headquarters in another town a few miles down the road, but they
kept the highway hot coming to Saltlick for pussy. I guess they all
made pretty good money repairing bridges, but we managed to keep a
lot of it right there in town.

The crew was in the county for about
six weeks, but even after they moved on to another county a lot of
them made the trip back. One day the sheriff came to see me and he
didn’t have pussy on his mind.

“Janie,” he said. “We got a
little problem. I didn’t say anything about you fucking blacks
because they were here and who needs the hassle, right? I mean a
whore can’t discriminate or she’ll have trouble with the coloreds.
I know Beth and you fucked them right along with the others and
that’s fine. Now that the lumber company is going full blast there
are more blacks in the county. They come from all over for the good
payin’ jobs.”

“What’s the problem,
Sheriff?” I asked.

“I sent a black fucker to
see your ma and she sent him packin’,” Masters said.

“I still don’t see the
problem. Why didn’t you send him to me or Beth?”

“Like you, Beth went up on
her price while those bridge workers were around. She went to fifty
bucks for a quick fuck. Cora kept her price down the whole time.
Some of them blacks can’t afford you or Beth. They need a twenty
dollar white whore.”

“Okay, I can see that,” I
said. “But you know Ma. She ain’t goina change her thinkin’ as long
as Pa is around. Pa is a first-class bigot. I doubt he knows me and
Beth are will fuck black men. He’d shit if he did. Why don’t you
find a black whore for those cheap bastards?”

“I thought of that and it
might work some. The trouble is they heard about white pussy and
that’s what they want. Can you talk to your ma?”

“I can, but it won’t do a
bit of good. Pa is a hater of black folks and he ain’t goina
change.”

“Okay, I’ll have to figure
something else,” the sheriff said and after I gave him a blow-job
he left.

Two days later Pa was dead. The county
investigator said it looked like Pa was hunting and wandered up on
a moonshine still and got his self shot to death. I didn’t have any
reason to doubt the story, but I sure had to wonder about
it.

Ma was sad about Pa and she mourned
and moped around for about a week. I tried to be a comfort to her
and I guess it helped some. Pa wasn’t a loveable man so she got
over him dying pretty soon.

 


***

 


After Pa died Ma started changing a
lot. She was not yet forty years old and she started looking better
and better. She started fixing herself up and was looking damned
good. Before, she looked like a twenty dollar whore, but that soon
changed.

Beth and I told her to go up on her
prices and she did. It didn’t change much. The men who were used to
paying twenty dollars grumbled, but paid their fifty dollars. Ma
was looking good and like they say, a hard-on hasn’t got a lick of
sense.

Hank Masters was almost beside himself
over the change in Ma. He dipped his wick in her pussy several
times and was pleased. Pleased, except that Ma still wasn’t about
to fuck a black man. Ma held out all winter and into the spring,
but the sheriff kept the pressure on her.

“We got to do something
about Cora,” Masters said to me one day in early spring. “I got a
lot of black studs wanting some bargain pussy. I’m going to take
Cora over to Cedartown and get her black fucked. There’s a man over
there by the name of Tank and he’s agreed to help me break her in.”
Cedartown is a community of mostly black people. It’s in another
county and it’s about fifty miles away from Saltlick.

I tried my best to talk him out of it,
but he was dead-set on it. I don’t know why it was so important to
him. I guess it was because Ma was defying him and he couldn’t have
that.

“I got some pills to give
her,” Masters said. “Get her relaxed so me and you can take her
over without any trouble out of her.”

“Me? I don’t want any part
of that, Sheriff,” I said. It did no good. He insisted and I
folded. He still scared the shit out of me. When he said jump, I
just asked ‘how high’?

“We’ll take her over
tomorrow afternoon so don’t be making any appointments. We’ll be
there a while, too.”

Sheriff Masters picked up Ma then came
for me. None of us said much on the drive to Cedartown. Ma seemed
to be off in la-la land. The sheriff seemed to know where we were
going and a while later we stopped in front of an apartment
building in the worst of a bad section.

 


***

 


There were a lot of stares from the
neighbors and people on the sidewalk. Some were hostile, some were
curious, but nobody looked too closely at Sheriff Masters. Ma was
wearing a white blouse with designer jeans and black four inch
heels. The blouse was sheer and she was not wearing a bra, as
Sheriff Masters had ordered. She didn’t have on any underwear for
that matter. Ma looked better than I had ever seen her, but even
with all her beauty, she looked out of place in that ugly
neighborhood. We all did for that matter. One man, a tall, large,
very black man, wearing tan chino’s and a white tee shirt, seemed
to give her a lot of attention as we went up the steps to the front
of the building. The man called Tank lived on the ground floor to
the left. Sheriff Masters knocked while Cora stood next to me, her
hands nervously clinched. She was still dopey, but she knew
something was up. The door opened and Tank invited us in with a
silent wave of his hand.

Tank was a big man. Not so tall as he
was just bulky. I’d guess about six, maybe six-one, and an easy two
hundred fifty. If any of it was fat I couldn’t see it. His hair was
closed cropped, and his eyes were dark and piercing. I would
describe him as medium brown in complexion. Tank had a large scar
running along one side of his face from the edge of his eyebrow to
the corner of his mouth. He looked Ma over carefully without
changing his forbidding expression. He started his gaze at her high
heeled feet, and slowly raised his eyes until they came to rest on
her beautiful, but anxious face. Cora looked like she was about ten
seconds from a full panic. I felt the same when he looked at me.
There was something predatory about Tank.

“So you finally got around
to bring me this fucking slut bitch, Hank.” It took a moment for me
to realize that he was speaking to the sheriff. He had a low husky,
almost gravely, voice. He said fucking as if it were two words.
Hank Masters just nodded. “Your fucking job is over,” he said in
his flat voice. “You and that bitch sit your ass down and keep your
fucking mouths shut. Don’t interfere. Don’t talk.”

There didn’t seem to be anything to
say to that, so I did as he said. It was readily apparent that Tank
wasn’t intimidated by the sheriff. Sheriff Masters waited a moment
then he took a seat also. I went over to a ratty looking
upholstered chair, and sat down. I took a quick look around the
room. I could see a small, but neat kitchen area. To the left of
that was a dining area with some heavy drapes I supposed hid a
sliding glass doorway. The drapes were closed, but I could see
light around the edges. There were two other doors, a bathroom and
a bedroom I guessed.

“So you don’t want black
cock, huh, you piece of fucking white trash?” Tank said advancing
toward Ma. “You don’t want your little white cunt stuffed with some
real cock?” She made a little squeak, and shook her head. “You
waitin’ for me to rip that fucking blouse off, or are you goina
take it off?”

Cora’s hands went to the top button
almost in slow motion, “Hurry it up you pretty piece of white
fucking cunt. Get the damned thing off, and I mean now!” He hadn’t
raised his voice, but it did deepen. There was a clear warning in
his voice. Whatever it was it got Ma to moving faster. When she got
the blouse off she looked around for a place to put it. Tank
grabbed it out of her hand and tossed it over his shoulder without
a glance as to where it landed. Even from across the room I could
see that Ma’s nipples were hard. They were poking out like two
pencil easers. I could also see chill bumps on her white breasts
and it wasn’t cold in the apartment.

“Now ain’t that fine?” Tank
said his face expressionless, as he gazed at her breasts. “Yes sir,
they are mighty fine tits.” He reached out one of his large hands
and cupped her left breast, gently caressing it. I could hear Ma
softly mewing. Suddenly without warning his other hand slapped her
right breast from below. That had to hurt, because I could hear the
sound of the slap across the room. Cora would have stagger backward
if he had not grasped her left nipple hard, and held her in place.
“Did I tell you to stop undressing?” he demanded. “Get rid of them
fucking pants.”

The shock and surprise still on her
face, Ma hastened to obey. She had to sit down on the couch to get
the tight jeans off. She also had to take off her heels.

“Put your shoes back on and
stand up,” Tank commanded. She did as he bid, standing before him
mother naked except for her heels. He used her hair to pull her to
him, and he covered her mouth in a smothering kiss which lasted
more than three minutes. I could see Ma quivering as he kissed, and
fondled her. She had at least one smallish orgasm.

When Tank released her I could plainly
see that Ma’s lips were red and puffy from the brutishly hard kiss.
Her breathing was rapid, also. Tank grabbed a handful of her hair
and dragged her to the sliding glass door. With his free hand he
pulled the draped open and shoved Ma up against the glass. I craned
my neck to see around them. There were several men, maybe six or
seven, in the grass bare yard outside. They were grinning and
yelling something that I couldn’t hear.

Tank opened the door about
six inches. “See what I’m goin’ be fucking? I got me a real ripe
piece of fuckmeat here. I’m goina be shovin’ my cock in her white
cunt in just a few minutes. After that I’m goina be takin’ her ass.
I’m goina make the fucking cunt suck my cock until I cream in her
fucking mouth. Look at this bitch! Look at this piece of white fuck-meat!
This cunt is goina take Nigga dick all fucking night! You boys
stick around, and I’ll let you watch me fuck this whore. Hell, I
might even let you have some of her trashy white pussy when I get
enough of it.”

That statement caused a loud cheer
from the watching men. I can only imagine what Ma looked like from
outside. Her breasts were smashed against the glass, as was her
face. Tank roughly pushed her legs apart and pushed on her ass
until her flat tummy was against the glass for all the watching
eyes to see. I could see that he had at least one finger in her
pussy. Still using her hair as a handle he whirled her around and
when she was facing him, he slapped first one then the other of her
breasts, causing them to bounce wildly.

“Get on you whore knees, you
stinkin’ piece of white fuck-meat,” Tank said. They were still in
front of the glass door. “You may not want Nigga cock, but get a
mouthful of some.” He let his pants fall around his ankles exposing
a rigid black cock. “Suck me, whore. Wrap your pretty white slut
lips around a real man’s cock.”

I watched as my pretty
mother took his pulsating cock in her small hands. I watched as she
leaned forward, her lips parted in preparation for taking his cock
in her mouth. I moved a little so I could see her face as she put
her mouth on his manhood. Ma had a glazed, almost dreamlike look on
her face as she took the head of his cock into her mouth. I could
hear the men outside cheering as she begun to give him a blowjob.
She sucked his dick for about five minutes when Tank took both
hands full of hair and begun to face fuck her. Ma choked and
sputtered and even pushed against Tank's tree trunk thighs with her
little hands, but he did not let up. He did
it hard and vicious for a few minutes. Tears were streaming down
out of my beautiful mother’s closed eyes. Tank stopped his brutal
attack on her mouth just as suddenly as he had begun. Still using
her hair to control her head he pushed her away from his hard
jutting cock.

“Get up on your feet you
miserable excuse for a cunt,” he said to her. She was still gasping
for breath as he helped her up, using her hair again. From the
profile of his face I could see from my seat, he hadn’t changed
expressions at all during the blow job or his attack on her mouth.
“Sit your white ass up on the table, whore.” He was referring to an
old fashion chrome and green Formica table that was in front of the
sliding glass door. When Ma didn’t move fast enough to suit him he
picked her up, using her elbows, and slammed her down on the edge
of the old table. He gathered her legs up and spread them as far as
they would go, causing her to lie back on the table.

“Now you goina get some
black cock in your whore’s white cunt, you cock suckin’ whore,” he
said moving up between her legs. He stooped just a little so that
his glistening black cock was lined up with Ma’s pussy. He called
out the open door to the guys in the yard. “You boys get in here
and watch me fuck the shit out of her pretty white body. You boys
gather ‘round and watch a man fuck this cock suckin’ white trash’s
cunt.”

The men scrambled in and surrounded
the table, blocking my view. I got up and moved around so that I
too, could see her debasement. Part of me hated what was happening
to her, but part of me wished it was me getting the attention. I
was as wet as I ever had been. I don’t know exactly when I stopped
thinking of her as my mother, but I did. Tank was poised ready, his
weapon at the folds of Cora’s pussy. Cora’s eyes were wide open and
as large as saucers.

“You ready, cunt?” he said.
Cora gulped, swallowed and nodded her head ever so slightly. Tank
put an inch of his big cock into her wet pussy. He paused and
looked down at her then shoved another inch into her. “What do you
think, bitch?” I don’t think Cora was capable of forming words
right at that moment. He shoved another inch into Cora’s pussy.
“You like that black cock, whore?” Tank began to rock back and
forth with the three or so inches he had in her. Cora closed her
eyes and after a few moments of his shallow thrusting, began to
hunch back at him.

“Now the cunt is getting
into it,” one of the black watchers said gleefully. “Bitch is just
beginning to show some respect for prime black cock.”

“Hey, Tank,” another man
said. “You gonna let us have some of that pussy?”

“Sure thing, man,” Tank
said. “Whore done come to like black cock. Gonna make fucking sure
she gets plenty.” He eased forward, driving another couple inches
of his pole in her. “James, you and Malcolm get hold of her nipples
and hold on good. I’m about to let her have all my cock. Don’t want
the bitch to try and back up on me.”

The two men, Malcolm and James, I
assumed, grabbed her pink nipples. They both tugged at them. Cora’s
eyes had been closed, but they flew open, as did her mouth, when
Tank lunged forward cramming all his cock into her. She screamed
silently for a moment, then became very vocal. I’m sure her screams
could be heard a block away. I started toward them.

The man who had watched us enter so
carefully, stepped over and stopped in front of me, blocking my
progress “I’m Tony, and it don’t make no difference if she yell her
head off,” he said. “You know what you brought her here for. Ain’t
nobody give a shit. You don’t want to be interferin’. Best you go
back over there, and just watch your whore get a fucking” He was
smiling, but it wasn’t a nice smile. It was menacing smile. There
wasn’t any question in my mind that he could toss me and the
sheriff around like a doll. Tony looked to be an easy six and a
half feet tall and most likely three hundred or so
pounds.

“Okay,” I said. “But tell
him to take it easy…please.”

“Sure,” he said. He raised
his voice above the screams, groans, and yelling from Cora, “Hey,
Tank. This young bitch wants you to take it easy on the bitch’s
fuck hole.”

Tank didn’t answer. He was busy
methodically stroking in and out of Cora. He was listening to some
internal cadence. The two men had released her nipples and each had
a handful of her full breasts, and they were mauling them. I felt
fear for Ma, anger at the sheriff for bringing her to this place,
and an excitement that I can’t explain. In all honesty most of my
emotions were centered around Cora’s safety. I was scared for her.
There were only five men including Tank in the house. Either the
crowd was smaller than I first thought, or some hadn’t come
in.

A small part of that fear I felt was
for me. I wondered if they would turn on me. I knew in my heart
that there was nothing I or Sheriff Masters could do to stop them
from doing what they might do to me.

“Hey, Sheriff,” Tank said
raising his voice about the racket Cora was making. “This is mighty
fine pussy. She’s tight, man. Feels like a hand in a glove got hold
my cock and squeezing it hard. I’m in places no white man has ever
been, Hank. I’m way up in your whore’s cunt. I’m fucking your
cunt’s sloppy wet pussy.” He laughed as he taunted us.

After a while Cora stopped screaming,
but she still gave a loud grunt every time Tank bottomed out in
her. She was moving her hips to his rhythm, and I could tell she
orgasmed a couple of times so it wasn’t all pain and agony for her.
Tank fucked her for nearly ten minutes, and suddenly he pulled his
still hard cock out of Cora.

“Tony, you ready?” he said.
“Whatever you want is okay, just leave her asshole for me to take
first.”

The big man called Tony,
dropped his pants and stepped between Cora’s legs which the two
guys that were mauling her breasts held up and open for him. From
what I could see, Tony was a bit smaller in the cock department
than Tank. Without any preliminary talk he plunged
right in her to his balls and went right to quick
stroking her. Cora started yelling something. I couldn’t make out
all the words, but I did hear “bring it on” a couple of times. Ma
may be a slut whore, but by God she’s game. I could see that Tony
shot-off in her, because come was leaking out around his cock, but
he kept on fucking her for another four or five minutes. Cora was
coming faster and faster now.

Tony had no more than
withdrew his come soaked cock from her, when another man took his
place. The third man didn’t last very long, but there was another
one waiting. And another one after that. Over the next hour and a
half they all fucked her at least twice and a couple had her for a
third time. By the end of that time Ma was in a constant state of
climax. She had become quiet and didn’t hunch as much as she had in
the beginning of her gang fuck. Toward the end she could only
thrash her head back and forth. At no time was her pussy empty for
more than a few seconds as they changed places. At no time was her
big breasts left unmolested by at least one man. Occasionally one
of the men would stick his soft unwashed
cum-crusted cock to
her bruised lips for her to get him hard again. Cora apparently
knew that her protests would be ignored, so she complied with their
demands. She had already been slapped once for having an opinion.
Cora didn’t utter a word of protest when Tank produced a pink dog
collar and snapped it around her neck.

It was beginning to get dark outside
when Tank called a break for Cora. He ordered her to go shower and
clean the ‘nigga cum” from her body. He told her to take her time,
but to hurry. The guys laughed at his quip. I jumped up to go help
her because she was staggering and unsteady on her feet. I got her
in the nasty shower and left her to clean by herself.

“Beer, Hank?” Tank asked the
sheriff. He asked me if I want one and I said no thanks. All the
men had gathered in front of the TV and were watching a basketball
game. Sheriff Masters told him a beer would be nice, and he said,
“As soon as that whore of yours get out here, she’ll get you one.”
That got another laugh from his entourage.

“Should I put my clothes
on?” Cora asked timidity, sticking her head out of the bathroom
door.

“Naw, you don’t need no
fucking clothes. Just your shoes. Get your white ass out here and
get us some beer,” Tank told her. Nude, her redden and bruised
boobs bouncing, Cora went to the refrigerator, and got all of them
a can of beer. I could see lots of hand prints and red marks all
over her body, particularly her hips, breasts, arms and neck. I
knew she would have to have some pain killers later. “What the fuck
is the matter with you, bitch? Get Hank a beer, too. He done worked
up a thirst watching you get your cunt plowed by black cock.” Cora
handed Masters the can of beer with just a quick glance at me. I
couldn’t read her expression, I look at her with concern.
“Game sucks so you can entertain us. You boys want
to see ol’ Cora do a nude dance on the coffee table?” The boys
agreed that it would be better than the game. Tony put some music
on. It was more of that rap jungle music shit, but slower. Tank
lifted Cora up onto the low coffee table. “Get to dancing,
Fuck-meat, and make it down and dirty,” Tank told her
laughing.

Cora started a tentative
dance that was mostly just swaying to the music. Apparently it
wasn’t what Tank wanted from her. He got a red plastic ball bat, a
kid’s wiffle ball kind. He stood behind Ma, and when she didn’t
move to suit him, he’d hit her with the bat. Mostly he used it as a
prod, but several times he brought it up between her legs and
whacked her tender pussy. Thus motivated, Cora got down and dirty. She stroked and fondled herself as
she danced, squatting, and showing herself to the audience. Using
both hands she would open the lips of her pussy and show them. The
men yelled encouragement and instructions to her. After about ten
minutes of that, she gave up all pretences of dancing. She sat down
on the table, and fingered herself to an impressive orgasm to the
delight of the watching men. She finger-fucked herself on her knees
and again on her back. Cora never looked at me once while she
pleasured herself, but I couldn’t take my eyes off of my mother.
Somewhere along the way she lost that “bring it on” attitude. I
guess they fucked that out of her.

“Get your ass over here and
sit on my lap,” Tank ordered her. Cora went over, and carefully sat
down on the man’s lap. Tank and the others had not bothered putting
on their clothing. “Derrick will be over in a while,” Tank said.
“He had some work to do today.” At Cora’s quizzical look he said,
“Derrick and Tony are my main men. These other boys are just here
for your pussy. Derrick goina be the second man in your ass
tonight. I promised it to him. He’s got a bigger dick than the rest
of us. He’s gonna like your tight pussy,
too, I’ll bet.” While Tank was talking he nonchalantly toyed with
her nipples with the hand that didn’t hold a beer can. He handed
her the can and told her to drink some.

“I’m not much of a beer
drinker,” Cora said. Tank responded by pinching a nipple, causing
her to jerk upright. She drank from the can. With both hand free,
Tank pulled her legs apart and played with her pussy. It wasn’t
long before she started to be responsive to his
fondling.

A short while later, Tank told her to
get up while he went to piss. “Get us another round of beer, and
you can sit on Tony’s lap.” After she delivered the beer she went
to where Tony sat. He was holding a near erect dick in his
hand.

“Turn around, and sit on
this,” Tony said with a sneer, waving his cock. “That will give you
somethin’ to do while I watch the game. Over the next hour she was
passed from man to man. Some fucked her, and some just played with
her. She got off several times during the exchange. I was soaking
wet from just watching them and I could tell the sight was having
an effect on Hank Masters, too.

“Give me a hand-job,” Hank
told me. He took his cock out and I stroked him a few times before
he shot-off. I sure could have used some of that cock from him or
one of the black men, but I didn’t say anything.

The man called derrick arrived and the
fucking started all over again. Tank was right. Derrick had a huge
dick and it made my mouth water just to see him use it on Ma. I
finally realized I was jealous of my mother.

Hank Masters called a halt
to the gang fuck about midnight. They weren’t through with Ma, but
since the sheriff was the man
they let her go. I was asked if I wanted to take
over for Ma and I was tempted. I gave Tank my telephone number
instead.

“How you feel ‘bout black
dick now, Cora?” Masters asked as we drove home to
Saltlick.

“I know I don’t want another
gang-bang from them,” Ma answered. “That was too much.”

“Okay, you won’t have to do
that if you do what I say to do. I send you a black fucker, you
fuck him. Is it a deal?” Ma agreed it was a deal. “Good, because
I’ve gone to a lot of trouble and a mighty lot of risk to get your
ass freed-up.”

Since it was late I had the sheriff
take Ma to my house for the rest of the night. I put her in my bed
and I slept on the couch. She was gone when I woke up.

I was still hot as hell from watching
her gang-bang and it was a good thing that I had some early
customers. One was a black construction worker and that helped to
take the edge off. Over the next few days I thought a lot about the
all black gang fuck. I wanted some of that action for
myself.

Sheriff Masters started sending black
men to Ma within a few days. Within a week they were standing in
line to fuck the older, but hot, white whore. She never complained
that I knew about. She took their money and their black cocks
without a word.

Something Hank Masters said was
nagging me, but I couldn’t get a handle on it. Whatever it was just
lurked in the back of my mind.

 







Un-ringing The Bell






















Chapter 7

 


The Excerpt Continues:

 


I’m a whore so why did I get so
excited when Tank called me a few days later? It certainly wasn’t
lack of male company because I had plenty of that.

“You know I ain’t about to
pay you for your pussy, don’t you?” he said. “I don’t pay no bitch
for a fuck.”

I told him I figured that and invited
him to come over. He came the next day and his fucking was as good
as it looked like when he fucked Ma. Better because it was me
getting the benefit of his big black dick.

Tank fucked me for almost two hours
and left me as limp as an old dish rag. Man, that was some good
dick, but I wanted a gang fuck like Ma got. I had to have
one.

Over the next few weeks ol’ Tank was a
frequent visitor to my house and I went to his apartment in
Cedartown. I was hoping there would be a bunch of studs waiting to
fuck me, but there was just Tank.

I was going crazy trying to think of a
way to bring it up. Luckily I was saved. Tank brought it up himself
one afternoon. I had just arrived at his place.

“Janie, you ever had two men
at once?” he asked me. I told him I had. I had several threesomes
since becoming a whore and I liked them a lot. “You ever had two
brothers at the same time?”

“No,” I admitted, my heart
racing. “I like the idea of it, but it ain’t ever happened
yet.”

“I got a friend who lives
just down the block,” Tank said. “Why don’t I call him?”

Hal must have been waiting on the
call, because he was there pretty quick.

“Let’s give ol’ Hal a little
show, Janie.” He took my shirt off and quickly had the bra off.
Tank made me display by boobs to Hal. “You gonna show Hal what a
black cock lovin’ slut you are,” he said pulling my shorts and
panties down. It didn’t take him long to have me spread out on the
floor and driving his hard cock in me. I forgot all about Hal, the
watcher.

Tank was working his magic on me. I
was just about to reach a peak when Tank rolled off of me and was
quickly replaced by Hal. Hal wasn’t as large as Tank, but he had an
impressive cock, none the less. It didn’t even cross my mind to
protest because I was on fire. Hal brought me to the climax that I
had almost reached with Tank.

Hal fucked me for about ten minutes,
causing a couple more orgasms, when Tank took over again. Between
the two of them, I was in a constant state of orgasmic delight for
over two hours. I didn’t even attempt to kid myself. I liked what
happened. I was hooked on Tank’s big ol’ black cock, and I knew I
should stop giving away what I should be selling.

The problem was I didn’t stop. I
didn’t think I could stop. Beth said I had jungle fever; that I was
addicted to rough sex with black men. I suppose she was right
because when Tank called I went. Most of the time there was someone
with Tank. Either Hal or some other friend. Another pattern had
been established. I became an on-call, unpaid whore for Tank and
his cronies.

Sheriff Masters complained that
revenue was down and wanted to know what the problem was. I told
him I had been going to Tank. I was afraid to keep secrets from the
sheriff so I told him everything I was doing. How I was fucked by
one or two black men every time I went to Tank. That always revved
him up and he always wanted some pussy, too.

It was late August when I finally got
turned out for a gang bang. Tank, Hal, and four more black men
fucked me, and fucked me hard. They called me all manner of foul
names and spent a lot of time degrading me. It was Hal who put the
dog collar on me and made me crawl around on all fours. Once they
used an empty wine bottle to fuck me. They made it a contest to see
who could find the most things to stick in my pussy or
ass.

They took turns abusing my pussy. They
seemed to take great delight in seeing how bad they could hurt me.
They even tied fishing line to my clit and jerked me around with
it.

I had never thought that I was as
something bad. Of course I knew that being a whore was frowned on
by a lot of people, but it never occurred to be to be ashamed of
what I did. I mean my mother was a whore and so was Beth. I grew up
knowing that. To me it was simply what I was, so why did the
gang-fucks with Tank and his crew make me feel so bad?

I came away from that fucking feeling
as low as a wart on a snake’s belly and I stayed that way for a few
days. I got over it pretty soon and started thinking about doing it
all over again. I fought the impulse, but I finally gave up and
called Tank. He told me to come to his place the next day. I
realized I had a driving need to be humiliated and degraded and I
didn’t know why. I just knew I had to go when Tank
called.

“Here’s our slut whore,”
Tank announced as I walked in the door one day after he called for
me to come. “All ready to get fucked, sucked, and stuck. That’s
right ain’t it, Cunt?”

My mouth was suddenly dry because all
my moisture had apparently gone to my pussy. I managed to nod at
the men who stood around leering hungrily at me as if I were a
prime piece of beef. I recognized two of the men as being present
at my first gang bang. There were a total of nine men. One was a
thin cruel looking man with a head full of dreadlocks. One eye was
closed with a wicked scar running across it and down across his
face. I felt a shudder run through my body. I don’t know if it was
fear, anticipation, or something else. Another man was an older
black man, his hair a mixture of salt and pepper. He looked nice
and gentle.

Tank took my hand and led me into the
living room. The furniture was all pushed back out of the way and a
mattress was in the center of the room.

“Let me say it again,” Tank
said. “If I say stop, you stop. If the slut says “slapstick”, you
stop. None of you son of a bitches will fuck me up in this. I like
this bitch and I don’t want her fucked up…just fucked.” He took a
pistol out of his pocket and show the others. “Don’t make me shoot
your ass.”

“Slapstick “was a safe word
I came up with. I didn’t want things to get out of control like
they had before. I didn’t want to be hurt. At least not hurt
badly.

“Yeah, we got it, man,” the
cruel looking man said. “We have to be nice to the cock lovin’,
piece of shit, white whore. You goina stand around runnin’ your
mouth, or are we goina fuck this bitch?” Tank gave the man a mean
look and then reached out and pulled me to him.

“You ready, Janie,” he asked
softly as he removed my shirt to allow my unfettered breasts of be
exposed to the others. He ran his hand, almost tenderly, over my
breast, stroking my nipple to a spiked point. I mention that
because it was the last act of tenderness I was to get from them
for the next four hours and some few minutes. After Tank slipped
off my pants, I stood naked and trembling before them.

“There she is, boys,” Tank
said calmly. “Fuck her.”

It didn’t come as any surprise that
the dreadlock man was on me first. They called him Luke. Luke
grabbed me, forced me back to the mattress, and pushed me down on
it. He wasn’t overly endowed, but he used his cock like a weapon.
My head had no more than hit the mattress and he had his cock in
me. No finesse and no foreplay. Not that I needed any or expected
any. He started hammering away at me and I came quickly. He fucked
me for about five or six minutes and rolled off to be replaced by
another man. One after another they fucked me and while I came a
lot, but none of them ejaculated. They were doing what they called
a round-robin.

They all fucked me for over half an
hour, swapping off several times. I soon lost track of the number
of times I came. It wasn’t until the last round that they came in
me or on me. After that, things got a lot rougher. After they
recovered, they took me in twos and threes. Making me “airtight” by
having one cock in my butt, one in my pussy, and one in my mouth.
Once, while airtight, I used my hands on two other men making five
being serviced at the same time. A personal record for
me.

The nice looking older guy, Mack,
turned out to be the most sadistic. It brought to mind that “book
by its cover” saying. He had great fun mauling my nipples. He even
lifted me up off the mattress using just my nipples. Several times
I opened my mouth to yell “slapstick”, but I didn’t. He stuck two
fingers in my pussy and pulled me around. That nice old guy tried
to get his whole hand in me and he had a big hand.

I almost threw in the towel when Mack
used the handle of a hairbrush to smack my clitoris. Again several
times while he hit my pussy I opened my mouth to call out
“slapstick”, but Mack was careful to stay just within the limits of
what I would or could tolerate. After the smacked my clit several
times, it rose up all puffy and sensitive. That was when Mack tied
a string on my clit and while the others fucked me, he jerked on
it. Of course it hurt, but it also caused me to have huge orgasms
complete with bright lights and thunder crashing.

They had been using me for nearly an
hour when they sent me to shower. By that time I welcomed the
break. Once again I marveled at the recuperating power of a long
hot shower.

After the shower I slipped on a
bathrobe that was hanging on the back of the bathroom door, and
went back to the living room. There was the smell of booze and the
strong arid odor of pot in the air. There was also an odor of sweat
and sex. One whiff and I was getting wet again.

“Get that robe off and get
your lily white ass over here,” Tank said. I meekly took off the
robe and went to where he was sitting. He took a deep drag from his
joint and covered my mouth with his, blowing the smoke deep into my
lungs. He passed me to the next man who did the same. I was passed
from man to man, each giving me a shotgun, and it didn’t take long
until I had a real buzz going. I was familiar with the term,
shotgun, but had never experienced it until then. Having your lungs
pumped full of pot smoke while being felt up is super erotic. The
next round of fun and games had begun.

When I had got back to Tank, he had me
turn around away from him, bend over, and touch my toes. While I
did that, he squirted some lube up my butt and pulled me back until
I was impelled with his cock in my ass. He pulled me back until I
was leaning against his chest, my legs spread obscenely
apart.

Mack walked up between my legs, one
hand on his cock, aiming it at my pussy. I saw that he had
something in his other hand, but I couldn’t see what it was. For a
few moments, he played with my exposed pussy using his cock. Then
he shoved it in hard. I tried to sit up, but Tank held me down
against him, pinning my arms also. Before I knew what was
happening, Mack put a pair of clips on my nipples. I screamed as he
tightened them on my tender nips. I screamed, but still didn’t say
the safe word.

The nipple clamps were connected to
each other by a chain. While Tank humped my ass, Adam fucked my
pussy, and jerked the chain, causing me a lot of pain, but even
more pleasure. I came in waves. Tank came in my ass and Adam came
in my pussy and I was given to two more men to do the same
thing.

“Hey, let’s double fuck her
cunt,” one of the men said after they all had taken me. I opened my
mouth to protest, but Hal shoved his cock down my throat. I was too
busy gagging and trying to breath to fight them off. Someone shoved
me down on a hard cock and another man, who fortunately wasn’t as
big as some of the others, shoved his cock in my pussy too. It
dawned on me that with Hal’s cock in my throat I couldn’t have
yelled “slapstick” if I had wanted to. I suspect that may have been
intentional.

They fucked me for another hour in
every conceivable way and sent me back to the shower. Again it was
a welcome break. I’ll admit that I cleaned the semen and sweat off
of me and out of me with a sense of pride that I had not said
“slapstick”. I came close a couple of times, but I did not say
it.

When I returned to the men I noticed
that a couple had gone and had been replaced by some other men. I
had not bothered with the robe and I walked in the room mother
naked.

“Get on the table,” Luke
ordered. They had pulled a low coffee table back to the center of
the room. I lay back on the table as Luke demanded. When he handed
me the beer bottle, I knew what he wanted me to do.

I know it sounds strange, but it was
more humiliating to fuck myself with the bottle than it was to suck
their cocks or let them fuck me. Maybe it was their comments as I
worked the bottle in and out of me. I can’t explain it, so I won’t
try. It was both exciting and humiliating.

The new guys were randy and ready to
go, so the others let them have me first. One was a bull of a man
with a big cock, but he didn’t have a lot of staying power. The
other new guy was smaller in the cock department, but he was just
plain mean. He was rougher than Luke or Adam. He also was the most
foul mouthed. He called me names, most of which I didn’t
understand. I used the safe word when he grabbed my clit and yanked
it hard. He did that while fucking me so I couldn’t get away from
his attack. I yelled “slapstick” again, but he didn’t stop yanking
on it. It dawned on me that he and the other newcomer didn’t know
anything about my safe word, “slapstick”.

Tank started toward him just about the
time he quit so I waved Tank off. It made me feel good that he was
ready to come help me. Sometime during that session three guys left
and one arrived. The newest arrival brought a woman with
him.

I was being double fucked by Mack and
one of the men whose name I didn’t know when I became aware that
the woman was kneeling right beside us, watching their cocks go in
and out of me. The woman, they called her May, was a big woman. Not
fat, just big. She was a light skinned black woman and nearly six
feet tall. She seemed very interested in watching them fuck
me.

“Feel good?” she asked. I
managed to nod my head. “Looks like it would, but I don’t let no
man in my ass. You like a dick in your ass?” Again I nodded. “You
like eatin’ pussy?” I shook my head violently. That was something
that I had never even considered.

A short while later, Adam shot off in
my ass and withdrew. The other guy came in my pussy and he too
withdrew. I lay on the mattress waiting on someone else to take me.
When I opened my eyes I saw a naked May standing over me, with a
big smile on her face. Before I would move Tank and another guy
grabbed my arms and held me down. May started descending over me,
almost as if in slow motion. Her bristly pubic hair getting closer
to my face. I kicked and thrashed around, but it did no good. She
covered my face with her musky smelling pussy. She bent forward in
a classic sixty-nine position and I felt her warm breath on my
bald, come filled pussy. May wiggled around on my face until her
pussy lips were on my mouth and my nose was nearly in her butt
hole. I opened my mouth to take a breath and she settled down
harder on my face.

“God, girl,” I heard her say
even though my ears were partially blocked by her thighs. “How many
loads of cum do you have in here?” Her mouth latched onto my pussy
and she sucked hard. I’ve had my pussy eaten lots of times, but
never by a woman or with such force. It was almost like she had
stuck a vacuum cleaner nozzle to my pussy. It was an incredible
sensation. I could feel her sucking sperm out of me. May used her
fingers to make the sperm come out as she sucked. I finally relaxed
and started to enjoy what she was doing to me.

“I better feel your tongue
on my cunt, honey,” May said. “I suck you, you suck me. That’s how
it works.” For some perverse reason it sounded entirely reasonable
to me. I stuck my tongue out and warily licked her pussy. I wasn’t
anywhere as repulsive as I thought I would be. She smelled and
tasted clean with a hint of strawberries. I explored farther into
her moist hole. I could feel her moving and shifting and I had to
raise my head to reach her. Suddenly a long black cock came past my
face and entered her pussy. I felt a set of heavy balls on my
forehead.

“Now that’s what I’m talkin’
about!” May said and plunged her tongue back into my pussy. It was
outrageously erotic to be nibbling at her clit while a cock sawed
in and out of her. I knew it had to be a cock that a short time
earlier had been in my pussy.

“Change positions,” I heard
Tank say. May got off of me and lay back on the mattress while Tank
mounted her. “Janie, suck my balls while I fuck this bitch.” I
knelt behind them and took his heavy ball sack in my hand and took
one of the encased balls in my mouth. “Lick my asshole, slut,” Tank
demanded. I didn’t think to question him let alone refuse. I was by
then, totally submissive. Whatever anyone told me to do, I did
it.

I felt someone behind me as I knelt on
all fours. I felt fingers searching my pussy and ass, and then the
head of a cock slipped into my soaking pussy. It was the big guy
and in that position he managed to reach my cervix. It hurt, but
wasn’t unbearable. Again he didn’t last very long, and he was
quickly replaced by another man who slammed into my ass. I was
thankful that this ass fucker was nice enough to reach around and
play with my clit. He brought me to a nice orgasm.

I rate orgasms as nice, good, great,
and did anybody get the tag number? Any orgasm is nice and
sometimes I have a series of climaxes that are just mind-blowing.
The rapid succession type usually only come after I’ve had some of
‘what tag number’ kind. I never know when it will happen, but
they’re always welcome. Up to that point I experienced a couple of
them.

Tank called for another position
change. This time he lay back and let May get on him. He commanded
me to suck her ass which was extremely hard to do because she was
bucking hard on him. I soon gave up trying and just enjoyed the
fucking I was getting from behind. When Tank empted his load in the
black woman she rolled off and lay spread legged on the
mattress.

“What the fuck you waitin’
on, whore?” Tank said. “Clean her cunt out.”

The man who had been fucking me pulled
out and shoved me forward. Tank pushed my face down on her come
soaked pussy. I hesitated, but only until Tank slapped me hard on
my ass. I did for her what she had done for me. I sucked their come
out of her.

My exposed pussy did not lack for
attention. Someone shoved his cock in me and fucked me hard while I
sucked and licked the woman’s pussy.

I guess it was the girl-girl thing,
but all of the men quickly got their batteries recharged and the
fucking continued for another hour.

It was late when I got home. I arrived
just in time to take on two customers that were waiting for me. I
wasn’t really in the mood, but I’m a whore and whores fuck so I
did.

Anyone with half a brain would have to
wonder why I or any woman would submit to that sort of thing. I
don’t know the answer. I do know I love it when I’m being
gang-banged. I love it when I’m nearly unconscious from the
passion. I love it when I tell Sheriff Masters about it and he
attacks me, demanding that I fuck him. Hank Masters loves to fuck
my pussy or my ass knowing I just came from being black fucked by a
gang of studs.

The end of the excerpt.
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Chapter 8

 


“The publisher wants to know
if you can tone it down some,” Nancy informed me. “They like the
story, but it may be too sexy for our company.”

“Then I’ll just have to find
a publisher who will publish it,” I said. “Somebody will want it,
I’m sure.”

“I suppose so,” Nancy said.
“Do you have an ending for it yet?”

“I have three endings,” I
said, laughing. “I’m not happy with any of them, but I’ll settle on
one sooner or later.”

“Has Jan read it yet?” Nancy
asked.

“Parts of it,” I answered.
“She’s been pretty busy lately with charm school and working. She
didn’t even come home for two days earlier this week. Bull had her
out of town somewhere.”

“Watching her change has
been amazing, hasn’t it?” Nancy asked. “It’s like a beautiful
butterfly emerging from a caterpillar or a flower bursting forth
from a bud.”

I had to admit the changes were
remarkable. Changes in her manner of speech were astounding. Now
Jan spoke like a college graduate. She walked and moved around like
a runway model. The object of our conversation breezed into the
room about that time.

“Hi Toby and Nancy,” Jan
said. Regular diet and exercise had made her even more beautiful
and lush. Jan Lyle reeked of sexuality. “You’ll never guess who I
ran into last night. I saw Kyle. You know, Kyle Biggers my old
boyfriend.”

“Really? Where did you see
him?” I asked.

“I had a date with a
congressman,” Jan said. “We were in his limo on our way back to his
apartment. I saw the police loading Kyle into their police car. He
was wasted I guess. I wish there was something I could do for Kyle.
He was nice to me when I needed someone. Can we help him,
Toby?”

Sometimes I’m such a wimp I don’t even
like myself. Being a softie is how I got involved in Kyle’s
rehab.

Since Jan was making scads of money as
a call girl she could afford it. Basically we kidnapped Kyle and
put him in a private hospital and finally got him clean. I only saw
him briefly when two of Bull Jones’ goons snatched him out of the
flop house he was in. He had look bad the first time I saw him and
he had gone downhill from there. He looked like shit.

The next time I saw him was two months
after he started rehab. The change that happened in the sixty some
odd days was astonishing. He had some meat on his bones and color
in his face. He wasn’t ever going to look good, but he sure looked
a lot better.

“Who do I own for all this?”
Kyle asked. We were sitting in the courtyard of the hospital. I was
having a cup of coffee and he was drinking bottled water. I
shrugged because Jan asked me not to tell him she paid for it.
“Come on, man,” he insisted. “This had to be damned expensive so
who paid the freight?”

“What difference does it
make?” I countered. “You are clean now and that’s what counts. Can
you stay clean?”

“I think I can,” he said
with a sad smile. “One fucking day at a time. Is Jan doin’
okay?”

“She’s doing great,” I told
him. “I hear they are kicking you out in a few days. What are you
going to do after that?”

“I’m going back to Saltlick
Springs and get a job,” Kyle answered. “There ain’t nothing for me
up here. Is Jan working?”

“She is,” I said. “She’s got
a good manager and making good money.”

“I’m glad for her,” Kyle
said. “She’s a good person.” He laughed. “Don’t pay to rile her
though. Did she tell you what she did to that dude who fucked her
up?”

“No, but I’d like to hear
about it,” I said. This is what he told me:

 


***

 


After Jan’s mother died, she knocked
around up there at that shack for a while. She was hooking for
peanuts. She was working for the sheriff. He was banging her for
free, but everybody else had to pay him for her pussy.

I don’t know if Jan told you or not,
but her mother was a whore, too. Of course she wasn’t anywhere as
pretty as Jan or as young, but she was a nice looking ol’
gal.

The sheriff had Jan fucking half the
county and the ol’ bastard never told her she should be on birth
control or make the men use a rubber. Hell, it ain’t no wonder she
got knocked-up. She was as dumb as a stump about things like
that.

The sheriff was a mean son of a bitch.
He liked to make poor Jan get on her knees and let him fuck her
ass. He had a big ol’ dick and it always hurt Jan ‘cause he never
used nothing to lube her ass. When she wasn’t fucking for money,
the sheriff would be fucking her for fun.

There were some days Jan hardly got
off her bed. One horny asshole right after another was fucking her
and she never saw much money out of it. The sheriff got to where he
started taking video of her fucking some guy. He was always careful
to never get his face in any of the videos or pictures he or
someone took. He was selling the pictures and videos to some outfit
in Atlanta and she never got a penny out of that shit
either.

It was not long after Jan found out
she was knocked-up that she found out it was the sheriff that
killed her pa. One of the sheriff’s deputies was sweet on Jan and
he told her.

I’m not sure why he did it. I heard
Jan’s old man got pissed at Jan’s mother about something and was
trying to make her stop being a whore for the sheriff. It may have
been because the sheriff had his sights set on Jan and was planning
on making her a whore, too. I don’t know about that, but it makes
sense.

The sheriff told Jan she had to get
rid of the baby and Jan said she wasn’t about to get an abortion.
They had a real knock-down, drag-out fight about it. He told Jan he
would reach up her cunt and jerk the damned baby right out of
her.

I was working at the lumber company
then and making pretty good money. I had gone up to visit Jan a
couple of times so I knew about her being a whore. That didn’t
matter to me and when she called me and asked if she could stay
with me a few days I said hell yeah.

She wasn’t very far along when
something happened and the baby came early. Jan was one sick puppy
for a while, but I done my best to see to her needs. Anyway, I took
care of getting the baby buried and all.

I was always a pretty heavy drinker,
but I kind of got carried away with it and lost my job. We got to
hurtin’ for money and I fixed Jan up with a black guy I worked
with. He was a nice enough guy and he was happy as hell to pay for
some white pussy.

I don’t remember much about what
happened after that. I went on a drunk and when I got back I found
out Jan had fucked a bunch of black guys and had some money. I told
her we should get out of Saltlick and come north. She finally
agreed.

“Kyle, where is your gun?”
she asked me. We was about ready to haul-ass out of there. I told
her I had a pistol and a twenty gauge shotgun. She told me she
wanted to borrow the shotgun for a while and I loaded both barrels
for her. She got on the neighbor’s phone and called the sheriff.
She told him she needed to talk to him.

Jan told him to meet her at Buford
Lake at the picnic area. It didn’t take him long before he came
a-runnin’. I guess he was missin’ her sweet pussy. I drove Jan to
the lake and waited for her to do whatever she had to
do.

There wasn’t a soul anywhere around
except for the three of us. The sheriff parked and got out of his
car and came strolling over to the picnic table where Jan
waited.

“Where you been hiding,
girl?” he asked her. “I’ve been missin’ you.”

“I know you killed my pa,”
Jan said when he got close enough. “What I don’t know is
why.”

“Hell, it’s simple,” the
sheriff said with a loud laugh. “He was standin’ in my way. When
some asshole gets in my way, I remove them.”

“What did you want that pa
didn’t want?” Jan asked.

“You,” the sheriff said. “I
needed some fresh young pussy in my stable of bitches. Your pa said
no and I never take no for an answer.”

“Did Ma know you killed
Pa?”

“Not until I told her,” he
said grinning like a mule eating saw briers. “Silly ol’ whore up
and died after I told her. Now, girl let’s you and me get to
fucking.”

He should have been a lot more
careful. Jan grabbed that shotgun from where she put it and shot
that dumb bastard with both barrels. Took his fucking head clean
off. I was expecting it and I still liked to have jumped out of my
skin.

Jan stood looking down at him for a
few moments, kicked his lifeless body, and came on to the car where
I was waiting.

“Okay, Kyle,” she said. “Now
I’m ready to go.” We took off that afternoon and never looked
back.

 


***

 


“She shot the sheriff?” I
said. At last I had my ending. “Didn’t the law look for you and
Jan?”

“No, they never figured out
who shot him. I don’t think they looked all that hard. He wasn’t
very well liked in the county. Ol’ Hank Masters pissed a lot of
people off over the years.”

“Hank Masters?” I demanded.
“That was his name?”

“Yeah. You look
surprised.”

I was a lot more than surprised. I was
flabbergasted. I had just pulled the name for my fictional
character out of my ass. At least I thought I had. I certainly
didn’t remember Jan mentioning the sheriff’s name. I could change
the sheriff’s name without any problem, but it was sure
spooky.

I knew now why Jan felt obligated to
help Kyle. He may have been a drunk, but even so he was a stand-up
man. He had been there for her when she needed help. Helping him
was the right thing to do.

I gave Kyle a thousand dollars of my
own money for his bus ticket back home. Way too much money and I
left him there hoping that he could stay straight. I’d like to
think he’d use the second chance well, but who knows.

I finally finished the book, but so
far I haven’t found a publisher.

Jan is working at her chosen
profession and loving every minute of it. I’m still handling her
money for her and she has a lot of it.

Nancy and I decided to move in
together. Hell, why not? We get along well and she’s a fine lady. I
guess we’ll get married someday. She still works for Bull Jones
from time to time and I still get a thrill out of watching her and
a black bull fucking.

 


***

 


“Is that story true?” I
asked Toby White.

“Every word of it,” he
answered and then laughed. “Except for the parts I made-up. That
was Jan and Nancy in the pictures you saw the other time I was in
your place. We get together a couple times a month for fun and
games. You should join us. Maybe take over the photography. I get
left out of a lot of fucking because I’m taking pictures of the
others.”

“Was one of the black men
Bull Jones*?” I asked.

*see “Bull Jones”

“Yeah, all of my ladies seem
to like dark meat,” he answered laughing. “It’s okay with me,
because they get all hot and bothered just thinking about it so I
always get some goodies.”
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Chapter 9

 


I spent a lot of time thinking about
Ava, her black photographer, the writer, Toby, and his white women
who liked black cock. That night I told Ava about my conversation
with Toby White and the story he told me.

“That is a hot story,” she
said when I finished telling her. “How much was true?”

“I don’t have any idea,” I
answered. “I suspect that Toby doesn’t even know now. His fiction
and Jan’s story have all mingled together. Fact and fiction have a
way of doing that I guess. You should tell him your story and see
if he can write about it.”

“That would really be
something to see it in print,” Ava said. “But there is no fiction
in my story.”

“Makes it even better,” I
said. “Would you ever want to do it again?”

“No,” she answered
immediately then said, “I wouldn’t want anything to come between
us, Chip. I fucked up once, but never again.”

“I wouldn’t want anything to
get between us either,” I said. “But what if I was okay with it?
What if I said go for it?” Ava rose up on one elbow and looked down
into my face. She had a serious expression on her beautiful
face.

“Chip, are you saying you
would be okay with it? Are you telling me to go for it?” I told her
I was doing that very thing. “No,” she said laying back down beside
me. “You would go crazy, Chip.”

“Hell, a lot of people
already think I’m crazy,” I said with a chuckle. “To be absolutely
truthful, the idea of you fucking other men really turns me on. I
nearly shoot-off just thinking about you fucking some black dude.
After all, I’ve seen pictures of you being black fucked.” I told
her about finding the site where her pictures were
posted.

That revelation caused me to have to
get the hard drive and connect it to my home computer. Ava spent
over an hour looking at the images of her fucking and being fucked
by a variety of black men. She seemed put out that I hadn’t
retrieved the videos of her.

“I need to be fucked,” she
stated when we reached the last photo of her. “I need to be fucked
hard and I need it now.”

She perched on my lap with my cock in
her while she scrolled through the photos again. She came hard
several times and demanded more. After a long while I took her back
to bed and we continued to fuck until I had nothing left for her.
Nothing more was said about her fucking other men for a few
days.

 


***

 


“Hey, I know that guy’s
work,” Toby White said. He showed up one afternoon and it wasn’t
long before I was showing him some of the photos and one of the
videos I had managed to rip-off. “Bright something.”

“Carl Bright,” I said. “He’s
a photographer from Fort Campbell, Kentucky.”

“Maybe he used to be,” Toby
said. “He’s right here in the city now. I met him a couple of
months ago. Who’s the chick?”

“My wife Avery,” I said. He
looked at me with astonishment on his face.

“No shit? That lovely woman
is your wife? You are one lucky bastard, you know.” I found myself
telling Toby how Ava came to be a porn star.

“I told her she should tell
you her story so you could write about it,” I added after I
finished the telling.

“That would make a great
erotic story all right,” Toby said. “Still swinging?”

“No, that was her only
time,” I answered. “I’m trying to talk her into doing it again so I
could watch.” Toby looked at me strangely for a moment then
smiled.

“So you want to watch your
wife getting hosed by some guy? Yeah, I can understand that. I like
to watch my ladies getting fucked, too. What’s her
hold-up?”

“She’s concerned that it
will mess us up,” I answered. “I’m not at all concerned about that,
but she’s still hesitant.”

I have the perfect solution to your
problem,” Toby said with a big grin. “I’m hosting a masquerade
party next Friday night. It’s kind of a Marta Gras party without
having to go to New Orleans or a Carnival in Rio without having to
leave town. The women dress as risqué as they dare and everybody
wears masks so you don’t know who you’re messing with. I have the
perfect place for an orgy. A friend has a place in the country that
he allows me to use.”

“Sounds like fun,” I said.
“Will what’s-his-name be there?”

“You mean Bull Jones? Yeah
he and some of his black friends will be there. It will start off
like any party, but as the night progresses things will heat up.
Sometime about midnight the masks come off and so will everybody’s
clothes. If you don’t want to be in an orgy you should leave before
the witching hour.”

“I’ll tell Ava about it,” I
said. Would she go? I didn’t know. Should I tell her about the orgy
part? Again I didn’t know for sure. Toby produced a map from his
briefcase and gave it to me with instructions about coming early
and planning on staying until Sunday afternoon.

 


***

 


“An orgy?” Ava asked me
after I told her about the invitation. “You got to be kidding
me!”

“I kid you not,” I assured
her. “Toby White is the writer I told you about. They have
someplace out of the city. He called it a carnival in Rio without
having to leave the country. Fancy masks and the whole nine yards.
I told him I didn’t think you would want to attend.”

“Why on earth would you tell
him something like that? I love a good orgy,” she said laughing.
“Do you want to go?”

“You know, I think I would
like to see how the other half live and play. It might be fun. We
wouldn’t have to stay for the sex, but…” I let my statement go
unfinished.

“Okay, let’s do it,” Ava
said. “I start my vacation on Monday and I’m off work until then.
We have nothing planned so why not.”

The next day I called Toby and told
him we were planning on attending his soirée.

“Great,” he said. “Guess who
I talked with this morning? I managed to get hold of Carl Bright
the photographer.”

“Really? Why?”

“Jan wants some professional
photos of her and he’s good so I called him,” Toby said. “Do you
want me to invite him to the party?” Wow, that was a good question.
How would Ava react to seeing her old…whatever the hell he was to
her?

“It’s your party, Toby,” I
evaded. “Invite whoever you want too. “ He laughed and said he
would see.

‘Carl Bright? Really?” Ava
asked after I told her what Toby had said. “I didn’t know he was
anywhere around here.”

“He is,” I said. “He may be
at Toby’s party Friday night. Do you still want to go?”

“Sure,” she answered almost
too quickly. “It… it…may be nice to see Carl after all this time.
What time are we driving out to wherever it is we are
going?”

“I told Toby we would leave
here early Friday afternoon and stop for a late lunch. He said it
was a two hour drive. I’ll close up the shop at noon. Is that all
right with you?” She nodded absently and I noticed she seemed
flushed. The news about Carl Bright seemed to have unnerved her
somewhat. I’m not sure why that pleased me, but it did. I was
really looking forward to the weekend.

 


***

 


It was a two hour drive if you were in
a race car and you were willing to push the accelerator all the way
to the floor and keep it there. I wasn’t so it took a bit over
three hours for Ava and I to get to the house where Toby’s
directions took us. I found a place to park my modest vehicle in
the row of very expensive imports.

The “country place” was a huge house
on the shore of a lake. I counted later and found the place had
seven bedrooms each with its own bath. There were four bedrooms on
the second floor and three on the main floor. There was a great
room complete with a fireplace so big you could roast an ox if you
had a roasting ox.

Toby came out to greet us and to show
us where we were staying. He didn’t offer to carry any luggage, but
there wasn’t all that much so I managed on my own. I hauled our
stuff to the room Toby indicated and after I got him separated from
Ava I asked him if Carl Bright was there yet.

“Yeah, he’s taking a nap,”
Toby said. “He doesn’t know your wife is attending. Does she know
he’s coming?” I told him I hadn’t been comfortable keeping that
news from her. “This should be fun,” Toby said with a laugh. “Come
on and let’s find you something to drink while you take the tour.”
We found Ava down stairs and started the tour of the huge
place.

The kitchen- dining room was ultra
modern and complete. I mentioned a great room, but I didn’t
actually mention how damned big it was. Our whole apartment would
easily fit inside that one room. There were at least a dozen
couches in the room with several other seating devices. Most of the
seating was arranged so you could see a giant screen TV. The giant
fireplace was without a fire since it was in the middle of a summer
heat wave.

Outside in back was a wide screened
porch that looked out on the lake. The porch ran the length of the
entire house. On one end of the porch was a hot tub that could
easily accommodate eight people. More people if they were real good
friends.

There were four people in the tub and
Toby made the introductions. Jane and Bill something were bathing
nude with Carla and Carlo something who were also nude. Carla rose
out of the water to shake hands with us and to give us a view of
her impressive tits. Impressive and obviously enhanced, but still
worth a good look.

At the other end of the porch were two
pretty women. Actually they both were beautiful, but one, Jan, was
simply stunning. I was finally meeting Jan and Nancy that I had
heard about. Tall drinks were delivered by another woman. This one
was a pretty Hispanic wearing a Hollywood French maid’s costume
that left little to the imagination.

Over the course of the afternoon we
met several other people. I stayed close to Ava because I wanted to
observe her reaction when she saw Carl Bright for the first time
since that last time. That happened in the late
afternoon.

Since I had seen numerous pictures of
the man I had no trouble recognizing him, but he seemed larger in
person. Six feet five or six and an easy three hundred pounds. Not
much of that was body fat that I could tell.

Ava and I were on the porch watching
some skiers being pulled around the lake by powerful boats when
Carl made his appearance. He glanced at some other people in the
hot tub and turned toward our end of the porch. He did a quick
double take then smiled and strolled toward us.

“How you doin’ Avery?” he
said to my wife after giving me a quick glance. “It’s been a
while.”

“I’m fine, Carl,” Ava said
in a higher than normal tone. “Yes, it has been a while. I hope you
are well.”

“I’m as fine as frog hair,”
he said taking a chair on the other side of her. “I wondered what
had happened to you. Suddenly you just disappeared.”

“Yeah, it was time for me to
go home,” Ava said in a closer to normal tone of voice. “I see
where you used the videos and photos of me…us.”

“Yes, they have been good
money-makers for me,” he answered.

“Oh, this is my husband,
Charles or Chip,” she stammered indicating me.

“Glad to meet you Mister
bright,” I said leaning out to shake his hand.

“Call me Carl,” he said
giving me a firm handshake.” You are a mighty lucky man, Chip.
Mighty lucky.”

“Yes, I’m aware of that.
I’ve seen you pictures and on video so I feel I already knew
you.”

“Ah, so you are aware of me
and your wife’s past relationship. That’s good because otherwise it
might be awkward.” Yeah, like this wasn’t the least bit awkward.
“It was Avery’s pictures that got me away from Fort Campbell and to
the city. My little website got me a gig with a big magazine so I
owe her a lot.”

“Okay, a check will work for
me,” Ava said with a grin. “Or cash.”

“We’ll talk,” Carl Bright
said, matching her grin. “I had planned on making a lot of money
off of you and your considerable talent until you disappeared. I
thought I had myself a star.”

“That was just too much for
me to handle right then,” Ava said. “Hey, I was only eighteen at
the time.”

“I guess,” Carl said. “What
ever happened to your sister, Pat? Is that her name?”

“Yes, Pat or Patricia,” Ava
said. “She’s still out in California somewhere. I haven’t heard
from her in a couple of years.”

“You and your sister don’t
look all that much alike, but you do have one thing in common. I
don’t think I ever ran across two women who liked to fuck as much
as you two.” That comment had Ava blushing furiously. “I’m
pleasantly surprised to find you here, Avery,” he added. “So Chip,”
he said to me, “What do you do for your daily bread?”

I spent a few minutes telling him how
I made my living and how I met Toby White. He was easy to chat with
and I found myself telling him how I accidentally found some photos
of Ava on the web.

“So you were married and
gone when Avery and I made some beautiful music together,” he said
with a laugh. “I can truthfully say the years have been kind to
you, Avery. I think you look even better than you did back then.”
Ava muttered thanks and looked as if she would like to run down
toward the lake or anywhere else.

Carl excused himself and went in
search of something to drink. The little Hispanic maid had
disappeared.

“Still glad you came?” I
asked my wife.

“The jury is still out on
that,” she said with a wiry grin. “That was still a shock even
though I knew he would be here. Are you all right,
Chip?”

“Sure, why wouldn’t I
be?”

“I don’t know. Let’s get in
the hot tub now that it’s not being used. Apparently swim suits are
optional so let’s get naked.”

That’s where we were when Carl came
back bearing drinks for all three of us. It didn’t take him long to
get as naked as Ava and me. The son of a bitch looked even more
imposing naked than he did with cloths on. No human should have a
dick that big. I noticed Ava’s eyes went to his big black cock and
stayed there until he sank into the hot swirling water.

“Man, that feels good,” he
said with a big sigh. “Nothing as good as a hot soak to relieve the
tension and stress. Well, not as good as fucking is it, Chip?” I
had to agree that sex was a great stress reliever. Carl moved a bit
closer to Ava.

I was surprised when he put one big
arm around her shoulders and pulled her close to him. I was even
more surprised when he reached out with his other hand and took her
breast in his big paw. By that time the kiss he gave her was no
surprise nor the fact she returned his kiss
enthusiastically.

“We need to renew an old
friendship, don’t we, Avery?” he said when he released her mouth
from his. His hand had fallen away from her breast to her crotch. I
couldn’t see what he was doing under the water, but from the look
that appeared on her face he had at least one finger in her pussy.
“Tell me how much you missed my big black cock, Avery.” She
muttered something I couldn’t hear and he told her to speak louder.
“Speak up honey,” he said. “Tell ol’ Chip how you missed my big
cock in your sweet pussy.”

“I missed it,” she said a
little louder.

“You missed sucking my black
cock, too, didn’t you? You missed having my black cock in your
little white ass, didn’t you?” Ava nodded silently. “Then suck it,
cunt,” he said sitting up on the edge of the tub. “Get your little
white mouth on my black cock and suck it like the whore you
are.”

I was having trouble recognizing my
wife. Ava was a strong person, yet she simply became putty in his
hands. She turned around and got between his thick thighs and put
her lips on his manhood and started to orally service the big man.
It was as if she had no will of her own.

“Yeah baby, you do give good
head,” Carl said. “She’s sucking my cock like a baby on a tit,
Chip. I envy you being able to get your dick sucked anytime you
want it. Do you fuck her ass regularly?”

I nodded because I was unable to get
enough saliva to speak. I was also aware my cock was so hard it
threatened to burst. I kept my eyes glued to her mouth and his cock
only vaguely aware he was tugging on her nipples as she sucked
him.

“My room is just inside and
down the hall,” Carl said. “Let’s go there and fuck, Avery. You
come and watch your little whore wife get fucked, Chip.”

I followed them as we all paraded
through the great room naked. There were several people watching us
and I noticed that Ava didn’t release his cock as we
went.

In my mind I had imagined what it
would be like to watch some guy fuck Ava, but the reality wasn’t
anything like what I imagined. I hadn’t even begun to imagine the
intensity of the coupling. I hadn’t thought what it would be like
to actually see a big black cock enter her pussy or hear her moan
and cry out in ecstasy.

Ava was always a vocal lover, but I
don’t think I ever heard her so vocal with me as she was with Carl.
She went from pitiful whimpering to loud screeches as he rammed his
ebony rod in and out of her. Carl Bright fucked my wife in several
positions during the frenzied coupling but she really cranked it up
when he fucked her from behind. Most of her words were not real
words. Just fragments of words and gibberish, but I could clearly
understand she liked what was happening to her.

Just about the time I thought he would
surely have to stop, he picked up speed. I was across the room but
I could plainly hear the squishing as he plowed his cock in her
sloppy cum filled pussy.

“Man,” Carl grunted after
about thirty minutes of continuous hard pounding. “I had forgotten
just how good your cunt was. I’m going to want a lot of this pussy
this weekend. Are you okay with me taking your wife off your hands
for a few days, Chip?”

“Hell no I wasn’t okay with
it! That’s what I thought, but what I said was entirely
different.

“It’s up to Ava,” I
muttered. “This is her weekend to do whatever she wants to
do.”

“How about it, Avery?” he
said while shoving his black cock deeper inside her. “You want to
spend some time with me? I may be able to find you another black
cock to fuck and suck.” Ava didn’t have to answer with words. The
expression on her beautiful face was all the answer I needed. “If
you’re hurting, Chip, she can suck you off while I fuck her. I can
see you have one hell of a boner going for you.”

He was right about that so I walked
over to where Ava’s head was and offered her my throbbing hard
cock. She latched onto it like a starving calf. I wasn’t even aware
she knew I was anywhere around.

Ava’s sucking didn’t take long before
I had to let go. I filled her mouth with cum after only a couple of
minutes and still she didn’t stop. Lo and behold she got me hard
again!

Carl grunted and he delivered a load
of his cum in her already overflowing pussy. When he pulled out and
rolled away I got behind my wife and I rammed my cock in her gooey
cunt. I was positive I hadn’t gone as far in her as Carl had but I
did get a small grunt out of her.

While I fucked Ava, Carl got a robe
and went to fetch our clothes from the porch where we left them. He
was back in a few minutes. Just about the time I shot-off in Ava’s
pussy. That was one hell of a start of a fun filled, fuck filled
weekend and it got even more intense.

After Ava showered in Carl’s bathroom
we got dressed and joined the others. Some had just arrived. After
a few minutes I stopped trying to remember names. Of course there
were a few that were embedded in my mind. One was the black man
they called Bull Jones.

I happened to be standing near Carl
when Bull arrived. It wasn’t contrived. Ava was staying near me and
Carl wasn’t about to let her get too far away from him so he was
close.

“Hey, Brother Jones,” Carl
said to the man.

“Hey right back at you,
Brother Bright,” the big man identified as Bull Jones said. They
went into some sort of ritualistic hand shake that non-blacks are
not supposed to understand. It was obvious they knew one
another.

“This is my old friend
Avery,” Carl said putting his arm possessively around Ava’s
shoulders. “This is Chip her husband.” Bull gave me a quick scan.
He took more time looking at my wife.

“Good friend you say,” Bull
said still gazing at Ava. “How good, Brother Bright?”

“Very good,” Carl said with
a grin. “We just got finished fucking a few minutes ago, didn’t we
Avery?” Ava ducked her head, but muttered an affirmative answer.
“You remember the little blonde I have on my web site? This is her
in the flesh…good fucking flesh, I should add. Give my friend a
welcome kiss, Avery.”

I watched as my wife walked the short
distance to the hulk called Bull and stand on her tiptoes to give
him a kiss. He enfolded her in a more passionate embrace and lifted
her off of the floor while they kissed.

“Ah, I see you’ve become
acquainted,” Toby White said joining us. “Turn her loose, Bull and
let her kiss someone else.” Bull reluctantly released Ava and she
kissed Toby. Then for some reason it was Carl’s turn again. She
finally got back to me and we kissed.

“Someone told me that a
pretty white woman came through the great room with two men all
naked,

Toby said. “Was that you guys?” I admitted it was indeed the three
of us. “I guess the real party got started earlier this time. How
was it?” he asked looking at me.

“Great,” all three of us
answered with one voice. While we all laughed a little
self-consciously I glanced around at the room at the others. Some
of them were wearing fancy masks. I recognized the woman with the
fake tits from the hot tub in spite of the feathered mask. Big tits
should not stand out like that. It flies in the face of
gravity.

“Where is Jan?” Ava asked
Toby. “I don’t recognize her.”

“That’s her over there
talking to that tall black dude.” He indicated a woman wearing a
transparent robe over an equally transparent bikini and a huge
mask. “The man is Omar Williams. You may recognize him if you
follow basketball. My lady, Nancy, hasn’t finished dressing yet so
she’ll make an entrance in a little while.” He continued pointing
out other people for our benefit. Jane and Bill Jordan we met at
the hot tub. Jane was a Broadway actress and her husband was a
producer of plays. There were two other black men. Alonzo Drake I
knew because I watched football. The other black man was a daytime
soap actor by the name of Winston Riff.

Carl didn’t seem all that interested
in the people. Bull, on the other hand, did seem interested. In
fact he left us and went to talk to the other two black men, Riff
and Drake. They spoke for a few minutes and he returned.

“Cheap mother-fucker,” he
grumbled.

“Who is a cheap
mother-fucker?” Toby asked him.

“That no talent hack, Riff,”
Bull said. “He took two of my ladies for the night and is trying to
get out of paying the extra fees. I reminded I needed to collect
the money.”

“I don’t want any trouble
here,” Toby warned.

“Ain’t going to be any
trouble,” Bull said calmly. “I just told him that I wanted the two
grand before the weekend was over or I would mess up his pretty
fucking face.”

“You might want to be
careful,” Toby said. “He and Drake are ass-hole buddies and Alonzo
doesn’t look like someone to mess with.”

“Fuck this shit,” Carl said.
“Let’s find something to drink, Avery.” He lead my willing wife off
toward the bar that was along one wall. Jan Lyle, the young
prostitute joined Bull, Toby and me.

“Jan,” Toby said. “Carl has
staked his claim on Chip’s wife. Will you take the poor bastard
under your wing?”

“I’ll be happy to do that,”
the pretty young woman said taking my arm and leading me away. “He
wasn’t supposed to use my name,” she whispered while steering me
toward the bar. “Not that I give a flying fuck,” she added with a
giggle. It appeared that this wasn’t her first trip to the bar. Ava
and Carl left the bar as we arrived. Ava gave me a wink as we
passed. What the fuck did that mean?

Toby was way off on his timing. The
orgy started well before midnight. I wasn’t actually keeping up
with time but it wasn’t much after nine that evening when I
stro9lled out onto the big porch and saw the woman called Jane
being fucked by Carlo while she sucked the long tall basketball
player’s cock. Carla was watching them while Bill played with her
tits and fingered her. Let the good times begin!

It was as that was a signal for
everybody to start gathering in groups of two or more for fun and
games. I decided it was time to look for Ava and Carl who had
disappeared sometime earlier. I p[used in my search to watch two
women in a steamy sixty-nine on one of the sofas. Of course I had
seen girl-girl sex but only on video. I watched for a while then
continued on my hunt with a mean hard-on.

“What are you still doing
loose?” a woman with a mask designed like a Bird of Paradise
demanded. With the exception of the mask she was essentially naked.
Her bra was nothing more than straps that surrounded her boobs. I
stammered out something to the effect I was looking for my wife.
“You don’t need a wife tonight,” the woman said. “I’m looking for
the perfect man. Do you know what the perfect man is?” I shook my
head that I didn’t know. “He’s a man with a nine inch tongue and
can breathe through his ears.”

“If he had a TV on his
forehead it would be even better,” a voice beside me said. I turned
to see an absolutely stunning woman standing there. “Hi, I’m Kate
Deacon*. You look like you could use a friend. How about it? Want
to be my friend?”

 


(*See the e-book “Deek” at
www.a1adultebooks.com)

 


I did want to be her friend…or
slave…or anything she wanted me to be. I let her lead me to an
unused couch and I let her have her way with me. Fucking Kate was
like being consumed by fire that left you alive and wanting more.
When we finished, Kate kissed me and left me, but I wasn’t alone
for long. The Bird of Paradise woman found me and before I could
open my mouth she was on my cock like a duck on a June bug. I had
to hand it to the woman. She was a wonderful cocksucker. The black
soap opera star, Winston Riff, saw her upturned ass as an
invitation and while she was being serviced by Riff I made my
escape.

I peeked in a main floor bedroom only
to find the Lovely Jan Lyle being fucked by Toby White and some man
I didn’t know. I found people fucking in several combinations
before I made my way up the stairs. That was where I found Ava. She
was in our assigned room.

My beautiful wife never looked more
beautiful. She was the white stuff in the Oreo cookie made by Carl
Bright and Bull Jones. Carl had his cock in her ass and Bull Jones
was fucking her cunt. I never wanted a video camera more than that
moment. I did manage to get a few still photos using my tiny
digital camera, but a video would have been much better. One with
sound to capture the sounds my wife made as the two black men
skewered her between them. For the most part she made mewing sounds
like a contented cat.

Before the weekend was over with I
witnessed Ava getting fucked by all the black men and most of the
white men and as exciting as that was nothing could compare with
seeing her with Carl and Bull. It was a riveting display of wanton,
wild, wicked sex.

It was well after two o’clock in the
morning when I managed to disconnect Ava from her adoring fuckers
and get her to bed. The poor thing was exhausted and she was asleep
almost before her head hit the pillow.

The party or orgy or whatever it was
apparently was a come and go affair. Cum and go- yeah I got it and
the pun was unintentional. As I was saying, people came and went
all during the night and the next day and night also. By Saturday
evening all pretense of a masquerade was abandoned along with the
masks.

It was during the continuous brunch on
Saturday I met Judy and Butch Kilgore*. They arrived with their
friend Trip Washington**, a lawyer.

 


*see “Crimson
lake”

** see “Two different
Worlds”

 


Judy was a beautiful middle-age woman
who could hold her own with any of the younger ladies there or
anywhere. A bit later I got to witness Judy take on two black studs
and it was quite a show. Butch looked on proudly as his wife took
on the two men.

I also got to see the old attorney do
his thing with Ava. He was old and he was slow, but apparently he
was damned good because Ava wanted his card and I hoped she didn’t
need an attorney. When I managed to ask her about it later all she
said was “He was fucking good, Chip.” My wife had turned into a
regular potty-mouth.

While it was true Carl and Bull Jones
monopolized Ava’s time, I didn’t go without. I had all the pussy I
could handle and then some. Not that I wasn’t concerned because I
was. I was troubled that Carl Bright seemed to think Ava was his to
fuck and to lend as he saw fit. Also the fact that Ava seemed
perfectly all right with that was disconcerting to me.

I managed to get Ava away from the
party place about noon on Sunday for the drive back to the city.
She was asleep before I got out of the driveway and slept most of
the way home. Being the belle of the ball is apparently
wearisome.

Ava awoke as we neared the city. I
asked her if she had a good time. She smiled at me.

“I had a ball,” she declared
then laughed. “Actually I had several balls. Did you have a good
time, Chip?” I assured her I also had a good time.

“Maybe not as good as you,
but a good time never-the-less,” I said. “You and your old friend
Carl seemed inseparable for the whole weekend. Was it as good as
you remembered?”

“It was even better,” Ava
said. “Between all of them they sure put my birth control to the
test.” She looked sideways at me. “Carl wants me to do some
modeling for him. How do you feel about that?”

I didn’t answer her for a while. That
defiantly had to be processed. I still am not sure what all that
involves, but I had to think about it. I drove us on home and it
wasn’t until we were in bed that night she brought it up
again.

“I don’t mean to pressure
you, but I told Carl I would let him know by Monday night,” Ava
said.

“What if I said I wasn’t for
it?” I asked her.

“Then I wouldn’t do it,” she
said. “It’s your call, Chip.”

“What kind of
modeling?”

“Bull Jones is making a new
brochure and he wants me for the cover. He said I had a sales
appeal face and body.”

“So are you ready to give up
your nursing career?”

“What do you mean?” She
looked startled.

“I would assume the
brochures will be distributed around the city. You have a very
remarkable face so there’s no way you could deny that it was you. I
doubt the hospital administration would buy that ‘some girl who
looks like me shit.’ They’d fire you in a heartbeat.”

“Yes, there is that knotty
little problem,” she said slowly. “And no, I’m not ready to give up
nursing. He’ll just have to find somebody else for the
cover.”

“That won’t stop Carl
Bright,” I said. “You don’t think he intends to start where you
stopped the last time? The brochure wasn’t all of it was it? He
wants a lot more of your ass, doesn’t he?”

“Yes, I think that’s exactly
what he has on his mind,” Ava said. “Do you mind?”

Did I mind? That was an exceedingly
good question. While Ava slept, I spent most of the trip home
thinking about the weekend. Watching her with one, two, and
sometimes more black men was a real turn-on for me. I’m honest
enough with myself to admit I liked what I saw. I’m also honest
enough with myself to realize that Ava had really come alive during
the debauchery.

Ava had kept something locked away
inside of her for several years, but I had opened the floodgates
and her sexuality was gushing out and there was no way to un-ring
that bell. I wasn’t sure I wanted to un-ring the bell, but I was
worried because there were a lot of things that could go
wrong.

“What’s the appeal?” I
asked, ignoring her question for the moment. “What is there about
Carl Bright that gets your motor running?”

She turned the bedside lamp off and we
lay there in the silent darkness for several long moments before
she answered.

“Carl takes charge,” she
said softly. “He becomes the master and I am his slave to command.
I like the idea that I’m not in control of what happens with him.
It’s a complete freedom from having to think, to reason, or to make
decisions. I think that it may be all that but it’s something more.
With Carl there is no love. We don’t “make love”; we just fuck.
There is no tenderness; we just fuck. There are no emotions except
carnal emotions; we just fuck. I’m not concerned that he’s having a
good time; we just fuck. Does that make sense?”

It did make sense to me. It was the
same logic as why married men went to prostitutes. It was just for
the sex without the emotional baggage. I knew exactly what she was
thinking. I just wasn’t sure I liked it, but I told her I got the
idea.

“I saw you and that Jan
girl,” Ava said. “You seemed to be enjoying yourself.”

“I had my dick in some
pretty girl’s cunt,” I said with a chuckle. “What’s not to
like?”

“That’s exactly my point,”
Ava said, her hand sliding across my stomach toward my cock. “It’s
freedom, Chip. Freedom to cut loose and have a good time.” Her hand
found my hardening dick and she stroked it softly.

“Okay, I can dig it,” I
said. “Maybe you should consider having a good time without having
your pictures all over the city and the internet. Maybe just a
private good time.”

“Yeah, I’ll have to tell
Carl and Bull no pictures. I’m sure sorry about that, because I did
enjoy posing for Carl.” Her mouth descended on to my cock so the
idea I had would have to wait until later.

 







Un-ringing The Bell






















Chapter 10

 


“Do you think it will work?”
Ava said the next day after I told her about my idea.

“Yes,” I answered. “You have
startling green eyes. Colored contacts would change that. Add a wig
and some temporary tattoos and you’ll be a different person. You
don’t have any distinguishing marks or scars.”

“That would work,” Ava said,
laughing. “You always surprise me, Chip. I’ll call Carl this
morning and tell him I’ll do it.”

Sometimes I amaze myself. I
had talked her out of it and now I had talked her into it. Since Ava had started her
two week vacation I left her and went on to my mundane job of
keeping people in the computing business. Originally we planned our
vacation together, but she had to take what was offered to get two
weeks together. I had commitments so I was working on. We would be
off together the last week of her vacation unless something
unavoidable came up.

“Carl loved the idea you
had,” Ava said. She called me just after noon. “He has the wigs and
tats and I’m on my way to get colored contacts. We’ll get started
this evening so I won’t be home when you get here. Is that
okay?”

I assured her it was fine with me, but
I wanted to see photos and I wanted the complete story when she
came home. I did get the pictures, a video, and the story, but it
wasn’t until Tuesday night when she finally came home.

“I was worried,” I said
meeting her at the door. “Why didn’t you call me?”

“I got busy,” she said.
“Time just got away from me. Come on and I’ll tell you all about it
while I soak in a tub of hot water.”

A short time later Ava was up to her
neck in the bubbles. I found a seat on the commode and waited for
her to start. She did start after a contented sigh and scooted down
even farther in the water.

 


***

 


Avery’s story

 


First of all you should see Carl’s new
studio. It’s huge. There are five or six sets for movies and for
still photos. Oh yeah, you never saw his old studio in Fort
Campbell, did you? Anyway he’s come a long way since
then.

Bull Jones was there and he seemed to
know what he wanted for his brochure cover. Actually he knew what
he didn’t want. He wanted cover shots for two brochures. One for
general distribution and one for special distribution. The first
one was just sexy teasing shots. You know, showing some skin, but
not too much.

Carl had me in a big blonde wig that
Dolly Parton would envy. He had some tattoos for me and with the
color contact lens I looked completely different.

The teaser shots didn’t take all that
long. Maybe an hour, but the nudes for the other brochure took a
longer time. It didn’t help that we stopped a couple of times so
that Bull and Carl could fuck me. We finally got what Bull wanted
about eight o’clock Monday night.

The two men took me out to dinner, but
I think it was mostly to show me off to some of their friends.
First Carl’s friends at a small, but very nice Italian restaurant.
Then after dinner we went down the street to a club where some of
Bull’s friends were.

They had me wearing one of the teaser
costumes complete with wig and tats. It was a black silk cocktail
dress split to nearly my pussy and a plunging neckline that went to
my navel. It didn’t leave much to the imagination.

They introduced me as Peggy Leggett.
That’s my new professional name, by the way. I think some of Bull’s
friends though I was one of his whores. I heard one ask Bull what
my fee was and Bull told him he couldn’t afford me.

I told them I should be getting home
but they ignored me and pretty soon we went to Bull’s apartment. In
all honesty I was horny and I didn’t protest very much. I was a
little surprised that there was another man waiting there. Alonzo
Drake the football player was waiting for us. I had been wet and
excited all evening, but suddenly I became very excited and very
wet.

It’s strange because the moment I got
out of the cab at the studio I became a different person. Gone was
Avery, the wife, the nurse and care-giver. I became Peggy Leggett,
a slut that wanted, that needed, some black cock. I knew I was
going to be fucked and I eagerly looked forward to it.

The sex at the studio was good as
always, but nothing compared to the sex at Bull’s apartment. They
had slut Peggy’s clothes off in a matter of minutes. The three of
them were naked soon afterward.

The fact that Drake was there waiting
and the fact that there was video equipment there told me that it
was all planned. The three men took turns being the cameraman while
the other two fucked me. They fucked me on the living room floor,
the kitchen table and on the balcony before we ended up on a huge
bed.

Alonzo Drake wasn’t as hung as Bull or
Carl, but the son of a bitch had stamina. There was no quit in any
of them, but especially Drake.

I was continually fucked from shortly
before midnight until a few hours ago. My pussy and my butt are
still throbbing and that’s why I needed a hot soak. Also I’m
worn-out because of lack of sleep. So how was your day?

 


***

 


“Apparently not as good as
yours,” I answered. “Did they leave any pussy for me?”

“There is always pussy for
you, honey,” Ava said smiling up at me.