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		Part 1

		

	
		

		Chapter 1

		

		I knew when the telephone rang who it was. I didn’t even have to check the caller ID. It was twenty after ten o’clock in the morning. I had made myself a promise I wouldn’t talk to him again, however my feet apparently didn’t remember my resolution. I moved toward the ringing phone as if propelled by some strange force. My hands let me down also. I picked up the phone.

		“Hello,” I said into the receiver.

		“Hey, where have you been hiding?” The oh-so-familiar voice asked.

		“I’m not hiding,” I answered. “I’ve been busy for a while.”

		“Really?” he said. “Well get un-busy and get your ass over here. I need a blowjob and some pussy.”

		“Charles, I don’t think…”

		“I’m already hard, just thinkin’ ‘bout your lips on my black cock. I’m waitin’, cunt. Get here!” He hung up the phone. Charles O’Dell had called for his slave to come forth.

		‘I’m not going’, I said to myself over and over again as I changed my clothes. ‘Who does he think I am, to be ordered around?’

		My name is Suzanne Collins, wife to Tim Collins and mother to Tim junior. I am a college graduate, and while not presently working outside the home, I have held gainful employment. I am not someone normally ordered about like a slave, so why was I changing my clothes to meet Charles O’Dell? It a complicated story, but never the less I’ll try to tell it.

		

		***

		

		Tim and I have always enjoyed a very active, and for the most part, a satisfying sex life. We do most of the normal things married couples do to keep things interesting in the bedroom. Light bondage, fantasizing, and role playing. Role playing is a fairly new addition to our inventory of fun and games.

		One role playing game is where I am a prostitute and Tim is my customer or john. I’m not completely sure how that game got out of the bedroom and into…well, out into the public.

		I think it may have begun when Tim and I were out one night. We had gone out to eat and ended up at a bar. I was returning from the restroom when a couple of guys hit on me. I was seriously flattered. After all, it’s not every thirty-five year old woman that gets hit on by young men. I take a lot of pride in staying in shape. I workout at least two times a week, and I watch my diet. I’m happy that my thirty-six C breasts don’t sag very much. I’ve realized since high school that my green eyes were the second thing that seemed to get the guys attention. I keep my auburn hair fairly short.

		Our sixteen year old son was attending military school located a few hours drive away. I was not ready for Timmy to leave home, but my husband insisted that Timmy go to the same military prep school he had gone to. Timmy was willing to attend, if not overly excited about it. After the first month, Timmy got excited about his new life, and we only saw him on weekends, holidays, and summer vacation. The strict, regimented life at military school seemed to agree with Timmy who had somehow picked up the name “Stud”. I didn’t know how he got the nickname, nor did I inquire. Some things a mother doesn’t need to know.

		“You won’t believe what just happened,” I said to my husband when I got back to our table. “Two young men tried to pick me up.”

		“Why wouldn’t I believe it?” Tim asked with a grin. “You look ten years younger than you actually are, and you have a killer body. What’s not to believe? Hell, Honey, if you dressed a bit more provocative, I’d have to beat the guys off of you with a stick.”

		“Are you serious?” I asked. “You actually want me to dress like…a slut?”

		“Yes, but a conservative slut,” he said with an evil grin. I didn’t ask what the hell a conservative slut was. I mean in my mind a slut was a slut…period.

		A short while later Tim mentioned he was willing to spring for a new wardrobe, but only if he could pick it out. Of course I agreed.

		The very next day Tim took me shopping and bought a lot of new and daring clothes for me. Things I would have never bought for myself. Frankly, I didn’t see anything conservative about them.

		After the purchase when we went out, which was more often then previously, he insisted that I dress in the risqué clothes he bought for me. They were by any definition, titillating. I’m not going to lie, I did like the new sensuous me. Over the next four or five weeks my attire went from sensuous to just plan raunchy. Because of our standing in the community, we traveled far a field on those occasions when I consented to wear the more daring outfits.

		I couldn’t get over how excited Tim got when he had me on display. He beamed when some guy tried to pick me up. I didn’t understand it, but I was willing to accept it. One of our favorite places was a small club two towns away. It was called the “Silver Spoon”. It was a mixed crowd. Older people for the most part. By that I mean upper twenties to mid forties. At first I found the competition between me and the other women to be daunting, but I got over it pretty soon. I’m completive by nature and frankly I knew I looked pretty good.

		I’m a pretty good dancer and Tim doesn’t care much for it so I spent a lot of time on the dance floor with strangers. I also got felt up a lot. When I would tell Tim about it he would get even more excited. Something else I didn’t get.

		One Saturday afternoon we were on our way home from visiting Timmy at school. We stopped for gas in a small town called Grayville about an hour’s drive from home. Tim spied a combination bar and strip club across the road from the gas station. He asked me to change into one of my newer outfits. I laughed and told him I didn’t bring anything like that with me. To my surprise he had. After a few minutes argument, I went into the restroom and changed. I essentially ran back to the car to keep anyone from seeing me. Tim had packed the raunchiest of the raunchy clothes. Small tight shorts that nearly exposed the cheeks of my butt with a cut-off tee-shirt that just barely covered my breasts. The shirt was so shear my nipples were plainly visible. I incorrectly assumed we were going to flash truckers, which we had done on several occasions. Tim had even installed a CB radio so that he could listen to the crude comments the truck drivers made about me. I was shocked when he drove across the highway and pulled in front of the dingy place.

		“I’m not going in there!” I said. “No way! You have to be out of your mind!”

		“Come on, Suzanne,” he insisted. “It will be fun. You go in first and I’ll follow. I’ll find you and buy you a drink. Everybody will think I’m picking you up.”

		It did sound like it might be fun and I was pretty sure we wouldn’t know anyone in the place, so I gave up and went in. The man at the door waved me in telling me that there would be no cover charge because I was an unescorted female. A little later, Tim had to pay ten dollars to get in. I couldn’t see the attraction unless it was the teenager trying to dance on the postage stamp size stage. She had boobs about the size of a couple of chicken eggs. I’m not being mean or critical, she was just flat-chested. Mostly all nipple.

		I went to the bar and ordered a drink while waiting on my “pick-up” to arrive. I had no more than got sat down when A guy appeared at my shoulder with an offer to buy my drink for me. Thinking this fool wanted to be soon parted from his money, I let him buy the drink.

		“So how you doin’?” the guy asked me. He apparently got his lines from TV sitcom ‘Friends’, but he looked nothing like Joey. I told him I was fine. “So what’s a gorgeous gal like yourself doing here?” The poor sap needed to work on his lines…a lot.

		“I thought it might be a nice place to have a drink,” I answered him.

		“I’m James. I thought you might be a dancer, just waitin’ her turn on stage.” Okay, his line was improving considerably. “Are you here to audition for a job?”

		“No,” I answered unable to keep my face straight. “I’m a little old for that, don’t you think?”

		“Naw, you’re just right. Just a couple weeks ago a woman ‘bout your age won the armature night contest. Took home a bunch of cash.”

		“And how old would you think I am?” I asked. The way we women fish for complements. I saw Tim come in and take a seat at a table in front of the stage where the girl was trying her best to shake her pitifully small boobs.

		“I’d say about twenty-two or three,” he said. I couldn’t detect any trace of deviousness in his look. He didn’t seem to be the type to be able to hide his guile. I was admittedly flattered by the reduction in age of over ten years. I finished the drink and looked around for Tim, wondering when he was going to make his move. James was joined by another man who insisted that he buy my next drink. His name was Art. Another fool wanted to spend his money, so I let Art buy the next one. Art and James apparently knew one another and they were trying hard to outdo each other in an effort to impress me. I’m not sure about the time frame. I think we had been in the place for about an hour. Tim seemed to be occupied by one of the dancers, soliciting high priced drinks.

		Art noticed him first and cleared his throat to get James’ attention. He was a large black man standing behind James.

		“You boys need to be somewhere else,” the man said in a deep voice. Apparently James and Art thought so, too. They left quickly and the man sat down beside me.

		“I’m Charles O’Dell,” the man said. “Who are you?”

		“I’m…” I thought about making up a name, but discarded the idea as no one knew me in that burg. “I’m Suzanne,” I said.

		“You a dancer, Suzanne?” he asked. I told him that I wasn’t a dancer. “You should be,” he said looking at me carefully, his eyes coming to rest on my nearly exposed breasts. “Nice body. Nice rack, too.” I managed to stammer a thanks, and searched the dark room for Tim. He was watching me with a big grin on his face. The fool nodded at me, actually encouraging me to tease the big black man..

		“I don’t have enough rhythm to be a dancer,” I said. It wasn’t at all true, but I was desperate for something to say.

		“Nothing to it,” Charles O’Dell said. “Pick a slow song, close your eyes and move with the music while taking your clothes off. I think you should enter the contest tonight. Might win five hundred bucks.”

		“No thanks,” I said with a nervous laugh. “I’ll just watch.”

		“Okay, but if you change your mind let me know. I own this place.” He got up from the barstool. “Come on, I want to show you around.”

		I couldn’t think of a reason not to. At least I couldn’t think fast enough. In reality there were any number of reasons to get away from the man. I slid off the stool and followed him. We walked right passed Tim who watched us, still grinning like a fool. I gave him the finger and he grinned even more. Silly ass!

		“This is the dressing room,” Charles said, not bothering to knock. There were three or four women in various stages of undress. “We got a lot of costumes you could wear if you decide you want to give it a try. Hello ladies,” he said to the women. “This is Suzanne. She’s trying to make up her mind if she wants to dance or not.”

		None of the women looked over eighteen, except for one. She looked to be in her late twenties. She was the only one of them who had much of a figure.

		“How old are those children?” II asked Charles.

		“Got to be eighteen to dance nude,” he said giving me a big grin. “So they’re all eighteen or over.”

		“Back here,” Charles said, taking my hand and leading me. “is my office and play room.” The room consisted of a desk, a couple of worn chairs, an even more worn couch, and a bed.

		Before I knew what was happening, I was in his embrace and he was kissing me while feeling my breasts. I’m sure I struggled, but it did no good. He continued to hold me and fondle me. If I did struggle, I soon gave up, and enjoyed what he was doing to me. I spread my legs so that he could also fondle my pussy after he pushed my shorts down. It wasn’t something I thought about. I just did it. He had a couple of fingers inside of my abbreviated panties and was creating magic with me. I don’t know how long he did it, or what would have happened if someone had not called out there was a fight in the club. He abruptly left me and hurried out of the office. I was nearly running when I went by Tim, yelling at him to come on.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		We talked about what had happened on the way home, and for several days after that. Tim would almost immediately get aroused when we talked about it. I spent many hours fantasizing about what Charles O’Dell had done to me, also. I find it difficult to describe Charles O’Dell. As I said he’s big. Six feet two or three, I guess. Probably near three hundred pounds. His head is completely shaved and his face, while not handsome by any stretch, is rather attractive, except for the long jagged scar down one cheek. He has large hand and very large fingers. I certainly did remember the large fingers and what they did to me.

		“Are we going to visit Timmy next weekend?” Tim asked me after we got home.

		“Yes, but just Saturday morning. He has some function to attend the rest of the weekend,” I answered. We were getting ready for bed.

		“Think we need to check out O’Dell’s place on the way back?”

		“I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

		“Why not?”

		“I don’t think he’s the type of man to take no for an answer. We lucked out last time, but we can’t count on luck every time.”

		“Okay,” Tim said. He was lying on the bed stroking his dick and smiling at me. “Don’t say no, and you won’t have a problem.”

		“Yeah right,” I said joining him on the bed. I took his dick away from him and replaced his hand with my mouth. I’ve learned to watch for the small indications that he’s about to come. When Tim is thinking about me, the prostitute, or me with another man he has a hair trigger. When I felt him tense up I took my mouth off of him. “It’s just a fantasy isn’t it, Tim?”

		“Huh? What did you say?” His voice was strained.

		“Me with another man. It’s just something you fantasize about. You wouldn’t really want it to happen would you?” He didn’t answer for a few moments. When he did it surprised me.

		“Sue,” he said seriously. “What I want most in the world, is to hold your legs open and have a big dude shove his cock in you and fuck the hell out of you. I want to see your pussy crammed full of hard cock. I want to hear you scream out for him to fuck you. A big black cock by preference.”

		Well, that certainly shut me up. I was floored. Tim had never mentioned that fantasy, if it was indeed fantasy, to me before. We fooled around a while longer and Tim mounted me, gave a few hard thrusts and came. He realized that I hadn’t got much satisfaction so he fingered me to a climax. It wasn’t earth shaking, but it was better than being left high and dry. That was on Wednesday night.

		Tim did much better on Thursday night. He was able to bring me to two nice climaxes. By Friday night Tim was back on his latest favorite topic.

		“I guess you better pack a change for tomorrow,” he said casually. “Maybe that hot pink skirt and little white top.”

		“Tim, I’m not sure about us stopping at that strip joint. I don’t think it’s a very good idea.” I did have some serious mixed feeling about it. My better judgment told me to stay away, but there was a part of me wanting to explore it some more.

		“I have a plan. This time we’ll go in together. Maybe if he sees you with your husband, it will cool things down some.” I didn’t say anything, but I was pretty sure nothing could cool Charles O’Dell down once he got started. He just didn’t strike me as a cool-down kind of man.

		“Another thing,” Tim said. “Why don’t you enter the dance contest. You’re ten times better looking than what I saw the last time we were there. Wouldn’t you like to have five hundred bucks to spend on anything your heart desires?” That was pretty funny. Tim makes a lot of money at his own business. I have anything my heart desires anyway. However, I did like the idea of winning, because, as I’ve said, I’ve always been competitive.

		Even though we didn’t plan on being away over night, I always pack a small case with a couple of changes and my toilet items. I’ve found it always pays to plan on the unexpected. I held the small top and the skirt in my hand several moments before I put it in the case. I’m honest enough with myself to admit that I had a good time at O’Dell’s when we were there. There was an exciting sense of adventure, or maybe it was flirting with unknown danger. Perhaps it was the big black man and all the taboo’s associated with that. I was sure we’d end up there because once Tim got an idea in his head he was difficult to dissuade.

		

		***

		

		I had not paid that much attention to the people in O’Dell’s place the previous time, but from what I remembered, it looked like the same people. The same or similar lifeless girl trying to dance, and the same bored looking bartender. The disk jockey looked stoned. We arrived much later then before, so there were more patrons. Some looked like they just came out of the hay field, and some were in business suits. There were a scattering of women customers in the place. From the fragmented conversations I could hear, some of them were there for the dance contest. Covertly I checked them out.

		Unless one or more of them were hotshot dancers, I didn’t have much to worry about. It was at that moment I realized I had already decided to enter the contest. Now I looked closer at the male patrons. These were the men I would be taking my clothes off for. These were the voters who would decide if I won or if I lost.

		“I thought you were gone out of my life forever,” a voice said. I looked up to see Charles O’Dell standing by our table. After stammering a time or two, I managed to introduce Tim to Charles. From the amused look on the big black man’s face, I had overstressed the word husband. Charles and Tim shook hands and looked each other over. For a moment I thought they would have a pissing contest right there. “You going to dance for me tonight?” O’Dell asked me.

		“I might,” I answered, aware that Tim’s head snapped around to look at me. “What exactly do I win?”

		“If you win,” Charles said with a crooked smile. “First prize is five hundred dollars cash and a job here anytime you want it. Second prize is two hundred-fifty and a job. Third prize is a hundred and…”

		“A job,” I finished for him. We all laughed. “What are the rules?” I asked.

		“Not many. You can’t take all your clothes off. You have to leave something on. That’s the law. You do two dances. First dance is a teaser. Second dance you strip down and let the boys have a look. Then we bring all the contestants back and the audience votes by applause.”

		“No applause meter?” Tim inquired.

		“Nope, I make the call, and nobody has objected so far. Don’t figure they will. You come on back and pick your dance costume.” Charles said to me. “They’ll get picked over pretty quick.”

		“So what’s the story?” Charles said to me when we reached the dressing room.

		“I don’t understand. What story?”

		“Your hubby,” Charles said. “He’s going to let you dance nearly naked?”

		“It is his idea,” I answered.

		“I see,” Charles said slowly. “Pick that red one. It’ll look good on you.” The red outfit consisted of two bras and two panties, one smaller than the other. The object, Charles explained, was to slowly take off the top bra and then the top panties during the first dance. I would take the second bra off during the second dance.

		“Don’t get in too big of a hurry during the second dance.” Charles told me. “Take your time showing them your tits. It’s too bad that Wanda is here tonight. She’s a crowd favorite, and she brings her own dance costume. She’ll show as much of her ass and pussy as the law allows. They like that. Hell, second place ain’t too shabby, Suzanne. You’ll blow all the other girls away.”

		While I was changing, I got a good look at Wanda. A tall, nearly a six footer, with flaming red hair. She was a freakin’ Amazon! One other girl looked like she may be some completion until I saw her boobs. Fake as a three dollar bill. They didn’t even move when she did a couple practice moves. By luck of the draw, I was the last dancer. By the time it came my turn, I was a nervous wreck. My stomach was doing flip flops and my mouth was as dry as chips.

		Charles asked me what I wanted for music and I told him I didn’t care as long as it wasn’t rap or too fast. He said he would pick out something for me. I had several drinks as I waited for my turn, but they weren’t having a settling effect on me. Charles saw that I was nervous and he said to me, “Just go with the flow. You’ll do fine.”

		I managed to get through the first dance without falling or making a fool out of myself. I was very aware that the applause I got wasn’t anywhere as large as some of the others and especially the tall bitch. I watched the last dance from the wings, while gulping down a whiskey and coke.

		Wanda was up, and I’ll have to admit she was good. She had a lot of sensuous movement and the crotch of her costume was only held together by a few wispy threads. The bitch was going to win because she was showing her shaved pussy. I hurried back to the dressing room, grabbed a pair of scissors, and did some emergency alternations. I do not like to lose.

		The music Charles selected was a deep throbbing bass drum with some other drums of some sort. Over the speakers I could feel the vibrations of the music as I began my final dance. I closed my eyes and just let the music guide me. At what I judged to be the half way point, I took the bra off in a slow teasing fashion. When it was completely off and my boobs were swaying and bouncing with the pounding drums I did a squat, my legs spread wide. As I expected, the material in the crotch split and my pussy was completely exposed to the leering, lustful gaze of the audience. The applause was thunderous. ‘Take that, Wanda’, I thought unable to hide my smile.

		After my dance, we were all brought back and the judging began. I won! I was presented with a giant sized check for five hundred dollars and a certificate that stated that I was a dancer extraordinary. I spotted Tim, standing, waving, and shouting with the others, when Charles held his hand over my head.

		“Take a stroll through the crowd,” Charles said. “You’ll pick up a few bucks in tips.”

		“Bare-breasted? In this?” I asked. I was still wearing the abbreviated panties with no crotch.

		“Sure. Let the boys see you up-close and personal.” Up-close and personal indeed. I was touched and groped by every male hand in the place. A couple of women felt obligated to touch my breasts, also. One forward fellow managed to get a finger in my pussy. By the time I made the circuit I was sizzling hot. Tim and Charles were waiting by the office. I had a fist full of singles and a few five dollar bills.

		“Wow!” I said, reaching them. “That was something.” Tim was literally beaming.

		“Come on in the office,” Charles said with a grin. “I’ll get you a real check.”

		“Shouldn’t I change first?”

		“Naw, me and ol’ Tim like to look. Don’t we, Tim?”

		“We sure do!” Tim said enthusiastically. “Honey, you were really hot up there on that stage. I’d bet a thousand bucks you wouldn’t have done it.”

		I noticed that when Charles O’Dell closed the door, he locked it. He turned to me and reached out and pulled me to him.

		“You are one hot Momma, honey,” he said, feeling my breast. “How hot are you?”

		“Very,” I managed to say. “We need to hurry home, Tim.” I looked around at him.

		“No, you don’t,” Charles said running a large finger up my exposed moist slit. “I have exactly what you are looking for.” He pulled my hand to his crotch. “Tim and I are going to fuck you right here and right now. You don’t need to wait no longer for a fucking.” He pulled me up close to him. I couldn’t believe what I felt in his pants could be real. How wrong I was! When he released his manhood, I nearly fainted. It was monstrous! I didn’t want to touch it, yet I did, and I couldn’t let it go as Charles pushed me toward the bed. I looked at Tim, who was smiling at me.

		“Go for it,” Tim said softly. “Go with the flow, Sue.” Those were the exact words that Charles used before I started dancing. Since I had snipped the crotch out of the panties there was not a lot standing between me and Charles. Charles handed me over to Tim who pulled the panties up around my waist. Charles was busy removing his clothes. His dick looked even larger not sticking out of his fly. Tim gently pushed me back until I had to lay down on the bed. He climbed up on the bed and held my legs open as Charles advanced. It was going to happen! I was going to have sex with a black man while my husband watched and helped him. My mind was a kaleidoscope of wild thoughts. None made any sense. It was a surreal situation. Almost as if it wasn’t happening to me. Like I was standing beside the bed watching some other woman as a black man with a huge dick approached her.

		Tim lifted my legs, raising my butt off the bed. Charles O’Dell was perfectly lined up and he pushed the head of his penis in and lunged forward shoving all his massive dick in me. I screamed. It wasn’t because of pain, though there was a little bit. It was mostly shock. He completely filled me. It was a good thing that the groping and fondling I received had gotten me so well lubricated.

		Charles let his dick rest in me for a few moments before he started humping me. With my mouth and eyes wide open, I looked up to see Tim looking down as the big black man thrust in and out of me. I had an almost immediate orgasm which was followed by another and another. Charles kept up his action for nearly twenty minutes before he shot a load of semen in me. When Charles withdrew from me, Tim took his turn. Tim didn’t last very long, but it was long enough for Charles to recover and start again.

		Charles rolled me over onto my knees and took me from behind. He lasted longer the second time, giving me a mind shattering series of climaxes. While Charles was screwing me doggy fashion, Tim got in front of me and presented his dick. I sucked him until he came in my mouth, and I swallowed his come which was unusual for me. Usually I just spit it out, but there wasn’t a place for that.

		Charles and Tim made love to me…no, that’s not right. They fucked me for nearly three hours without a break. Charles did most of the fucking, but Tim held up pretty well. It was after two o’clock in the morning when Tim and I left the strip club. I was five hundred dollars richer and totally sexually satisfied. More so than I ever had been. It was on the way home that Tim told me that I had been set up.

		“Sort of,” he added. “I called O’Dell a couple of days ago. We had a nice talk and I told him if you danced, we would put a full court press on you. He was totally in agreement with the deal, but that’s not surprising. You aren’t pissed are you?”

		“Ahhh, Tim,” I said leaning my head back and closing my eyes. “I’m not sure. I’ll have to get back to you on that.” It’s hard to be angry when your pussy…your whole body is tingling.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		If I had been mad at Tim, I got over it pretty quickly. Charles came to our house the following afternoon and he and Tim did me again. That time was as good if not better than the first time. It was a couple of weeks later, on a Tuesday, that Charles just showed up at my front door.

		“Got to thinkin’ ‘bout you, Sue,” he said. “Got a hard on that won’t go away. What do you think?” I thought that we should do something about it, but I wasn’t comfortable with just Charles there by himself so I called Tim at work.

		“Hell, woman,” Tim said with a laugh. “Give the man some pussy.” So I did give the man some pussy. He took some ass while he was at it.

		That part was sort of strange. I’m not a real big fan of anal sex. I mean I’ve done it with Tim before, but it takes me being in the exact right mood. With Charles he didn’t bother to ask if he could fuck my ass, he just did and I complained not. He took it easy and made sure I was lubed well before he worked his massive black cock in my butt. It took some time before it stopped feeling like I had a fence post in my ass. I was a little surprised when I experienced a nice orgasm from it.

		A pattern seemed to have developed. Every couple of days or so Charles would just show up. I got so I yearned for his big cock and looked forward to his arrival. It go so bad that I always waited until later in the day to go shopping or run errands. I was afraid I would miss him.

		Things got a bit out of kilter during the summer months when Timmy was home from school. That was when I started going to see Charles at his place. Charles owned a house about half way to Grayville, which meant a twenty minute drive depending on traffic. It was worth the time and effort, because I had gotten so used to his wonderful cock.

		One day in mid July I went to him and found he wasn’t alone. There was another black man with him. I tried to hide my disappointment, but I guess I wasn’t very successful. Charles took me in his big arms and held me close while his friend, Hal, watched.

		“You ain’t got no cause to worry,” Charles said to me. “Hal don’t mind waitin’, do you Hal?”

		“Hell no,” Hal answered. “I got plenty of time.”

		I started for his bedroom, but Charles pulled me back. “Let’s give ol’ Hal a little show, Sue.” He took my shirt off and quickly had the bra off. I tried to cover up my breasts, but Charles made me take my arms down and 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.

		Charles was working his magic on me. I was just about to reach a peak when Charles rolled off of me and was quickly replaced by Hal. Hal wasn’t as large as Charles, 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 Charles.

		Hal fucked me for about ten minutes, causing a couple more orgasms, when Charles 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. But I resolved to stop seeing Charles. He was a habit I felt the need to break.

		I had confesses to Tim that I thought a lot about the big black man. Tim just laughed and again told me to go with the flow.

		The problem was, I didn’t stop. I didn’t think I could stop. When Charles called I went. Most of the time there was someone with Charles. Either Hal or some other friend, Another pattern had been established. I became an on-call whore for Charles and his cronies.

		I kept no secrets from Tim. I told him everything I was doing. How I was fucked by one or two black men every time I went to Charles. That always revved Tim up and he always wanted some pussy, too. It was funny in a way. I left to go to meet Charles and whoever would be there, on a high, but I most always returned home feeling low. It was like there were two Suzanne’s; one a hot slut who would do anything for hard black cock and the other Suzanne who was a decent wife and mother.

		It was late August when I reached a all time low. I went to Charles and he turned me out for a gang bang. Charles, Hal, and four more black man 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.

		They hurt me pretty bad. Two of them actually penetrated my pussy at the same time which torn my flesh. When I managed to leave I swore to all of them they had seen the last of me. It was a promise I kept for over two months.

		When Charles called, I didn’t answer the phone and if it had not been for Tim I would have never spoken to Charles again. I was both pissed and more than a little scared of him. I had some terrible nightmares over the incident.

		“Come on, Sue,” Tim said. “He realizes that things got out of hand. He swore to me that he would never subject you to that sort of thing again.” Of course I knew what Tim’s main concern was. Ever since the gang bang I had sort of been turned off sex of any kind. Tim caught the brunt of that, having gotten use to a hot wife. I admitted to myself that the gangbang wasn’t all pain. There was some pleasure, also. The problem was there was more pain than pleasure. They just didn’t know when to let up on me.

		“Why don’t you tell me about what happened that night at Charles’ house?” Tim said. “You never have told me the details.”

		I settled back and told Tim what happened that fateful day.

		

		***

		

		There wasn’t anybody there but Charles and Hal. Hal being there wasn’t unusual.

		“So you want some black cock, huh, you piece of fuckin white trash?” Charles said advancing toward me. I was shocked and a little scared. He had never spoken to me that way. It was like I had discovered his evil twin. “You want your little married white cunt stuffed with some real cock? You waitin’ for me to rip that fuckin’ blouse off, or are you goina take it off.?”

		I started to remove my blouse. “Hurry it up you pretty piece of white fuckin’ 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. I hurried and took the blouse off. When I got the blouse off I looked around for a place to put it. Charles grabbed it out of my hand and tossed it over his shoulder without a glance as to where it landed. Even as scared as I was I felt the moisture start to form between my legs. My nipples were like pebbles. They were poking out like two pencil easers.

		“Now ain’t that fine?” Charles said his face expressionless, as he gazed at my breasts. “Yes sir they are mighty fine tits.” He reached out one of his large hands and cupped my left breast, gently caressing it. I could hear myself softly mewing. Charles knew how much I like my breasts to be played with. Suddenly, without warning, his other hand slapped my right breast from below. It hurt like hell and I would have fallen if Charles didn’t have such a firm grasp on my other nipple. “Did I tell you to stop undressing?” he demanded. “Get rid of them fuckin’ pants.”

		I hastened to obey. I had to sit down on the couch to get the tight jeans off. I also had to take off my heels.

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

		When Charles released me I had trouble just getting a good breath. Charles grabbed a handful of my hair and dragged me to the sliding glass door. With his free hand he pulled the draped open and shoved me against the glass. There were several men, maybe six or seven, in the yard outside. They were grinning and yelling something that I couldn’t hear.

		Charles opened the door about six inches. “See what I’m goin’ be fuckin’? I got me a real ripe piece of fuck meat here. I’m goina be shovin’ my cock in her married white cunt in just a few minutes. After that I’m goina be takin’ her ass. I’m goina make the fuckin’ cunt suck my cock until I cream in her fuckin’ mouth. Look at this bitch! Look at this piece of white fuck meat! This cunt is goina take Nigga dick all fuckin’ 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 I looked like from outside. My breasts were smashed against the glass, as was my face. Charles roughly pushed my legs apart and pushed on my ass until my tummy was against the glass for all the watching eyes to see. Charles had a finger in my pussy and he was wiggling it around inside me. Suddenly he whirled me around and when I was facing him, he slapped first one then the other of my breasts, causing them to bounce wildly. He was hurting me and it was turning me on. I still thought we were playing.

		“Get on you whore knees, you stinkin’ piece of white fuck meat,” Charles said. We were still in front of the glass door. “You want Nigga cock, get you a mouthful of some.” He let his pants fall around his ankles exposing his rigid black cock. “Suck me, whore. Wrap your pretty white girl’s lips around a real man’s cock.”

		I leaned forward, and took his cock in my mouth. I could hear the men outside cheering as I begun to give him a blowjob. I sucked his dick for about five minutes then Charles took both hands full of my hair and begun to face fuck me. He did it hard and vicious for a few minutes. Tears were streaming down out of my closed eyes. Charles stopped his brutal attack on my mouth just as suddenly as he had begun. Still using my hair to control my head he pushed me away from his hard jutting cock.

		“Get up on your feet you miserable excuse for a cunt,” he said. I was still gasping for breath as he helped me up, using my hair again. Charles was like some mean cruel stranger. “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 I didn’t move fast enough to suit him he picked me up, using my elbows, and slammed me down on the edge of the old table. He gathered my legs up and spread them as far as they would go, causing me to lay back on the table.

		“Now you goina get some black cock in your whores white married cunt, you cock suckin’ whore,” he said moving up between my legs. He stooped just a little so that his glistening black cock was lined up with my 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 cunt.”

		The men scrambled in and surrounded the table. Charles was poised ready, his weapon at the folds of my pussy.

		“You ready cunt?” he said. I nodded my nodded ever so slightly. Charles put an inch of his big cock into my wet pussy. He paused and looked down at me then shoved another inch into me. “What do you think, bitch?” He shoved another inch into my pussy. “You like that black cock, whore?” Charles began to rock back and forth with the three or so inches he had in me. I couldn’t help myself. I started hunching 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, Charles,” another man said. “You gonna let us have some of that pussy?”

		“Sure thing, man,” Charles said. “But it’s gonna cost you. You boys use that bowl over there. You gotta put a dime in the bowl for each time you fuck the bitch and a nickel for a blow job. Whore done come for black cock. I’m gonna make fuckin’ sure she gets plenty.” He eased forward, driving another couple of inches of his pole in me. “James, you and Hal 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, Hal and James, I assumed, grabbed my nipples. They both tugged at them. My eyes had been closed, but they flew open, as did my mouth, when Charles lunged forward cramming all his cock in me. I’m sure my screams could be heard a block away.

		Charles was busy methodically stroking in and out of me and paid no attention to the advice and suggestions coming from the men. He was listening to some internal cadence. The two men had released my nipples and each had a handful of my breasts, and they were mauling them.

		“Hey, James,” Charles said raising his voice about the racket I 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 you’ll never get. I’m way up in this whore’s cunt.” Charles fucked me for nearly ten minutes, and suddenly he pulled his still hard cock out of me.

		“Hal, you ready?” he said. “Whatever you want is okay just leave her asshole for me.”

		The big man, Hal, dropped his pants and stepped between my legs, which the two guys that were mauling my breasts held up and open for him. Hal was a bit smaller in the cock department than Charles, but he was still big. Without any preliminary talk he plunged right in me to his balls and went right to quick stroking me. I’ll admit even with the meanness, I was excited. I was cuming a lot.

		Hal had no more than withdrew his cum soaked cock from me, 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 me at least twice and a couple had me for a third time.

		By that time I was in a constant state of climax. Toward what I thought was the end I could only thrash my head back and forth. At no time was my pussy empty for more than a few seconds as they changed places. At no time was my breasts left unmolested by at least one man. Occasionally one of the men would stick his soft unwashed cum-crusted cock to my lips for me to get him hard again. I gave up protesting because it was apparent that it would do no good.

		That was when Charles put a dog collar on me. It was beginning to get dark outside and Charles finally gave me a break. He ordered me to go shower and clean the ‘nigga cum” from my body. He told me to take my time, but to hurry. The guys laughed at his quip. “Use one of them enemas to clean your ass out, too,” he yelled.

		“Should I put my clothes on?” I asked with timidity, sticking my head out of the bathroom door. I hated being timid because I’m not normally a timid person.

		“Naw, you don’t need no fuckin’ clothes. Just your shoes. Get your white ass out here and get us some beer,” Charles told me. Nude, I went to the refrigerator, and got all of them a can of beer. “What the fuck is the matter with you, bitch? You seem to be moving slow. This ballgame sucks so you can entertain us. You boys want to see ol’ Sue do a nude dance on the coffee table? I can testify she’s a fucking good dancer. Done some money off me shaking her tits and ass.” The boys agreed that it would be better than the game. Hal put some music on. It was more of that rap jungle music shit, but slower. Charles lifted me up onto the low coffee table. “Get to dancing, fuck meat, and make it down and dirty,” Charles said laughing.

		I started a tentative dance that was mostly just swaying to the music. Apparently it wasn’t what Charles wanted from me. He got a red plastic ball bat, a kids wiffle ball kind. He stood behind me, and when I didn’t move to suit him, he’d hit me with the bat. It didn’t hurt much because he mostly he used it as a prod, but several times he brought it up between my legs and whacked my tender pussy. Thus motivated, I got down and dirty. I stroked and fondled myself as I danced, squatting, and showing myself to the audience.

		Using both hands, I open the lips of my pussy and show them. The men yelled encouragement and instructions to me. After about ten minutes of that, I gave up all pretences of dancing. I sat down on the table, and fingered myself to an impressive orgasm to the delight of the watching men. I finger-fucked myself on my knees and again laying on my back. I did it and I enjoyed turning them on. I also hated myself for doing it.

		“Get your ass over here and sit on my lap,” Charles ordered me. Charles and the others had not bothered putting on their clothing. “Derrick will be over in a while,” Charles said. “He had some work to do today.” I asked who Derrick was. “Derrick and Hal are my main men. These other boys are just here for your pussy. Didn’t I tell you ‘bout Derrick? He’s gonna 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 Charles was talking he nonchalantly toyed with my nipples with the hand that didn’t hold a beer can. He handed me the can and told me to drink some.

		“I’m not much of a beer drinker,” I said looking at the unfamiliar label. Charles responded by pinching one of my nipples, causing me to jerk upright. I drank from the can. With both hand free, Charles pulled my legs apart and played with my pussy. It wasn’t long before I started to be responsive to his fondling.

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

		“Turn around, and sit on this,” Hal said with a sneer, waving his cock. “That will give you somethin’ to do while I watch the game. Over the next hour I was passed from man to man. Some fucked me, and some just played with me. I got off several times during the exchange. After the game went off they put in a porno tape.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		It was just after eight-thirty when the door slammed open and a giant black man followed by a black midget came in. I’m not talking about just a small man. I’m talking about an honest-to-God midget, who was not even three feet tall.

		“Hey Derrick,” Charles said. “I see you brought Bobby.”

		“Yeah,” the giant said. “Bobby wanted a piece of some white tail. He be my opening act. Didn’t think you’d care.”

		“No sweat. Plenty of pussy to go around,” Charles said going over to the little man who barely came up to his knees. The midget did a high five with Charles who did a low five. Even at that the little man had to jump. “How it hangin’ Bobby?”

		“Hangin’ low, Charles,” the little man said in a high pitched voice. He looked at me. I was still naked. “Nice,” Bobby said rubbing his tiny hands. “Damned nice.”

		“Yeah, she pretty good,” Charles said. “Needs a lot of trainin’ but she’ll do. Glad you came, Bobby. Game sucks anyway. You want to fuck her, and put on a show for us?”

		The midget went over and climbed up on the sturdy coffee table. “Get your ass over here,” Bobby said to me. On uncertain legs I approached the table. Standing on the table, the top of Bobby’s head was about chin level with me, which put his lips right at my breasts. He used the dog collar to pull me to him and to hold me while he suckled. Bobby loudly suckled on my boobs. Even as tender as my boobs were, I began to respond to his sucking. While the midget suckled he removed his clothing with my assistance.

		The absence of growth hormones had apparently not disturbed his penis growth. The little man was well hung for a man of any size. The little shit was packing at least six and a half inches of thick meat.

		Wearing only his sandals the little fellow pushed me to my knees which brought my head level with his cock. Bobby didn’t have to tell me what my job was. I took his stiffening cock in my mouth and sucked.

		“She’s a fuckin’ good cocksucker,” Bobby announced to the group, his voice even higher than it had been. “Let’s see if she’s any good as a fucker.” He jumped off the table and sat me down on it. He pushed me down flat on my back, and that put me at just the right height for the little man.

		I wondered if the height of the coffee table was coincidence. I suspected that it wasn’t, and that they had used Bobby, and the table before. Bobby rubbed his stiff black cock up and down my slit a few time and plunged it in me. The midget fucked me like a man processed. I started to come quickly and soon I knew I was moaning and thrashing around under the little man. Hal captured the erotic event on video. I had noticed the camera on a tripod, but decided to keep quiet about it even though we had agreed that there would never be any pictures made.

		I knew Bobby had come in me at least once. That was one thing I had noticed about black men. They don’t stop when they shoot off. They just keep going at it. Suddenly Bobby withdrew his dick from my gasping pussy and did something I never thought I’d experience. Bobby drew back and slammed his fist into my pussy sinking it nearly to his wrist. I sat bolt upright, and Bobby pulled his tiny fist out of me, shoved me back down and punched my pussy again. This time his fist went in me well passed his wrist. Apparently satisfied that he was in far enough he began to pump his arm in and out of me. It wasn’t long until Bobby was working in me elbow deep. I was climaxing fast now. I heard myself yelling “Oh shit” over and over as the little man fisted me to orgasm after orgasm.

		Out of the corner of my eye I saw the giant, Derrick, come into view. He was naked and a huge black cock swung out from his belly. I realized then what he meant when he said Bobby was his opening act. The little creature was opening me up for Derrick! The TV was muted as were the watching men. The only sounds in the apartment were my moans.

		“That ought to do it, Bobby,” Derrick said. The little man jerked his arm out of me with a sucking sound, and moved out of the way. Derrick picked me up as if I weighed no more than a child, and put me on my knees in an upholstered chair. My head was hanging over the back of the chair. Derrick lifted my hips up and eased his cock into me. Using my hips as handles, he fucked me long and hard. My eyes were wide open, but I didn’t see a thing. Derrick had all but a few inches embedded in my pussy. I was in a constant state of orgasm.

		“Still nice and tight,” Derrick grunted as he hammered into me. “Guess that ain’t gonna last long, huh?”

		“Guess not,” Charles agreed with a laugh. “We keep hitting her insides and pretty soon we’ll have her guts rearranged.” Charles watched his friend fuck me for a few more minutes. “If you want to hold off on comin’ in her, I guess it’s time I fucked her ass.”

		“Good idea,” Derrick said. “You sure you don’t want Bobby to open her up for you?”

		“Nope, I’m going to be my own openin’ act for that. I got a quilt on the floor for her first black ass fuckin’”. When Derrick took his cock out of me, the two men lifted, and carried me to where a folded quilt was on the floor. Charles shoved my head down on the quilt and lifted my butt up high. Hal handed him an open jar of petroleum jelly. Charles took a large glob of the jelly out on his finger. “You use that disposable enema like I said?” I nodded my head as much as she could. “Good, ‘cause if I get shit on my cock you gonna have to lick it off.” He crammed a lot of the jelly in my rectum and used his big finger to push it on in me. He took some more of the lubricant and did the same thing again, except he used two fingers to push it on in me. I grunted and groaned when he rammed his fingers in my rectum. When he was satisfied that he had enough of the slick stuff in my butt, Charles applied a liberal amount to his cock. Charles got on his knees and lined the cock-head up with my asshole.

		“Oh, God!” I yelled. “No stop…Please, you’re hurting me, Charles. Please…No, stop it…ahhh…Oh shit! You’re ripping me open, dammit, stop!”

		“Relax your ass,” Charles said ignoring my cries. “Push back like you’re taking a shit.”

		“Please honey, please stop. Go slower please. I’ll do anything else you say, but…Oh God! Oh shit! Ahhh, fuck!” I tried to raise up, but Charles held me down with a firm hand on the back of my neck. I knew I wasn’t going anywhere until Charles had completed his mission. It hurt like hell when he pushed his cock past my sphincter ring.

		I tried to scoot away, but Charles just gripped me harder.

		“Relax, I said,” Charles commanded, slapping me hard on one cheek of my ass. “I done told you, cunt, that you’d have some pain. You wouldn’t be havin’ no problem if you had got an ass dildo, and used it like I said to do.”

		Charles had been after me to let him fuck my ass for a long time. I wouldn’t even talk about it. I don’t like anal sex. He suggested I use a dildo in my butt. I wouldn’t do that either.

		He shoved some more of his cock into my defenseless ass. I thought I was going to pass out from the pain. I wanted to die. “You might as well relax and enjoy having some black cock in your white married ass. Everybody is gonna want some of it.” He laughed as I tried to pull away from the anal intruder, he held my hips, pulling me back against him. Poor impaled Sue wasn’t going anywhere. Charles held me there for over two minutes, neither of us moving. “There you go, girl. I can feel your muscles relaxing. Just go with it Sue. You may even like it. Not that makes any difference to us.”

		Charles kept still, his big dick firmly planted in my ass, until I quieted down and stopped quivering so much. The sharp pain had subsided. He started rocking back and forth, slowly at first and then he picked up the tempo. I stayed as still as possible for a while and then I began to rock with him. He pulled back and withdrew about half his cock from my tight ass and slowly pushed it back in. He did that several times and each time he made a longer stroke. Soon he was fucking my ass with all his cock. He would reach around every so often and finger my pussy, and that sent waves of pleasure through me. I know the sounds coming from me were a mixture of fearful whimpers, mixed with moans of pleasure.

		Suddenly I realized I was beginning to enjoy my first black ass fucking. One of the black guys, Malcolm I think, came over and was playing with my tits as Charles fucked my ass. He was pulling on them while they swayed and bounced with Charles's hard thrusts.

		Charles seemed fascinated with my ass. He would pound me hard for a few moments then take his dick completely out, and watch as my gapping hole slowly closed back to a closed position. Charles then would coat his dick with lube, put some in my butt and cram his dick back in me. He did that five or six times before he came in my bowels.

		“Your turn Derrick,” Charles said. “It ain’t slammin’ shut no more. She can take your cock alright. Still need to put lots of lube on your dick though.”

		Derrick came to when I lay, my butt still sticking up in the air and come dribbling out of my butt. He grabbed a pillow from the sofa as he went by.

		“Roll over on your back, cunt,” Derrick ordered me. “I want to be lookin’ in your eyes when I fuck your ass.” I tried to roll over, but only make it to my side. Derrick grabbed my legs and rolled me on over, and shoved the pillow under my butt. I had no protests left in me. I watched submissively as Derrick smeared the petroleum jelly on his cock. I spread my legs for him when he told me to do so. I was resigned to my fate, and didn’t make any sound when Derrick put some jelly into my ass using first one finger then two fingers. I thought after Charles had butt fucked me, I would be bloody. I thought my rectum would be a mess, but it wasn’t. In fact there didn’t seem to be any obvious damage to my butt. I mean it felt like I had a telephone pole up my ass, but there was no blood.

		“Look, you fuckin’ white whore,” Derrick said. “I’m going to fuck your ass until you come. Five minutes, ten, or a fuckin hour. It don’t matter to me, so you better get with the program. You can finger fuck your cunt if you think it will help, but you’ll fuckin’ come, or we’ll be here all fuckin’ night. You understand me?” I nodded my head. “Fine,” Derrick said. “Now you guide my cock in your fuckin’ ass.”

		I raised up and reached for his cock. I put the head of Derrick’s cock to my hole, and with my other hand I fingered my clitoris. I did come from Derrick’s ass-busting fuck. I came and came and came. When Derrick finished with me, another man took my ass. They continued until all of them had fucked my ass at least two times. Charles was the last man to go for his second trip up my ass. Bobby, the midget, was the only one that didn’t take me anally. I overheard him tell one of the guys that he wasn’t about to fuck an asshole when there was a pussy just half an inch away.

		Charles sent me to shower and clean up again about midnight. I could hardly pick up my feet to walk to the bathroom. I thought they were through with me I couldn’t have been more wrong. They were just getting started. Before the night was through, I was double fucked and triple fucked several times. I tried to resist some of their actions but I was so exhausted I didn’t have much energy to resist. I don’t think it would have done a bit of good if I had resisted. This group of men seemed to take delight in ignoring my pleas, anyway. From a woman, the word no had no meaning for them.

		Twice, the group of black men fucked me until I passed out. They seemed to enjoy making me squeal by tit slapping me. Once they tied string onto my nipples and jerked on the string from some distance away, making me dance and run after them. The midget made me lick and stick my tongue up his ass. They even used that plastic ball bat on my pussy and in my ass. They took great pleasure in humbling and humiliating this little pampered housewife, and that was even more evident when they put a leash on the collar and walked me outside for the few people who were out at that time of the night to see my nakedness. I drank a lot of beer because that was the only thing they offered. They shoved cocaine up my pussy, and got me high, and fucked me until I came down. Then they did it all over again. I didn’t remember driving home.

		

		***

		

		“So now you know what happened,” I said to Tim. “Now you know why I want nothing more to do with him.”

		“Yeah, that was bad, Sue,” Tim said stroking my arm. “I’ve talked to him and he told me he was sorry. He promised to never treat you that way again. At least talk to him and hear what he’s got to say.”

		It was another two weeks before I finally relented and talked with Charles on the phone. He begged me to forgive him, promising that he would take care of his pretty “fuck-slut”. Honestly, by then I did miss his cock and the rough way he would fuck me. I even missed the threesomes with his friends. After a couple more weeks of holding out I relented. Charles came to the house one evening while Tim was there. I honestly don’t know what attracted me to him. I took one look at his scared face and began to get moist. The end result of that meeting was Charles fucked me on the couch in our den while Tim watched. It felt like old times and I was flying. Soon I was going back to him again whenever he called. Charles often had one or two other men there to fuck me, but he didn’t turn me out for a gang bang again. Like before, every time I left Charles, I swore it was the last time, but it never was. I always came running when he called.

		

	
		

		Part 2

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		I’m not sure exactly how long it was before I realized I was thinking a lot about the rough gang bang. Sometimes when I least expected it, the memory of my debasement came back in a flood. It concerned me to the point I went to a shrink. After three visits, I realized that my doctor was even more screwed up than I was, so I stopped going to her.

		I continued to think, and maybe fantasize, about that humiliating and degrading experience more and more as the days and weeks went by. I didn’t like all the pain. I was certain of that. I’m certain I’m not a masochist. Is there such a thing as painless masochism? I wonder only because there were parts of the gang bang I liked very much. The rough handling of my boobs for example. I came several times when the men pinched and pulled hard on my nipples. I liked it when one of them bit my clitoris kind of hard. I had a mind-blowing orgasm when he did. I mean it hurt, but not so much that it wasn’t pleasurable for me. I liked it even when they used string to tie my nipples together and fucked my boobs.

		I spent a lot of time wondering if they had been a little more careful, would I have hated them as much I had? If they had known when to back off, would I have ran from the house, barely dressed? If the two men who tried to cram both of their cocks in my pussy had been a little smaller or even more gentle, would I have acted like I had? I didn’t know the answers to my questions, but I pondered them a lot.

		

		***

		

		One day a couple of weeks into the New Year Charles called and ordered me to come.

		“Get your white ass down here, cunt,” he said. “I got a hard-on for you.”

		“Who’s going to be there?” I asked. I knew I would be going, so I don’t know what prompted the question.

		“Me and Denny,” Charles said.

		“Is that all?”

		“Yeah, just two hard cocks. Why? You want more?”

		“Maybe,” I said, asking myself what the hell I was doing.

		“I could get Hal,” Charles said.

		“Who else?” My heart was racing now. I was about to do something I swore I would never do again.

		“I can have five or six men here by the time you get here,” Charles said. “You sure you want a bang?”

		“No pain, Charles” I said. “I don’t want to get hurt. Can you control yourself and the situation this time?”

		“Yeah sure,” Charles said with an evil laugh. “Won’t be any problem getting a bunch of brothers to fuck you, but you better be damned sure you want this, Sue. I won’t be able to stop them from fucking you long, deep, and hard.”

		“I don’t want them to stop,” I said talking a deep breath. “I just don’t want to get hurt again.”

		“When you say hurt, what the fuck does that mean?”

		“I want it clearly understood that when I say stop, I mean stop. I’ll use a safe word.”

		“What word?”

		“If I say…Pancakes, you make them stop what they are doing.” I don’t know where I came up with that word.

		“Okay, that’s do-able, as long as you realize that once them boys get jazzed up, it’s gonna be rough. You’re goin’ to get fucked hard and often.”

		“I’ll be there in an hour,” I said, my heart still racing a mile a minute.

		I hung up and called Tim at the office. I told him I was going to see Charles and have a gang bang. I told him about the rules as I explained them to Charles.

		“Okay, if that’s what you want, Sue,” Tim said. “I hate that I can’t be there. Take the camcorder. It’s got a blank tape and a fresh battery. Have fun, Darling. I love you.”

		I rushed through my shower and made sure my pussy was free of hair. I broke every traffic law getting to where Charles lived. I saw that there were several cars parked on the street in front of his house. I was wet and excited as I jumped out of my car and nearly ran to the door.

		

		***

		

		In an honest attempt to detail the gang bang, I couldn’t rely on my own memory. I picked the brains of Charles, Denny, and to some degree, Hal.

		“Here’s our slut whore,” Charles announced as I walked in the door. “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 was 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.

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

		“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?” Charles gave the man a mean look and then reached out and pulled me to him.

		“You ready, Sue,” 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 the next four hours and some few minutes. After Charles slipped off my pants, I stood naked and trembling before them.

		“There she is, boys,” Charles 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, 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.

		The nice looking older guy, Able, turned out to be the most sadistic. It brought to mind that book by it’s cover bit. 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 “Pancake”, 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 Able 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 “pancakes”. Able was careful to stay just within the limits of what I would or could tolerate. After he smacked my clit several times, it rose up all puffy and sensitive. That was when Adam 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,” Charles 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, from my college days, 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 Charles, he had me turn around away from him, bend over, and touch my toes. While I did that, he squirted some lube up my ass and pulled me back until I was impaled with his cock in my ass. He pulled me back until I was leaning against his chest, my legs spread obscenely apart.

		Able 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 Charles held me down against him, pinning my arms also. Before I knew what was happening, Able 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 Charles 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. Charles came in my ass and Adam came in my pussy and I was given to two more 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 “Pancake” 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 “Pancake”. 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 “pancake” 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, “Pancake”.

		Charles started toward him just about the time he quit so I waved Charles 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 Able 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 Darla, 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 Darla standing over me, with a big smile on her face. Before I would move Charles and another guy grabbed my arms and held me down. Darla 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. Darla 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 cleaned nozzle to my pussy. It was an incredible sensation. I could feel her sucking sperm out of me. Darla used her fingers to make the sperm come out as she sucked. I relaxed and enjoyed what she was doing to me.

		“I better feel your tongue on my cunt, honey,” Darla 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. It wasn’t anywhere as repulsive as I though 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!” Darla 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 Charles say. Darla got off of me and lay back on the mattress while Charles mounted her. “Sue, 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,” Charles 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.

		Charles called for another position change. This time he lay back and let Darla 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 Charles empted his load in the black woman she rolled off and lay spread legged on the mattress.

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

		The man who had been fucking me pulled out and shoved me forward. Charles pushed my face down on her come soaked pussy. I hesitated, but only until Charles 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. I managed to drag myself home in time to meet Tim and hand him the camcorder. I didn’t know if anyone had even used it or not. I didn’t need it, I lived it. Boy did I ever!

		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 my husband about it and he attacks me, demanding that I fuck him.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		I love being gang fucked now, but I can only stand it once every couple of months. The raw intensity of a gang-bang is just too much to be a regular thing. Of course I am always ready for a threesome and Charles makes sure I get them often.

		One Friday morning in late fall Charles called and told me to pack for the weekend. He said he was taking me to a resort up north at some lake I never heard of. I tried to tell Charles I could just take off for the whole weekend, but he assured me that he had cleared it with Tim and for me to be ready in two hours.

		“What should I pack, Charles?” I asked. “Casual or dressy?”

		“Sluttish,” he answered with a laugh. “One nice dress for when we go out to eat. Most of the time you’ll be naked either on your back or on your knees. This is a fucking weekend.” That announcement cause my pussy to immediately get wet. It certainly sounded like a great trip.

		I called Tim to make sure he was okay with the trip. It certainly wasn’t impossible that Charles might lie about it.

		“Yeah, it’s fine, Sue,” Tim assured me. “This way I won’t feel so bad about going out of town to a ball game this weekend. Have fun and be safe.”

		“Do you know what Charles has planned?” I asked. I was well aware that Tim and Charles often hatched some of the plans together.

		“No, he was kind of mysterious about it,” Tim answered. “You know Charles. He’s always up to something.”

		I told Tim I knew Charles all right. I told him how much I loved him and after a few more minutes of chatting we hung up. I got busy packing for the mysterious trip.

		

		***

		

		It took us two hours of hard driving to reach our destination. Cold Springs Lake Resort, the sign out front proclaimed. The trip was mostly uneventful except that hardly before we were out of town, Charles demanded that I give him some head.

		I discovered that sucking cock in a vehicle with bucket seats and a console is hard to accomplish. It’s also uncomfortable, but the truckers we passed seemed to get a kick out of it.

		Before getting out of the car I tried to blot the cum from my shirt and get it out of my hair. Charles always cums in bucketfuls. I tried to swallow as much as I could, but some always gets on me.

		Cold Springs Resort was a collection of maybe two dozen cabins around the shore of the lake with a main building that consisted of a restaurant, bar, and offices. Our cabin was one of the larger ones. It was apparently designed for larger parties than two. Three large bedrooms, a kitchenette, and three baths. There was a great room complete with fireplace and a huge Jacuzzi in one corner.

		“Very nice, Charles,” I commented looking around. “I’m impressed, but I have to wonder why such a big cabin?”

		“It’s for you, sweet cheeks,” he answered nuzzling my neck. “I know how you love black cock, so this weekend you are going to get a lot of black cocks.” I felt my heart quicken at his words. We had moved out onto the deck overlooking the lake.

		“Okay,” I said in a shaky voice. “Where are all these cock coming from? I haven’t seen even one except yours.”

		“Every cabin here is reserved,” Charles said indicating the cabins on either side of ours. “Two to four black dudes in each one and sooner or later they all will be here for you to enjoy. Part of the state black caucus is meeting here this weekend. You, Sue, will be the major topic of discussion.”

		“How do you know this?” I asked. I didn’t doubt him, just curious.

		“Because I set it up,” he said with a big grin. “This has been in the works for months. There’s about a dozen horny black politicians chompin’ at the bit to get in your white pussy. Your lily-white body has already been bought and paid for.”

		“Paid for? I don’t understand. What does that mean?” I had a suspicion I did know what he meant.

		“I sold your services,” he answered bluntly. “This weekend you’re a whore for black men. A shit-pot full of black men.”

		“You sold me?” I didn’t know how to respond to his statement.

		“Yeah,” Charles said. “Tonight will be a meat and greet, so to speak,” he added with a grin. “One or two guys at a time. We’ll crank things up tomorrow.” He glanced at his watch. “Best get you ready. First ones should be getting here pretty soon.”

		“Get ready?” I muttered. How on earth did one get ready for something like that?

		Charles showed me by kissing and me long and deep. His hands were also busy fondling me. By the time he finished I was wet and breathless and ready for whatever came my way. Or so I thought.

		The parade started a short while later. Nearly two hours later I was a sodden mess. Cum was in and on me in great gobs. One right after another there was a constant stream of men. All black and all randy.

		It was about eight o’clock that evening when I called a halt. Charles told the disappointed to come back the next day. All except the two men who won the drawing. Charles told them to come back in an hour. I showered while Charles ordered food. Charles told me about the drawing.

		“It was the only fair way to make sure all the men had a fair shot at you,” he explained while I soaked in the tub. “These two get you for a couple of hours tonight. The next two will get your pussy tomorrow starting about noon and so on until all have fucked you.

		The two lucky winners must have been using a stopwatch. They were banging on the door in exactly one hour. Ten minutes later they were banging on me. When they left I barely had time to shower before two more arrived. That was how the rest of the weekend went.

		

		***

		

		“How much did I make?” I asked Charles on the way home.

		“You made nothing,” he answered me. “You got some black cock and that’s all you deserve.”

		“That sucks, Charles,” I said. I had never any intention of being a whore, but it seemed unfair. Of course I didn’t need the money, but I felt I should have something. Charles just grinned at me and didn’t reply.

		Later at home I told Tim about it. He laughed at me.

		“You want to lose your amateur standing and go pro?” Tim asked me. “Whores are a dime a dozen. Classy sluts now are as rare as hen’s teeth. Other than not being paid, did you have a good time?”

		I gave his questions a lot of thought. I arrived at some conclusions. One was I didn’t want to be a professional whore. Two, I didn’t want to even be an amateur whore. Three, I was satisfied to be a slut. I like sex so why not as long as Tim was okay with it. Most importantly, I determined I did not have a good time. Oh sure I like all the fucking, but it lacked something. Something important had been missing, but I didn’t know what it was. Not then, but it came to me a few days later.

		Charles was really pissed off when I told him there would be no more selling my ass. He told me to fuck myself and I informed him I could do that. He didn’t call for several weeks.

		Truthfully I was about to give in because I missed Charles and his assortment of black cocks. Tim did his best to carry the load by himself, but he wasn’t enough. I don’t know how many times I picked up the phone to call Charles, but each time I hung up without dialing.

		After the two weeks of no black cock it got a little easier. It dawned on me that I was addicted to sex and just like any addict I went through withdrawal. With Tim’s able assistance, along with my assortment of dildos I finally made it. I reached the point where I didn’t think of black cocks every minute of the day and night.

		To help get my mind off sex, I worked out every day at a local gym. The gym was where I happened to meet Mia. We were side by side on the treadmills and she introduced herself.

		Later at the juice bar she told me that she was divorced. I guessed her age at thirty two or three. I was a little surprised when she told me she was forty-one.

		“How long have you been divorced?” I asked her.

		“Will soon be two years,” she answered. “I did something that my husband couldn’t live with. He thought he could, but he couldn’t. It’s a long story.”

		“I have time, if you want to tell the story,” I assured her.

		“Sure, why not? But let’s go somewhere where we can get a real drink.” We left the juice bar and went to a real bar. This is the story Mia told me.

		

	
		

		Part 3

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		I went about my household chores mindlessly. It was concerning to me that I spent a lot of my time thinking about sex. It seemed to me that it was all I thought of lately. I was married to a loving husband. I had a good life and I was well aware of it, but after I turned thirty-five it was almost as if something snapped in my brain. Sex, sex, and more sex rattled around in my mind.

		One day I stopped in the hall and looked in the mirror. I was still a good looking woman. It wasn’t vanity, but a fact, and anyone could see. I played tennis, I swam, I went to the gym ,and my38D chest was still high and my hips were still in proportion to the rest of my body. I am short by some standards, but John, my husband, said that I was just right and that my legs went from my ass to the ground, and that’s all anyone could expect.

		We wanted children, but after five years of marriage and countless attempts I had not gotten pregnant. After a while I asked my doctor to run tests and it seemed that I would never give birth. Something was wrong with me. John had been calm about it, but I think he was actually relieved. We considered adoption, but it never happened for us.

		So there I stood looking at myself in the mirror, giving myself a close inspection. My breasts had always been sensitive, but lately they had been even more sensitive. John and I enjoyed an active sex life, getting it on several times a week, but of late, masturbation had become normal for me. Several times a day, in fact. When I masturbated I fantasized about a variety of sexual scenarios. One partner, two, and sometimes even more, weren’t unusual. Sex in private, in public, anywhere and everywhere. I never mentioned my preoccupation with sex to John.

		One day John walked into the bedroom and caught me using my big dildo. It was the black, larger than life one he had bought me as a joke. I guess I took seriously what he had poked at me in fun. He laughed and joined in giving me a nice, but somewhat blah orgasm. That night as we lay in bed he casually mentioned that maybe we should consider a threesome.

		“Are you out of your mind?” I yelled at him. “What, you want another woman?”

		“No, No! Oh hell no!” he answered, “I’ve got more woman now than I can take care of. In fact that’s the problem. No, I was thinking about asking another man to join us. Fuck you until your eyes cross. What do you think about that?”

		“I think you can just forget about it,” I snapped.

		John didn’t mentioned it again, but I had thought about it a lot. In fact that had become my favorite fantasy while I used my dildo, but it bother me that the other man in my fantasy didn’t have a face. I could visualize everything about him except his face. He had a nice body and a breathtaking big cock, but no face.

		One afternoon a few days later I was mindlessly doing my routine things. Washing clothes and vacuuming the carpet. It was nearly three o’clock when the phone rang. It was John.

		“Hi sweetie,” he said. “I know you are going to be upset, but I have a favor to ask. Al Gordon is in town for a few days, and I thought we could have him over for dinner tonight. I know it’s short notice, but…”

		“Yes, it is short notice,” I said with a sigh. It wasn’t the first time John had pulled this stunt. “What time and who’s Al Gordon?”

		“You’ve heard me talk about him,” her husband said. “He a senior VP from corporate. He’s the first black man to rise that far. Everybody says he’s a rising star in the company. How about six-thirty? Will that give you enough time?”

		“Make it seven unless you want franks and beans. I’ll have to run to the store,” I answered. Actually I was excited about it. Anything to break up the routine. After hanging up I flew into action. A rising star deserved the best china and candles, didn’t he?

		By a quarter ‘til seven I was dressed and ready. I decided on a black cocktail dress with a low cut bodice and thin spaghetti straps. I ore a pair of black pumps without hose. My tanned legs didn’t require them. The meal was cooked and the wine chilled.

		“Bring on the big shot from corporate,” I said aloud. I looked at the table and saw that it was perfect. I had set up the dining area in the sunroom and had set the tape player playing soft dinner music.

		

		***

		

		“Hi honey,” I heard John’s voice call. “We have arrived.”

		I went to greet them. My husband was standing in the hall with a large imposing black man. Al Gordon was at least six and a half feet tall and looked like the linebacker he had been. His head was completely shaven.

		“Honey, this is Al Gordon,” John said. “Al, this is my wife Mia.”

		“Hi, Mia,” The big man said in a deep booming voice. “It certainly is a pleasure to meet you.” He took my small hand in his larger one.

		“Er…ah…yes, likewise,” I stammered. “Please come on in. Dinner is ready, but would you like a drink first?”

		“A drink would be most welcome,” the dark stranger said. “Whatever you have handy will be fine.”

		“Let me do the drinks,” John said laughing, “You know, fair division of labor and all.”

		“Yeah, right,” I said and laughed, “I fix the meal and you show up. Does that sound fair to you, Mister Gordon?”

		“Please call me Al,” the big man said with a chuckle, “As for fair, I really don’t know. As a bachelor, I’m not qualified to render an opinion on such matters. I will admit that it doesn’t sound all that bad for John.”

		“You men all stick together,” I said laughing. “So Al, what brings you out here to the boondocks.”

		“This is not the boondocks, Mia. I’ve been in the boondocks and I should know. Actually, the headquarters bunch are thinking about sending me out here in a more or less permanent position. Nothing is for sure yet,” he added, glancing at John. “I’d appreciate it if you kept that under your hat for a while.”

		“Sure, no problem,” John said. I had found out in two minutes what he had been trying to discover all afternoon.

		Over dinner we three chatted and made small talk.

		“This is a delicious dinner, Mia,” Al said. “In fact the best I’ve had in a long time.”

		“You mean you don’t have someone to cook for you?” I asked coyly. “Or do you mean she can’t cook?”

		“Both and neither,” Al Gordon said with a laugh. “I had a lady friend for a while and she couldn’t cook worth a damn. She is a married white woman. Does that shock you?”

		It did, but I just smiled and said, “No sir, I would consider that your business.”

		The rest of the evening went smoothly and Al Gordon said goodnight at eleven thirty.

		While we got ready for bed John started kidding me, “You sure got Al to talk, Honey. I found out more about him tonight than I have in the past year.”

		“It takes a woman touch,” I said with a smile.

		“I guess,” John answered. “Doesn’t hurt that the woman is built like a brick shithouse, either. Poor ol’ Al could hardly take his eyes off your boobs. Did you notice that?”

		I had noticed that Al Gordon seemed to pay my chest a lot of attention, but I was used to that. My breast had developed early and I had to get accustomed to men and boys staring at my tits. Many times I wanted to scream, “I’m up here, you simple son of a bitch!”

		“Oh, he’s just a typical guy,” I responded.

		“Maybe so, but he seemed to be taken with you,” he chuckled, “or your tits. I guess he’d be my boss if he moves out here. Sure can’t hurt to have the boss lusting after my wife.” We made love and went to sleep.

		

		***

		

		Next morning John left for work and I lay back down on the bed. Soon my hand found my moist slit and I begun to daydream and suddenly I realized that the third member of my little fantasy group had a face. It was Al Gordon’s dark face. I stopped stroking my clitoris and looked up at the ceiling, thinking about it. The second man’s skin was black and I had never noticed it before, but there was no question about it. I closed my eyes and continued to finger myself until I came. Afterward I lay there a few minutes, analyzing my fantasy and my feelings. After a while I got up and showered. I was disturbed, but couldn’t exactly say why.

		That night I lay beside my husband We had made love and both of us were pleased with our combined efforts.

		“Wow! You were sizzling tonight,” John said. “I’d like to think it was my animal magnetism, but I doubt it. What turned you on?”

		“I don’t know what you mean,” I said.

		“Something flipped your switch,” he said. “You were hotter than a firecracker. You like to have fucked me to death.”

		“Oh, you’re silly,” I said, turning over so he couldn’t see that my face had turned red. I had been thinking about Al Gordon.

		“While I’m thinking about it,” John said turning the light off. “Al wants us to join him this weekend. He rented a cabin at the lake for a few days. Swimming, boating, drinking, and just laying around. What do you think?”

		“Sure,” I said in a shaky voice, “Whatever you want to do. Who all will be there?”

		“I don’t know,” he answered. “I guess some of the guys at work. I don’t know for sure. He just asked me this afternoon. Still in the planning stage, I guess.”

		The next two days crawled by in agonizing slowness for me, but Friday finally arrived. The plan was to leave at noon on Friday and make the three hour drive so as to be settled in well before dark. Al rode with us in our SUV.

		“So you never told me, John,” I asked, “Who all’s going to be there this weekend?” I was in the back seat while John and the big black man occupied the front seats.

		“Bill Rhodes and his girlfriend is coming up tomorrow,” John answered. “At least Bill thinks so. Never can tell about him though. If he doesn’t show up then it will just be us three.”

		“We don’t have enough food for a whole weekend,” I said with a slight hesitation in my voice. The ideal of just the three of us alone all weekend was both exciting and scary. I knew I was moist.

		“Don’t you worry,” Al said. “I had the rental agent stock the cabin. There will be plenty, I’m sure. I hope you remembered to bring your swim suit. There is a hot tub and the lake is supposed to be warm by now. We have the use of a power boat for the entire weekend.”

		“Oh yeah,” John said. “Wait until you see her new one.”

		“Hey, the jury is still out on that,” I said laughing, “I’m not at all sure I’m ever going to wear it in public.”

		“You have to now, Mia,” Al said twisting to look at me. “If it’s that daring, I have to see.”

		“We’ll see about that,” I said, smiling at him. My heart was thumping like mad. “There not a whole lot to see anyway.”

		Al Gordon grinned at me wiggling his eyebrows lecherously. “I can’t wait.” We arrived at the cabin in late afternoon.

		

		***

		

		“Wow, this is not what I expected,” I said. The cabin was large and while rustic, it reeked of money. There was a large screened porch on three sides of the building. The place was secluded, the closest cabin was nearly a mile away.

		“I second that,” John said looking the place over. “I guess I thought we would be roughing it to some degree.”

		“You will find,” Al said, tossing baggage out of the back of the SUV, “that I do not care to rough it. I spent six years as a Marine Force Recon team member. I’ve had all the roughing it I want.”

		The inside was luxurious to the point of being grandiose. Someone, presumably a designer, had furnished the large cabin like they thought a rustic cabin should look. Apparently the designer had never spent any time in a real rustic place.

		The guys followed me upstairs to the sleeping area. “Ha,” Al said. “I made a mental bet that there would be water beds in this place. I’ll bet at least one of the bedrooms has a mirror on the ceiling. Want to bet?”

		“Why would there be a mirror on the ceiling?” I asked. “That doesn’t make any…oh never mind, I figured it out. This is really a make-out palace, isn’t it?”

		After we got settled in to the sleeping quarters we met at the bar.

		“I see that the agent followed my orders to the letter,” Al said. “I will now make us my specialty. Are you up for a Gordon zinger?”

		“I guess,” John said glancing at me, “How about you, Mia?”

		“I’m up for anything,” I answered. “I’m yours to command.”

		“Both of us?” John asked, raising his eyebrows. “Better be careful with those kinds of sweeping offers, huh Al?”

		“I taped it and I consider it a binding contract,” Al answered laughing with us. “Actually I want both of you to relax and just enjoy the week-end. No work talk and no worries, okay? Hell, I didn’t even bring my cell phone and if you did, do not turn it on.”

		“Sounds like a good plan,” John agreed. “I’ll pack the blamed thing away just as soon as Bill calls and lets us know when they’re coming.” He had no more than said it when the phone rang. John answered and spoke for a moment and disconnected. “Can’t make it,” he said. “That figures. Can’t depend on Bill for anything.”

		“Good,” Al said. “More for us to eat and drink. Who needs them anyway? Were pretty good company, are we not?”

		John and I agreed that the company was excellent and we spent the rest of the afternoon sitting on the porch drinking zingers.

		

		***

		

		We were sitting on the porch with our feet resting on the banister.

		“Hey look at that!” John said pointing to a powerboat pulling a naked skier. Even from that distance the skier was without question a male.

		“Is that silly son of a bitch skiing or trolling?” John asked laughing.

		“He better hope he don’t take a spill,” Al said laughing. “That water can be mighty hard. Have you ever skied nude, Mia?”

		“Gosh no,” I said, watching the skier. “That’s a silly thing to do.”

		“Sure is,” Al agreed, “What’s the silliest thing you have ever done?”

		“Come on a week-end trip with two guys,” I said, smiling at him. “Truthfully, I haven’t ever done anything silly or daring. Boring, huh?”

		“But haven’t you ever wanted to do something…I don’t know, bold, daring, wild…?” Al asked letting his question trail off.

		“Oh sure,” I said, giggling. The Gordon Zingers were making me feel good. “Just never had the nerve or the opportunity I guess. What about you? What silly things have you done?”

		“Oh Lord,” Al said laughing, “I’ve done so many wild, or maybe dumb things, I wouldn’t know where to start, but let’s concentrate on you. Let’s do something wild and daring.”

		“And just what do you propose?” I asked.

		“Let’s get in the hot tub. I turned it on awhile ago so it should be ready,” John said.

		“Good idea,” Al said. “First rate.”

		“That doesn’t sound too daring or wild,” I said.

		“Buck naked,” John said.

		“Too right,” Al said grinning at me, “That wild enough for you, or are you chicken?”

		“I’m not a chicken,” I said, realizing that my tongue was slightly thick. “I’ll see you boys in the tub,” I said jumping to my feet.

		“What’s more important,” Al said, laughing, “is that we’ll see you in the tub.”

		The three of us left a trail of clothing from the rocking chairs to the other end of the porch where the hot tub was.

		I led the pack and I was nude before the two men were. They stopped and watched my naked butt swinging as I approached the tub.

		“Nice ass, huh?” John said watching me sway.

		“Oh hell yes,” Al said softly. “Ah, John…you all right with this?”

		“Let the good times roll,” John said. “Mia can do whatever she wants to. This is her week-end to let it all hang out…so to speak.”

		The two men hurriedly cast off the rest of their clothing and joined me when I was easing myself down into the steaming water.

		“Ohh, it’s hot,” I said, rising up enough to give the two guys a peek at my breasts.

		“Maybe they should call it a hot tub,” John said.

		“Smart ass,” I said sticking my tongue out at him. He leaned down and gave me a lingering kiss on my lips. I kissed him back reaching up to put my arms around him.

		“Hmm, that was nice,” John said, “but don’t you think Al deserves a kiss, too. After all, he’s the one we have to thank for the week-end.”

		“Oh, you think that would be…sure, I should do that, shouldn’t I?” I leaned over to give Al a quick kiss on the cheek, but he steered my face so that we were lip to lip. He kissed me long and deep and while I was giving in to the kiss I felt his large hand cup my breast and his tongue in my mouth. I felt an orgasm hit me, and while we kissed another quick orgasm hit me. Not big ones, but nice.

		Al Gordon pulled me closer to him while he continued to kiss me and massage my breast. With his free hand he took my hand and put it on his cock. Involuntarily I jerked my hand away, but he put it back on his cock.

		“Hold it, Mia,” Al whispered into my mouth. “Get to know him well.”

		“Ohhh, it’s hard isn’t it?” I whispered back into his mouth and started kissing him again while stroking the massive cock. It was bigger than John’s cock, but not all that much. Maybe an inch or so longer, I thought, but bigger around, by far.

		“Hey, you two,” John called, “don’t forget about me. I need some head over here.” He had gotten up out of the tub and sat on the edge and was slowly stroking his hard cock.

		With a guilty start I pulled away from Al and tuned to my hubby, leaning over to take his cock. For a few moments I had completely forgotten about John. “Right away, master,” I said pulling him into my mouth. I was aware that Al Gordon had moved to a position behind me. Was it going to happen? Yes, I knew it was.

		“Al’s right behind you, Mia,” John said. “Do you want him to fuck you?” I raised her eyes to his and without taking his dick out of my mouth, I nodded my head.

		“She says go for it, Al,” John said. “Fuck her.”

		

		***

		

		I quivered as if I were cold when I felt Al’s big hand on my hips. He slowly moved his hands around and down over my butt. I felt him separate my butt cheeks and I raised my hips as high as I could.

		“Are you ready for this?” Al asked me.

		I took my mouth off John’s cock long enough to say, “Yes…Yes… please. Do it.”

		“Tell me what you want, Mia,” he said. I could feel the heat of his manhood probing me.

		“Stick it in,” I gasped. “Fuck me, dammit!” I grunted in surprise as he stuck his large cock into my wet cunt. No gentleness, no finesse, he just rammed it home in one swift motion.

		“Oh my God!” I screamed. I was holding on tightly to my husband’s dick.

		“Easy baby,” John said. “That’s some grip you got there. How does it feel to have one in your pussy and one in your hand and mouth?”

		“It feels great,” I answered truthfully. “Delightfully naughty and I feel so full…I…think…” my voice trailed off as Al picked up the tempo of his strokes. I felt it coming and I welcomed it. The first of the grand-slam orgasms. One right after another rocked my body.

		We moved from the hot tub to the living room and later to the bedroom. At some point the sun sat and darkness fell, but neither of us were aware of it. The center of our universe was in their cocks and my pussy.

		

		***

		

		“Damn man,” Al said looking around. He was between my legs short stroking me and I was purring like a contented cat. “Where the hell are you?”

		“I’m over here,” John said laughing, “I’m fucked out for now. You two keep on keeping on. I’m resting.”

		“Mia,” Al said, “I’m about to come, and then I have to stop for a while. You’ve nearly fucked me to death.”

		“No, no, no don’t stop,” I cried, “Just a little while longer. I’m about there again.” Al grunted and shot his sperm into me. “Sorry honey, I’m done for a while.”

		“John, get over here and finish me, please,” I pleaded.

		“Sorry babe,” my husband said. “I’m down for the count. Best I can do is pour a bucket of cold water on you.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		

		A little later, after we showered, we gathered around the table in the kitchen. Al was making scrambled eggs. None of the three of us had bothered to put on clothing. Al wore only an apron. He explained that splattered grease hurt.

		“Well,” I said with a laugh. “There’s one fantasy down.”

		John looked over at me. “So Sugar, was the reality as good as the fantasy?”

		“Oh yes,” I answered. “Better, much better. You boys done good.”

		“Ha, I should think so,” John said, “Better than good I should think. What do you think, Al?”

		“I think that your wife is, without a doubt, the hottest woman I have ever encountered in my life. Insatiable, I think is the word I’m looking for. Mia needs a Gordon gangbang for sure.” Al said waving a spatula.

		“I thought I just had one,” I said, laughing.

		“That was a mini-bang,” Al said with a short laugh. “No, I was thinking of a real Gordon gangbang. I have some friends back home and we specialize in giving exceptional women a real bang. Four or five brothers at a time.”

		“Bring them on,” John said laughing, “We could use them right now.”

		“They’re still back in the big city,” Al said. “Hey, if you want I’ll take Mia back with me when I go next week.”

		“Wait just a minute,” I said. “Don’t I have a say in this?”

		“Of course you do,” John said. “What do you say?”

		“I don’t know,” I answered. “I’ll have to give that a lot of thought. Will you be there, John?”

		He shook his head, “Not next week,” he said, “I have a ton of work to do. I have this mean-ass boss that keeps my nose to the grindstone.”

		“I don’t know,” I said slowly. I was intrigued and I admit it. “I mean a bunch of strangers and all. I don’t think so.”

		“Won’t be strangers long,” Al said, “they’ll get to know you pretty quick and vice versa. You might just fall in love with Buddy. He’s the biggest stud of the bunch. Ten inches long and five inches around. Then there’s Little Jack. He likes to butt fuck the women. Calls his dick the “rectum wrecker.”

		“I’ve never had anal sex,” I said. That wasn’t exactly the truth. I had engaged in anal sex one time when I was in college, but John didn’t know about that. I often recalled the incident fondly

		“John, my man,” Al said, “You have fallen down in your husbandly duties. I’ll guarantee you one thing, Mia,” he said fixing me with a look. “Before this weekend is over with you won’t be able to make that claim. Your ass is mine, young lady.”

		After dinner the three of us went into the family area and Al put some music on. John and Al took turns dancing with me…in the nude. It was during one song that John whispered to me.

		“Are you having a good time, Mia?”

		“You bet I am,” I answered. “I hope Bill and what’s her name don’t change their mind and show up. I like having two men for myself.”

		“I’m glad you do,” John said, stroking my breast. His cock was on the rise. “Oh, oh I think someone’s trying to cut in on me.”

		“Not so,” Al said from right behind me. “I’m just trying to join you two.”

		I could feel him snuggle up to my behind. I could feel his hard manhood on my butt.

		“Oh boy,” I said, “there is still life in you guys after all.”

		“Oh hell yes there is,” Al said, his breath warm on her neck. “I want a piece of that ass. I must have it.”

		“Then you shall,” I said with a shaky laugh. “Far be it from me to deprive you. You will be careful won’t you?”

		“Oh sure,” Al said. “I have some anal ease…you know, lube. That should make it better for you. We’ll fuck that wonderful cunt first and then I’ll stick my cock in your ass. What do you think?”

		“I think we need to stop talking about it and do it,” I said, my voice husky with rising passion. “Come on you guys.” I led them toward the bedroom by their cocks.

		

		***

		

		Sunlight streamed through the window when I woke up. I was laying between the two men, both snoring softly.

		I carefully eased up and went to the bathroom. I winced a bit as I walked. My rectum was tender. Al had not been kidding when he said he wanted to fuck my ass. He did it several times and John did also. After using the toilet I ran the shower. I was sticky from sweat and semen from the two men.

		“What a night,” I said to myself, letting the warm water cascade over me. I had never had so much sex in my life. I must have had a thousand orgasms. I had cock in me for hours. One or the other…or both. I think I like double penetration a lot. It had taken some time and a lot of effort at first, but finally they managed to get both cocks in me at once. One in my ass and one in my pussy. I had screamed long and loudly as I came from that. It was a good thing there was no close neighbors. During the night we tried every possible position that two or three people can get into. I had liked them all.

		As I soaped my body I thought about what Al Gordon had said about an all black gangbang. I was tempted, but the idea of going off somewhere and letting a bunch of strangers have sex with me was troubling. I had no regrets about that night. None at all, but my husband was there and he participated. He had even held my legs open for Al’s big cock to enter me.

		After breakfast the three of us went for a boat ride. We were far out on the lake when John said to me, “Put out or get out, bitch.”

		Laughing I said, “It’s certainly too far to swim back. I guess I’ll have to put out. Who’s first?”

		“Suck my cock, whore,” John said. I wondered about his choice of words. He never had called me names before. I wasn’t offended. I liked the new John.

		“Yeah, make the cock-sucking cunt suck you off,” Al said. “She can do that while the slut sits on my cock.”

		“Well,” I said dropping the bottoms to my swimsuit, “if I’m your slut, what are you going to pay me?”

		“You can have all the cock you want,” John said. “Sluts don’t get money. They just get cock.”

		“All I want, huh?” I said, wiggling around on Al’s massive cock. “I doubt that. Who went to sleep last night while I was still ready, willing, and able?”

		A boat with a bunch of kids went by while I was sandwiched by the two men. The kids whooped and hollered and we three waved back at them. The violent rocking of the boat caused Al’s cock to go even deepen in me.

		“Oh God, that feels so good,” I yelled. “Keep fucking me, Al.”

		“Shut up, cunt, and keep sucking me,” John said. “I’m about to cum and you had better swallow every bit of it.”

		Just as John shot off in my mouth, Al came in my pussy causing me to start a series of orgasms. That was new to the weekend. It happens when I least expect it. Bam, bam, bam. One climax right after another. I love it when that happens. Later we found a sheltered cove that was in the shade and the two men fucked me again.

		All weekend I was fucked and I loved every minute of it. It was without a doubt the best weekend of my life. I hated it when we had to pack up and go home.

		I suppose things would have been fine if it had stopped there, but it didn’t. I had a taste of hard black cock and I wanted more. Al was always at our house. He and John did me every day until nature shut us off for a few days. Then they were right back in me.

		I think the beginning of the end was when Al started coming from work when John wasn’t there. I always told John about it later, and I thought he was okay with it. If I had known the warning signs I could have seen it coming, but I was being selfish and I was being fucked a lot. I simply wasn’t paying attention.

		John found himself a woman who wasn’t fucking the boss. It was just that simple. I fucked myself out of a marriage.

		

	
		

		Part 4

		

	
		

		Chapter 9

		

		“Wow, that’s terrible, Mia,” I said when she finished her story.

		“Yeah. Shit happens,” she said with a bitter laugh. “I knew it was over when Al asked me to go to New York for a black gang-bang. John just smiled and told me to have fun. He seemed relieved that I would be gone for several days.”

		“So did you go?” I asked.

		“Sure, it was too late by then to fix things between John and I. Hey, I’m slightly drunk and I’m hungry. You want to get dinner?”

		Over dinner I told Mia about Charles and me. She listened attentively as I spilled my guts.

		“I thought I recognized a fellow slut,” she said when I finished. “So you haven’t called Charles and he hasn’t called you. What are you going to do about that?”

		I gave her question some thought. I felt that I had proved that I wasn’t completely addicted to sex with Charles and his friends. I knew I could do without black cock so what else did I have to prove?

		“When Charles calls,” I said with a smile, “I’ll go.”

		“Well take me with you when you go,” Mia said. “I’m serious as a heart attack. It’s been a long dry spell and I’m horny.”

		Over the next few weeks, Mia and I became close friends. At first it was work-out and then drinks. Later we had lunches and dinners.

		When I told Tim about my new friend he was happy because I didn’t have that many women friends. Of course I knew a lot of ladies, but none were close. One reason for that was when I was answering Charles’s calls I was afraid I’d let something slip so I didn’t try to maintain any close relations with women.

		Mia was different. I could say anything in front of her and usually she would top whatever I said. In fact that was how I learned about her trip to the big city for a gang-bang with Al Gordon.

		Mia and I were at a nice restaurant having dinner. We had been to a movie and Mia was bemoaning the fact there wasn’t any real theaters near.

		“When I was in New York I went to several plays. I love the theater, don’t you?” I told her that seeing a play performed on stage was nice. I told her I thought she had been busy while she was in New York.

		“Oh, I was very busy,” she said with a laugh. “I was there for ten glorious nights and had three fabulous gang-bangs and several one or two, on one sessions. The last three nights I was there I started my period so it was theater time.”

		“Is that the only times you had group sex?, I asked her.

		“Yeah,” she admitted. “I’ve managed a few threesomes since, but no gang fucks. I’ll tell you a secret,” she said. “Threesomes are better than a gang thing. I’d take a threesome any time. Too many men can get in each other’s way, but two guys who know what they are doing can keep a girl going a long time. You had a gang fuck, so you know what I’m talking about, don’t you?”

		I did know, but I wasn’t sure I totally agreed with her. I wouldn’t want a steady diet of gang fucking, but I thought they were great every once in a while.

		

		THE END
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