
        
            [image: cover]
        

    [image: 9781785385384.jpg]



 Title Page
 Wife Breeding Team
 And Other Stories
 A House of Erotica collection
 Damien Dsoul






 Publisher Information

 Wife Breeding Team and Other Stories

 Published in 2016 by

 House of Erotica

 www.houseoferoticabooks.com

 an imprint of

 Andrews UK Limited

 www.andrewsuk.com

 Copyright © 2016 Damien Dsoul

 The right of Damien Dsoulto be identified as author of this book has been asserted in accordance with section 77 and 78 of the Copyrights Designs and Patents Act 1988.

 This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent, resold, hired out or otherwise circulated without the publisher’s prior written consent in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published, and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

 All characters appearing in this work are fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.










 Wife Breeding Team

 Chapter 1

 You want something bad. Something you don’t have. Something you know you can’t ever have . but you know someone out there who can give it to you. Someplace you know you can get it with ease. Would you go for it?

 Jake Landis rolled the question over and over in his mind. He turned to look at his wife Gladys lounging beside him. Her seat was reclined backward and her head lolled to the side. She wore a sleep pad over her eyes; her hands rested languidly on her thigh and she barely stirred in her seat. Jake continued looking at her and thought she’d never looked so peaceful right now, especially with what they were traveling for. He couldn’t help acknowledging that no matter what, Gladys almost always took things in easy stride unlike him who couldn’t help fretting sometimes over minor stuff. It was something he’d always admired about her, though was reluctant to admit.

 He switched his gaze to the glass of scotch in his hand and raised it to his lips, still mewling over the peculiar thoughts on his mind when suddenly his seat shuddered under him. It wasn’t just his seat but the entire plane as well.

 Jake glanced out his window at the thick cloud cover they were flying through while the plane continued shuddering from mild turbulence, nothing dangerous. He returned to sipping his drink. This was his second glass of scotch since they took off almost an hour ago. These days he seemed to duly require one to soothe his nerves whenever he had weighty thoughts on his mind; especially thoughts that had to do with personal stuff and not work. He often would have preferred work or any other type of distraction than worrying over stuff plaguing his mind. He usually had a glass of scotch before he had dinner, and Gladys so in love with playing the nagging wife inconsiderably berated him about it, always sniping about what the doctor had said last time regarding his cholesterol figure. Things has come to an unusual truce for them: Jake promised to seriously consider lowering his scotch dosage if she accepted doing this thing he wanted.

 His eyes returned to admiring the sea of cumulonimbus cloud banks outside his window spreading beyond the plane’s wings and looking like giant mushrooms sprouting from the earth. His eyes caught sightings of the sun’s glare hovering miles above the horizon.

 A stewardess came strolling down the aisle and stopped to enquire if he desired another glass. Jake waved a hand and told her he was okay. All part of the perks of traveling First Class. Jake was a senior executive with a renowned tech giant company and First Class was how he loved to travel. Anything short of that and he’d opt for a private jet to cart to wherever city in the world he wanted.

 Gladys stirred in her sleep. Jake adjusted himself in his chair to look at her again.

 He was forty-four years old compared to Gladys who was twenty-nine. This was her first marriage while it was his second. Blonde hair, gorgeous body, perfect set of legs, and tons of smartness to go with everything. In her teens, she had trained as a dancer, but circumstances inevitably pushed her into Dramatic Arts. She enjoyed a good run in a few out of Broadway shows before quitting the game for wanting something new and challenging; she had settled for a job in a PR firm. Jake often thought that in another life never would someone as pretty and attractive as her would fall in love for someone like him. His mindset had been built and worked for business; never had he been blessed with the attractive masculinity of an athlete except maybe in dreams. His portly frame had ballooned to its current state starting from his high school years where he had been comfortable deciphering numbers and statistics, but chagrined at the football jocks who got pussy like they knew not what else to do with it except fuck. Still he couldn’t complain much; life had been just as good for him. Far better than plenty of the jocks who’d mocked his portliness. First marriage had gone bust like he saw it coming. He had gotten over that though, straightened his life and miraculously found his current beauty who loved him for who and what he was, and he couldn’t be any luckier to have her . even though there were some baggage from his previous marriage that still haunted him. He and Gladys had spent hours talking and mulling over it before deciding to commence this trip that they were on now.

 The plane suffered another bout of shuddering quake as they soared through incoming cloud banks and then it was over. Jake was back to admiring the view from his window when he felt a hand on his shoulder. Gladys smiled wearily at him; she had relieved herself of the sleep pad to fix him with a bleary set of turquoise eyes. Jake thought he could fall into her eyes and swim in them and never would complain of anything.

 “Did I sleep long?” she asked.

 “Not long enough. You needed it.”

 She stretched her arms and cracked a yawn then adjusted her seat to bring her upright.

 “How soon before we arrive? Do you have any idea?”

 Jake looked at his watch but the pilot’s voice suddenly broke through the P.A system to let everyone know that they’d just about arrive at their destination and will begin descent shortly.

 “I guess that about answers it,” Jake said.

 Gladys looked at his scotch drink. “That better be your last for the rest of the day. You promised.”

 “I’m a man of my words, honey. I won’t touch another for today.”

 “I hope so. I’d better go use the lady’s room when I can.” She freed herself from the confines of her seatbelt and came to her feet. “I’ll be back in a minute.”

 Gladys went searching for the nearest restroom, leaving Jake to observe the contents of his scotch drink and ask himself if really he could make it through the day without downing another. He drained his glass and rolled his tongue inside his mouth while enjoying the feeling of the alcohol burning down his throat.

 The plane began its earnest descent and Jake gazed out the window while the pilot’s voice returned to the speaker again announcing they would be landing in less than a half hour and for everyone to buckle in their seats. Gladys returned from the restroom and clipped back her seatbelt. She reached for his hand and Jake locked fingers with her.

 “I always get nervous on planes,” she said.

 “I know. Don’t worry, it’ll be over soon.”

 “You already checked with the resort where we’ll be staying?”

 “Yeah, I did that before we took off. There’s going to be a vehicle waiting to pick us up. Don’t worry.”

 “I’m not worried,” she replied unconvincingly. There was still a nagging factor in the back of her mind. Jake was well aware of it and hoped that by the time they got settled in the resort it won’t be bothering her as much.

 “You don’t need to be worried.”

 “I’m trying not to,” she said. “I just can’t believe we’re actually going through with this.”

 “I know I’ve said this already, but I still can’t thank you enough for going along with me.”

 “I love you, darling. That’s all that matters. Now kiss me before I faint.”

 Jake pulled her toward him and kissed her. They sat back and still held hands as the plane drew them closer and closer toward land and everything they’d traveled these miles for.

 Chapter 2

 An hour later they had rescued their luggage from the stack of bags rushing through the circular conveyor belt in the airport. Jake wore a straw hat over his head, something he almost always took with him whenever traveling to some exotic destination, away from all the cold, calculating bustle of work and drudgery that awaited him back home.

 Jake pulled both their bags along by their handle while Gladys hefted her handbag on her shoulder and went forward then turned around and took snapshots of him with her Nikon camera. The past couple of months she had taken avid interest in photography. She had visited as much creative art galleries in the city and attended conferences on the subject of natural photography. It was all a hobby, but something she hoped making serious with time. She stopped a man hobbling along who was there waiting to pick someone up and gave him the camera to take shots of her and Jake together. The man did it and Gladys thanked him after getting her camera back.

 Jake looked every which way, scanning the multitude of people about, plenty of whom were there to receive people coming off the same plane as them. Few held up cardboard signs bearing bold-lettered names. Jake’s eyes picked out a slender man in a black suit that looked distinctly like a chauffeur. The man held a cardboard cut-out in his hand with their names written on it. Jake gestured at Gladys to walk with him and together they approached the man with the cardboard sign.

 “Hi,” Jake said, then gestured at the cardboard cut-out. “We’re the Landis. I’m Jake, and this here’s my wife, Gladys.”

 The chauffeur exchanged handshakes with them. “A pleasure to meet you. I’m from Shango Gardens Resort. My vehicle is parked outside. Please follow me.”

 Gladys hung her camera strap around her neck and relieved Jake of one of the bags. They held hands as they walked behind the chauffeur toward the airport revolving doors. The doors slid open and they ventured into the sweltering temperature that was particular about the tropics. Gladys gasped and fished her sunglasses out of her handbag. Jake lowered the brim of his straw hat over his face before striving to catch up with the chauffeur who was at the moment strolling toward the parking space. Twin jets of a plane roared suddenly over their heads. Jake pressed a hand under his hat as he looked up to see the underbelly of the plane soar into the sky.

 Gladys reached for his hand again as they went toward the parking lot, strolling past row of vehicles but stopping when a car honked its horn and they looked to their left and saw their chauffeur waving at them from the driver’s side of his vehicle. The resort’s name was plastered in exotic letters on the side. The chauffeur alighted from the vehicle and ushered them through the side door; he claimed their luggage and went and deposited them in the booth. Jake and Gladys settled comfortably behind their seatbelts as the chauffeur returned to the driver’s seat and started the engine. They pulled away from the parking lot, away from the streaming roar of planes taking off and landing behind them and within minutes they were cruising along the main city highway.

 It was a long ride through the city. Jake felt weary already from the flight, but seeing that they were here and with Gladys beside him got him feeling energized for whatever. This would be her first time at the resort, but a second for Jake. His work had borne a frequent traveler of him from attending one tedious company meeting after another, all in the name of keeping the shareholders happy. He’d stacked up plenty of flyer mileage across the country and even across the globe. Usually Gladys was least aware of what some of these trips entails: he wasn’t at liberty to share details with her and she seldom enquired except wanting to know when he’d be back. It was one of such trips that brought awareness of the resort to his attention. Not just the resort itself, but the exotic, crazy activity he’d heard that went on in there. The whole thing seemed more than mere crazy. Downright unbelievable and even outrageous to think that such establishment existed that catered to such fetish, the sort of fetish he thought before then only existed in secluded places in Europe or the Caribbean. So flummoxed was he then to realize that almost everyone lodging at the resort was there almost for the same thing.

 The resort had a backlog of people wanting to visit, whether for the first time or returning. Bookings usually went smoothly a month of two in advance. The summertime was its most lucrative periods when the resort operated at its peak. That along with Christmas and New Year holidays. Hard to imagine that couples would forsake whatever else they had going for themselves to come liven their fantasies here. Jake had patiently done his booking three months ahead of time to be sure, and he’d booked a platinum suite guaranteeing him the best of every treatment possible.

 Gladys was busy taking snapshots out the window at almost everything they drove past. Jake rested his straw hat on his knee and smiled back when she glanced at him, glad that she was making happy with herself. Convincing her to get involved in this venture with him hadn’t been easy. Even harder had been when he first explained to her the wild stuff he’d observed at the resort when a shareholder friend invited him over for a night of wild fun. He had unwillingly bared his soul to her, letting her know instant he had gotten hooked on the dynamic range of debauchery that went on there. No, he hadn’t partaken in anything, he swore to her, nor had he ever taken any woman there with him either. Of course it had taken some time to disbelieve him on that. To his surprise, she had listened to him with cool stride, never exploding into heated anger or pretending to accept his words for betrayal and lies. Her demeanor surprised as well shocked him when he described vividly to her the spat of desires he’d harbored on his mind for a long time and how he hoped the resort would resolve the problem for both of them once and for all, regardless of how crazy it might seem. Hence he’d persuaded Gladys into agreeing to go along with everything.

 He felt Gladys shaking his arm and he murmured as he then came awake. He looked at her, surprised that he’d actually dozed off. His hat had fallen off his knee and he picked it up, only then realizing that the vehicle wasn’t moving anymore.

 “Have we arrived?” he asked.

 “I believe so, darling,” Gladys answered. “I should be asking you, you’ve been here before.”

 They heard the booth come open and they turned in their seat and saw it was the chauffeur taking down their luggage. Gladys tapped Jake’s shoulder as a porter approached their door and opened it for them.

 “Welcome to Shango Gardens,” the man said courteously.

 Jake unclipped his seatbelt and came down first then helped Gladys out of the vehicle. The porter rescued their luggage from the chauffeur and Gladys swung her camera into action. She moved out of the way as another vehicle similar to theirs pulled to a stop a few feet from them and another porter materialized out of the resort’s revolving doors to welcome the new arrivals. Jake returned his hat to his head and took Gladys’s hand and together they went inside.

 They entered a large atrium with a picturesque skyline above. People were milling about, seating in lounge chairs chatting, sipping drinks or strolling back and forth toward the lift. A couple of heads turned to observe Jake and Gladys as they approached the reception desk; the young man behind them was pushing their luggage in a carrier.

 “Morning,” Jake said to the beautiful woman manning the reception desk. “We’re Jake and Gladys Landis. We have a reserved platinum suite.”

 Chapter 3

 The lift came to a stop and the doors slid open and out stepped the porter leading the way down the corridor with their luggage in a trolley while Jake and Gladys came two steps behind. They passed a middle-aged couple walking in the opposite direction. The woman wore a polka-dot swimsuit and the man had on a summer shirt and shorts. Both Jake and Gladys acknowledged them and the couple did the same as they passed each other. They arrived at their suite and the porter unlocked the door for them to enter first.

 The room was elegant and as sumptuous as a five-star suite could look. Gladys was indeed floored by the size of it. She unslung her camera and dropped it on one of the sofa before going to investigate the rest of the suite. The porter deposited their luggage in the bedroom then handed Jake two set of keys. Jake slipped a twenty dollar bill into his hand and thanked him before seeing him out the door. He spent some time admiring the main room before going to look for Gladys. She had kicked off her sandal and was jumping on the bed; Jake couldn’t help but chuckle at the silliness of her.

 “You’re looking like this is your first time in a place like this before,” he said.

 “I was never made to live in hotels.”

 “I know. Do you like everything you see?”

 She gazed about the room and nodded. “This really is something. Expensive, I know.”

 He came and sat beside her. “Expensive, but worth it for you.”

 “I have to admit this wasn’t what I pictured when you first told me of this place. The way you talked about it, I thought you were taking me to some underground, fetish club.”

 “If it’s that you want, I think they’ve got something similar to that here and more. Maybe when you’re ready we can go downstairs and explore.”

 She laughed. “I thought you were tired like me? You were dozing in the car, remember?”

 “I was then, but not anymore. You’ve no idea how much I’ve been so looking forward to this day with you. I really can’t thank you enough for wanting to do this with me.”

 “We talked about it enough all right, and you’re so stubborn when it comes to seeing things your way. I’ll admit, a part of me wants to do this, but another part keeps telling me this is a bad idea. Jake, aren’t you scared at all about the implications of this?”

 It had taken tireless weeks for him to finally convince her toward seeing things his way. To let her understand that this is something he not only wanted but she, too, wanted it, even more than he. All the medical appointments, drug tests and whatever couldn’t make what she so badly wanted come out of him. Jake wasn’t being dismissive of her feelings. He had listened to her side of the argument and considered her reluctance as well, but knew in his heart that this was the best route for them to follow.

 “I was a lot scared the first time you and I talked about this. I thought you’d think I was insane. Remember you went cold on me for days, remember?”

 “Not something I’d easily forget,” she smiled. “But I’m glad we’re here together, so we’ll see.”

 “Yeah, we’ll see. You look so beautiful,” he kissed her.

 “Thanks. Right now, what I want is to take a shower, then I want to crash for at least two hours,” She stood up from the bed. “You can go walking around if you want. Give me the feedback later of whatever you find.”

 There came the sound of someone knocking on their door. Gladys returned his look with mild surprise in her eyes.

 “We expecting anyone?” she asked.

 Jake left her and went into the main room; Gladys walked behind. Another round of knocking sounded on the door. Jake peeped through the owl eye in the door then unlocked it and held it open.

 A tall black man with shaved head and an infectious smile wearing a white suit stood there staring at them.

 “Mr. and Mrs. Landis, I presume,” he gave a courteous bow. “I am Master Odum, and I’d like to be the first to welcome you both to the Submission Resort.”

 Chapter 4

 They sat at a lounge table, Master Odum and Jake. Gladys had insisted on remaining upstairs to shower and then catch a little sleep. A white woman waitress approached their table and carefully lowered a tray laden with their drinks. She wore an apron and high heels; the apron barely covered her naked body. Jake couldn’t help admiring her shapely bottom as she went away to attend to another table. Master Odum seemed unperturbed by it. Other waitresses flirted about attending to other customers in the room and they too wore similar outfit and nothing more. Several of the couples milling about, too, were naked and looked unconcerned as everyone else did.

 Jake had ordered a rum and Coke, opting to maintain his promise to Gladys whereas Master Odum preferred a glass of ginger ale. Jake couldn’t quit gazing about the room like he couldn’t get enough of the place, his eyes appraised the women that paraded about the lounge. They looked like the same sort of women he’d encountered his first time here. They could have been from anywhere in the world but here, they demanded the same attention and some even fought for it - the attention of Black male handlers to have sex with them in ways their husbands can’t. Jake imagined soon enough Gladys too would be just like them.

 “Do you like what you see?” Master Odum’s voice cut through his thoughts like a knife.

 “Yes, yes, I do. This isn’t my first time here, yet it sort of feels like it all over again.”

 “A good thing you decided to make a return to it.”

 “Hard to keep someone away from here once they get used to what your resort offers.”

 “Thank you. We try our best to maintain quality standard. I hate to sound like a car salesman, but our mission always is to make couples like you and your wife happy and secure with everything you get to explore while here.”

 “Just out of curiosity, are you the actual manager of the resort?”

 “I’d prefer you think of me more as an overseer. Being called a manager sounds too perfunctory and drab,” Master Odum said. “But like any manager, I oversee the day-to-day workings and make sure no couple stays lacking. There are other overseers here, pertaining to whatever level of erotic endeavor you and your wife prefer, especially for platinum clients.”

 “I heard about this last time I was here, but I’d like to know if really you perform wife breeding services here?”

 “Yes, we do. That’s about the foremost service many couples patronize us to enjoy.” He stopped to sip his drink before continuing. “I read your profile and it says that’s your intention for your wife, is that correct?”

 “That’s why we’re here. But I know little or nothing of how it works.”

 “There’s nothing intrinsic about it as you will find out in due time. Once a couple submit themselves for Black-Breeding, there is when the actual fun begins. Until then, you’re free to ask whatever questions you have on mind.”

 “The women servants actually walk around nude?”

 “And they love it, and so too are the men servants,” Master Odum answered. “It’s part of our Servitude Program, specially for gold as well bronze couples who seek to attain platinum status here at the resort; but even platinum couples do get to participate in it as well. It’s a healthy means of propagating the lifestyle toward enhancing couples’ mind and spirit, and body as well. All couples profit from it,” he added.

 “They actually earn money from this?”

 “More like minimum wage, but never up to that standard. Money is the least of anyone’s reason for being here. You should be well aware of that by now.”

 Jake nodded in agreement while looking about the room again. “It’s just so fascinating. The first time I told my wife of this place, she thought I was talking off my head.”

 “You’ve read our online brochure, I believe. Most couples get the surprise of their lives when they come to see the real thing. You and your wife being a platinum couple are bound to relax and enjoy the resort as an erotic adventure.” He finished his ginger ale drink and wiped his lips with a napkin. “Have you by chance met with any other couples yet?”

 Jake shook his head. “My wife and I only just checked in when you called.”

 “Allow me the chance to introduce you to a few,” Odum pushed back his chair then came to his feet. “It’s a lot better when you get to experience as well mingle with others here already. Everyone here is quite friendly; we thrive on that.”

 Jake drained his glass and rose to feet as well. He felt a slight waking sensation happening inside his pants. He went with Master Odum, letting him lead the way out of the lounge room.

 Chapter 5

 Gail Cavanaugh was lying on her back when her eyes came open and she then raised herself on her elbows and surveyed the swimming pool area. She tapped her feet on her husband Horace’s shoulder who sat in front of her luxuriating on his tan while Gail lay hidden from the sun’s glare under a lounge umbrella.

 Horace turned toward her and pushed his pair of shades up his eyebrows. “What’s up, darling?”

 “It’s time I got a rub on my back,” she demanded.

 Horace drank his tequila drink before coming to his feet and dropped his glass of tequila and shades on the table standing between their chairs, slapped his hands and cracked his knuckles in readiness as his wife then turned over her side to rest her face on her arms. Horace searched in her pouch bag till he found her tanning lotion. He squirted some of it on his palms, rubbed his palms together then came and sat closer to her.

 He nimbly untied her bra strap and let it fall off her before laying his hands on her scapular region and began rubbing from there. Gail murmured appreciatively as he proceeded with massaging her upper backside. Horace retained a smile on his face as he continued enjoying his work. He loved nothing more than pleasing his wife however she demanded he do. He took a moment to glance about the poolside, checking out the cluster of nubile white couples, especially the women that populated the area. There weren’t all white though. He easily picked out a few black handlers strolling amongst them: ones assigned to take care of the horny women milling about with their husbands or even boyfriends. Everyone frolicking like it was an adult’s pleasure park. Horace observed a few of the women playing with their men in the pool. It was unfortunate sexual proclivity was restricted on the poolside. But elsewhere at the Jacuzzi room, that was another affair.

 Horace returned his attention to Gail when he felt her hand trying to direct his arm. “Go down my lower back, hon,” she said. “Just a little to the left . Aaahhh, yeah, that’s it. That feels so good.”

 Horace leaned closer to whisper into her ear. “Not as good as having a black cock, is it?”

 She sighed with approval. “You know what I want so much, darling. By the way, where’s Master Cole?”

 “I last saw him taking a dip in the pool.” He surveyed the poolside once again and soon spotted Master Cole lounging on the far side chatting with some white woman. “Want me to go get his attention for you?”

 “Nah, let him cool off for now. We’ve got a full week of fun to enjoy,” she teased. “Plenty of time to get wet for him.”

 Horace resumed his massaging but looked up a while later and saw Master Odum strolling toward their direction. Master Odum had already seen him so Horace obviously sensed he was coming to meet them. The Overseer had an uncanny way of searching out whichever couple currently present in the resort no matter where they might be in the facility. He was totally akin to every erotic kink that went on and made sure no couple went unsatisfied at all. Horace saw he wasn’t alone this time and didn’t realize he’d stopped caressing his wife’s backside till she tapped his arm for attention.

 “Horace, what’s wro-” Gail raised her face and then she looked up and saw Master Odum smiling at her and she immediately raised herself, unconcerned about her bikini bra slipping from her breasts. She was all smiles as she came to her feet beside Horace.

 “Master Odum, it’s so nice to see you today.”

 “Always a pleasure seeing you, Gail.”

 Odum kissed her cheek and slid his hand around her backside and cupped a feel of her butt before straightening himself. Horace made like he hadn’t noticed it even though he was beaming inside himself. Odum had on previous occasions enjoyed hours of quality time fucking Gail in his quarters. Like every Black Master in the resort, he had carte blanche to sample any woman and so far none had dared refused submitting to his needs. Matter of fact, it was widespread honor to spend the night with him at his quarters alone or with other wives in attendance.

 Master Odum didn’t bother with acknowledging Horace’s presence - at the resort, husbands or boyfriends were designated as nonexistent persons except as necessary pet slaves to their women and any black handler in the resort that so demanded their time. Every husband was game to be chosen, and likewise, no handler’s demands had ever been neglected or refused. Refusal was often punishable by dismissal from the premises. Numerous first-time couples were often unaware of this rule not until afterwards. Either way there was seldom any complaints of disobedience.

 “We have a new couple here that’s joined us today,” he introduced Jake to Gail. “His wife is currently upstairs resting. This isn’t his first time here, but I’d like you to further enlighten him as to the ways and means of the resort.”

 “Always a pleasure doing whatever you ask, Master Odum,” said Gail. “Also, I’m hoping you and I can have our own time later. You know it’s been a while.”

 “Of course. Just need to clear my schedule and make out time. Where’s your man right now?”

 “Over at the pool taking a dip,” she said. “But I’m still always looking forward to your evening parties.”

 “Oh yes, that reminds me, do tell Jake about that too. I’ll see you later.”

 He nodded at Jake then turned and walked back the same way he’d come, stopping to converse with another couple before continuing his walk; other couples carefully made way as he walked past them.

 Gail led Jake to come and sit down with her under the lounge umbrella.

 “So, Jake, it’s a pleasure meeting a fresh face here. Horace, darling, can you get me a refill? Would you want something, too, Jake?”

 Jake shook his head. He scanned the pool area at the parade of lovely women: blondes, redheads and brunettes of all shapes and age, all of them frolicking and laughing in groups or standing by themselves alone. Some had their arms around the few black men in their midst. Jake was aware of the competition happening amongst the women as each forth to claim whichever black man they could find. As for the husbands, they stood almost in the background observing, looking just as innocuous or irrelevant to their women’s enjoyment. No one seemed to care or give notice about them aside from themselves.

 “Master Odum said you’ve been here before,” Gail said to Jake, breaking his thoughts.

 “Oh, yeah, once. A friend it was that invited me. But since then I’ve been working toward coming here with my wife. Hard to believe I’m here and not someplace else.”

 “That’s how I always feel whenever Horace and I make time to come. Is your wife aware of what goes on here?”

 “She was skeptical about it, but I’ve managed to soothe her worries. Matter of fact, this trip is all for her. We signed up for Wife Breeding.”

 That brought instant glee to Gail’s eyes. Horace returned with her glass of cheery and gave it to her and then returned to massaging her shoulders.










 “Oh my, that’s wonderful. Makes it wish I were young. You do know as long as you’re here, she’s game for any handler who wants her. She’ll soon have someone to take care of her, and if he decides sharing her with any of his buddies, she’ll never say no.”

 “I’m aware of that and it’s what I always wanted for her. How long have you both been coming here?”

 “Going four years now,” said Horace. “There’s couples here who’ve been coming longer. You get lifetime membership if you stay for a fifth.”

 “Ever met any couple or wife that turned down any handler before?”

 “Never.”

 “That’s true,” Gail agreed. “But now and then you get some stubborn couples that end up getting kicked out and their membership revoked, and trust me, you won’t want that. Once that happens, no way in hell are you ever coming back in.”

 “That’s too bad. I doubt Gail and I are going to give any trouble.”

 Gail sipped her drink and continued enjoying the feel of Horace massaging her body. Later she stopped him and said: “Darling, can you possibly get Cole to come over. I think I’m ready for some late morning fun.”

 Horace drew himself to his feet and winked at Jake while he slapped his palms together. “Always got to do whatever the wife asks or wants while you’re in here.”

 Jake watched him bound off like a messenger boy in the direction of the far side of the pool, past the cluster of people that were all around. He lost sight of Horace for a second or two then saw him talking to a black man who turned to look in the direction Horace was pointing at which was where he sat. The black man disengaged from the woman he’d been chatting with and went with Horace. Jake watched the coming toward their direction then turned to Gail who was again sipping her drink.

 “Is he a friend of yours, this Cole?”

 “He’s Master Cole to you,” she said to him. “You ought to know that since you said you’ve been here before. To answer your question, Master Cole is my handler. Your Gladys will find herself one in no time, too.”

 “I stand corrected.”

 “If you’ve nothing doing, you can come with us so you see and learn more. Not much talking in here will get you anywhere.”

 She sat up when Horace and Master Cole approached her umbrella and gave Master Cole her hand who then smiled back as he helped her to her feet.

 “Master Cole, would you mind if we invite someone over to watch?” she asked.

 Cole switched his gaze to Jake. Up-close, he was huge and built like a football player with a crew cut over his head.

 “What’s your name, white boy?” Cole asked.

 “Jake, sir.”

 “Bring your ass along then.”

 Gail locked her arm around Master Cole’s, laughing as they strolled away from the pool arena. Jake observed Horace taking his time gathering up their stuff from their lounge chairs. But then Horace looked up and shooed him along.

 “Go on with them, Jake,” he said. “I’ll be up there shortly.”

 Jake turned and hurried to catch up with Gail and her man.

 Chapter 6

 They entered the cool warmth of air-conditioned air as they entered the comforting entryway away from the heat that was out in the poolside. Gail waved her hand and exchanged greetings with a few hovering couples before continuing onward with her Black Master/handler by her side. Jake kept his pace a short distance behind them while looking everywhere, admiring the women in their sexy swimsuits as well a few who strutted about naked and unmindful of his staring eyes. They could have been in another world for all they cared. He glanced at his watch and wondered if Gladys was continuing with her sleep or busy right now looking everywhere for him. He won’t be surprised if she was roaming the resort already, marveling at the sight that was around her like he was now.

 They rode in a lift, just the three of them. Gail reclined against Master Cole and they wasted no time kissing. She pressed herself against him while his hands caressed and groped her ass. Jake watched with amusement and then thought that the resort definitely had inbuilt cameras located everywhere including the inside of the lifts and wondered what the security might be like. The folks that manned the place probably saw enough to keep themselves excited.

 The lift came to a stop and its doors slid open at their floor. Gail took her handler’s hand as they got out into the corridor while Jake shoved his hand in his pocket trying to appease his growing erection from throbbing inside his pants. They got to their door and Gail slid her door key and they all went inside.

 Gail was all frothy giggles as she led Master Cole toward the bedroom. She threw her handbag across the room and kicked off her shoes then threw her arms around her handler’s shoulders and they kissed for what seemed a long time before Master Cole said he needed to wash himself up first. Gail reluctantly let him go and got busy working herself out of her swimsuit while he disappeared into the bathroom. Jake stood tentatively by the doorway not knowing whether to venture inside or not.

 “You’d better getting your white boy ass in here,” Gail said after casting away her swimsuit then got on the bed.

 She laid on her back and was already moaning before her hands got busy rubbing her pussy and pinching her tits. Her eyes remained on Jake who stood a foot from the door mesmerized by what she was doing with herself, yet clueless of what else to do. He was so anxious for what would happen next. A hand still remained inside his pants pocket massaging his hard-on. From behind the bathroom door came the sound of a shower running.

 “Master Cole will be out soon,” she moaned. “He loves finding my pussy all wet and ready for him to fuck. Horace always does it for me, but since you’re here, I’d like to give you that task.”

 She did a perfect split with her legs, holding her feet apart like a gymnast would. Jake was slack-jawed at the sight of her pink pussy winking at him. He drew himself toward the bed almost unaware that he was doing so, almost as if he was being programmed. He brought his hand on her leg, not knowing what was meant of him to do next; Gail turned impatient.

 “My pussy isn’t going to take care of itself, white boy,” she snapped.

 “But . my wife might be-”

 “I don’t see her here,” Gail reminded him. “Stop talking and get to work, or else you’re done being here in this resort.”

 Jake spurred into immediate action when she said that. He dove onto the bed and lay on his face with Gail’s thighs spread between his ears. His nostrils soaked in the enticing smell coming from her labia seconds before he opened his lips and made contact with her velvet flesh. His lips and tongue pressed on her wet orifice and he breathed in her pubic hair. Gail exhaled a lengthy whimper as she then lowered her feet on his shoulders. Her hands raked his head, thoroughly urging him not to stop. Jake pulled her thighs over his face and went all the way into her pussy. He shut his eyes while his tongue and lips slurped in and out of her velvet folds. In his mind he pretended it was Gladys’ pussy he was eating. Listening to Gail’s groaning cries it could very much have belonged to his wife.

 Jake was lost in what he was doing he was unaware of when Horace entered the room and dropped the items he’d brought with him from the poolside beside the bed. Gail kept muttering gibberish as her hands groped and caressed Jake’s head, thrusting her cunt at his face while frantically squirming from his foreplay. She smiled at her husband who in turned waved back at her.

 The bathroom door opened and Master Cole entered the room dripping water all over his naked self. Horace neglected everything else that was on his mind and dropped to his knees before him and got busy sucking his cock. Jake did hear the bathroom door ease open and caught movement off the corner of his eye, though his face remained pressed on Gail’s crotch. Seconds later he deliberately raised his head and consternation lit his face when he saw what Horace was doing to Master Cole’s cock. He almost forgot where he was until Gail tapped his arm.

 “Stop looking at them,” she said. “Get back to what you were doing, slave-boy.”

 Jake fell back on his face again and resumed nibbling on her clit while her pussy continued squiring over his chin. But now it wasn’t just her moaning voice he heard but the smacking, slurping sounds coming from Horace and what he was doing. Gail kept issuing off expletive cries and animalistic grunts, arching her body and grinding her pelvis against his face for more.

 Jake felt someone tap his shoulder and he looked up and saw it was Master Cole standing beside the bed and stroking his black pipe in his hand.

 “Time to get off her, slave,” he said.

 Jake muttered assent and scrambled off the bed. He went to stand beside Horace, both of them watching as Master Cole mounted Gail.

 “You’ve got cum juice all over your mouth,” Horace gestured at his face.

 Jake felt his hand over his chin and came away with traces of cum. He excused himself and went into the bathroom and shut the door behind him. He vividly heard Gail’s undulating cries along with the bed groaning from her handler who was undoubtedly fucking her hard. Jake turned on the sink and splashed water on his face and when he was done reached for a towel and dried his face. He checked himself in the mirror before opening the door.

 “Oh God, yes, Master Cole,” Gail panted amid frantic gasps with her arms wrapped tight around her handler’s shoulders.

 Master Cole had her feet dangling over his shoulders with her plum ass lifted off the bed and his sword-like prick sinking deep between her cunt lips. His thigh and buttock muscles flexed aggressively each time he came down on her. Afterwards he lowered her legs and took a moment to catch his breath while slipping both hands underneath to cup her ass cheeks. His hips and pelvis kept up his momentum.

 Horace was on his knees a foot from the bed gasping as he stroked his hard-on aggressively while his other hand clutched the sheets. Jake opted to make like him and came and knelt beside him. His erection was gnawing for attention inside his pants but he stifled the urge to whip it out. They had a clear view of Master Cole’s erect muscle pounding Gail’s pussy. Sometimes he remained buried deep in her pussy for some seconds with his balls-sac nearly touching the sheets before deciding then to pull out of her. Each thrust seemed to knock the wind off her. Listening to the squishing sounds coming from Gail’s pussy, along with her moans, Jake couldn’t stop wishing it was Gladys being fucked right now.

 Gail moaned frantically while pressing her lips against Master Cole’s ear. He pulled himself upright with his knees pressed against either side of her ass cheeks and was grunting harder with each thrust he mounted upon her. Gail rubbed her swollen clit, wanting to get off faster while still keeping with his stamina.

 “Ohh yeah . yes! That’s it, babe . fuck my pussy like you own it.”

 “This is my fucking pussy!” he groaned.

 “Yes, babe,” she rasped. “Fuck yeah, it’s your fucking pussy.”

 He brought his hands forward to grasp her shoulders and somehow managed to lift her off the bed. Gail yelped with surprise then laughter as she too held onto him while keeping with grinding her pelvis. Master Cole fell on his left shoulder and Gail made him roll on his back before straddling him. She chuckled with delight when his pipe reintroduced itself into her cunt.

 Horace was grunting heavily and within seconds he ejaculated over his hand as well on the carpet. Jake watched him continue jerking his penis till he was done, then looked with awe as Horace brought his cum-stained hand to his mouth and proceeded licking off his cum. Jake was just as revolted as he was excited by it. He was still clutching his cock inside his pants and thought he could feel himself releasing pre-cum in his briefs.

 Gail flung her head left and right, gasping harder as she rolled her butt hard, taking every inch of her handler’s cock. Cole strove to match her action; he felt his prick itching to burst any minute. He turned her over on her backside and slammed her harder till he then filled her womb with his cum. He remained on top of her still oozing droplets of cum inside her. Gail cherished the moment for all she could. Her major regret was that she had long tied her tubes when she turned fifty. If only she were still young, nothing would have pleased her more than getting knocked-up by a handsome black stud like her Master Cole.

 Horace came onto the bed as Master Cole pulled out of his wife. Horace first went to Master Cole’s attention and Jake watched him clean his wife’s cum off her handler’s cock. Done with him, he applied himself to doing the same to his wife’s pussy.

 “Uhhh yes, honey,” Gail moaned and hitched in her breathe, caressed his head while burrowed between her pussy lips. “You do love cleaning my pussy, don’t you?”

 “You know I do, darling,” Horace murmured then continued eating her.

 Chapter 7

 The lift doors slid open and Jake stepped out into the corridor. He checked the suite numbers listing beside the lift for that particular floor just to be sure he was correct before walking in the direction that was his suite. He had previously pressed the button to the wrong floor after quitting the Cavanaughs with a promise to catch up with them afterwards hopefully in time for dinner. His mind was still back in their bedroom reeling with everything he’d observed since escorting Gail and her handler inside. He had his cell phone with him but except for a call from a friend minutes ago wanting to know how he was enjoying his time-off, nothing else had come his way. He’d almost thought that Gladys being awake by now would attempt finding out where he was. Or if she was still in bed, who knows.

 He saw a man and a woman arguing with each other ahead of him. The man had the look and build of a surfer dude with short blond locks, wearing a pair of jeans shorts and nothing else. His woman was a brunette and wore a black tank top and skirt; they both looked to be in their mid-twenties. They noticed Jake’s presence and ceased their harangue.

 “Hi there,” said Jake.

 “Hi,” the woman replied. “Excuse me, do you know what floor is this?”

 Her accent told him they were Australian; no way could they have been neither.

 “But this is the platinum floor. Are you both lost?”

 “Well . not really,” said the man whom Jake got to know as Kurt Logner. “We probably pressed the wrong lift button, sweetie.”

 “Gee, I wonder who made that happen,” she groaned with annoyance before flashing Jake a smile. “I’m Tipper, by the way.”

 They shook hands and Jake introduced himself as well. “You both new here?”

 “Yeah, it’s our first time,” said Tipper. “We’re like fish out of the sea.”

 “You aren’t the only ones. This is my first here with my wife, and she’s taking a nap right now.”

 “Good to know. It’s nice knowing you. Who knows, maybe we might bump into each other again.”

 Jake shook hands with them again then went past them to his door. He turned to see them head for the lift, their arms around each other’s waist.

 He slid his door key and let himself inside his suite.

 Gladys was in the main room wearing a bathrobe, enjoying the sofa with her feet plopped on a table. She held a remote in her hand and was flipping through the TV channels when he walked inside.

 “You’re up,” Jake came and sat beside her and kissed her.

 “I seriously needed the sleep, but it didn’t last long. I almost thought of calling you. Where have you been?”

 “Spent some time and drinks with Master Odum at the lounge area; he’s a real charming guy. We walked around and he introduced me to a couple. We’ll be having dinner with them.”

 “You’re making friends already and without me? Not very good of you; I thought this trip is supposed to be about me?”

 “Hey you wanted to sleep, remember? There’s still plenty to do. You’ll be making plenty of friends in no time before we leave here.”

 “So much to do and so little time,” she mused. “But you came right back in time. I wanted you to see what I discovered.”

 A popular crime drama was playing on the TV. Gladys aimed the remote at it and the screen went blank for a moment then came back alive displaying a digit box in the center of it.

 “You’ve got to type in our suite number to access it,” she explained while inputting the digits on the remote’s buttons which transmitted onto the screen. The numbers entered, the digit box faded and showed a video camera’s point of view of a black man fucking a white woman in a bedroom. It was a live video feed as was indicated at the top right the screen. The black man stood on the bed while the woman was on her knees sucking his cock.

 “Holy shit,” Jake exclaimed as he too got to watch the live sex activity happening on the screen. “This is actually happening live?”

 “There’s a booklet explaining it in the bedroom, you can check it out if you want. It seems they’ve got cameras fitted in every suite so anyone can tune in to watch any action happening in any suite; might as well forget about privacy while we’re here. Look here.”

 She pressed a button and the screen then broke into a multitude of smaller feeds showcasing various rooms where people were currently fucking. Gladys was all smiles as she navigated with a scroll button to find one that caught her interest. The one she found had a mature redhead getting fucked by two black men. One was fucking her from behind while the other fed her mouth with his cock. In the background a mature man - possibly her husband - stood in his pair of briefs watching.

 “This is really something, isn’t it?” Gladys said to him.

 “Beats watching Pay per View,” Jake agreed, but then he looked at her and had to ask, “This doesn’t change anything for you, does it?”

 Gladys turned to him and shook her head.

 “If anything, it’s got me more intrigued even more,” she said. “We’ve never tried anything like this before - having people watch us while having sex. I wonder if other women here want the same thing too.”

 “To be black-bred? Possibly they are. I won’t doubt that.”

 “As long as you’re with me all the way, then I’m okay about everything,” she said, then kissed him. “Now, what did you discover while I was sleeping?”

 “Well, I told you I met a couple earlier . ”

Chapter 8

 Jake came out of the suite alongside Gladys, both dressed for the evening, and rode the lift down to the restaurant. It took little time for them to find it. The room was divided into two sections laden with tables and in the center of it a buffet table laden with edible cuisine. People were taking turns filling their plate, making conversation while they did. Jake and Gladys joined them after which they looked around and found themselves a table. A white woman wearing a sheer black outfit approached their table and filled their wine glass with champagne. Gladys glanced about the room and observed other white men and women in similar outfit serving everyone that was seated in the restaurant. She reached across to tap Jake’s hand.

 “You seriously weren’t lying,” she admitted to him.

 “Did you ever think I was?”

 They ate their meal. Jake sipped his glass of champagne while scanning his eyes about the room to see if he recognized any familiar face, especially looking out for Horace and his wife Gail, or even the Australian couple he’d ran into earlier. There were plenty of empty tables around. He speculated that others were no doubt enjoying some erotic entertainment in their respective suites, like the live feeds he’d watched with Gladys.

 “Hi there,” someone said and then a hand tapped his shoulder. Jake turned in his chair and smiled when he saw it was Horace Cavanaugh. “Was wondering what table you might be sitting.”

 He pulled a chair and sat down. Jake introduced him to Gladys.

 “I was searching around for you both. Where’s Gail?”

 “We had dinner a while ago, and then she hooked up with some friends and now they’re down at the club room,” said Horace. “Gail’s great when it comes to making new friends. You both been to the club room yet?”

 Jake and Gladys responded that they hadn’t. Horace smiled at that. “You’re both in for a treat. About time you got proper initiated here,” he said this to Gladys. “Your husband already got a taste this afternoon.”

 “A taste?” Gladys looked baffled and turned to Jake. “Honey, what does he mean?”

 Horace glared at Jake like he’d just been slighted. “You didn’t tell her?”

 Jake suddenly felt dumb and his cheeks flushed with embarrassment, looking more like someone who’d been caught at something he shouldn’t be doing.

 “I’ll tell you about it later, Gladys,” he said.

 “I’m surprised you’re not aware of this, Jake, but here in the resort, they frown on keeping secrets,” Horace enlightened him. “Whatever you or anyone else does is free to let anyone know. No one’s going to blackmail you afterwards. Never once heard anyone attempting that.”

 “But I want to know what exactly you did, honey,” Gladys asked again.

 “Why not we discuss that part later,” Horace said. “Come on, you both need to check out the club room before it gets filled up. Don’t know if you’re both done here, we’d better hustle.”

 Horace pushed back his chair and grunted as he came his feet. Jake did likewise. Gladys drained her champagne glass and wiped her lips with a napkin before coming to her feet. Jake took her hand and they hurried to keep up with Horace.

 “What’s this thing you did?” Gladys whispered and poked his arm.

 “All right, if you want to know, I ate cum out his wife’s pussy,” Jake whispered hurriedly.

 “What?”

 They entered a lift but instead of going up Horace pushed a lower button that took them two floors down. It came to a stop and opened into a narrow corridor that resembled something leading to a boiler room. They saw other couples walking ahead of them; there was the pounding bass of music coming from somewhere beyond. Horace strutted like he owned the premises. They turned a corner to a glass doorway where the music was coming from with more people stepping inside. Horace got to the door and opened it for them; it was like stepping into another world.

 The room was semi-dark with people milling about, some of them dancing to the music. Much of the furniture was pushed to the wall to create enough space. Many of the women danced with black men while their husbands stood back watching. Jake observed some of them already making out beyond the dancing space on the sofa. Gladys, too, saw what he was seeing and tightened her grip on his arm. Jake turned to her and saw the surprise in her eyes as she absorbed the sight of the women frolicking with their black handlers, some already naked or just about to lose every aspect of their clothes with the black men caressing their naked flesh. Gladys’s eyes went everywhere. She felt someone touch her arm and she gasped when she saw it was a black man who effortlessly led her away from Jake toward the dance floor. Jake let go of her arm without a sign of protest and watched her go with the man. He looked around and spotted Horace and went to join him where he and other husbands stood watching the ongoing orgy in the room.

 The women wasted no time getting involved with their Black lovers. A few straddled their men on the sofa and were rocking their hips and ass cheeks on top of them while others were worshiping their men’s cock with their mouth. One woman knelt on a couch with her dress bundled against her abdomen taking a black cock from behind while her husband sat in front of her caressing her face. Jake looked about for Gladys though couldn’t pick her out from the dancing crowd. He resumed watching the wife getting slammed doggy-style. Her lover tugged a fistful of her hair, yanking her head backward. His feature all grim and sweaty as he persistently fucked her harder while she groaned responsively from the onslaught.

 “My God,” Jake moaned.

 “You won’t be muttering that for long, chap.”

 Jake turned to the man beside him who’d made the quip. He was a big individual with goatee bread. Even his voice sounded huge like something booming out of a tunnel.

 “Which is your wife?”

 Jake again looked around and this time found Gladys grinding herself against the black man she was with. The man had his hands all over her and was eagerly relieving her of her clothes.

 “Very tasty,” the man said after Jake pointed out Gladys to him. “She’s found Master Joe. He’s a gentle one; your wife is in good hands.” He boomed with laughter and elbowed Jake as if he too got the humor. “You’re new here, aren’t you?”

 “New with the wife, yeah. But I’ve been here on my own before.”

 “Not exactly a new comer then,” he grinned. “I’ll bet you didn’t get much chance to explore when last you did. Miranda and I, and I’m always good with a face. Name’s Bob O’Shay from Pensacola, Florida.”

 “Jake Landis from New York,” the shook hands. “A pleasure.”

 “You said this is a first for your Mrs?”

 “Yeah. The whole trip is for her.”

 “It always is for them. What else can we mere male mortals do except make our wives happy.”










 Other husbands bumped into them to get a better view of watching the women acquaint themselves more with their handlers.

 Jake looked back at Gladys and saw she was almost out of her clothes. Master Joe was behind her undoing her bra which she then slipped off her arm and let fall beside her feet. Master Joe snuggled his lips against her neck while his hands slid past her armpits to grasp her breasts. This got Gladys melting like ice cream and gasping. Every nerve cell in her body screamed for sex. She gazed about the room, at the other women boldly getting fucked while their husbands stood in the background watching. Her eyes glazed over she barely made out Jake from the crowd. She listened to the music still playing in the room, as well the moaning cries and humping sounds that filled everywhere.

 Jake watched Master Joe lead Gladys toward a free spot on one of the sofas. Two wives made room for Gladys to settle down and Master Joe gestured at her to lie on her back and when she did, knelt before her spread thighs and promptly invaded her pussy with his tongue. He ate her pussy for a while before coming upright and edged closer with his cock pressed against her succulent flesh. Jake stepped to the side to get a better view and was immediately impressed with what Master Joe was packing.

 “You wanted to see how huge his cock is, don’t you?”

 Bob broke into a gale of laughter while Jake couldn’t help turning red. He felt grateful that other men were busy watching the other women and neither cared about where his attention was going. If only Bob won’t seem like a pestering flea the way he seemed to read his thoughts perfectly.

 “Nothing to be worried or shook up about, Jake,” Bob chuckled. “We’re all buddies and equals here. I was just like you my first time I came here to watch Miranda play.”

 “You seem to have gotten quite use to it.”

 “Ain’t got no other choice except that,” he replied. “Don’t worry, in no time, you’ll be like every other husband in here. It’s the best feeling you can ever get.”

 Jake appraised the other husbands and thought he had a point with that. He returned his attention to Gladys and her first black cock she was getting, glad he was here to see it this first time.

 Chapter 9

 Gladys Landis had never in her life had sex with a black man before. Not once before did it occur to her that she would indulge in such a thing . until now, that is. After tonight nothing about her life will be the same again; this she realized. In college she too had been privy to the rumors and crazy gossip from her friends about black guys, especially about their sexual prowess and stamina. A couple of her friends had dared to try to her shocking amazement. They, too, had laid conformation to the rumors as true. Gladys had envied her friends who attempted trying and she too had contemplated finding out for her own self but the fear of what she might discover had overpowered her mind to not even dare. Here she was finally enjoying the experience she had sought to attempt years ago and thinking back to what her former friends had told her back then, it was obvious everything they had said was unmistakably true.

 Her face curled into a grimace as she suddenly let off a scream the moment she felt Master Joe’s cock rip through her pussy. Her body tensed like she’d just been goosed with electricity, then broke into a spasm; ever nerve cell in her body seemed to come vividly alive. She was panting even before she knew it and unable to control herself. Tears watered her eyes and everything she saw became surreal and faint. She thought she could almost hear her heart beating hard inside her chest. Gladys barely realized she was holding her breath when Master Joe slid a couple inches of his girth out her pussy, only to drive it home again. She clutched his arms and let loose another yell. Master Joe wrapped his arms under her thighs and pulled her toward him, grunting as he introduced more inches of his shaft inside her. Gladys didn’t let down from her wailing. His cock was now easing in and out of her cunt. She opened her eyes briefly and thought she saw galaxy of stars explode before her sight as he fed her pussy with his erection. She slipped into a moaning frenzy as more pent-up emotions flowed out of her mouth.

 “Tight fucking pussy you’ve got here,” Master Joe remarked amid his steady thrusts. “Your pussy ain’t been broken in a long time, ain’t it?”

 Gladys heard him but his words seemed to come from the far end of the universe and barely knew how to respond. She gritted her teeth, groaned aloud while still suffering from the pleasure and pain of his cock driving in and out of her vagina. Another woman lay next to her getting fucked by her handler and hollering even louder than the other women in the room. Master Joe slowed his pace and leaned forward to suck on her tits before resuming his workout.

 “Aiieeee . Awwhhhh Shit! Ohh fuck! Agguuuuhhh . ”

Gladys initially thought the moans she heard were from the woman beside her. Wasn’t until her eyes came open again, listening to her panting cries that she realized it was actually her moaning crazy. Master Joe’s grip on her thighs was unrelenting. Even he now was grunting harder with each thrust of his hips feeding her cunt with his cock. Gladys was whimpering and thrashed either side of the sofa like she was ablaze and desperately needed to be doused with water. Her hands gasped her tits, pinching the knobs that were her nipples, anything to get her mind off the rollercoaster of fucking she was getting.

 “Yeah,” Master Joe grunted amid his thrusts. “Fuck yeah. Now that pussy’s talking to me. Now that pussy’s fucking talking.”

 He came halfway to his feet and managed to haul her ass off the sofa while still holding on tight to her thighs. Gladys gazed past her crotch and got a glimpse of his cock fucking her pussy. She couldn’t get a perfect picture of how big he was but knew instinctively he was far bigger than Jake. Her fingers raked over her body as she squirmed in his grasps, giving herself to the yearning blaze of climax rolling all over her inside.

 Master Joe returned her to the sofa as he then pulled out of her, taking a moment to catch his breath and swipe rivulets of sweat off his brow. Gladys still had embers of her climax burning inside her as she lay there breathing heavily too.

 Master Joe returned to her and her body responded to his attention by shifting toward him and spreading her legs. She clutched his arms as he inserted himself inside her pussy and this time fell in near rhythm of frantic thrusting her hips against him while beads of sweat fell on her torso. Gladys was gasping harder again and she locked her arms and legs over him as his cock then was pounding her harder, digging further into crevices Jake had never been before. He dug both hands under her back and Gladys yelped as he lifted her off the sofa. She remained clutching him hard, moaning against his neck while he planted both hands under her butt and proceeded to hump her against him. She climaxed once again and was so out of breath by the time he laid her back on the sofa and pulled away from her.

 Gladys was still whimpering to herself when Master Joe knelt beside her and spurt his load of cum over her face and on her tits. She barely knew when he plugged her mouth with his cock and he short a few spurts down her throat. While that went on, she felt someone’s tongue lapping over her cunt and was mildly awed to see it was her husband Jake.

 Chapter 10

 There was darkness everywhere. Jake’s eyes blinked open and he looked around but everything was in darkness. His initial thought was that something was wrong, then it occurred to him that his arm lay resting over his face. He took down his arm and rolled on his side and realized that something about the bed was wrong. Not only but the view he got was even darker. Then it occurred to him again that he was lying in a fetal posture on the floor and his head rested on a pillow. He straightened his legs and rolled over on his back and stared up at the ceiling. He heard someone’s snoring breath and it sounded nothing like Gladys; Gladys seldom snored, if ever.

 Jake searched the floor beside his pillow and found his watch and saw it was a little past four in the morning. He lay there with his arms folded over his chest recalling everything he remembered that went down back at the playroom. Watching Gladys take her first black cock and himself standing his ground watching never once resisting the urge to put a stop to the event. Though the whole time a nervous thought hammered in his mind that she might. Thinking about it brought a slight tingling sensation down his crotch as he recalled he moment when Master Cole sprayed cum on her face and into her mouth, then he’d gotten a nudge from Bob O’Shay who’d remained beside him the whole time, prodding him to go over and eat her pussy-”It’s the one thing you’re gonna get used to,” Bob explained to him - and Jake had scrambled over and done exactly that. The other wives that were there too had enjoyed the humiliating service of their husbands cleaning copious cum out of their pussy after the Black men got done fucking them for the night.

 Jake had looked around and fetched Gladys’s dress and helped her wear it back after which Master Joe came with them to their suite, thereafter continuing where they’d left off in the bedroom. Jake had pulled a chair and watched, glad to be alone with them this time as Master Joe fucked Gladys every which way and made her swallow his cum like before. Jake almost expected he would cum inside her pussy and was somewhat baffled that didn’t happen. But he made no fuss about it, just as long as Gladys was happy enjoying herself.

 His hands came to his side and he groaned a little as he sat upright then came to his feet and switched on a bedside lamp. Gladys lay with her head slanting against Master Joe’s shoulder with the sheets partly draped over their torso. They appeared so peaceful sleeping together Jake was just as careful not do anything to wake them.

 Jake switched off the light then shuffled into the bathroom to wash his face. He went into the main room and sat down and turned on the TV set. Lots of channels to sifter through with the remote but nothing smartly caught his mind. He switched to the live channels and groaned with disappointment when he saw a blank. Apparently there wasn’t any fucking going on at this early hour. Jake switched off the TV set and stretched himself on the sofa, resting his head on a couch pillow. He soon fell into a deep sleep.

 His nose twitched at something hot hovering near his face and seconds later his eyelids came open to the morning sunshine streaming through the window and there was Master Joe holding a cup of coffee over his face.

 “Rise and shine, white boy,” he said.

 Jake sat up and cracked a yawn before accepting the cup of coffee and thanking him for it. Master Joe was back in his clothes. A trolley stood beside the table laden with breakfast.

 “I’ll be off now, white boy,” Joe said. “But I’ll come check on her later. I’m going to be your wife’s handler from now on. You keep her warm for me till then, you hear?”

 He patted Jake’s arm and then left the suite. Jake sat there admiring the warm sunlight pouring through the window while enjoying his coffee. He finished his coffee and pushed the trolley to the bedroom.

 Chapter 11

 They held hands as they walked down a garden pathway that led toward the Breeding House. The signpost at the pathway’s entrance told them exactly that. And if that wasn’t enough, there were other couples walking ahead of them possibly heading in the same direction and they appeared familiar with where they were going. Gladys glanced over her shoulder and saw another young couple coming a short distance behind them. She held Jake’s hand tight as they walked along.

 “You nervous?” he asked her.

 “Ya, you bet. Is it that obvious?”

 “Your hand feels sweaty,” he said. “I’m kinda nervous too.”

 “It’s funny, you don’t look it. Not since we got here.”

 “That’s because I have you. Don’t worry, it’s going to be just fine.”

 She blushed and then kissed him. “You’re always looking at the positive of things. That’s why I love you.”

 “I should be. Good thing we won’t be the only ones there,” he gestured with his chin at the couples ahead of them.

 They sighted the building a few yards ahead of them. It was painted white and resembled a clinic than anything else. The entire front was made of glass but beyond that the walls took over. The pathway ended in front of its glass doors which automatically slid open and ushered them into the lobby where the other couples mingled with others; everyone appeared almost familiar with each other. Jake and Gladys exchanged handshake and said hellos all round. The couple that had been behind them was the last in the room and Jake counted eight couples in the room including himself and Gladys. A hand tapped his arm and turned to see the Australian couple he’d met the day before smiling bashfully at him. This time they were fully clothed in summer-type clothes. The wife Tipper wore a tight blouse and short shorts. Her blouse exposed her midrib and the pair of shorts looked more like panties on her; Jake spied down that area and thought he made out pubic hair peeking outward. She wasn’t the only one dressed for the occasion; two other women wore swimsuits and looked like they had every right being there.

 “Hiya,” Kurt shook hands with Jake. “Quite a surprise. Never thought we’d run into you here.”

 “Same with me.”

 Jake introduced them to Gladys and the two women exchanged kisses on their cheek. Other couples found chairs and sat down chattering excitedly with each other. Jake and the others made like the rest and found spare chairs for themselves.

 “You’re here for the breeding, too?” Tipper asked Gladys.

 Gladys burst into giggles and hid her face for a moment while she struggled to get rid of her blush. “Yeah, I guess I am.”

 “That’s wonderful. It’s what got us wanting to come here since, just never found time until now to make it happen. I can’t have anything else besides having a black baby swim inside me.”

 “You seem so ecstatic about it.”

 “Oh, you’ve no idea how much this will mean for both of us.”

 “It’s a stretch finding good black men back home or else we probably wouldn’t be here,” Kurt mentioned.

 “That’s part of why we’re here too,” Gladys said. “We’ve tried having a baby but no luck.”

 “Low sperm count,” Jake chipped in. “That’s what the doctors said.”

 “You ain’t alone in that, mate,” Kurt said. “We’ve been doing the rounds since we got here with other couples. A lot of the men have that same problem like you. But why cry when the wife needs to best.”

 “But you ain’t got none of the same hang-up, have you?” Jake asked.

 “Not since last time I checked,” Kurt laughed, patting his wife’s thigh. “It’s just a fun thing Tipper and I talked about getting done. She’s got such a wild craving that’s too much for me to handle; and I love watching her.”

 Tipper chuckled at that. “You know that talk about once you go black you never go back? That’s the way it’s been with me since first time I tried one.”

 They kept with their conversation until three black women in white tunic outfit walked into the room from beyond a passage and several of the couples ceased talking when they noticed their presence. One of them called everyone to attention and the room suddenly fell went silent. Her voice was cold and succinct when she spoke.

 “I bid you lovely couples welcome to your breeding session for today. To the women, you will be divided in two groups and your sessions will proceed soonest till the next hour. Now, if you’ll all please follow us.”

 The woman and her two colleagues turned around and marched down the passage they had come. Jake and Gladys left their chair like everyone else and trailed after the women. Everyone was murmuring excitedly. Jake observed the other couples’ faces and couldn’t believe the glimmer of happiness reflected in their eyes like they were heading toward the desire of a long fulfilled promise. He too felt the same way inside himself and even recognized similar glimmer in Gladys’s eyes too.

 The walls of the passageway were padded with soft fabric as was the floor. Jake barely heard his footsteps or anyone else’s as they walked. The turned a corner and entered a large room with three smaller passageways branching off on either side. The black women divided the couples amongst themselves - three to each - and led them separately down each passage. Jake and Gladys waved goodbye at the Australian couple as they went with other couple to another passage.

 There were two doors waiting for them at the end of the passage, one in front and the other was to the right. The black woman stopped at the one in front and opened the door.

 “Only the wives can enter,” she said.

 The women all turned toward their men for one last kiss before parting ways. Gladys looked at Jake with awe perfectly vivid in her eyes. Neither could guess whatever waited beyond but standing here, neither could deny their excitement as well.

 “I’ll be out here waiting on you, darling,” Jake said before letting go of her.

 Gladys slipped into the room with the other wives and the black woman shut the door behind them. She went to the other door and held it open for the men.

 “You can all wait in here and watch what goes on inside,” she said.

 Jake and the others went inside without a word and the woman shut the door behind them also.

 The room was initially dark, but suddenly bright lights in the ceiling flickered to life.

 It was a square-shaped room padded all round; it looked so much like a waiting room for a mentally-deranged patient, except everything about it screamed comfort. Several couch seats all facing a large glass that took up half the length of the wall in front of them. The glass was actually a TV screen. Jake and the other men exchanged handshakes and became acquainted with each other while they took their individual seats.

 “I’m Bobby Deere,” said one in his mid-forties sporting wire-rim glasses.

 “Jake Landis.”

 “Mitchell Lawrence,” said the other who was the youngest amongst them. He was in his twenties and this was his second time of being at the resort.

 “My first time here, too,” said Bob.

 “You been enjoying the place so far?” Jake asked.

 “More than ever I expected.”

 The TV screen soon came to life and presented them with an excellent view of the room that their wives were in. All three men sat forward in hushed silence staring at the screen, anxious for what was coming next.

 Chapter 12

 The door closed behind Gladys and she stood there staring at the darkness that filled the room. The lights came on seconds later and Gladys and the woman standing to her left both uttered a gasp.

 It was a box-shaped room with mirrors lining the walls and a large comfy bed occupying the center of it complete with number of pillows. The three women came further into the room, one of them stopped to poise as she admired their figure in the wall of mirrors.

 “They’re watching us,” said one the woman named Annie Lawrence. She was a buxom redhead in her early twenties.

 “Who’s watching us?” Gladys asked.

 “Everyone, I guess,” she answered. “At least our husbands are.”

 “You’ve been here before, haven’t you?” said the other who was a thickset blonde with pale feature named Lillian Deere.

 Annie nodded. “It’s always so much fun when you’re coming a second time,” she said. “No need to get nervous.”

 “This is my first time and I’m way past nervous,” said Gladys.

 “Same with me,” Lillian admitted before sitting down on the bed feeling her hand over the silk bed sheet. “So now we’re here, what happens next?”

 “The fun’s about to get started,” Annie answered. She flung off her tank top and grinned as she resumed admiring herself in the mirror, caressing her tits with both hands. “I can’t wait for the action to begin. I can feel my pussy tingling already.”

 “Have you had sex with anyone since you got here?” Gladys asked Lillian, who replied by shaking her head. “I did yesterday. It was unbelievable.”

 “My husband and I arrived here a little late yesterday and we were both tired. What about you, Annie?”

 “Been here three days already and I’ve been getting fucked all day every day,” she turned away from the mirror. “Boy, I can’t wait for our men to appear. I’ll bet the other women are getting their fuck on right now.”

 Gladys wanted to say something but turned her head when she heard one of the mirror walls open in the form of a door and she and the others saw three gorgeous black hulks enter the room. Two of them wore jeans but the third came in naked. Annie burst into chuckles and came forward to embrace the naked one. The other two fanned out on either side of the bed toward Lillian and Gladys.

 Annie was right about them being watched. Just as Jake and the other husbands sat forward in their seat enjoying the scene of their wives on screen, so, too, the live feed was going throughout the resort. Many other couples at that moment settled in their respective suites were tuning through their TV screens and watching the show; the same was also been done of the wives in different rooms.

 Master Odum was in his office enjoying a mild break from his work. He, too, had turned on the TV in his office and was watching the live breeding sessions. He did flip channels to sample what was ongoing in each breeding room before settling on the one that had Gladys. He sat back and watched as she submitting herself to the handler about carry out his breeding ritual upon her. His hand fell on his crotch as he perceived his erection nudging awake in his pants. Odum reached for a buzzer button beside his office phone then waited. A knock happened on his door and he adjusted himself in his chair before telling whoever it was to enter. He had unzipped his fly and was gently stroking his semi-turgid hard-on when his door opened.

 A middle-aged Caucasian couple entered his domain and shut the door behind them. They were both nude, as was customarily required for serving couples, except the husband wore a chastity cage over their penis, as was strictly adhered to by others. Husband and wife came around Master Odum’s desk and knelt before him.

 “You summoned us, sir,” the wife said.

 “Yes, I did.” Odum came off his chair and his pants then dropped to his ankles; he stroked his cock inches from their face. The couple’s eyes instantly lit up with longing. The wife stuck out her tongue at him as Master Odum stood before them.

 “Your Master requires both your service right now,” he said.

 The wife reached for his cock with both hands and caressed his massive girth as he drew closer to her. She moaned through her lips seconds before kissing the tip of his enflamed cock, still stroking his foreskin as she lowered her jaw muscles to consume his girth. It was a tough effort for her. This was her first time assigned to be on submissive call to Master Odum - he changed his serving couples as often as he wanted - and like every other woman in the resort, they provided plenty of gossip regarding whom Master Odum was fucking whenever, his cock size and especially their wish to be the next slave to pleasure him whenever he demanded. Odum watched her gag and slurp his massive told and goaded her to take more of him into her mouth. She did her best to take more inches of his girth even though it was hard work. What she lacked in deep-throating skills she made up with her yearning lust: slobbering over his foreskin and kissing every inch of his prick before returning to suck his cock. Odum gestured at her husband to come closer and he too was proud to worship his cock and was more of an expert at it than the wife. They joined forces attacking their Master’s cock and pretty soon Odum was groaning from their combined effort.

 He unbuttoned his shirt and stepped back away from them to extract his feet out of his pants after which he pressed a separate button on his desk that made a door behind his desk open to reveal a bedroom. Odum flung the wife onto the bed while her husband assumed the submissive stance of dropping to his knees a few feet from the bed and watched Master Odum penetrate his wife from behind. He was quite aggressive with the way he thrust his meat between her ass cheeks and she gave a throaty yelp of anguish and surprise. Her body ruptured into a feverish spasm as Master Odum yanked her head backward, grunting as he tore into her pussy. Her mouth hung open and her feature rolled into a hurting grimace. Odum slowly withdrew out of her and his shaft came away with her creamy cum while her body continued convulsing. He slapped her pussy with his cock before returning it back into her vulva and got her hollering with pleasure again and again.

 For the next half hour Master Odum tortured the slave wife’s pussy while she gasped, whimpered and begged for him to stop, which he never once did. The only bit of break he afforded her was whenever he stopped to swipe sweat off his brow. She went back to screaming aloud and clutching the sheets once he got back inside her; her feverish spasms never did appear to let up.

 Her husband marveled at Odum’s cock size as well his stamina which didn’t seem to let up. He wished he didn’t have the chastity device on his prick so he could jerk off lovingly to the action. He would have given a sizable cut of his wealth if only to be allowed such release while watching his wife get slammed by none other than Master Odum. He was a senior executive with a Silicon Valley-based company. He had partaken in as much indulgencies and expensive lifestyle most men would only dream of doing. But nothing he had done before would have much weight compared to the cuckold/submissive treatments he enjoyed alongside his wife whenever they lodged in this resort. He had lost count of the number of times he’d sucked black cocks or the copious amount of cum he had been made to enjoy out of his wife’s pussy. Several handlers too had fucked him in the ass. It had hurt like nothing ever, but as his wife told him once when she first got anal-raped by a former black lover, it only hurt for a while.

 He watched Master Odum turn his wife every which way on the bed like he couldn’t get enough of fucking her from one position.

 After fucking her from the side for a while, Odum got her on her back holding her legs together against his face while his cock slid between her folds past her cervix. She had climaxed more times in the short time of them fucking than she ever had with any previous lover. Her fingers didn’t stop scratching his thighs pressed against her hips. He got her to ride him afterwards. She leaned over his face groaning like a wounded animal while he pumped his pelvis hard against her ass cheeks. He pulled out of her in the nick of time yelled at her husband to hurry over. Odum gave them free reign sucking his cock back and forth as he then spurted cum in their mouth. Husband and wife kissed each other when he was done, sharing his cum, and then cleaned his cock for him.

 “Thank you for your rich cum, Master Odum,” said the husband. The wife said the same as well.

 “You two should stick around. I’ve got more fucking for both of you.”

 Odum picked up a towel and proceeded to dry his body with it. He always loved a good fuck before lunchtime.

 Chapter 13

 How long has she been under this spell? There wasn’t any clock in the room, and she had forgotten to wear her wristwatch when she and Jake left their suite.

 Hours later after the event was over she could vividly replay every scene of how the day had gone especially for her like snapshots of a movie plot. They had left their suite, rode the lift and walked toward the south end of the resort to the garden path that led here. She remembered been simultaneously nervous and excited . a little afraid of what was coming. They had arrived at the clinic, chatted with several other couples after which they had divided and gone separate ways, her and two women ending up here in this room after splitting from their husbands. A room of mirrors. Then came three black men and the fun had begun.

 How long ago was that - thirty minutes . or perhaps more? It felt like an hour, more like a lifetime since her designated handler approached the bed and took charge of her. More like he owned her for the duration of her stay in this room. He’d held her legs apart and she’d loved every second of his tongue perusing her wet orifice. Gladys sucked air through her teeth and groped her tits while her body squirmed on the bed. Her hips thrust her pelvis back and forth, demanding more of her handler’s tongue and lips. Her man barely let up from his work. His lips gave off susurrus-type exhalations as his tongue dexterously perused her hidden crevice. Gladys thrashed her head back and forth. She caressed his head as he expertly locked on her clitoris and pulled on it with his lips, shooting her with sparks of ecstasy.

 Gladys switched her gaze about the room like she’d forgotten that she wasn’t the only one inside.

 The thickset blonde Lillian lay across from her on the bed resting on her elbows and knees with her ass sticking high behind her back. She was groaning hard, her face a mask of lust and pleasure as her man pounded her from behind. Her tits brushed against the sheets repeatedly with each thrust sending her forward till her chin touched the sheets. Her gasps flew off her lips like mournful hip-cups and her eyes stayed half shut as her hands pulled at the sheets. Gladys reached over to gasp one of her tits and Lillian’s eyes came open to look at her direction. Her eyes remained glazed over; amid her gasps, her lips managed to curl into a smile. Gladys slid on her backside toward her direction and Lillian seemed aware of what she wanted to do and allowed Gladys access to suck on her swinging pendulums. Gladys almost didn’t know when her man quit eating her pussy and came onto the bed holding the tip of his prick inches from her vagina. She stiffened the instant the man slid into her. Her breathing became ragged and frantic afterwards.

 Annie and her handler were on the floor where she was riding his cock reverse cowgirl-style. She grunted with effort each time she kicked her hips forward and rolled her pelvis down his shaft. She was a professional yoga instructor and knew well enough how to apply her breathing skills whenever she got deep into her fucking. She leaned back over her shoulders, reflexively hitched in her breath while her cunt further absorbed his cock. It did nothing however to lessen the fervor of her pants along with her mewling cries. Always it took her husband within five minutes to climax when utilizing her tantric skills on him. But it was never the case whenever she found herself a black stud to fuck. She loved their stamina; even now she was starting to lose herself to her orgasmic passion. It got better when he wedged her butt with both his hands and started pile-driving his hips, ramming her pussy harder with his prick. Annie flung her head backward and groaned almost endlessly from the feel of his girth stretching her vulva. She overhead the familiar sexual cries emanating from the other women as well the rapid smacks of their bodies connecting with their individual men. She pictured her husband Mitchell watching them right now and stroking his pecker hopefully along with the other husbands.

 Mitchell was indeed doing just that. Always he went crazy with delight when having front-row view of watching Annie get demolished by a black man or two, even better when there were other wives around who got into the action. They often did their best back home to make out convivial times to invite their trusted friends over, couples deep into the lifestyle as they were, to come and have fun with them whenever their black friends were around. It made the evening special and terrifically worthwhile with Annie cavorting and sharing themselves amongst the black men while Mitchell and her friends’ husbands drank wine or beers and enjoyed the show. Here at the resort was no different from back home, except the resort provided plenty of freedom away from nosy neighbors and lots of black men to satisfy. When here, they could both indulge in whatever type of erotic fun they craved however they wanted and make new friends while they did.

 In the waiting room where Mitchell and the others sat watching, things were going just as Annie expected they would. He stood a few feet from the screen with his eyes glued to the unfolding orgy while his hand deftly stroked his hard-on. Bobby and Jake sat glued to their chairs likewise enjoying the sight of their wives getting fucked on the TV screen. They struggled with quelling the burdening urge of stroking their cocks as well. Jake had his hand grabbing his crotch and knew not whether to submit to his urge or continue to fight it. He watched Gladys on the screen now resting on her side while her black man hiked her leg over his pelvis while sliding his prick from under her thigh. The other wives as well were getting even harsher treatment from the sound of their moaning frenzy. Jake wondered about the other couples who’d separated from them with the other nurses and wished he could see what their wives are enjoying right now.

 He sat forward when on the screen, the previous backdoor in the room eased open and spilled out three more black men. Mitchell blew air through his lips while still keeping with the activity of his hand stroking his member.

 “Oh yeah,” he glanced back at Bobby and Jake. “The real fun is about to get started, boys.”

 The new men separated to assist their colleagues with the women. Jake muttered a gasp as his grip on his erection tightened. He wanted so much to relieve himself, except he couldn’t decide if he actually wanted to pee or whip out his prick and make like Mitchell. He glanced over at Bobby beside him and was surprised to see him jerking his cock with ease. Mitchell’s eyes remained glued to the gangbanging orgy happening on the screen; he so much would have loved to be there in room with them to watch everything up-close. Jake soon gave in to his urges and pulled down his zipper.

 Chapter 14

 Gladys remained lying on her side panting feverishly, with her free hand stretched beyond her legs, kneading her black man’s balls-sac while he continued sliding his shaft in and out of her vulva. He alternated between rapid thrusts and afterward switching to slow but lengthy strokes. Every stroke he meted upon her took her on a slow rousing grind toward climax. His breathing was labored just like hers. He exhaled against her neck and she moaned louder when he nibbled briefly on her earlobe before sliding downward to lick sweat off her shoulder. Her cries seemed to blend into one with that coming from the other women. So lost were they to their passion they barely knew when the backdoor opened again and three other men spilled into the room.

 The men hurriedly stripped themselves of their clothes then fanned out amongst the women. Gladys looked up surprised to see another man climb on the bed in front of her with his flaccid penis brushing against the sheets. The man took her hand and brought it on his penis which gradually became turgid the longer she stroked pre-cum out of his shaft. She pulled him closer to her face and the man raised her head in his hand for her to suck on the bulbous knob of his thick black snake; the one behind her yanked her hair and continued stretching her pussy. Gladys whimpered aloud while her mouth choked on the thick cock in front of her. She sputtered strings of saliva now and then but eagerly gagged on the man’s prick with passion.

 The man took back his prick then lay on his back and Gladys slid on top of him; her pussy made squishing sounds the moment his cock slid inside her and she began rocking her pelvis.

 Anita lay beside her sandwiched between two men who were rocking against her while a third crouched in front of her and was aggressively fucking her mouth. She gaggled and slurped on the black cock choking her mouth while thrusting backward against her two men stretching her anus and pussy. The one underneath her was the first to cum. He groaned as he pumped his load inside her cunt while his colleagues continued fucking her.

 Gladys looked at the other side of the room at Lillian whose face was pressed against the mirror wall while her man pounded her from behind. Gladys’s attention got cut off when a second man stood before her and she dutifully accepted cleaning cum and semen off his cock, groaning still as the other clutched her ass cheeks and rammed his cock harder and harder into her pussy till he eventually filled her womb with his seed.

 The air-conditioner was on full blast as now the room stank of sweat, cum juice and semen and more sweat. Everything inside it stank of sex. The bed sheets bore stains of cum and semen all over it.

 The men all took turns ejaculating inside their hungry cunts then took short breaks then made changes among the women.

 Gladys got tossed on her back as well on her front and consumed load after load of cum inside her vagina. Her pussy seemed to scream at her and her only resolve was to massage it whatever chance she found. Anita lay on her back holding her legs apart and hollered when her man sank his cock between her cunt lips. Gladys watched as the man fucked her rapid-style then emptied his sac inside her cunt after which she slid over and ate her friend’s pussy. Afterwards Anita returned the favor when another of the men shot his load inside Gladys and Anita held her legs apart and licked every trace of cum out of her cunt.










 One of the men rolled over on his back and pulled Lillian over to mount him. He gripped her by her waist and issued grunts with each thrust of his cock slamming her cunt like an automated piston. Lillian leaned forward over him and didn’t stop shrieking as his cock pounded her cervix with each hurting thrust he gave her. Already she had climaxed twice and it wasn’t long before she exploded from another orgasm. Her body broke into electrifying convulsion as she pressed her ample pair of tits over the man’s face. He rolled her over onto her back and dug his hands underneath clutching her butt while still fucking her deep. It wasn’t long before he let go inside her.

 Lillian was moaning to herself while reeling from the marathon sex bout she had just enjoyed; never before had she been so well fucked as today. She and the others lay on the bed gasping with exhaustion while the black men picked up their clothes without a word and left through the same backdoor they had entered. Neither of the women felt like getting up so soon. They might have been fucking for days for all they knew.

 Gladys groaned as she raised herself on her elbows and appraised her spread thighs, especially her crotch. Traces of cum littered her legs and abdomen, blending with her sweat.

 “My fucking God,” she puffed air through her lips. She reached down to feel the heat emanating from her cunt and her hand came back coated with cum.

 “How do you feel?” Anita asked. “Like you’ve been so well fucked, right?”

 “I doubt I’m going to be able to walk fine for a while,” Lillian admitted while still laying on her back staring at the ceiling.

 “Is this how it’s going to be?” asked Gladys.

 “Oh yes,” said Anita. “Till you leave.”

 Back in the waiting room, Jake too asked the similar question to Mitchell who replied something similar to what his Annie just mentioned to Gladys. Just like their wives, the men too were all spent with themselves. Jake had ejaculated on his hand, likewise Mitchell and Bob; they had cum stains on their pants. Neither seemed embarrassed or the least befuddled by their activity besides the fact that they seemed somewhat refreshed by it all.

 “There’s a rest room outside we can get cleaned up in,” Mitchell said, leading the way toward the door.

 Chapter 15

 The women were in ecstatic mode by the time they returned to their husbands in the lobby room. Gladys had surprisingly gotten off the bed without tottering on her feet as she’d feared, though her pussy still gave off a mild throb and oozed cum down her thighs. Their nurse came for them a while after the black men had departed and led them to an adjacent room which turned out to be a shower room where they washed themselves off then wore fresh swimsuits after discarding their previous clothes. Gladys chattered with Anita and Lillian while they stood under the shower spray, even when they wore their new outfit and left the room.

 They continued talking as they walked into the previous passageway that returned them to the lobby and found other wives already there hugging their men. Jake was tapping his feet on the floor the entire time he waited but rose to his feet when he sighted Gladys and the other wives she was with enter the lobby; so too did their husbands at the time seated beside him. Jake covered the distance in quick steps and hugged Gladys tight and shared a passionate kiss with her before pulling back to admire her new swimsuit. He ran his eyes over her as if expecting to pick out something different about herself. He almost expected to find her pussy leaking cum, what with the bout of fucking he’d watched her and the other women endure, he was mildly disappointed not to see that.

 “You all right, honey?” he asked.

 “Yeah, of course, darling,” she laughed gaily as she swept her hair off her face. “I’ve never been as all right as right now. Just a little sore downstairs, but you understand.”

 “Yeah, I’ll bet you are,” he said. “We’d better get you some rest.”

 Jake introduced her to Mitchell and Bob who had their wives in their arms and they made plans to meet up afterwards. The head nurse came out into the lobby and addressed them as they were about leaving.

 “Your next appointment here will be tomorrow, same time as today. By the time you ladies get to leave this resort, I guarantee your womb will contain as much hundred percent Black cum to nourish your seed. Good evening for now.”

 Some shook hands with her and said good goodbye as well before leaving the building. Almost everyone was chattering and seemed to be in a happy mood as they made their way down the garden path back toward the resort. Jake shook hands with a few of the other husbands he didn’t know. He couldn’t believe the aura he felt being among them, like they were all bonding together on account of what they’ve just experienced watching their wives.

 They didn’t head straight for their suite. Gladys did complain about having slight muscle cramps but said she’d rather they walk it off first before heading up. Jake ran into Mitchell and his wife Anita when they left the garden path and the four of them decided to enjoy some time over at the bar lounge not far from the pool area. They found themselves a table and ordered banana daiquiris all around and waited while Mitchell and Anita lit up cigarettes. It wasn’t everyone’s intention here to get Black-Bred, Anita explained to Jake and Gladys. Many do talk about it though. Anita said that she knew several older women around that frequented the resort just for that purpose; they all wish they were young enough to try it.

 “This is actually our second time of doing this,” Mitchell admitted and laughed when he saw the look of surprise in their friends’ eyes.

 “We have a little two year old,” Anita continued for her husband. She pulled out her cell phone and leaned over to show them a couple snapshots of them poising with their caramel-complexioned son.

 “His name’s Jericho. The resort frowns against bringing kids along, so we left him with my folks before making it here.”

 “That’s amazing,” Jake said. “It doesn’t bother you with whatever people might ask?”

 Mitchell responded with a shrug and smoked his cigarette while Anita answered the question.

 “People will talk, no doubt, but that’s all they’ll do. As long as they keep it to themselves, Mitch and I are fine with that. This is what we want for ourselves. What about you both? Isn’t it what brought you here?”

 “Not really,” Gladys said. “Jake and I have tried having a baby but no luck. Turns out that Jake has got low semen count and nothing can change that. He was the one who proposed we come here.”

 “Sorry to hear about your situation, Jake,” said Mitchell. “But even better you both made it here. More women leave here pregnant, and always come back for more. Hell, you’re looking at one of them,” he gestured at his wife who laughed and kissed him.

 “So many couples here, it strikes me how not everyone’s talking about this place as much,” Jake mused. “The first time a friend brought me here, seeing what was going on, I thought I was in some Twilight Zone episode.”

 “We’ve initiated a few friends here and even then, they thought we were crazy until they came and saw things for themselves. The resort is still a well-kept secret.” She leaned closer to Gladys and spoke in a mock whisper. “But what’s an even better secret is Master Odum’s cock,” she broke into a chuckling fit that left Gladys baffled yet wanting to know more.

 “What’s secret about his cock?” she asked.

 Anita wanted to say more but then her eyes switched past Gladys’s shoulder at the handsome figure just then approaching their table. Gladys and Jake turned their heads too and were surprised to see Master Joe standing there smiling at them.

 “Been looking for you all over,” he addressed Gladys. “I heard you were over at the Breeding clinic.”

 “Yes, I’m - I mean we’re just coming from there.”

 “Good to hear. Anyway, it’s time to get some workout done, babe. I’ve got plenty of time.”

 “Excuse me,” Gladys addressed Mitchell and Anita.

 “Go do your thing,” Anita beamed.

 Gladys finished her drink before getting up. She offered her hand to Master Joe who held it like only a lover would. No one at the table voiced any comment as they strolled away from the table with Master Joe bringing his arm around Gladys’s hips. Jake held his drink to his lips while watching them stroll past the swimming pool area.

 “They look good together,” Anita remarked.

 “Yeah, they sure do,” Jake affirmed. “You have a handler of your own?”

 “Oh yeah, she does,” Mitchell answered and then gestured behind Jake. “And here he comes right now.”

 Jake half turned in his chair to observe the hunky black man wearing a Hawaiian shirt coming toward their table. Anita dropped her glass and went over and wrapped her arms around the man who looked like a giant teddy bear in her arms. The man hugged her back and his thick hand pawed her butt before letting her go.

 “This here’s Master Tim,” Anita introduced her handler to Jake. Master Tim nodded his head at him and that was it. Anita was in full randy mode snuggling against him and kissing the side of her neck.

 “Went up to your room but didn’t find you there,” Tim said to her.

 “I’m sorry, babe. My husband and I were over at the Breeding clinic a while ago.”

 “That’s good. About time I get a taste today of that hot body of yours.” He took her hand and Anita went with him without a word.

 Jake looked at Mitchell who was rushing with his drink. He crushed what was left of his cigarette in an ash tray then whipped his wallet out of his back pocket and paid for everything; Jake wanted to chip in but Mitchell gestured at him not to bother.

 “You coming along, Jake?” he asked as he gathered his stuff along with Anita’s cell phone.

 “I don’t . I thought I’d go see how Gladys is doing.”

 “Awwh, you needn’t worry about her. I’ll bet her man’s screwing her already. Come on, ours is going to be much fun.”

 He went after Anita and Master Joe. Jake watched him go and then seconds later he too left his chair and went to catch up with him.

 Chapter 16

 Gladys unlocked the door to her suite and Master Joe followed her inside. He slammed the door shut and pulled her into his arms and was upon her like a shark. His hand almost ripped off her swimsuit and she gasped when he pawed her tits roughly. Gladys caressed his head and kissed the side of his neck while pressing her knee against his tent pole coming alive in the crotch of his jeans. Their lips locked fiercely on each other after which he lowered his head to suck on a pair of her tits.

 Their feet shuffled toward the main room. Gladys wanted to lead him to the bedroom but he halted her movement and maneuvered her to the nearest sofa. He bent her forward to recline over the sofa’s armrest. Gladys was gasping even as she swept her hair from her face and gazed over her shoulder at him. Master Joe was grunting excitedly as his hands worked fast at undoing his belt buckle and then unbuttoning his jeans and shoving it along with his briefs down his thighs. Gladys wanted to turn around and assist him but Master Joe pushed her back down on the sofa and she knew better to remain as she was. His clothes bunched around his ankles and he dropped to his knees and Gladys cooed with delight as he spread her butt cheeks apart and slathered his tongue on her anal hole down to vagina like he was spreading butter. Lust overcame Gladys’s face and she sighed repeatedly as he went on lapping her pussy, burying his nose between her ass crack. She shoved her bottom at him, demanding more of his probing tongue. Master Joe groaned with pleasure as he lapped her pussy with frantic gusto. He broke off to loosen panties strap and discarded it on the floor before dropping on his knees again to continue investigating what lay between her butt cheeks. Gladys raked her nails across the sofa’s fabric. She turned over on her side, groping her tits and shrieked with aplomb from his rampaging actions. She yelped when she felt him insert his finger into her pussy, and experienced further pleasure when his tongue connected with her clitoris. Gladys couldn’t hold back from squirting down his face as well on the sofa. Master Joe backed off a little but soon brought back his tongue rolling in and out of her orifice, making her whimper for more.

 She felt immense relief when he pulled away from her and smacked her butt as he then took a moment to extricate his feet out of his clothes then kicked them across the room. Gladys rubbed her pussy and glanced over her shoulder and saw him stroking his cock in readiness for her; she definitely wanted him so bad and knew he wanted her just as much.

 “I want your cock inside me,” she pleaded. “I want you to fuck me and cum deep inside my pussy.”

 Master Joe smiled and drew closer to her. Gladys reached back and spread her butt cheeks for him and steeled herself as he burrowed the mushroom-shaped head of his cock between her pussy folds. Her eyes squeezed shut and her face curled into a mask of hurt as her pussy absorbed his prick already stretching her inside.

 Thick spurt of cum juice coated his erectile muscle the more inches he drove into her, helping to lubricate his cock. Gladys shoved her palm against his muscled abs, wanting to push him away from the spasming tremor wracking her body. Her body shamelessly betrayed her instead by fervently thrusting her butt to absorb more of his prick. Maser Joe was having the fun time of his life as he watched his girth slid between her cunt lips which in turn came away with her cum juice. He took pleasure in the sight of her pussy getting stretched as well listening to her gasping whimpers. He held her by her waistline and grunted with each exertion he made.

 “Mmmmm . fuck yeah,” he said. “That pussy has missed me since, haven’t you?”

 Gladys was lost in a world of terrific pain and pleasure. Nothing seemed to exist for her at that moment, not even the sound of his voice. All the fucking she had received back at the clinic that she assumed had worn her down was nothing but fantasy as her body seemed to be grooving on auto-pilot to its current workout and taking her along for the ride. For a brief moment she thought about her husband Jake, if he was still sitting at the lounge and wondering why he wasn’t here now to watch her. She suddenly seemed to take pride in herself and wanted him see how a real man gets to handle her in bed in ways he never had before.

 “Bring that pussy to be, babe,” Master Joe groaned. “Gimme that fucking white pussy . I want to fuck that fucking pussy all day.”

 His hands maintained a tight grip on her waistline pulling her backward each time he withdrew a few inches from her. Pools of sweat dribbled down his brow and he raised his hand and swiped them away from his eyes. Gladys now rested her face on a couch pillow still clutching the sofa’s fabric while her handler slammed into her harder and harder. She felt his cock stretching past her cervix and even attempted begging that he stop, except all that came from her lips were rugged gasps.

 Master Joe eventually slowed his pace and then pulled out of her. Gladys rolled off the sofa and stumbled on the floor feeling much relief that he’d given her some reprieve. Her handler stood over her swiping more sweat off his brow while his ten-inch cock jutted off his crotch like a Roman spear with cum dripping off his shaft. He went to pick up his jeans. Gladys remained on the floor fanning herself with her hand while the other rubbed her pussy. He rummaged inside his jeans pocket and fished out his cell phone.

 “You calling someone?” she asked.

 “Oh yeah,” he said. “One of my buddies here. I’ve been telling him about you, and he, too, wants a taste of what you’ve got; need to remind him to bring over some lube, too.”

 Master Joe dialed a number and spoke a few sentences into it. Gladys continued playing with her pussy. She wouldn’t have cared if he’d said he was calling a group of friends like the ones back at the breeding clinic to come over. The more, the merrier, she thought.

 He said goodbye into the phone then dropped it on the sofa and returned to her. Gladys came to her feet and waited for him to sit down on the sofa then came on top of him. Master Joe held her legs apart and adjusted himself for her to sink her pussy on his cock with ease. She started slow, groaning even before her hips and pelvis kicked into high gear grinding on him. Master Joe smacked her butt and thrust his thighs under her. Gladys bit down on his shoulder, perceiving his cock making a trail past her womb toward her heart.

 Chapter 17

 About the time Gladys was riding her handler, Anita was reeling with horny anticipation and laughter as she led Master Tim out of the lift and hurried along the corridor toward her suite which was a floor below Jake’s. Jake and Mitchell rode a separate lift and the doors slid open in time for them to spot Anita and her handler waiting patiently for them at their door. They caught up with them and it was Mitchell that unlocked the door for everyone to enter inside.

 “This is gonna be fun,” Mitchell elbowed Jake playfully as he shut the door behind him. They found Anita and her handler waiting on them in the main room.

 “Time for your service, honey?” Anita said to her husband who nodded his head in agreement, already in the mode for anything.

 “That’s good. Now, get down on your knees and get Master Tim hard for me.”

 Jake stood back and watched his friend submit to his wife’s demands. Mitchell knelt before Master Tim who also allowed him to unzip his fly and extract his semi-flaccid penis out of his jeans and then bring it to his mouth. Jake watched with amused fascination as Mitchell concentrated on sucking Master Tim’s huge rod like it were a favorite banana. Jake was getting enraptured and just as well aroused by it; he very much would have loved to submit alongside his friend. How captivating and explosive it would be to submit like this in front of Gladys if her handler would allow.

 “And you,” Anita snapped at Jake who then switched his gaze at her and saw her gesture at him. “Bring your cuckold self over here.”

 Jake looked one last time at Mitchell who couldn’t be bothered about what else was ongoing whilst choking on a mouthful of Master Tim’s cock. Master Tim relieved himself of his shirt then Mitchell stopped to allow him shove his jeans down his thighs. Jake returned to Anita who’d finished stripping off her swim suit and now sat with her legs spread on a couch, slapping the thin slit that was her pussy. Jake knew what she wanted before even she mentioned it.

 “Get down there, white boy, and get my pussy wet for me,” she demanded.

 Jake eagerly dropped to his knees before her spread thighs shoved his face down her pubic region. Anita gave a soft moan as his tongue got busy tasting her erogenous zone. Jake dug into his work and tried not to disappoint. He overheard what sounded like Mitchell’s slurping gags along with Master Tim apparently groaning and urging Mitchell to go lower and suck his balls. Listening to them was enough to fuel Jake with his pussy-eating duty. Anita was whimpering louder now. She squirted cum uncontrollably on his face and Jake was just as happy to swallow it all while still nibbling on her labia. Master Tim came over and tapped his shoulder and gestured at him to step back. Jake scrambled aside while running his tongue over his lips. He went and sat beside Mitchell on the sofa and they watched Master Tim lowered himself down on Anita’s spread thighs.

 “Do you get to suck his cock whenever he wants?” Jake asked Mitchell.

 “Like you said, whenever he wants. You ain’t done it yet?”

 Jake shook his head. “Not yet.”

 “Never too late to try. Don’t worry, you’re to one way or another in no time; maybe even get to do more,” Mitchell winked at him.

 Anita’s cry punctuated through their conversation and they watched her clutch Master Tim’s buttocks while he buried every inch of his cock buried inside her pussy.

 “Aaahhhh . Aaaiiieee . Fuck me! Oohhh darling, fuck me!” Anita panted frantically while still locking her fingers around her handler’s hips. Her cries went an octave higher each time he drove his rod into her cunt, regardless of the pain she felt from her womb being stretched.

 “Uhhgghhh . you love that, don’t you?” Tim growled.

 “Aahhh fuck, yeah,” she said emphatically amid her gasping frenzy. “I always love the way you open me up.”

 Her feet hung languidly over the couch’s armrests, jerking violently from each pounding his cock fed her pussy.

 Mitchell and Jake had an unfettered view of her pussy taking in her handler’s cock, as well Master Tim’s buttocks muscles contracting each time he went inside her cunt with Anita squirming helplessly and gasping harder under him. Master Tim stopped to wrap his arms under her backside and Anita did the same as he then lifted her off the couch. Jake and Mitchell watched as her handler lifted her higher by wedging one hand under her butt and continued fucking her while standing. Anita’s legs lolled hung over his arms while she held onto him as if for dear life.

 Anita threw her head in a dervish and mouthed off lewd expletives as the underside of her butt kept slamming back at her handler’s cock.

 “Awwwhhh fuck me, Master Tim,” she hollered, still throwing her head side to side. “Awwhh . Ouuhhh . Fuck me . Aww, fuck me hard, Master Tim! Awwhhh shit!”

 Master Tim went on fucking her like that while Anita hollered and gasped in response as her body shuddered against his grasp. He eventually stopped and lowered himself onto the couch, exhaling air in lengthy gush like he’d been saving it so long. Anita took a moment to catch her breath too before propping herself and lowering her butt on his pelvis. His hands cupped her butt cheeks and for a while allowed her to rock her bottom on his cock till when he decided responding with thrusts of his own as she continued slamming down on him.

 Mitchell was gasping harder while jerking his hard-on to the action. He glanced at Jake and observed he was spotting a boner pushing from inside his pants.

 “You ain’t gonna relieve yourself?” Mitchell chuckled at his boner which made Jake flush with embarrassment.

 “I don’t . I can’t . ”

“Ah, stop making like you can’t, Jake. You forget you already did that back at the clinic? Besides, it’s just the two of us here.”

 Anita came down from Master Tim’s thighs, panting like she was out of breath while she did. She grabbed hold of the couch’s arm as she tottered on her feet. Her face was flush with sweat and lust. She looked over at Mitchell and Jake and pealed wild laughter at them.

 “You both look like teenage kids sitting there,” she laughed.

 Master Tim came to his feet and Anita turned toward him. She reached for his cock like she feared he was about to leave the room and she bent forward to and worshipped his thick muscle to further hardness with her mouth. When he felt it was enough, he took her arm and led her toward the bedroom. Mitchell and Jake watched them go before trailing after them toward the bedroom.

 Master Tim had her clutching the bed sheets and was slamming into her from behind. He looked toward the door when he caught sound of Mitchell and Jake entering the room.

 “Both you white boys drop to your knees right now,” he snapped, then indicated at Mitchell, “You, get out of your clothes first.”

 Jake did as he was told and looked at Mitchell who immediately did what Master Tim demanded. Jake thought of doing the same but then Mitchell stopped him from getting up and shook his head as he discarded his clothes and dropped back on his knees beside Jake.

 “He didn’t mean you,” he said. “Don’t worry about it for now; you just watch and learn.”

 Jake took his word for it and they resumed watching Master Tim pound the shit out of Anita who kept groaning, yelping and cursing aloud for more. Afterwards, Master Tim turned to their direction once again and gestured at Mitchell to come over. Mitchell came to his feet and went to him meekly.

 “Get on the bed and assume the position, white boy,” Tim said to him while still slamming his pelvis against Anita’s butt cheeks.

 Jake watched his friend climb onto the bed and presented himself on his arms and knees with his butt sticking upwards. A sense of bewilderment hammered at his thoughts almost like he had an idea of what was coming but had no choice but to stay and witness everything. His penis was still nudging hard inside his pants and he wasted no time freeing it and got busy stroking himself. He thought of the video recordings going on in every suite and wondered if right now other couples were busy watching.

 Master Tim pulled out of Anita who then slumped forward on the bed gasping. He moved to his right where Mitchell remained waiting on him. He got on the bed and widened his stance over Mitchell’s prostrate form and lowered his cock down his anus. Jake told himself he didn’t want to look and immediately shut his eyes from witnessing the horror about to happen. He gritted his teeth as he heard Mitchell searing groan from the penetration. Jake would have loved to shut his ears too from not hearing anything, if only that were possible. He turned his face to the side, but not before taking a peek at Master Tim stretching his friend’s asshole while his wife lay nonchalant on her back playing with her pussy while watching the action. Jake’s ears absorbed every groaning pain coming from Mitchell as Master Tim slapped his butt and got to fucking him earnestly. Mitchell’s groans became slightly measured like he was starting to enjoy his own pleasure. Jake opened his eyes and forced himself to watch the onslaught. For some reason he was far from feeling disgusted with what he was watching and instead seemed to acquire some arousal from listening to his friend’s moans as well Master Tim snapping at him to shut the fuck up and take that black dick. His nerves felt more relaxed and he was gasping harder from stroking his cock to the exquisite cries coming from his friend.

 Master Tim pulled out of Mitchell who then fell on his side, making space for Master Tim to lie between him and Anita, as they then pounced on his cock. They took turns sucking his huge member, rolling their tongues from the bulbous tip down to his balls-sac and then back up his shaft. Master Tim could do nothing except thrust his pelvis at their face and groan repeatedly until the moment came when he exhaled a whooping gasp and spurted cum across Anita’s face. Husband and wife locked their hands around his shaft and fought for his load of cum still spurting over their faces. They moaned with such loving desire as they lapped semen off each other’s face and lips before returning to sucking his cock.

 Jake shut his eyes gasping as he too felt his own release happen. His body broke into a mild convulsion as if he’d just suffered a brief blast of electric shock and it wasn’t until he was done that he apprised the mess he’d sprayed on his hand as well on his pants. He came to his feet and went into the bathroom to clean himself.

 Chapter 18

 The lift’s doors slid open and Jake came out of it and walked to this suite. He let himself inside and was immediately assaulted by Gladys’ fervent cries mixed with what sounded distinctly like two bodies slamming against each other like pieces of meat. Jake checked his pants one last time to make sure he had no trace of cum stains there at all before advancing into the suite.

 There was a food tray standing forgotten in the main room. Plates lay on the coffee table laden with half-finished meals and cans of bottled water and beer. Even the TV set was on, featuring another couple getting dominated by a Black Master in whatever suite it was. Jake drew closer and almost thought he recognized the couple as Mitchell and Anita still busy entertaining Master Tim, but soon realized it was them.

 The groaning cries and slapping bodies were coming from the bedroom. Jake heard Gladys holler at whomever to fuck her harder. Jake went in that direction and stopped at the threshold with his mouth hanging open.

 The room was dark and he at first couldn’t distinguish Gladys from the sea of bodies surrounding her except hearing her wailing cries. His hand went to the nearest wall and flicked the room’s light and gasped at the sight of Gladys sandwiched between Master Joe who lay under her and some other Black Master whose face he couldn’t make out as his back was toward him. Gladys was reclining backward on her hands and she managed to force a smile at him which soon transformed into a rictus of ecstasy as she carried on with her whimpering frenzy. Jake drew closer to the bed and grabbed at his crotch, feeling his penis come alive once again.

 The other Black Master pulled out of Gladys and noted Jake’s presence while swiping sweat off his brow. He came off the bed and Jake was suddenly cowered by the man’s dominant presence.

 “The fuck you looking at, white boy,” he barked at Jake. “Drop down and get busy cleaning me up.”

 Jake dropped to his knees and muttered an apology when the man’s cock nudged his brow and painted his forehead with a sticky trail of cum. This was the moment he’d long been waiting for. Jake wrapped his hand around the man’s phallus and was sputtering even as he tried fitting the man’s prick down his throat. The Black Master grabbed his head and shoved more of his meat into his mouth. Jake felt his eyes well up with tears as the man compelled him to swallow more of his cock. He shut his eyes, groaning and sputtering while his lips continued pleasuring the Black Master’s cock, while in his mind he reflected on having just watched his friend Mitchell get fucked alongside the wife. He briefly wondered if such was what awaited him the longer he and Gladys were here.

 The Black Master’s grip on his head got stern and he soon flooded Jake’s mouth with a thick river of cum. Jake gurgled and sputtered with reproach but the grip on his head was unrelenting and he had no choice but to consume the load of cum swirling in his mouth. The Black Master smacked the side of his head and barked at him to keep sucking. In the background he could hear Gladys wailing energetically; the sound of bodies slapping against each other along with the bed groaning blended perfectly like a discordant music. Jake obeyed the handler’s demands and continued draining every droplet of cum still pouring down his throat, the whole time unable to quit the image of his friend getting fucked in the ass. That helped to ease his plight and got his cock pressing harder inside his pants.

 Jake went into the bathroom to wash his face when he was done with his service while Master Tim and his buddy continued fucking Gladys. They took turns pumping ounce of cum inside her cunt while the other knelt beside her fucking her face and letting her drain their cock down her throat. Jake returned from the bathroom to catch the latter part of the ongoing action; Gladys looked like she couldn’t get enough of being fucked. Master Joe gestured at Jake to come eat her pussy while they took breaks and went to help themselves off the food tray in the main room. They returned later and made him kneel beside the bed to continue watching his wife get bred.

 It was getting late by the time Master Tim and his buddy decided to call it a day. They went and showered in the bathroom and kissed Gladys goodnight with a promise to return later. Jake helped Gladys out of bed and led her to the bathroom as she was too exhausted to go by herself.

 “Ohhh my God,” she moaned as she lay in the tube while Jake heated the water for her. “I’ve never in my life been this well fucked as I’ve been today alone.”

 Jake listened as she told him everything he’d missed out on before returning to the suite while he scrubbed her legs, smiling as she explained how she’d felt when Master Tim penetrated her and afterwards. When she finished, she asked where he’d been the whole time and he divulged everything he’d witnessed with Mitchell and his wife along with her handler. Gladys was aghast with shock when he mentioned the part about watching Mitchell get fucked in the ass, and of what he’d felt the whole time he remained on his knees watching everything.

 Jake stopped when he heard a ringing tune coming from beyond the bathroom. Gladys heard it too - it was a phone ringing.

 “Let me go check,” said Jake before leaving the bathroom.

 He initially thought it was his cell phone ringing or maybe Gladys’s, but then realized it was coming from the main room. He went and picked up the suite phone and spoke into it. Gladys was singing a tune while sponging herself till Jake returned to her still his happy self. He took the sponge from her and continued with his previous work.

 “Who was it that called?” she asked.

 “That was Master Odum. He wanted to know if we’d love to have dinner with him tomorrow. He said he’d love to entertain us.”

 “Oh, that’s so nice of him. I’d sure love to spend time with him; he sounds so much an intelligent fellow. What did you tell him?”

 “I said why not? Though he said we won’t be the only ones there; he didn’t explain what he meant. But then I guess it doesn’t matter.”

 “No, darling, it doesn’t,” she lounged back in the tub. “I can just feel a baby starting to kick inside me already,” she said then resumed her singing.










 WifeHusbandLover

 John

 Oh my God, someone help me!

 My heart’s beating so fast in my chest right now. I feel like I’m having a heart attack but really I’m not. I’m not ill or nothing - this is something I’m encountering that’s so bigger than me. Something I’d always dreamed of happening but never really thought it would ever come through. Who would have thought such a dream ever would possibly come through?

 What’s happening before my eyes isn’t about me. Not by a long shot.

 I’m sitting by the poolside of Queensland Resort, watching my lovely other half Betsy dance to a rhythm and blues number with the young black man I’d allegedly taken time to set her up with as a lover. His name is Elliot. Funny when I think about it, never did I think I’d ever meet a black man with the name Elliot. Not that I’ve got any gripe with it. And I’m not prejudiced either, so if you’re reading this, please don’t even go there. No way I can be such and sit and watch him dance with my wife, would I?

 Betsy though isn’t no young lamb, and neither am I. We’re pretty much dinosaurs still walking the earth. Three days ago I turned sixty-two, and this here is the accumulation of a lifelong dream to have as a birthday gift. Betsy is sixty. Neither of us is what we once were forty years ago when we first met, fell in love and got married in practically the same order. But true love is seldom in the physical as most millennials keep assuming. If even one does stay physical, for how long? A lifetime ago I once played football for Notre Dame; no way am I ever going to come near a starting lineup now. I’ve got a sagging gut, plus my once full Mediterranean crop of hair is now a mass of gray. Betsy still chides me for being too vain especially about my hair. She too has aged but some things about her haven’t. Her ash-blonde hair with some specks of gray, her effervescent smile and sly stubbornness. Watching her and Elliot dance amidst the small crowd sharing the dance floor, the way she’s got one arm locked around Elliot’s shoulder and the other on his arm. I can almost spot the glimmer in her eyes each time she turns toward my direction.

 Elliot. What a charmer that kid is. I’m thinking all of this as I turn around to take a sip off my glass of margarita. It’s almost dusk here in Nigeria. The air is thick and the wind balmy. Who would have thought I’d had to travel halfway across the world to find the exact type of pleasure I’d always desired for Betsy.

 One thing Betsy and I have always shared is a traveling spirit. That need to see other places, enjoy foreign cuisine and to make new friends, when we can, even though some only speak English by the handful. I’m a semi-retired attorney. I’ve tasted wealth through much of my life. I’ve had it, lost it, and gained it all back again, at least in that consecutive order. Our kids are all grown up and they too have produced grandkids. I’m not the lion I once used to be when in a courtroom jungle. I’ve got younger fledglings now to take on challenging cases for me. They love the smell of blood, so let them have it. I’m properly content to live the rest of my life happy as long as I’ve got Betsy beside me to share every moment with. Everything I’ve purportedly done, at least to my knowledge, has always been toward making her happy. Back during my fiery courtroom days whenever a judge declared a case in my favor, I’d celebrate with popping a bottle of expensive champagne. These days, a glass of margarita is what I need. But this evening what I’m seeing happening before my eyes, definitely deserves champagne popping.

 My head sways to the rhythm of the music played by the resort’s house band. I maintain my focus on Betsy and Elliot still rocking against each other. Elliot’s got his arm around her backside and caressing her arm with his other; Betsy appears to be loving it. She certainly looks gorgeous in her sleeveless evening dress. It won’t give Elliot much hindrance when it comes time for Elliot to make out with her.

 The thought of that happening has my heart racing - is he seriously going to score with her? My God, is it really going to happen tonight? I’ve pictured this moment for such a long, long time, but never thought I’d see the day it would become real. I can’t read Betsy’s face to know if she’s actually going to go through with it or not. Sometimes Betsy can be a stubborn nut to crack when it comes to reading her mind. I can’t help but pray for the best.

 Already I’m imagining them in bed together: I see all three of us returning to our suite with both of them ending up in bed minus me. I know it’s kinda early thinking this but I can’t help it. I’m so excited right now, you would too if you were me. So many cuckold meeting sites and forums I’d signed up with in the past, reliable patrons there assured me this was exactly the expectant reaction I was bound to get. Yes, it all sounded too good to be true at the time, but watching this picture enfold before my very eyes . I’m now a certified believer of all the stuff they’d told me. Stuff I earlier thought of as bullshit. Even Elliot assured me when we first talked about this that he was going to work something through. I hadn’t believed every word he said then. But you won’t hear me thinking like such henceforth.

 The night wasn’t yet over though. Betsy’s had her first bite. The question now is would she love the taste and bite some more. If you’re still reading this, then I hope you stay with me and let’s see how things run.

 Watch my still beating heart though.

 Betsy

 Dear God, I know I shouldn’t be doing this . . I just can’t help myself!

 My mind’s whirling like bees in a bonnet right now. I see so many images dancing before my eyes, some too meaningless for me to make sense out of, but nothing to outright explain what’s happening to me right now. Is this really happening right now? Am I back at the suite asleep beside John and dreaming this crazy stuff? None of this can be real . but I’m okay with it. The feeling is so fantastic. I can hear myself laughing, laughing shamelessly. I can hear myself saying something to the young man I’m dancing with. Later I have no idea what I was I must have said but feeling a blush creep over my face it’s obvious it was something filthy. Dirty even. But for some reason I’m happy about it. No, not mere happy . I’m fucking ecstatic! There, I just thought up a nasty word. Nasty and dirty and I can’t seem to hold myself back. I don’t want to at all.

 I’m miles away from the comfort of home right now, dancing in the arms of a handsome young black man. I feel so young, like I’m falling in love all over again. I can’t remember the last time I was this excited about anything in my life. Maybe once or twice before, but right now those don’t count. Plain of fact, nothing else matters except this young man who’s making me feel exceptionally young. The more I inhale the musk scent of his aftershave the more I conjure up dirty, nasty images in my head. It’s got me clinging onto him hard. All the stuff I want to do to him . and stuff I, too, want him to do to me.

 My God, I must be running crazy out of my head; someone ought to lock and chain me up before I do something wild.

 Look, there’s John, my husband, smiling at me from where he’s sitting at the lounge area. I can’t believe he’s watching me dance with this friend of his and not doing anything to stop me. He doesn’t even look worried or concerned. I can’t help smiling back and waving a hand at him before returning my attention to Elliot.

 Elliot. Handsome, athletic Elliot. Almost the same age as my second son.

 My God, what the fuck am I doing?!??

 My Mom would smack my face from her grave if she knew what I was thinking of doing to this fine man. The fact that I’m old enough to birth two or three of him doesn’t matter much at all. It should but . it’s no wonder John has been trying to get me to have a lover. That conniving husband of mine! He sure knows how to push my buttons even though plenty of times I’d told him no, no, no.

 We keep grooving to the music coming from the jazz band and I’ve got my arms wrapped around this man; my hands are sweaty and won’t stop caressing his shoulders. He, too, has his hands caressing my backside. It kinda feels like he’s undressing me in front of all these people dancing around us. You won’t believe it, but right now I’ve got goose bumps trailing up my backside! The music takes on an up-tempo rhythm and I laugh gaily as Elliot spins me around and now has me rubbing my bottom against his crotch. I can’t help but gasp when I feel something there . my God, is that what I think it is?

 I hope so! The nasty thoughts are getting bolder on my mind. I almost want to reach my hand backward and caress his crotch. That would be very unladylike and inappropriate, I know. If only you know what I’m feeling right now; I’ve got my hormones kicking like crazy inside me. Elliot leans his face over my shoulder. I feel his breath against my ear; I can’t help but giggle while he’s got his arms locked around my hips.

 “You look so beautiful,” he whispers to me.

 Oh God, I feel like I’m about to melt!

 My thighs are quivering and it’s a good thing he’s holding onto me, or else I’d probably fall on my feet right on this stage. I can’t help it - I want this man more than ever right now! I know I’m probably going to regret what I’m getting ready to do - thinking of going to bed with someone twenty years younger feels a lot like I’m about to commit a crime - but I’d rather take jail than not getting on with it. I want him and I know he wants me, too.

 I turn around to face him. My eyes delve deep into his brown eyes while his hands travel south to cup my butt.

 “I want you so fucking bad,” I whisper back and can’t help giving him a quick kiss.

 There, I’ve said it! The words are out and there’s no taking it back anymore. I’m going to do this, and I don’t give a damn who tries to stop me.

 I quit dancing and take Elliot’s hand and guide him out of the dance stage back toward our table. John has got a beaming smile on his face. That smile usually means he’s caught me doing something I should know better. In this case, he’s found I’m holding Elliot’s hand. I can’t help but blush once again, knowing he’s caught me fair and square with my hand in the cookie jar. Now there’s definitely no going back for me.

 “Come on, John,” I said to him. “We need to be getting back inside.”

 Elliot says nothing except remain beside me and I’m grateful for it. I’m so nervous but I’m so fucking excited too. I know you can’t tell, but right then I’ve got a moistness building underneath my panties too. When did that happen? My God!

 We stand there and wait for John to hurry with finishing his margarita drink. The wind is kicking up and I hold onto my dress like I was scared it might come off me any second. John leaves money for the bill on the table and leads the way back to our suite. There’s a hurriedness about him that seems somewhat clumsy the way he nearly bumps into a table and mutters an apology to the occupants while Elliot and I catch up with him.

 “You looked lovely dancing,” he says to me.

 “Yeah, I ought to do that more often,” I reply. “I’m so flush right now.”

 Elliot makes no comment as we continue our stroll. I turn to him and he answers my glance with a smile and he gives my hand a reassuring squeeze as if reminding me I’m still on his mind. At that moment I seriously needed it; last thing I’d want is something turning out bad tonight.

 We walk along the cobbled walkway leading away from the club. The music is still going on loud, but receding as we approach our building.

 There are five separate building blocks in the resort, six floors each, all linking each other in a circle formation through an open walkway with a swimming pool occupying the bottom. Our suite is on Block B, whereas John had set Elliot up in D. This is our third night here, but tonight will be the first night he gets to share my bed. John will roll with it, I know he will. After all, he’s the one that’s been trying for years to get me to indulge in my sexual freedom. This won’t be the night he gets to back down. Even if he dare try, I won’t let him!

 “Looks like it’s going to rain hard tonight,” Elliot says.

 It looks that way too. The wind is still blowing strong, ruffling the trees beyond. Suddenly it occurs to me that I’m forgetting something - my body isn’t what it once used to be. Age and the sexually regressive menopause has added plenty of fat to my saggy skin. What would be Elliot’s response when he strips me and doesn’t like what he sees? I try reading his face praying I don’t spot nothing to bring the evening to an end.

 He gazes back at me and smiles. It’s such a cute smile he has. I feel his hand on my backside squeezing my rump - that’s all the reassurance I want as I then smile back at him.

 We’re almost at our suite. John digs out his room key as he gets to the door first. He fumbles the first time with sliding in the key but soon unlocks the door and opens it for us to enter first.

 Elliot

 This is it! The moment has finally come - time to make this horny wife my slut for the night.

 I let Betsy lead me into their suite and John shuts the door behind us and then goes and turns on the air conditioner and leaves us to go check on other stuff in the bedroom. Betsy stands in front of me waiting. All the talk we’ve had since has finally come to this moment. My heart’s beating like a drum but that’s just adrenaline getting me all excited and ready. No point waiting any longer or that might kill the spirit. Looking at Betsy, I glimpse the nervous hesitation in her eyes, like she’s still finding it hard whether to go through with this or not. I’ve been giving her plenty of seductive prep talk the whole time we were dancing; I loved the way she’s responded to me so far. Reading her mind I can tell I’ve gotten deep in her head. But there still some feistiness about her trying to talk her out of what she knows is about to happen.

 I pull her back into my arms and start kissing the curve of her neck while she breaks into chuckles. Her head lolls against my shoulder and her hand caresses my chin while my hands crawl up her dress to fondle her breasts. I’ve got her moaning now while she rubs my butt against my crotch. My hands continue rummaging over her dress, not in the least bit hurry to get her out of it. I can’t see John but I hear him walking back and forth between the rooms getting the place get right for us, I suspect.

 My hands apply much pressure grasping her breasts and Betsy’s becoming seriously mellow. She turns around to face me and then wrapped her arms around my shoulders then kisses me. She tastes like fresh cinnamon. I let her roam her tongue in my mouth, giving her all the freedom she could demand, before applying the same pressure on her. That seems to take her into orbit with her moaning and still grabbing a tight hold like she doesn’t want me to stop or let go. My hands push up the hem of her dress to grasp her flesh and then slid past her panties to squeeze her ample butt. She gasps and her body goes tense against me.

 She pulls away from our kiss, holding my chin with both hands and gasping and begs me not to stop.

 We then make a clumsy waltz toward the bedroom; John follows behind.

 We get to the bed and bend her to lean forward and start kissing her neck and shoulders while my hand search for her zipper and pull it down. Betsy’s moaning like crazy now and her body’s quivering like she’s just caught a fever bug. I pull the zipper down to the end and it then falls to her ankles. I lean forward with my hands between her arms to grope her droopy breasts still hiding behind her bra cups while she reaches behind to grab my erection that’s already come alive inside my pants.

 It’s my turn to show what I have for her.

 I look to the side and see John standing by the doorway basically keeping from view. I’d advised him well ahead of time that when he finds that I’ve got Betsy off her fears to keep as much from view to help get her more at ease with me. This isn’t my first time with horny couples. When it especially comes to first-timers it’s best to tread lightly.

 Betsy’s all aggressive now helping me with getting out of my clothes. I work at unbuttoning my shirt while she’s got her hands fumbling for my jeans belt, breathing heavy the whole time, all euphoric with wanting me. I throw my shirt over my shoulder while simultaneously she’s got my pants free and shoves it down my hips. I reached behind her and for a couple of seconds I can’t get my fingers steady to unclasp her bra. I finally get it done and she discards it while I stand there grasping her huge pair of tits in my hands. She’s got a surreal glimmer in her eyes like she too can’t believe she’s standing naked before me.

 “Do you like it?” she asks me.

 “Fuck yeah, I do,” I respond seconds before lowering my head to suck on one of her dandelions.

 She draws me closer in a headlock wanting more and so I start getting aggressive with her tits and suck, pull, and rake my teeth over her areola like I want to bite it off. She flings her head back and I feel her body convulse; her moans become anguish and feverish. Her hands manages to find my cock hiding inside my briefs and she starts jerking it hard. We collapse on the bed but I don’t lose my grip on working her tits with my mouth while she squirms like the horny bitch she was becoming. My hand delves into her panties and surprise befalls me when I encounter bare skin and no spot of hair growth on her pubic region. That gets me hard even more.

 Her panties come off her thighs minutes later and then I allow her enjoy some control over me.

 Betsy grasps my cock in both her hands stroking it like it’s a delicate candle she hopes not to break and breathes down upon it. I keep my eyes on her the whole time, watching her sweep her hair off her face before opening her pert lips to swallow me.

 Awwhhh . what a fucking feeling!

 I’m suddenly a prisoner to the warmth of her tongue and lips sucking my member. Her giving me head is slow and purposeful, taking her time to treasure every moment; I’m in no rush to hurry her along. She’s got her saliva coating my shaft now, playing with my balls while taking more inches of me down her throat, gurgling while she does it. As the minutes pass, she starts applying herself with more enthusiasm, bobbing her head harder and harder on my cock.

 My eyes glance over at John still hovering by the doorway grabbing at his crotch. He catches me staring at him and smiles and gives me a thumbs-up gesture; I respond back at him. I’m drowning under the pressure of Betsy’s mouth pulling on my cock and loving every moment of it. I give her light thrusts with my pelvis for her to enjoy some more. She can’t stop groaning while her mouth remains locked on my dick and her hands busy squeezing my balls.

 I decide to hurry up with things. I reach for Betsy’s arm and reluctantly she leaves my cock like it’s the best thing ever to come her way and rolls on top of me. She straddles my pelvis and I guide my cock between her thick folds till I finally slot it into her pussy’s entrance; already I can smell her wet pussy. She grunts approvingly as I slide my prick’s head into her wet orifice and even rolls her bottom down my shaft while leaning over. Her moans soar into my ears as her body relaxes against my grip, letting me to do the work. Her body feels so good. My hands squeeze the folds of her ass as my cock sinks further into her. I can’t help gasping, too.

 “Ohhh God!” she moans while pelting my cheek with frantic kisses. “So good . Ohhhh, it’s so good. You’re so fucking good.”

 Yeah, it felt unbelievably good to me, too. Her pussy so tight around my cock . I move my hips against her thighs to further loosen her pussy’s tightness. She continues her moaning frenzy. Her face now a struggling mask of yearning for my cock to stretch her cunt further; her cunt felt like it hadn’t been oiled or greased in a long time. No worries, that’s what I’m here for after all.

 Her butt is riding my dick smoothly now. I smack her butt which makes her howl over my ear. She’s bucking down on me harder and harder now. She comes upright, flings her hair off her face, panting like crazy while her pelvis rides me back and forth; I can’t help gasping along with her and she falls over me again, slapping my face with her tits. Her lips find mine and we kiss frantically, frenetically, almost like we want to pull each other’s tongue, sucking air off each other’s mouth. By this time I’ve buried my prick all the way inside her, and her groans are coming from deep inside her gut. Her hands wrap around under my neck and she nibbles on my ear lobe and begs me not to stop. Our body movement synchronizes together like dolphins swimming in tandem. On and on she groans for me not to stop. I reply that I won’t, and really I don’t want to; how could I ever have stopped right when things were going great? The feel of my cock fucking her pussy is so intoxicating, producing squishy sounds. My hand feels behind her butt and can tell she’s dripping wet with her cum.

 It is with relief when I cum inside her. We grunt almost simultaneously as I jerk inside her more and more, letting loose copious semen inside her cunt. She collapses on top of me, sighing with joy. Her hands won’t quit from caressing my face. We inhale each other’s sweat; our lips find each other in a passionate kiss. John still keeping watch from the doorway must be thinking what great lovers we make.

 Outside it starts to rain.










 Tibbs & Our Wedding Night

 This was what happened, as much as I remember.

 It was evening in Las Vegas. The city of sin. Kaylie and I had finalized our wedding less than an hour ago. We were presided over by a solid Elvis Priestley look-alike along the Strip. Kaylie’s lover, our designated Black Master, called Tibbs was there with us; he’d acted as my best man. He looked splendid in his tux suit while I stood facing Kaylie, smiling while we said our vows to each other. I felt a persisting itch inside my pants. My CB 2000 chastity lock was in place and crushing my nuts; Kaylie had possession of the key and wore it around her neck as a necklace.

 A limo I’d hired for the night idled outside waiting for us. We left the church after we’d finished and drove to a nearby restaurant to grab something to eat. There were plenty of people inside when we strolled in and they got into an instant uproar and clapped and congratulated I and Kaylie. Tibbs took care of our order. He had my wallet with him and he paid for everything with my credit card.

 Normally Kaylie would seat beside him, but for the sake of us finally tying the knot, she remained by my side and I fed her from my meal. She’s a beautiful blonde angel in her mid-twenties. Full set of lips just like her tits, great pair of hips and a hungry pussy meant solely for fucking. I’m a middle-aged, pathetic 4-inch cuck boi with nothing to offer except a home and a six-figure paying job. Master Tibbs took care of us, or rather, we both looked up to him for guidance and submission.

 We finished our meal then trooped out of the place, amidst more cheers and handclaps from the customers around. Tibbs got into the limo first and I helped Kaylie gather up her wedding dress as she slid inside and then I came in and shut the door. I instructed the driver to take us back to the hotel. I pressed a button for the backseat divider to rise, cutting us from the driver.

 The city slid languidly past our window. Tibbs popped a bottle of champagne and filled our glasses. He and Kaylie shared a kiss after sipping their drink. Tibbs pushed up her dress to reveal her silk stockings and garter belt and naked pussy. She was all chuckles as he wet his finger with his drink and slipped it inside her cunt. He looked at me and smiled.

 “You see how wet your bitch is, white boi?” he finger-fucked her while he spoke to me. “You see how wet her pussy’s getting?”

 I nodded my head. I was mesmerized by what I was seeing him do to my bride. Tibbs always knew how to take charge whenever he wanted; it was so easy for him. I never complained what he wanted of me, and neither has Kaylie. Seeing the way she lounged back and breathed through her lips, I knew she was loving it.

 Tibbs removed his finger and gave it to her to lick it clean.

 “You love the way your pussy tastes, babe?” he asked her.

 “Ohh yes, Master,” she moaned.

 Tibbs sat back and unzipped his fly. Kaylie bowed her head on his crotch and swallowed his cock. My lips quivered with want. I, too, wanted so much to taste Master Tibbs’s cock. He saw the envious look in my eyes and motioned me to come and share. I came on my knees before him, unmindful of the car’s movement, and Kaylie held Tibbs’s cock closer to my face. I inhaled his masculine smell. Kaylie allowed me a few licks before pressing my head down to swallow his balls.

 We arrived at the hotel. The limo drew to a stop and we got out and went inside and met more fanfare of people cheering us on. We got into the lift and it deposited us on our floor and then we went in the direction toward our suite. Tibbs had his arm around Kaylie while I unlocked the door for them to enter.

 Tibbs got out of his jacket and let it drop to the floor and pulled his feet out of his shoes; I, too, got busy getting out of my tux. Kaylie threw her flower bouquet at me then gathered up her wedding dress and huddled off toward the bedroom. Master Tibbs stood naked like a black buffalo in front of me. His cock pulsed erect. I cowered before him with my chastity lock gleaming.

 “Pick my clothes up, white boi,” Tibbs said before walking away toward the bedroom. “And don’t forget to fold them away.”

 I did as told and folded Master Tibbs’s clothes neatly and kept them along with his shoes on the couch. I left mine lying carelessly on the floor and went toward the bedroom.

 Tibbs was already kissing Kaylie. They knelt facing each other on the bed. Her dress was open and he was busy caressing her tits while she in return stroked his cock. I came behind my wife and unzipped her dress down her backside and then stood back and watched.

 Kaylie lowered her head and sucked Tibbs’s cock. He fell backward on the bed and caressed her hair while simultaneously thrusting his meat further into her mouth. I stood beside the bed and listened to the sound of her choking and slurping on his prick. I couldn’t feel any sensation down on my prick, but God knows, I’d have loved so much to beat my penis.

 Tibbs helped Kaylie out of her dress. She wore nothing else except her thigh stockings. She assumed the perfect poise on her arms and knees and she was moaning seconds later when Tibbs inserted his prick inside her behind. He was all business instantly. He held by her waist and yanked her head back with a fistful of her hair while fucking her hard and fast. I listened to the sound of his cock pounding Kaylie, my beautiful bride, like she was nothing but a dirty whore to him. And yes, she is a fucking whore. Kaylie has always being such from the moment I assisted Master Tibbs with seducing her toward loving his black cock. Prior to our marriage, we had been dating for over five months. Tibbs had really tightened our bond in ways I can never fully repay him. Watching him fuck my bride now was so breath-taking.

 “Come over here, boi!” Tibbs barked at me.

 I came and knelt beside him and waited for him to pull out of my wife. Tibbs thrust his cock down my throat and I cleaned off Kaylie’s cum juice from his shaft. He pushed me away when I was done and returned to pounding my bride. Kaylie moaned and whimpered in frantic ecstasy. Tibbs afterwards turned her to lie on her back and came on top of her. I held Kaylie’s legs and listened to her holler from Tibbs’s rapid pounding. Kaylie reached for my cock and tugged at my balls. I felt like cumming even though I could do nothing about it.

 I was in purgatory; I needed release. I couldn’t wait for Master Tibbs to cum inside my bride.

 Tibbs poured his load inside Kaylie’s cunt and he rolled aside and I ate out her pussy. Kaylie knew what I wanted then and she took out my chastity key from around her neck and unlocked me. They watched me jerk myself toward climax. I groaned as I poured my seed down my feet. I scooped up my cum and licked off every drop.

 It tasted good.

 But not as good as Tibbs’s cum tasted.










 Sleeper Hotwife
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It was past seven in the evening when Rob and Allie Forster decided to take their leave from their friends’ home. The friends in question were a newlywed couple who’d relocated into the neighborhood a mere week ago. Rob and Allie had opted to be among the first to welcome as well spend a couple of hours getting to know them. They were more genial and outgoing with each other by the time Allie decided they ought to be returning home. The newlyweds had walked them a short distance past their driveway and then shook hands and exchanged hugs one last time before saying goodbye for the day.

 Rob and Allie held hands and swung it daintily while they strolled back to their home that was half a block from their new neighbors. It was a quiet suburban neighborhood, the sort of place where everyone knew each other, and hardly anyone bothered with locking their doors at night. Almost every home possessed a cat, a cute dog, and a Chrysler or SUV parked in the driveway. Rob didn’t own either, but even he had been startled by the number of such vehicles he observed when they first arrived here four years ago. He had thought of acquiring one a couple of times, or maybe think seriously about trading in his eight-month old Toyota for something with less mileage that would fit comfortably into his garage. Not the sort of thing he reckoned Allie would agree to, but perhaps she might if he got to persuading her about it. He made a mental note to figure out soonest the best time to bring up the discussion.

 Few cars passed them on the way, briefly flooding them with headlights as they continued their stroll toward their home. The sky was approaching a shade of lavender but leaving a crimson trail in the horizon on account of the setting sun. Crickets chirped along the lawn grass of the homes they passed. Several of their neighbors were just then pulling into their driveways; they waved back at some of them while they walked home.

 “Such a lovely couple they are,” Rob admitted.

 “Yeah, she seems to love being here more than he does,” Allie agreed.

 “Time will tell,” he said. “That’s almost the way I felt the first time we came here.”

 “Really? I thought you liked it.”

 “I did then, and still do now. But what matter to me most was that you loved it more.”

 “You know I do,” she said. “I love the place, I love our home and I love you, too.”

 “You know what I’d love even more?” he asked and his eyes slid down toward her mid-section. Allie caught the winking gesture in his eyes.

 “I know,” she answered. “I too would love to have a baby soon. Once I’m ready.”

 Rob considered her words for a moment before speaking.

 “Thought you were done being ready,” he said harmlessly. “I mean, last time we talked about it, you were kinda uncertain.”

 “I was uncertain, and you were, too,” she replied. “You’d just gotten your new job, remember? I’m not saying I won’t, just need a little time. Is that okay?”

 “Yeah, I guess so,” Rob said, clearly disappointed by her response.

 “Hey,” she swung his hand to get his attention. “Don’t look sad, please, darling.”

 “Why not? You’re making it hard for me not to,” he replied. “Five years we’ve been married, I still feel like there’s so much about you I don’t yet know.”

 “Would it surprise you if I told you there’s a lot about myself I too don’t yet know about? That I don’t yet understand?”

 Rob couldn’t think of anything else besides shrugging his shoulders. “Glad to know I’m not the only one that’s confused,” he grumbled.

 He regretted his words the instant they left his mouth. Allie glared at him for a brief moment and he caught the wounded look on her face as she then looked away from him. Rob hated seeing her this way, especially when it was his fault. It swept away whatever ill feelings he bore toward her from his mind.

 “I’m sorry,” he said. “I didn’t mean to sound callous.”

 “No, you didn’t mean it,” said Allie. “Doesn’t take away the fact that you didn’t just say it. But let’s not talk about it for now, please. The last thing I want is to ruin the day any further.”

 Rob nodded in agreement and went back to holding her hand. Allie knew always how to dig it into him whenever they argued. Sometimes he couldn’t help apologizing even when it wasn’t really his fault, and him making any countering argument would only make things worse. Still he reasoned it was a minor concession for the greater good. Anything to get rid of whatever dark smoke hovered between them. Sometimes though, he could never shake off the thought that there was a lot about her he knew nothing about.

 “That’s odd?” Allie remarked.

 “What?”

 Rob looked at her then realized she had stopped walking. He looked toward where she was staring at and it took a brief moment for him to realize it too.

 They were two houses away from their home. Rob had a clear view of their front lawn. There was his Toyota parked in the driveway with what little of the sun’s leftover glare reflecting off the windshield. Their house was as they had earlier left it; nothing about it had changed. The only odd thing was the Range Rover jeep parked alongside the curb almost in front of their driveway. Rob didn’t recognize the vehicle, nor thought he knew any of their friends or neighbors around who had one. He kept staring at the Range Rover as if expecting it to be some trick his eyes were making and that it would disappear any moment. That didn’t seem to be the case as they hurried toward their home. The vehicle’s windows were tinted. As they crossed the street and drew nearer Rob almost expected the doors would suddenly open and it would reveal someone they knew.

 “Have any idea who it might be?” he asked her.

 Allie shook her head. There was a knowing look in her eyes that was sort of baffling to him, like she was haplessly digging through her memory just like he was concerning whomever they might know that owned such vehicle.

 “I’ve no idea, honey . but I just might.”

 “We might as well go see who it is,” said Rob. “Probably someone we know that’s come to show off his latest ride.”

 Rob’s eyes went to the vehicle’s license plate and saw it was from out of state. Still he couldn’t think whoever it might belong to. But that changed when he glanced at Allie and noticed the knowing look that lit up her eyes as she continued appraising the vehicle.

 “My God,” she moaned as she went to the passenger section. “Oh God.”

 “What is it, Allie?” Rob came to her side, first looking to see if by chance she’d seen something he hadn’t. “What’s the matter?”

 “I don’t know really.” She said. “I don’t know, but I feel . I think I might know whose car this is.”

 Just then they heard shuffling steps behind them followed by the sound of a door slamming shut. Rob held Allie’s hand as simultaneously they turned toward their intruder.

 A black man stood there on their porch gripping a beer can in his hand. He was huge, had a rotund-shaped head like a coconut and possessed an immense size about himself. He was smirking at them as he stood there not moving an inch. Rob left Allie’s side and approached the man with glaring eyes.

 “This is a residential home you’re breaking into,” Rob said as he marched up the porch. “Who the hell are you and what are you doing in my home?”

 The man didn’t budge from his stance nor made like he was afraid of Rob even as he approached him, barely reaching past his torso. The man’s face retained the smirk as he raised his beer can to his mouth and drank from it. Allie scrambled toward them, already sensing danger about to happen. She came on the porch and stopped when their front door opened once again and another black man appeared there. He was an exact opposite of the other. One look at his face was all Allie needed for the flood banks in her memory to give way.

 “Zee?” she gasped.

 The black man smiled at her. “How’re you doing, sugar?”

 Rob turned to the man who’d just emerged out of their home. His eyes went to Allie who stood transfixed where she was then back to the second intruder and for a brief moment assumed he was lost in the Twilight Zone.

 “What the hell?” Rob’s eyes kept switching back and forth at them, unable to comprehend what he was seeing. “Just who the hell are you?”

 The second black man turned his attention to him as if only then aware of Rob’s presence. He wore a black outfit and matching jacket the same as his linebacker buddy was, except he was far athletic.

 Everything appeared to be a stand-off between them, but it came to an end when Allie touched Rob’s arm and that seemed to calm his nerves a little.

 “Why don’t we go inside, honey?” she cautioned. “I don’t think they mean us any harm.”

 Rob looked incredulously at her almost wanting to inquire if she’d lost her marbles or something. He turned back to the thickset giant beside him. The man returned his gaze and then crushed his beer can in his hand and uttered a belch. Rob fixed him one final stare before succumbing to Allie’s pull.

 “How’re you doing, Rob,” the second black man addressed him before shaking his hand. “I’m Zee.”

 “Zee?” Rob asked. “Like the alphabet?”

 “Yeah, sort of,” he cracked a grin. “Actually it’s Pimp Zee. Pimping is my game, and that’s what’s brought me here. How about we continue inside.”
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Zee stepped aside and politely ushered Rob into his own home. Rob stood where he was, perplexed by his action, but again glanced at his brutish-looking companion as if to sure none of this was some crazy set-up, like things weren’t looking crazy enough already. What amazed him was how Allie all of a sudden didn’t seem any worried at all about everything. The unperturbed attitude he saw coming from her was pretty much a harbinger of what was impending, though at the time he knew not what it was.

 “Come on inside, darling,” Allie took his arm in hers and nudged him forward. “Let’s get off the porch.”

 “Yeah, sure,” Rob said, his feature still riddled with bewilderment regarding what was happening here before his eyes.

 They entered the house and Rob’s eyes immediately roamed the room wanting to make sure nothing was out of place or stolen. Allie remained beside him and didn’t seem concerned about none of that. She was reverted by the presence of the black stranger in their home whose giant buddy remained outside like a dutiful sentry.

 Rob, satisfied everything he saw was where it should be, returned to Allie and his feature immediately darkened noting how she seemed cozy with the black man whose weird name Rob couldn’t yet decipher.

 “It’s been a long time, Zee,” Allie remarked. “I can’t believe this is really you.”

 “Yeah, it sure has been long,” Zee agreed. “But it’s all me, babe; one hundred percent skin and muscle. You once told me you’d stay in touch when you would? Haven’t heard from you in ages, only to see this is where you’ve been lying low all this time.”

 She laughed. “Come on, Zee. That’s what happens when you get married - life happens. I thought by now you’d be thinking of settling down, too.”

 Zee chuckled. “That’ll be the death of me, babe. I’ve got bitches out there always wanting my time.”

 Rob caught every word of their exchange. He was fuming inside his head listening to his wife and this stranger laugh shamelessly in his presence. He watched Pimp Zee relieve himself of his jacket then planted himself on a couch across from Rob and folded his jacket across his thigh. Rob clenched and opened his fist the longer he grew weary of intruder’s presence in his home, especially now he was apparently making out with Allie.

 “I want answers, do you hear me?” Rob snapped at Zee. “Who’re you and why did you break into my home? And who’s that gorilla friend of yours out on my porch?”

 “That’s a whole lot of questions on your mouth,” said Zee disdainfully, not seeming one bit slighted by Rob’s anger. He spoke to Allie. “Babe, you mind getting me something to drink, it’s been a long fucking drive. A beer, if you’ve got any. And get one for your man here, ‘cos I think he’s going to need one, too.”

 “What about your friend outside?” she asked.

 “Nah, don’t worry about Jonesy. He’s all right with himself.”

 Allie turned away from him and flashed Rob with a look that pretty much said ‘be nice, dear’, before she walked out of the room. Rob watched her go, still not wanting to believe that any of what he was seeing right now was real.

 “Yo, Rob.”

 He turned to Zee who gestured at the chair closer to where he stood.

 “Take a seat, please. Let’s talk.”

 “There’s a lot we can do more of,” Rob grumbled as he lowered himself to the chair. “Give me a damn good reason why I shouldn’t be calling the cops right now.”

 “First, to answer to your question, I didn’t break into your home,” said Zee. “Not my fault you left the backdoor open. My buddy Jonesy and I knocked and knocked and when no one came, we went around back. Thought maybe you were doing some barbequing. You can look around if you want, nothing is stolen. Calling the cops won’t do much good.”

 “It’ll certainly do enough to get you and your goon outside out of my house and hopefully out of my life.”

 “Second thing I want to say is you might want to lose the anger in your voice. Ain’t nobody here to hurt or rob you; I’d have done that before you and Allie got home. I’m being quiet and civil, and I’d like you to do the same. At least till I lay my reason why I’m here.”

 Rob clearly didn’t want to believe his words or even think of becoming comfortable in his presence, but for the sake of not wanting to aggravate any unwanted trouble, opted to calm his nerves, even though that seemed hard. Seeing the way Zee appeared relaxed in his home was enough to unnerve him. The fact that he knew next to nothing of who this stranger was except get the feeling that he had some strange history with Allie was shocking enough. No way Rob could tell if he carried a gun with him, or if his friend outside did.

 “You know Allie?” he asked.

 “Oh fuck yeah, I know Allie,” Zee answered, resting his foot across his thigh. “Allie and I go way back.”

 “How long is way back?”

 Zee rummaged inside his pocket and dug out a pack of cigarettes and a gold-plated lighter while he thought of his answer.

 “Let’s see. You and Allie got hitched going two summers ago, if I’ve got that right. She and I were going on strong way before you hooked up with her. She never told you about me, did she?”

 Rob thought for a moment then shook his head.

 Zee slipped a cigarette between his lips and lit the tip. He reached for an ash tray on the coffee table and propped it on his thigh as he went ahead smoking his cigarette. Allie returned to the living room holding two bottles of beer in her hand. She gave one to Rob and gave the other to Zee.

 “Thanks, babe,” said Zee. “Why don’t you go sit beside your man? It’s time we got to clear a lot of smoke out the room.”

 Allie stepped past him and Zee tapped her bottom as she went along, bursting into a gale of chuckles as she then sat beside Rob who looked at her like he wanted to explode any minute. He didn’t need a soothsayer explaining to him that he was about to hear some revealing truth about his wife’s former life that he’d never been privy about. He locked his fingers together while steeling himself for the inevitable.

 “So, go ahead then,” Rob prodded Zee impatiently. “You were going to tell me how long you both know each other.”

 Zee looked at Allie and it was she who then took over the conversation. She turned to face Rob, holding his hand in both of hers. Rob choked down a gob of saliva and felt his heart trotting inside his chest. What was coming, he knew, definitely wasn’t going to be good for him.

 “Honey, you know I love you, don’t you?”

 Rob opened his mouth to speak, but words wouldn’t fall out of his mouth. He instead responded with a head-nod.

 “What I’m about to tell you, it might seem crazy hearing it, but it’s all true,” she swept her auburn hair from the side of her face before continuing. “I should have told you this before we got married. I did want to tell you many times but didn’t know how you’d take it. And I won’t blame you if you get upset. But know that it’s what it is, and nothing about it will change what I feel about you.”

 “Just tell me what it is, Allie. Please.”

 “It’s like this, Rob,” she said. “I’ve’ known Zee going eight years now-”

 “Seven, actually,” Zee chimed in before returning to his cigarette and beer.

 “Yes, seven,” Allie agreed. “Back then, I was different. Sort of. The things I did weren’t the sort of things most women around would do.”

 “Let me guess,” said Rob, unable to withstand the pounding tension in his heart. “You were a high-class prostitute?”

 That cracked Zee up and Rob looked sharply at him, despising him at that moment for the interruption. Zee cupped his fist to his mouth till his laughter sputtered down while his other hand grasped his bottle of beer so it didn’t spill. Even Allie, too, couldn’t help but snicker. Rob looked at either of them more baffled than ever, wondering if the two of them were trying to make him lose his mind.

 “No, Rob,” Allie said after calming down herself. “No, I wasn’t any high-class or street-walking prostitute; not in the legal sense. But Zee here was my Black Master and he used to pimp me out to service men he wanted me to please.”

 Rob curled his face like he’d just eaten a jar of pickles. “What the hell?”

 “Think of me as an ingénue,” she explained. “Zee was my lover, but more than that, he was my Black Master. I know it sounds odd, but hear me out. A Black master is sort of like a caretaker: I submitted myself to him however or whenever he wanted to use me sexually, and sometimes he whored me out to clients who desired me as well. That was sort of how you and I met. Don’t you remember?”

 Rob looked away from her still reeling with confusion and disgust. His world felt to him like it was crumbling before his eyes. Was this a nightmarish dream he was reliving, or was this all real?

 Yes, he did remember the first time he had first locked eyes on Allie. It had been at a friend’s party. He hadn’t wanted to be there but his friend had insisted on his presence. Rob had prior to that time put an end to his former relationship and was feeling through his blue period, wanting to spend as much time in solitude with himself than mingling with a crowd of happy faces. His friend’s party hadn’t jelled with him and he’d gotten himself a drink and ventured outside to catch some air. To his surprising luck, he hadn’t been the only one unhappy with the party vibe. Allie then occupied a table alone by herself sniffling with her back turned to him.

 “I remember that night,” Rob said as if coming out of a dream. “I remember you were crying.”

 “Yes, I was crying,” she said. “You gave me your handkerchief to wipe my eyes with. You never asked me why I was crying.”

 “I thought it was unimportant,” he said.

 “For you it was so,” she replied. “Zee got me upset that evening and I was pretty mad at him. But we made up afterwards.”

 “Yeah, well, that’s a fine walk down memory lane. What I want to know now is what’s he doing here in our home?”

 “What do you think I’m doing here, Rob,” said Zee, all serious now. “Allie’s my bitch, and I always keep in touch with every bitch I own; she knows that, too. Sure, you fell in love with her and got married. That’s all right with me. I ain’t here to spoil what you both have. But she’s my bitch, and daddy has his needs that need taken care of. That’s why I’m here.”

 “Don’t you dare call my wife that,” Rob rose to his feet and glared at him. “I’ve heard enough goddamn nonsense talk from you and I think it’s time you take your friend with you and leave my home before I call the cops on you for breaking and entering.”

 “I already told you your backdoor was open.” Zee looked over at Allie. “You might want to check your man here, girl. Tell him to start playing nice before I get mad.”

 Allie tugged Rob’s hand. “Honey, please calm down. Zee isn’t here to bring any trouble.”

 “I’ll bet he isn’t,” Rob snapped, swiping her hand off his. “I’ll bet you’re just as happy with whatever past dreg that comes in here. Well, I don’t. I want you to take this bastard out of my home, and out of my life right now.”

 “Jonesy!” Zee yelled out his friend’s name.

 The room fell quiet as the front door eased open and in marched Zee’s friend who then shut the door behind him. Jonesy unzipped his jacket and whipped out a pistol but kept it aimed at the ground. The sight of the gun swept away whatever vitriol Rob had within himself. Even Allie, too, kept instantly mum.

 Zee crushed his cigarette in the ash tray then came to his feet. He approached Rob who suddenly shrank away from him, yelping when he fell back on his couch. He saw Zee’s outstretched hand but it looked to him like he wielded a knife or some other harmful instrument.

 “Let’s have your phone, Rob,” Zee said to him.

 Rob’s lips quivered with fear. There wasn’t any hint of a smile of Zee’s face this time.

 “I’m not going to ask you again, white boy,” he said. “Hand it over.”

 “Do it, Rob,” Allie said to him. “Do it, please.”

 Rob dug into his pants pocket and extracted his cell phone which he then gave to Zee who in turn pocketed it.

 “I told you already that I don’t mean you any harm coming here,” Zee said to him. “Looks to me like you need a lesson in manners. First you’re going to see what I’m about.”

 Zee extended his hand toward Allie, smiling at her. “Come on, babe. It’s time you show me the rest of the house.”

 Rob watched dumbfounded as Allie took Zee’s hand and came to her feet. She walked past Rob and led Zee away from the living room toward the passageway that led further into the house. Rob saw them go up the stairs and thought his world had actually just crumbled before his eyes.

 Jonesy appeared at his side and nudged his arm.

 “Up your feet, white boy,” Jonesy’s voice sounded more like a growl.

 Rob did as told and Jonesy then gestured toward the direction of the stairs where Zee and Allie had just gone.

 “Keep moving, white boy,” Jones said. “Ain’t got all day to wait.”

 Rob went in that direction but stopped when he got to the stairs and looked back, almost expecting Jonesy to be a few feet behind him but instead he occupied Rob’s chair with his gun resting on his thigh. Jonesy turned to his direction and indicated once again for him to continue upstairs. Rob did just that. By the time he’d gotten halfway, he’d shrugged off whatever ounce of trepidation he had on his mind. This was his home, after all. Why should be worry about two black men taking charge of it even with his wife’s compliance?
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He got to the master bedroom door and shoved it open then stopped in his tracks, slack-jawed.

 There was his Allie kneeling before the bed in front of Zee who had his pants pushed down his legs. Rob’s view was the back of Allie’s head, but he clearly made out her head-bobbing movement as well heard distinct slurping noise coming from her and knew unequivocally what she was doing; her jeans was unbuttoned and he easily made out the top of her ass partly shielded by her panties. Zee caressed her hair with one hand while his other was busy undoing his shirt buttons; his jacket lay on the floor beside Allie. The animated look on his face gave every indication he was loving what Allie was doing to him. It infuriated Rob so much standing there watching such take place in his bedroom, in his home. He wanted so badly to rush at Zee and drive his fist into his face.

 A hand suddenly grabbed the back of his collar and Rob issued a startled gasp as Jonesy propelled him into the room. Rob couldn’t believe he’d snuck up behind him without ever making any possible noise.

 “Plant your white ass right there and enjoy the show, white boy,” said Jonesy who dumped Rob into a chair across from the bed. He still held his gun in his other hand.

 Zee relieved himself of his shirt and let it fall beside his jacket while Allie remained sucking his cock. She didn’t seem to mind that Rob was in the room watching her. Rob for his part could do nothing beside listen to the smacking, slurping sounds of her lips pulling on Zee’s prick. Zee lifted himself up on his hands and thrust more of his shaft into her mouth. Allie groaned and gasped but still kept her mouth locked on his erection.

 “Damn, bitch,” Zee moaned while sweeping her hair away from her face. “Your Daddy has missed you so fucking much. You miss your Daddy too?”

 “Uh-huh,” she murmured while still deep-throating his girth. On previous occasions she swallow his cock with ease down to the base and stay there for some seconds before pulling back for air.

 “Go on, bitch. Tell me how bad you’ve missed Daddy.”

 Allie pulled away from his cock, gasping, leaving a thick trail of saliva. “I’ve so missed you, big Daddy,” she moaned.

 “You missed me so much, how come you never thought once to look for me?”

 “I don’t know,” she gasped while still catching her breath. “I’m married is why.”

 “I’ll bet you’d love to show your white boy-husband here how much you’ve missed your Daddy, won’t you? I’ll bet he’d love to see you in action. Come on, let’s get your fine self out of those clothes you’ve got on.”

 He helped her to her feet and her jeans then slid down her thighs while Zee helped pull her blouse over her head and added it to his pile of clothes. Rob watched Allie deftly unhook her bra from behind and then bent down to free her legs out of her jeans including her panties.

 “This can’t be happening,” Rob murmured with disbelief at what he was seeing.

 Zee brought Allie to lie on the bed then brought his face down her pubic zone. Allie was already clutching the sheets as his tongue slid into her labia and began licking her cunt lips. Her face clenched hard and she heard herself gasping as he purposefully began nibbling on her sensitive bud and sucking her cum juice. Her butt came inches off the bed and thrust her pelvis to capture more of his tongue.

 “Auuhhh,” she moaned and hissed through her teeth. “Awwhh, yessss. I’ve missed that, Daddy. Uuuuhhhhhh . I’ve really missed that.”

 Jonesy clamped a hand over his mouth in time to hide a sudden burst of chuckle. Rob looked at him, wanting to hate him as much as he did his friend (or boss) who was eating his wife’s pussy. A part of him dared himself to want to go over and lash out at him. But then he looked at the gun in his hand and figured it would be a hard tackle overpowering him successfully. Still he itched to do something, anything.

 Zee drew himself to his knees, wiping traces off cum off his lips. He rolled onto his back and fought with kicking off his shoes then digging his feet out of his pants. Allie massaged her pussy while waiting on him and then spread her legs when he was ready. Zee’s prick touched her crotch leaving a trail of pre-cum. Allie gasped after she’d introduced his prick’s swollen head into where it ought to go.

 “Uhhh,” she groaned. “Ohhh yeah, that feels good.”

 Her cunt was a tight fit for his prick to enter but Zee briskly fed her more, grunting with each effort while she absorbed the brute force of his cock stretching her pussy walls. Allie’s feature curled into sharp grimace and she slapped her face to the left and right of her amid her groaning frenzy as he kept thrusting his girth inside her. It had been years since she last beheld Zee’s immense prick that was almost as thick as a beer bottle. All these years she had missed the feeling of him. Rob was a little boy compared to his size. It’s no wonder their sex life was typically mundane hence why she opted out on any talk about them having a baby just yet. It felt serendipitous that this whole time she had been withholding herself for whenever her ex-lover Pimp Zee to come find her and make her his property once again.

 “Ahhhh, damn!” Zee groaned aloud as he lowered himself against her breasts and worked his pelvis down on her. He gritted his teeth as he felt her pussy muscles tighten around his organ. “Damn. I forget how good your pussy feels.”

 Allie peeled off a throaty chuckle, locking her arms around Zee while they shared a passionate kiss. Allie could feel her pussy releasing copious juice to compensate for his girth ramming toward her cervix. It felt nourishing, damn-right satisfying the way his cock sank deeper inside her pussy; it was unlike anything she’d enjoyed since she met Rob.

 Awwhhh, fuck,” she moaned recklessly, grabbing his body tight as he undulated back and forth on top of her, grunting into her ear. “Fuck me, Zee. Awwh fuck . Uhhgghhh my fucking God!”

 Zee had let go of her thighs and now his arms slid under her backside to grip her shoulders as their fucking went into overdrive. Allie’s feet repeatedly kicked the air and her toes curled and her body wracked with tension as she couldn’t hold back from the hard pounding she was receiving. Zee pressed his face against hers while still slamming down hard into her pussy. The bed’s headboard thudded against the wall and the bed equally groaned from their frantic workout. He hadn’t forgotten how much Allie loved it when he fucked her rough, and she too knew he loved giving it hard. Listening to her convulsive cries as it blended with his grunting fervor. He moaned with pleasure from the way her pussy juice seemed to rub against his shaft.

 Zee raised his head and glanced over at Rob who still occupied the chair beside Jones. He retained the dazed expression on his face. Zee barked laughter at him before resuming fucking Allie.

 Jonesy experienced another burst of chuckle and like before, Rob looked at him with fear and disgust in his eyes. Jonesy turned to him and noticed his stare.

 “You upset, white boy?” he taunted him. “Better not be. Shit’s just getting real, you hear?”

 Rob had no idea what he meant by that. But then the sound of Allie’s ecstatic cry filled the room, returning him to the center of his nightmarish reality.
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Rob was on his knees hugging the toilet seat and retching convulsively into the bowl. His vomit splattered in the toilet bowl and he had to shut his eyes from seeing it, not wanting to be further disgusted by it. He grunted harsh, guttural heaves and spat thick gobs of spit repeatedly down the bowl. He withdrew his face when he felt it was enough and slumped across the tile floor, rasping like he was out of breath. He hitched his breath a couple of times and then wiped drool of spite off the side of his mouth. Rob remained where he was on the floor, not wanting to hurry himself about getting up. He felt himself a mess when eventually he pulled himself to his feet.

 Rob could still hear Allie’s whimpering cries from behind the bathroom door. Zee had continued banging her relentlessly when Rob left his chair and rushed into the bathroom to start throwing up. He washed his hands and face in the sink and took a moment to brush his teeth as well. The bed was thudding hard against the wall whilst keeping in sync with Allie and her former lover’s fucking. Rob turned off the sink’s faucet, but continued leaning against it. He couldn’t bear returning to the room to continue watching what was going on in there.

 The door opened and Zee peeked inside before entering the bathroom. Rob gazed past his reflection in the mirror and felt his blood curdle at the sight of Zee standing behind him all naked and sweaty, smiling at him. He could still hear Allie’s groans coming from behind the door.

 “Thought you weren’t coming out anymore,” Zee crackled. “Wanted to make sure you’re not offing yourself or something.”

 “You bastard,” Rob turned to face him, though he felt somewhat resigned now to everything that was ongoing in his home. “I told you already I want you out of my home. Take my whore wife with you along with your friend and leave me alone.”

 “Whoa now, Rob. Take it easy, buddy. Ain’t nobody leaving just yet. Come on, let me ease your mind a little.”

 Rob walked behind him out of the bathroom.

 He groaned inwardly when he saw Zee’s friend Jonesy now fucking Allie. His bulk was all over Allie’s. The sound of their clashing bodies melded with her groaning cries and the groaning sound of the bed seemed to double from their weight. Rob looked away from them in disgust and waited on Zee who had stopped to pick his pair of briefs and jeans before leaving the room.

 They went down the stairs and Zee stopped at the foot of the stairs to wear his clothes before continuing into the living room.

 “Here’s the scenario, Rob,” said Zee after plopping down on a couch across from him. “I’ve got some high-rolling pals coming this way from Vegas. Big-timers with plenty of dough. They need a woman or two to mellow them out before heading back into the sun again, you get what I’m laying to you?”










 “Whatever,” Rob said insouciantly. “You want Allie to fuck these so-called high rollers of yours.”

 “True. Now, I could import a trick or two from outer state, except I got the call a little late and the nearest bitches I could dig up live across the river from here. Hence why I’m here. Normally I won’t want to intrude or break whatever you and Allie have got, but I need her this one time. You can understand that, don’t you?”

 “How brilliant of you,” said Rob with vile. “You stole into my house, you and that goon of yours that’s right now fucking my wife, you threaten me and then you raped my wife, and now you’re telling me this to make me feel what exactly?”

 “Nobody’s doing any threats here, Rob,” Zee replied. “And I ain’t no rapist either. Allie and I go way, way back, so don’t dare play that fucking angle.”

 “There’s nothing stopping me from running out and calling the cops once you and your friend leave here, you know that, don’t you? If you’re going to hurt me or stop me from doing that, then you’d better get about it right now.”

 “What you gonna do about ten grand?”

 Rob’s grim feature broke when he said that. “What?”

 “These high roller pals of mine, they’re paying for one solid night with Allie. Fifteen grand. But I’m being generous here and want you to have ten. You can do with it however you want, and it’s all for one night only.”

 “You think waving money in front of my face is going to take away the stench of you and your friend in my home already?”

 “I’m trying to make peace with you here, Rob,” Zee explained. “Hate me all you want, but I’m telling you what I want, and what I’m going to do is fork you some dough for wasting your time here. And I’m serious about that.”

 “And what about Allie? You going to take her with you once you get done?”

 “Hell no,” Zee said. “She’s your woman, ain’t she? I just wanna use her for the night, maybe an hour or two.”

 Rob said nothing. He folded his arms while contemplating Zee’s words. He was momentarily confused with how to respond or react. As much as he wanted Zee and his giant buddy upstairs out of his home, he was equally more upset with Allie and her crazy past life that she’d kept hidden from him all this time. Though he couldn’t yet make up his mind if that was any worst compared to watching her fuck Zee and his friend in their bedroom.

 “When is this meeting with your high-rollers happening?” Rob eventually asked.

 “Tomorrow evening.”

 “Ten grand you say? This doesn’t involve drugs or nothing like that, does it?”

 “No drugs, and its ten grand for real. Matter of fact, I’m gonna square you half today and give you the other half tomorrow when we’re done. But you’re gonna have to promise to play nice with us. No cop-calling and I don’t want to hear you coming lose with the anger card no more. We got a deal on that?”

 Rob swallowed a gob of saliva before deciding his answer. “I’ll try my best. But I get to come along too. I want to see all of this to the very end.”

 “However you want it, Rob,” Zee said, smiling. “Glad we’ve come to an understanding.”
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“You’re angry with me,” Allie said to Rob. “And you have every right to be.”

 They sat on their respective side of the bed with their backs to each other, neither daring to make a move to cross the wide space between them. It was past nine o’ clock. They had enjoyed dinner with intense silence, neither daring to make eye contact the entire time, letting Zee do much of the talking. Zee and his friend were downstairs enjoying their cable TV while Rob and Allie decided to retire upstairs for the day. Neither said a word to each other when they entered the room. Allie had changed the sheets while Rob showered in the bathroom, after which she, too, did the same and then wore her night dress.

 “Won’t you at least say something?” Allie said. “Speak to me, Rob.”

 “What’s there to say, Allie?” Rob said while striving to contain his anger. “That you’re a fucking tramp whore? That you’ve kept your secret life locked away from me this whole fucking time we’ve been married?

 “I never thought I could. I wanted to so many times. You won’t believe me, I know, but that’s the truth.”

 “From the look of things, you never made any damn effort of telling me,” Rob responded. “This whole time you’ve lived a lie and I swallowed it. You’ve made a sucker out of me for not telling me.”

 Allie came from around the bed to where he sat and dropped to her knees before him. Rob the whole time sat leaning forward with his hands pressed together before his lips. Allie wrenched his hands and cupped them in hers.

 “I wasn’t no whore, Rob,” she said with a determined voice. “And I’m no whore now. I never walked the streets at night or fucked for money.”

 “You never fucked for money, then what was all that garbage I heard from Zee about you, huh?”

 “I was a black cock slut, that’s what Zee mentioned. I did what I did because I loved getting fucked by black men, and somehow I still do. I never did it for money or whatever. It did it because I loved fucking black men, and they loved fucking me, too.”

 “You have any idea how dirty all of that sounds coming from you? Do you realize that?”

 “This is you and I here talking. You want to know the truth, so how does it feel now?”

 “You telling me this now is supposed to change my mind about you?”

 “Frankly I don’t care what you feel or think about it. Right now I’m so beat and tired.” She rose to her feet. “I’m sorry I never told you any of this, I really am. It wasn’t out of spite or nothing. I just didn’t know how well you’d handle it. Also, I knew you loved me too much, just as I did. The last thing I wanted was something to tear us apart. I know you’re not going to forgive me for this, not after everything that’s gone on today. Anyway, goodnight; I’ll go sleep in the other room.”

 She went looking in the closet and retrieved a spare bed sheet out of a pile. Rob sat there looking at her despondently, not saying anything. He watched her fold stuff away inside the closet then shut back the doors. Holding the spare bed sheet in her arm, she went to her side of the bed and got her cell phone as well a pillow.

 “You going go fuck Zee and his friend again?” Rob asked. “If that’s what you’re going to do, then you might as well go give them another round.”

 Allie stared at him balefully for a moment then left the room. Rob wanted to apologize, but too late, the door slammed shut before any words escaped his mouth.

 Silence reigned in the room. He sat there for what felt like a long time before he then got up and turned off the lights and tucked himself under the bed covers still the pang of loneliness creep onto his mind. It wasn’t just loneliness but regret as well. He pulled the covers over his head and even bent his knees in a fetal position while hugging himself under the covers. It was hard shutting out the feeling of hurt from his head. At one time just when he thought he’d slipped already into dreamland, he rolled on his side and his arm stretched toward Allie’s part of the bed but encountered nothing there. Rob came awake and pushed the covers off his head and listened to the silence in the room while his hand laid across the empty landscape of the bed.

 His hand fumbled for the lamp on his side of the bed and soon flooded the room with light. He pushed the covers off him and rose to his feet and sauntered out of the room.

 The house was as quiet as every other night. He walked as quiet as he could down the stairs. The living room was dark, but he distinctively heard heavy snoring coming from there. Rob went back up the stairs and stopped at the spare bedroom door. He pressed his ear to the door, heard nothing, then knocked and waited some seconds before knocking again, a little bolder this time. When no response came, he hitched in his breath then turned the handle, glad she hadn’t thought of locking the door.

 The room was dark except for the stream of light from the corridor behind him elongating his shadow all the way to the bed. Rob made out her frame on the bed and his initial fear was that Zee was in bed with her. His hand found the light switch and he flicked it on and realized he was mistaken. Allie was all by herself.

 “Allie,” Rob whispered her name as he drew closer. He sat on the bed and gently shook her by the shoulder. “Allie, are you awake?”

 “What do you want, Rob?” she said with her back toward him.

 “Look, I’m sorry, Allie. What I said back there . that was kinda rude of me.”

 “Kinda?”

 “All right, it was stupid. But try and see things my way, for God’s sake. You had a secret life I knew nothing about, and then your lover from back then shows up at our home and screws you in our bed. How would you have wanted me to react?”

 Allie was silent at first, then said, “I’m sorry about that, too.”

 “Do you mind coming back to bed with me? Let’s leave all of this till morning.”

 Allie turned around to face him and Rob helped her to her feet. She left the bed and holding hands they returned to the master bedroom.
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Rob rolled over on his back across his side of the bed, murmuring sonorously to himself while he did. He stretched his hand and like last night, encountered nothing. His ears captured the sound of birds chirping. His eyes inched reluctantly open to the bright morning beyond the open window. There was slight depression on Allie’s side of the bed but no Allie there.

 Rob kicked his feet out of the sheets, stretched his limps and exhaled a satisfying yawn. He left the bed and went into the bathroom to wash his face. He almost expected to find Allie in the shower, but it immediately reoccurred to him that they had two unwelcomed guests who’d stayed over last night. He dried his face with a towel then went in search for her.

 He went down the stairs and encountered Zee’s friend, Jonesy, sprawled on the couch watching CBS Today. Jonesy looked up when he heard Rob.

 “What’s up, man,” he said. “Lovely morning outside.”

 “I thought you never talk nice,” Rob remarked.

 “Not when I have to. Your woman’s over in the kitchen.”

 Rob went in that direction.

 He heard her laughing as he approached the door, though it wasn’t just her he heard laughing. He let himself inside and saw Zee seated beside the table laughing along with her as she fried bacons by the stove. They turned toward him when he entered the room, their faces still looking merry while he attempted plotting whatever they might have been laughing about before he came.

 “Morning, honey,” Allie said to him. “Glad you’re up. I was thinking about getting Jonesy to head upstairs and wake you up.”

 “Well, I’m glad you didn’t,” he came over and kissed her. “You made coffee?”

 Allie pointed a finger at the coffee machine on the counter. Rob went over and got himself a cup and poured coffee into it then went and sat across from Zee who was about done with his breakfast. Allie came and laid his own plate with scrambled eggs, pan cakes and bacons on it before him.

 She loosened her apron and left them to go upstairs and shower. Rob went and shut the kitchen door before returning to his chair.

 “Where and what time are we heading off to meet your so-called high rollers?”

 “They’ll be booking into the Sanders hotel over in the city,” Zee answered while he picked stuff out of his teeth. “We’ll leave here by six. But we’ll make a stop somewhere first to pick up two other sexy sluts of mine.”

 “I thought you said it was just Allie?”

 “So I lied,” Zee said dismissively. “But what do you care. You’re getting something out of it, remember?”

 He reached into his jacket’s inner pocket and extracted a wad of money that he then gave to Rob. Rob took the money and counted it, satisfied it was half of what he’d promised and made it disappear in his pocket.

 “Does Allie know of this?” he asked.

 “Ain’t her business to know, not unless you’re the one to tell her. Personally, I think you should tell her.” Zee stood up and cracked a yawn. “Man, I need to take a shower. Almost forgot, thanks for camping me and Jonesy for the night. Once tonight gets done, you ain’t seeing us no more.”

 “You sure about that?”

 Zee laughed as he went and opened the door to leave. “You’ll never know. But we’ve got hours to enjoy until then.”

 Rob breezed through his breakfast and dumped the plates in the washing machine before leaving the kitchen.
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It was approaching six in the evening.

 Rob sat by the bed waiting for Allie to come out of the bathroom. He heard the toilet flush and the door opened and she came out. He wore casual clothes: a pair of slacks and a blue shirt with the arms folded. She wore a short skirt, tight blouse, black stockings and matching high heels. The high heels were a gift he’d bought her last year; he could count the number of occasions she had worn it. Today seemed like an appropriate day to wear it.

 “You ready?” Rob said as he rose and approached her.

 “Yeah, very ready,” she said, and then laughed nervously. “I’m surprised you want to come along. I doubt you’re gonna like what you see.”

 “Personally, I’d have preferred not to. Except this time, it feels just right if I come along. You look beautiful.”

 And really, she did. She’d added a thick coat of gloss to her lipstick and touches of make-up and eyeliner to her face that made her appear to him more like a vamp than anything he’d ever seen of her before. This was an Allie he’d never be held before. He could only imagine whatever she must have been like before he got to know her.

 “Thanks,” she smiled back. “How much did you say Zee promised later?”

 “Five grand. It can go a long way for us.”

 “Well, we’d better go join them before one of us changes mind.”

 Zee and his buddy were outside waiting on them. Allie stood on the porch with them while Rob walked around the house locking all the doors and making sure every appliance was switched off. Zee told Allie to ride in his SUV with him while Jonesy rod shotgun in Rob’s Toyota.

 It was a little past the quarter of six when they drove out of the neighborhood and headed in the direction of the city.

 Rob now and then glanced at Jonesy as if taking note of whom he shared his vehicle with. Jonesy appeared seemingly comfortable with his driving and barely made any move to adjust his huge bulk. Rob felt an itch to break the silence.

 “So, you and Zee been friends long?”

 “Long enough,” Jonesy answered.

 “Does he really go about pimping women out to men?”

 “This ain’t about pimping women to men, white boy,” Jones corrected him. “It’s about white bitches wanting black dick.”

 “Married or single white women?”

 “Married, single, young, or fucking old, don’t fucking matter. Plenty of white bitches out there always curious, wanting to know what a black cock feels like. Once they get it, they don’t want nothing else no more. It becomes all they want all day, every day, getting their pussy stretched by a black cock. Zee loves to give them the hook-up.”

 Rob switched his eyes to him while he talked as well kept focus on the road in front of him. He would have loved to disbelieve what he was hearing, but then he recalled the way Zee had taken charge of Allie yesterday, fucking her without him putting up so much as a fight, after which Jonesy, too, had gotten his own share of her. All within a day of his life and possibly his marriage undergoing a change, no way was he intending on doubting what he was being told.

 They drove in silence into the city.

 The sky was slipping into dusk by the time they made it to the city’s main bus stop. They pulled to the curb in front of the building and Rob watched Zee alight from his vehicle and went inside, past other travelers leaving and coming from the building. He wasn’t gone for long, returning with two other white women in tow. Rob’s eyebrows hiked up his brow as he admired them. The women could have been from anywhere, he thought. They wore summer shorts and sleeveless blouse and carried heavy handbags; they looked like they were on their way to a party. One was a tall brunette and looked somewhat older than the other who was a short-cropped redhead. Allie came down from the vehicle and hugged both women before opening the back door for them to enter.

 Zee got back into his SUV and pulled away from the curb. Rob put his car into gear and trailed after them.
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The Sanders hotel building loomed like the designated structure that it was ahead of them. Rob of it quite well though had never been there before; not like he had any reason to. He glanced at his watch and saw it was ten past seven. Sunset was gradually dimming for the night.

 They pulled to a stop in the building forecourt and two valets came over and took charge of their vehicles. Rob straightened his shirt as he watched Zee put his arms around Allie and led her and the other two women past the hotel’s revolving doors.

 “You coming, white boy?” Jonesy said to him, already walking ahead of him.

 “Stop calling me that,” said Rob before joining him.

 They entered the lobby which was a splendid room to be in. Zee prodded the women to go plant themselves somewhere and wait while he and Jones went to confer with the reception counter. John was undecided what to do at first then opted to go sit with the women.

 Allie was chuckling and making conversations with her friends as they sat down like school girls out on a picnic. And what picnic that would be in the next hour or so, Rob thought as once again he looked across the room at Zee and Jones. He turned sharply when the brunette tapped his knee.

 “We’ve never met before,” she stretched her hand toward him. “I’m Monica. This here’s Hailey.”

 Rob exchanged handshakes and smiles with both women. “A pleasure. You all know each other?” he threw the question at Allie.

 “Hell yeah, we do,” she crackled, then turned to Monica. “So, Zee got you and Hailey to come do this?”

 “Wasn’t actually us. Jo was supposed to come but she’s a full-fledged author now and doing her book promo and stuff, so Hailey here took her place.”

 “You know me, Allie,” Hailey responded. “Where there are black men around, you know that’s where I so much want to be.”

 Monica and Allie ripped into a chuckling fit at that. Rob looked at the women with awe and disbelief echoing in his mind. To think that Allie at previously used to roll with such deviant women was appalling to him . and yet, delightful to imagine the stuff they must have done together.

 He turned his head when he saw Jonesy approach them. The women ceased their chuckling when Jonesy came to them.

 “All right, ladies. Time to get to work.”

 Everyone came to their feet; the women slung their handbags over their arm and marched toward the nearest lift. Rob ran his eyes over Monica’s legs as she walked ahead of him. He felt a nudge in his crotch as he attempted imagining whatever tricks those legs were bound to do tonight.

 They huddled inside the lift and rode it to the fourth floor and Zee led the way down the left corridor. Rob was startled at first but soon happy seeing Allie beside him, holding his hand for comfort. He wondered belatedly if the comfort was especially for her or for him.

 “It’s going to be fun,” she whispered to him.

 Rob couldn’t agree on what to say to that except smile back at her.

 “Here we are,” Zee said as he stopped in front of a suite and knocked once, then twice.

 The door eased open and a middle-aged black man wearing a beige suit and Stetson hat smiled at them.

 “What’s happening, my man?” the man laughed as he pulled Zee in for a back-slapping hug. “Thought we weren’t gonna hear from you till tomorrow.”

 “Fuck that shit, Manny. You know I’ve got you covered.”

 “Yeah, I see you brought refreshments, too,” the man turned his attention to the women, approving their presence. “Well, you all better get in here. The boys are waiting.”

 Manny shook hands with Jonesy as he led the women, all of whom took turns shaking his hand. Rob came in last and shook his hand.

 “Who’re you?” Manny asked.

 “My name’s Rob. I’m with one of the women - she’s my wife.”

 “Oh yeah? Well, I guess you’ll do.”

 Rob went further into the suite and Manny hung a DO NOT DISTURB sign on the door handle before shutting it.
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Three black men sat casually in the main room. They rose to their feet as Zee entered the room and hollered at them and each shook and hugged him along with Jonesy. Rob stood in the background while Manny marched past him just as Zee introduced the women to them. Neither seemed to care about Rob; for all he knew, he could have turned and left the suite and no one would have missed him.

 The women disengaged themselves from the men and went in the direction of the bedroom and shut the door behind them. Manny popped a bottle of champagne and handed Zee and Jonesy a glass; he gave Rob a glass, too, but not after he was done filling everyone else’s first. Rob found himself a chair and sat down and sipped his drink while listening to them talk and crack humor amongst themselves. He sensed a mild erotic tension in the room patiently building up. Jonesy finished his drink and said he had urgent business to take care of elsewhere. He shook hands with everyone then took his leave. Rob watched him go and was double-minded whether to follow him or not.

 The bedroom door opened and the women strutted out one after the other like runway models. Rob felt his jaw come unhinged as he and every man in the room turned their attention toward the women, including Rob’s wife, Allie. Monica and her friend Hailey had changed into exotic ass-hugging pants, spandex briefs and sheer net blouse and glass slippers. Allie hadn’t brought anything exotic with herself, thus came out in just her thong panties and bra and looked more excellent and gorgeous than the other women. Rob’s eyes remained on her as she came and posed beside her friends like runway models for the men’s viewing pleasure. She barely glanced at Rob’s direction.

 The men were all hooting and wolf-whistling fervently like they were in a titties bar. Zee came to his feet, taking his place as the night’s designated impresario.

 “Feast your eyes on these gorgeous dames, brothers,” he said as he stood behind the women, pawing their butts and squeezing their tits from behind. “They’re here to entertain whatever you want, and however you want it.”

 Allie looked at her friends and observed them swinging their hips lasciviously and limbs to the men’s delight. The men left their seats and came after the women like a pair of moths drawn toward light; Manny stopped to relieve himself of his Stetson hat. Zee went and sat down and picked up his glass then looked over at Rob who still had awe in his eyes as he watched Allie rubbing her butt against one of the men’s crotch.

 Both Monica and Hailey took on four of the men while Manny stuck with Allie. She was groping his hard-on in his pants as she then dropped to her knees like Monica and Hailey already were, unzipped his fly and stroked his erection out of its hiding place. She licked the engorged tip of his prick and Manny was already shoving himself at her face to take his member in her mouth. Rob kept his eyes on her; he licked his lips as he watched her get busy sucking the man’s cock.

 Manny relieved himself of his jacket and was fast undoing the buttons of his waistcoat while Allie kept shoving her face against his crotch, humming to herself as she continued sucking his cock. The other men, too, were earnestly getting out of their clothes. One of them excused himself and nearly stumbled on his back as he attempted pulling his legs out his pants. Manny urged Allie to stop for a moment so he too could do the same, after which he led her toward the bedroom. Monica and her two gentlemen followed suit a minute later while Hailey remained in the living room with her two men.

 Rob looked toward the bedroom wondering whether to go after Allie and her man or remain where he was. There was laughter coming from there but beyond the doorway the room was covered in darkness. He turned to look at Zee but was surprised to find his chair empty. He had probably slipped out of the room when he wasn’t looking. While he remained glued to his seat, undecided about what choice to make, he switched his eyes to enjoy what was being done to Hailey by her men.

 Hailey sat in the men’s their midst with both hands stroking their cocks as each man took turns ploughing her with kisses as well rummaging into her blouse to spring her tits out of their hiding place. Hailey spread her legs over their thighs and cooed with sultry delight as one of the men sucked and fondled her tits while the other pushed her ass-hugger aside to probe her coochie with his fingers. Her body squirmed actively from the perusing and she couldn’t stop moaning the men’s actions. Eventually one of them came to his knees and helped her out of her ass-hugger shorts while she discarded her blouse across the room. Hailey propped her legs over the man’s shoulders while he scored her pussy with her tongue. The other man lowered his pants as he stood up on the sofa and within seconds was fucking her mouth with his cock. Hailey groaned from the effort of taking the man’s shaft down to the hilt, feeling his balls-sac slap against her chin while simultaneously suffering from the ecstatic pleasure she was enjoying from the man’s partner still sucking cum juice out of her pussy. The man beside her was groaning harder and grabbed the back of her head against his crotch for her to consume more of him; Hailey managed to lower her jaw muscles to accomplish that feat, groaning with force while she did. His partner then came up for air and Hailey lowered herself on the sofa, still taking a mouthful of black cock down her throat. Her body tensed momentarily when the other man began pressing his cock inside her moist vagina. The man lifted one of her leg on top his shoulder, grunting harder as he thrust into her cunt. Hailey spluttered amid her groaning fits as the man went ahead stretching her with pleasure. This elicited a round of chuckles from both men, further enjoining them with their work.

 Rob drained his glass and grabbed the champagne bottle from where it stood on the table and filled his glass then returned to his seat to resume watching the show. His eyes went toward the bedroom doorway as if expecting to spy Allie standing there. All he heard were groaning cries that he couldn’t whom they came from. He continued sipping his drink, loving the intoxicating spark he got from it. The wine loosened his spirit more as well got him feeling more self-aware with himself. Only then as he continued watching the two men fuck Hailey did he realize how horny he was becoming. No way could he control his erection from coming alive inside his pants.

 He drained his glass and left it on his chair then went toward the bedroom.

 The room was in semi-darkness - the only light filtered in from the main room. Rob stood by the doorway letting his eyes acclimatize to the darkness while his shadow cast a pale over the bodies frolicking actively on the bed. The sound of their moans, the smack of their bodies slamming each other - Thwack …  thwack …  thwack -grunting voices yelping for more, was all vivid music to his ears.

 Rob ventured into the room and made out Allie across the room.

 She was lost to her passion as she sat astride one of the black men and worked her butt furiously on his pelvis as another man stood in front of her plugging her mouth with his cock. All that came from her were gurgling, choking sounds aside from the man under her whose thighs were slapping against hers. Monica knelt between their spread legs eating Allie’s pussy.

 Rob was gasping the whole time he watched his wife getting fucked by the black men. At some point he’d unzipped his fly and lovingly stroked his penis while absorbing the action and was still jerking his cock even after he blew his wad. A shiver raced down his backside and he felt his knees buckle from his activity which spurred him to lower himself on the floor and continue his watch. His hand cradled his deflated penis in his hand still spurting droplets of cum.

 The other man lay down on the bed and Monica was quick to jump on him. She too sat astride him and leaned over him while he grasped and smacked her butt, while Allie kept on with her own. Short, caustic conversation flowed from the men with ease. The men made a switch with the women and Allie came down from the bed, leaning forward while her man came and fucked her from behind.

 Rob could barely make out her face in the dark; nothing except the outline of her body. His ears remained captivated to her moaning cries and the smacking sound and grunts that came from the man banging against her butt. Moans of increased pleasure fell from her mouth; the man groaned like a feral creature as he kept pounding her and slapping her butt cheeks hard. The noise they made was so intoxicating to him. He never could believe he would ever become so aroused listening to the sound of his wife getting fucked by another man than when he made love to her. And even the times they made love, never was she this blatant with him, almost like all these years she’d been holding back her real self from him. He thought now he understood why.

 Rob heard the man’s groan lengthen into a searing growl: “Aaarrrgggghhh . Aaahhhhgggg . fuck this! Gaddamn . just busted a nut!”
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 Rob’s eyes fluttered awake. He looked surprised that he was back in the main room lying on the sofa. The same sofa he’d earlier watched Hailey get fucked by her men hours before. The room’s light was still on. Rob turned over on his back and brought his arm over his eyes to hide from the glare. He lowered his arm afterwards and saw Allie seated on the same armchair he previously occupied staring back at him. She was back in her clothes with her handbag slung over her shoulder; nothing about her seemed out of place. Rob was somewhat startled seeing her docilely seated there.

 “Wha . what happened?” he pulled himself to rest on his elbows.

 “We’re done here,” she said to him. “Monica and Hailey have already left; Zee and Jonesy took them away a couple of minutes ago. I thought I’d wait for you to come awake.”

 “What time is it?” he asked, but then his eyes went to his watch and saw it was a little after seven. He ran his hand over his face to clear his eyes. “You said Zee and the ladies are gone?”

 “Yeah. The guys are in the bedroom. One of them is in the shower right now - they’re checking out today, which is why we need to leave now.”

 “Yeah, yeah, sure,” he muttered as he fought to gather his thoughts back. He grunted as he came to his feet and stretched his limbs, loving the feel of his bones shift into place. “How come you didn’t wake me up when they left?”

 “You looked so peaceful the way you slept,” she smiled coolly. “I didn’t think to wake you up then. Good thing your eyes opened before I could though.”

 “Next time you should.”

 Allie came off the armchair and extracted a thick envelope out of her back pocket. “Zee left this for you.”

 Rob took it from her and opened the flap and ran his thumb over the bills that were inside.

 “He seriously kept his word,” he muttered.

 “Zee always keeps his word,” she said before breaking into a yawn. “You can trust him on that. Can we go now? I’m really tired.”

 “Here,” he gave her back the envelope. “You hold on to it for now.”

 Allie looked at him seriously. A sense of understanding and bond seemed to pass through them that didn’t require words. She accepted the envelope and returned it to her back pocket.

 “You okay?” she asked.

 “I am if you are.”

 She smiled and then kissed him. “Let’s go home, darling.”

 Rob went to the door and opened it for her before stepping out and shutting the door; the handle still bore the DO NOT DISTURB sign on it. They held hands as they walked toward the elevator and got inside.

 They made it out of the hotel and made it to their car. They shared one more kiss before Rob started his Toyota and pulled out of the vicinity. Along the way he couldn’t help throw a pressing question on his mind at Allie.

 “Did he say he would return or call back?”

 “You talking about Zee? He said he might once he gets done with other stuff. I have his number if you’d want to call him and ask him that.” She paused for a moment, then asked her own, “Would you want him to?”

 “Right now I don’t know,” Rob admitted. “I’ve got a lot to think about, about you and me. But we’ll see.”

 The sun rose out of line of gray clouds in the horizon and was lighting up the world as they drove for home.










 Daniela Attends to Her Clients

 Joyce sat in the living room of the Gundy’s home, nursing a soda drink and watching a re-run of Friends on their cable TV. She had one foot crossed over the other and every now and then glanced at her watch, wondering how long she’d have to wait. The subject of her wait was presently upstairs getting dressed.

 She turned her head when she heard footsteps coming from the corridor. It was Daniela. She wore a white PVC leather jacket that stopped at her knees, and knee-length black boots. Her hair was fixed in an intricate bun behind her head; her makeup looked gaudy and extravagant. Joyce thought she looked like she was heading to a rave party, not some meeting as she’d earlier mentioned. It was the meeting that was the reason why she was here.

 Joyce had taken her husband Claude’s word and decided she wanted to get involved with her best friend Daniela’s Arts program and see how she could make use of herself. She would have been content with being one of Black Master Olu Shango’s sex sluts, except the reality was that Shango had as much devoted time to spend with his other women than dedicating himself solely to her. Joyce didn’t obviously agree with it, but knew there wasn’t anything she could do about it. His other women - Amy, Cherry, and even Daniela - married white wives just like here, were just as happy and content with his arrangement. They knew no matter what, Shango would always seek out their time. It was their duty to keep themselves ready for whenever he called. That much Joyce had gleamed from her numerous talk with Amy. But in the meantime, being a white wife stuck in Abuja, Nigeria, what she needed was something doing to help take her mind off not thinking about him being with here daily. Daniela had promised showing her the ropes of how she went about her charity work, and since then Joyce had been working smartly alongside her. Daniela had previously mentioned to her about wanting to meet with some low-level politicians whom she desired their help breaking through numerous bureaucratic red-tape in order to obtain necessary funding for her program. Looking at her right now, Joyce was baffled if really this was a meeting they were going or something else.

 “Sorry for keeping you long,” Daniela said. “Just needed to make sure I wasn’t missing anything.”

 “That’s some crazy nice jacket,” Joyce remarked.

 “Thanks. We’d better start leaving. The worst thing you ever want to do is keep a bunch of politicians waiting.”

 Joyce drank her soda while Daniela went and switched off the TV. Daniela took the soda can from her when she was done and went to dumb it in a trash bin in the kitchen. Joyce picked up her handbag as Daniela switched off the lights before they stepped out of the house.

 Daniela’s car was waiting for them in the driveway. The Gundy’s home was twice the size of what Joyce and Claude lived in. The garage contained three vehicles. Daniela had previously given Joyce a tour of the compound. Daniela was 43yrs old with two kids who at the moment were in school back in the States. While showing her friend around her home, she’d also disclosed some of Shango’s clothes in the closet one of their guest rooms for whenever he felt the urge to spend a day or two. Her husband Tom didn’t mind. Matter of fact, Daniela explained that Shango always demanded Tom wears his chastity cage device on his penis before leaving for work. Joyce couldn’t help been fascinated by that, wondering if possibly she could apply the same sexual restraint on her husband.

 “I doubt Claude would dare think of wearing one,” she admitted.

 “Maybe not right away, but give him time,” Daniela said. “Tom used to think like that before, but not anymore; Shango took care of that.”

 Daniela had a Fulani mai-guard that watched over her home. She signaled him from his gate house before getting into her car and stopped to put on her shades before starting her engine. The mai-guard opened the gate for her and she waved at him as she drove out into the street. Joyce noted the time on her watch. 04: 12 p.m., it said.

 The sun was a sensuous ball of yellow hovering above the city rooftops. They drove toward the heart of the city. Daniela made conversation while she drove. Joyce had enquired where the meeting was being held, but Daniela didn’t respond with an answer.

 “It’s a secret,” was all she said.

 They drove along Nnamdi Azikiwe highway and soon entered an exit route that led into the district known as Wuse Two. Joyce hadn’t yet visited this part of the city and she soaked in the view of the clustered homes and mosques in the distance while Daniela continued rambling about her upcoming arts project and the energetic Nigerian staff she had working with her. Joyce had met much of her staff workers and was just as impressed by their hardworking devotion.

 Daniela drove into Aguyi Ironsi Road from where she entered a secluded government quarters. They pulled to a stop at a security outpost manned by two soldiers; a bar pole blocked the road that led further into the compound. One of them approached their vehicle and Daniela wound down her window to speak with him.

 “I’m here to see Alhaji Aminu,” she said. “You can call him. He’s expecting me.”

 “Let me have your names, please.”

 “Daniela Gundy, and this here is my friend, Joyce Baskin.”

 Joyce waved at him warily. The soldier looked in the backseat before returning to the security booth. Daniela tapped her fingernails on the steering wheel while they waited.

 “They always do this, don’t worry about it,” she said. “They’re always itchy with their security detail.”

 “You still haven’t told me who we’re here to meet.”

 “I told you already, politicians. They work in the ministry of Culture and Tourism. They’re really the busy sort. Trust me, it took me so long just to get a sit-down with them.”

 “How long do you think we’ll be here,” Joyce asked. “I don’t want to get home after Claude; he often gets antsy when I’m not there.”

 “Will you stop worrying too much about Claude,” said Daniela. “Nothing he doesn’t know is ever going to harm him. Trust me on that.”

 The security guard came out of the outpost and raised the bar pole and gestured at Daniela to drive through. Daniela smiled and waved at him as she drove into the compound.

 The road was cobbled narrow, barely wide enough for two cars to drive in. It wound round the back of the building and opened into a large parking space on the other side. They passed several men along the way, all of them wearing military outfit.

 There were several vehicles and lots of empty space in the parking ground. Joyce noted three black Mercedes parked in a row, all bearing Nigerian flags on their side windows. Some uniformed men stood idly against one of the Mercedes, smoking cigarettes. They slowed their banter while observing Daniela as she spurn her car in a reverse then eased backward into a free space. Joyce kept her eyes on the uniformed men staring morosely back at her. The car drew to a stop and she looked at Daniela who switched off her engine and was all smiles like this was just a typical day for her.

 “You ready?” Daniela asked before opening her door, grabbing along her handbag.

 Joyce wanted to say something, but couldn’t think of anything concrete. She shrugged her shoulders and did like her friend and exited the car. A strong breeze blew at her face and Joyce took a moment to sweep her hair back in place before slamming shut her door. She held onto her handbag and came around toward Daniela who was shutting her door and throwing her car keys into her handbag.

 “Which way are we going?” Joyce asked.

 “Just follow my lead,” Daniela said after adjusting her jacket collar.

 Joyce walked beside her as they went toward a row of bungalow buildings past the parking lot. The uniformed men had resumed their banter though Joyce turned toward them and caught their leering stare and she almost feared they would come after them and ask whomever they were here to meet.

 “Don’t worry about anyone else,” Daniela soothed her. “They know me well enough here already; you’re safe with me.”

 “You certainly get around Abuja a lot.”

 “You’ve no idea,” Daniela laughed. “Spend as much time with Olu Shango, and soon enough, you will, too.”

 The cobbled path they walked led through a row of adobe-type houses. Each house spotted a small garden in front of it. Flies buzzed over Joyce’s face and she kept waving her hands before her while still keeping alongside her friend. They passed some men along the way. Joyce caught the men’s ogling stares - one even flashed her tongue at her.

 They came to a bungalow building and Daniela indicated it as the one they were heading. Two men stood at the veranda talking but they stopped as the two white women approached. Daniela walked up the short flight of steps to the veranda and smiled at both men.

 “Hello. I’m here to meet Aminu. Is he around?”

 The men both nodded and one of them gestured at the front door. Daniela thanked them before heading toward it. Joyce waved furtively at the men as she followed Daniela into the apartment.

 They stepped into a dark corridor. There was a living room at the end of it and Joyce thought she heard men’s voices coming from that direction. Daniela led the way toward it; the sound of their shoes made distinct noise that would have alerted anyone to their presence. The corridor seemed to trail like an unending path before them. Joyce turned to look back at the front door, half expecting the men outside to appear there.

 As they approached the room, the men’s voices lowered and someone stuck his face out the doorway to see both women approach. The man was smoking a cigarette and he immediately took it off his lips when he recognized Daniela who came and hugged him.

 “I thought you weren’t coming again,” the man said to her.

 “Have I ever made a promise that I didn’t keep? Here, I brought my friend along,” Daniela turned to Joyce. “Joyce, I’d like you to meet Sani. He’s a good man to have around.”

 “Pleasure,” Joyce shook his hand.

 Sani ogled Joyce through a haze a smoke from his cigarette. He looked at Daniela and Joyce perceptibly caught a glimpse between them like they were speaking without words.

 “She’s actually new and working her way up,” Daniela explained to Sani. That’s seemed to settle everything between them. “Is Aminu and the rest around?”

 “They’ve been waiting on you,” Sani said.

 There was a connecting door at the end of the room that opened into another where more laughter and voices were coming from. Sani led the women in that direction. The men stopped their chatter when Sani invited Daniela and Joyce into the room. Joyce counted four men, two wore military uniforms and the others were in casual outfit. The room contained a large bed, a table laden with glasses and bottles of beer and several chairs arranged around it. The air inside stank of cigarette smoke.

 One of the men in casual garb came off the bed and it was him that Daniela presented herself to, letting the man hug her. Joyce caught sight of the man’s hand patting her backside. The sight wasn’t lost to the other men who seemed just as happy as she was there.

 “So good of you to come,” the man known as Aminu said to her. He looked past Daniela at Joyce and his smile instantly broadened. “Ahh, I see you brought another with you.”

 Daniela pulled Joyce forward. “This is my friend, Joyce. She arrived a few weeks ago into the country, so she’s pretty much a JJC.”

 This elicited laughter from the men. Joyce looked at her friend quizzically and tapped her arm to get her attention.

 “What’s that you just said?”

 “JJC,” Daniela enunciated the letters. “It means Johnny Just Come. It’s a Nigerian slang meaning you’re new in the country.” She returned to Aminu. “I’ve been explaining to her my arts program and how you’ve been kind with lending me all the help I needed to get started. She wanted to see how I conduct my business, so I decided she’d come along and watch.”

 “Just to watch?” Aminu asked, raising an eyebrow.

 “For now that’s what she wants,” Daniela emphasized. “With time she’ll make up her mind to participate.”

 The other men rose from where they sat and came and clustered around the women. Joyce was somewhat nervous with the way they fawned over her. Daniela appeared delighted and just as comfortable with them, taking turns to acknowledge each man. Joyce knew she was about to witness a part of Daniela she hadn’t yet been exposed to; she was about to see how much of a slut she was.

 “It’s getting quite hot in here,” Daniela remarked as she looked about the room. “You guys have anything to drink?”

 “Oh yes,” Aminu said.

 He instructed Sani to shut the windows and turn on the air-conditioner. One of the uniformed men brought a bottle of liquor and some glasses. Sani gestured at Joyce to join them at the table where the uniformed man was busy filling glasses with liquor and handing them over. Aminu offered a glass to Daniela who thanked him for it and then picked a second and gave it to Joyce.

 “Here you go, lovely,” he said.

 Each man had a glass in hand and they cheered and gulped down their drink. Joyce waited for Daniela to consume hers before tipping her drink into her mouth. She squeezed her eyes shut and gasped as she felt the acrid, exotic liquor’s taste burn a fiery trail down her throat. She quickly drained her glass and gasped once more when she felt it splash down in her gut. She gazed at Daniela, listened to the laughing voices in the room and thought she felt the room slightly tilt for a moment. Daniela was looking at her too and laughing.

 “You okay, Joyce?”

 “Yeah . yeah, I guess. Wow! That was some strong stuff,” Joyce said.

 “This is local Nigerian brew,” Aminu explained. “None of that adulterated stuff you all import from America. This is stuff only real people consume.”

 “Damn, I feel woozy already,” Joyce felt her hand upon her brow like she was feeling an onset of fever or something.

 “Maybe you’re like to sit down,” one of the men suggested.

 Joyce allowed the man to lead her toward a chair beside the table. She sat there still feeling her head while the fun in the room commenced without her. Someone had put on some music. Joyce looked up and realized to her astonishment Daniela had relieved herself of her jacket and handbag. Sani claimed the jacket from her and folded it somewhere while the other men clustered together watching her give them a little dance.

 She wore a tight spandex outfit that accentuated every length of her body: the curve of her hips, the roundness of butt, and including her breasts. She looked like a classic Wonder Woman than the typical middle-aged housewife Joyce knew her to be. The men were clapping their hands while hooting at her outfit. Daniela couldn’t help but turn around and shake her butt at them.

 “I hope you gentlemen are ready to listen to my proposal,” Daniela teased. “And I hope you all came prepared for me today.”

 The men were hastily rushing out of their clothes. One of them went and shut the door and turned the key in the lock. Joyce watched with disbelief how frantic they were to get naked. Neither seemed bothered about her presence, not even Daniela who patiently waited on them.

 Aminu and the rest of his colleagues discarded their clothes in a bundle beside the bed and stroked their hard-ons for her. Daniela stroked Aminu’s cock in one hand and another man’s cock in her other and was stroking them in tandem while Sani and the other crowded around her. She was all giggles as their hands groped and fondled every part of her exposed body.

 “I’ve got an Arts project coming up in mid-September,” she moaned and wet her lips with her tongue. “I’m going to need help with usual funding.”

 “Let’s just like last time,” Aminu answered. “Let’s see how bad you want it first.”

 Sani reached behind her back for her outfit’s zipper and pulled it down, exposing her flesh to everyone in the room. Daniela bent forward, sticking her butt upright so Sani and his colleague could wiggle her spandex outfit down her hips. She had nothing else on. Daniela locked lips with Aminu while the others assisted with stripping her naked. Her hands went back to stroking two cocks. She bent forward to suck Aminu’s cock after they were done discarding her clothes.

 Joyce was the lone spectator in the room. She watched spellbound as the men caressed and groped her friend’s body, each man taking turns to finger-fuck her pussy. Joyce thought the wooziness she earlier felt was gradually reducing.

 Daniela fell to her knees and went back and forth sucking each cock that got pushed at her face while her hands kept busy stroking the others. Each man groaned approvingly at her multitasking skills. Some of them bent forward to grasp her butt while another continued ramming his finger deep into her cunt. Daniela gave each man a reasonable amount of blowjob, groaning the whole time she did. Joyce watched each man take turns holding her head with both hands and thrusting their erection down her friend’s throat. She herself had before never been privy to such form of exotic punishment. To think that this was what Daniela had brought her along to come and witness.

 The men pulled Daniela to her feet and led her to the bed. One of them was already there waiting for her, stroking his cock with his legs spread apart. Daniela bent forward to suck his cock while Aminu propped his foot onto the bed as he worked the head of his penis between her ass cheeks. Daniela unleashed a mewling response, though her concentration was on the black man’s cock that was in her mouth.

 Aminu grabbed her by her waist and gave an approval groan as he shoved his meat into her. The other man rested his hand on Daniela’s head forcing her to swallow his cock down to his crotch. She slid onto the bed resting her knees on the bed thus giving Aminu enough access to fuck her with ease. He too climbed onto the bed with his thighs spread on either side, his hands gripped her waist as he leaned forward jerking his hips back and forth, filling her pussy with his cock. His other colleagues stood back stroking their meat, watching and bantering back and forth while bidding their turn. Joyce thought they seemed content to wait.

 Daniela was struggling to keep from moaning too loud, especially with her gagging down on the cock that was in her mouth. Each thrust Aminu gave shoved her forward till she had her face pressing against the other man’s thigh. Eventually the man whose cock she was sucking began groaning louder; his body tensed and he cursed aloud in his native language. His hand didn’t let go of Daniela’s head till the moment he shot his load of cum into her mouth.

 This wasn’t Daniela’s first time of handling multiple men. Shango had on numerous occasions shared her with a couple of his friends; she had gotten accustomed to being double-penetrated and thoroughly enjoyed it. Her best moment for her was always looking forward to when anyone got to cum down her throat. She had her tongue lowered and her throat open and ready to receive the instant the man’s cock spurted semen into her mouth.

 “Ahhh . Agghhh!” the man groaned repeatedly. The only part of him that moved was his hips still thrusting his pelvis against Daniela’s face.

 Daniela continued tugging on his cock with her lips, even though still groaning from the pounding she was getting from behind. She slurped and ingested more cum even as the man’s penis grew weak and flaccid in her mouth. She struggled to lick clean every droplet of cum that spilled out of her mouth.

 Aminu was gasping harder with each thrust he gave. His face squeezed into a grimace as he was slamming into her as hard as he could. The moment came when he retrieved his cock out of her cum-dripping pussy and sprayed his ejaculation over her ass cheeks. He felt a cold tremor run all over his body and thought for a second he was having a stroke as his penis continued oozing spurts of cum over her mound of ass. Daniela rubbed her palm over her butt when he was done and added his scooped-up cum to the little amount she carried in her mouth. She came off the bed and hurriedly sucked whatever leftovers she could get from Aminu.

 Joyce was mesmerized with everything she saw happening before her eyes and prayed she would remember everything for later while storing the images in the back of her mind for future references

 “There’s a good girl if ever I seen one,” Aminu remarked as he pushed himself away from Daniela.

 He staggered backward, laughing when he bumped into one of the other men still patiently waiting.

 The one lying on the bed rolled off as Sani then assumed his place and roughly forced Daniela’s face down on his crotch. His cock brushed against her nose but she quickly reached for it and was sucking his rod as another man lined up behind her. Strings of saliva rolled off the side of her mouth while she gagged and choked on Sani’s prick. The man behind her was like a brute the way he penetrated her pussy. Daniela stopped for a moment to let off a horny whimper when that happened; the man wasted no time giving it to her hard.

 Aminu and the other stroked their pricks while urging their man to fuck her hard. Daniela was careful not to bite down on Sani’s prick jammed in her mouth while she jerked forward from the forced pounding she received. It grew hard for her to contain the groaning screams welling inside her body. The man grunted and exhaled harshly whilst fucking her hard. Daniela’s face was a glowing mask of hurt and lust. She almost thought the man intended ripping her in half. So much the man reminded her so much of how Master Shango often fucked her aggressively.

 She fell forward on Sani’s thighs, gasping louder with immense pleasure. The man fell on top her backside, still working his girth past her vulva. Sani came off the bed and helped spread one of Daniela’s legs for his colleague who kept digging his cock deep into her vagina. Daniela reached across for Sani’s cock, stroking him fervently like a drowning victim scrambling to grasp a floating log. Her howls matched the smacking sounds of the man’s pelvis connecting with her butt. She felt her orgasm building deep down in her gut and would have wanted so much to reach between her thighs and massage her pussy to hurry it onward.

 Joyce didn’t miss a thing from watching as well listening to her friend’s orgasmic squeals. She watched the way the man continue pinning her down, raising himself on his arms while his butt cheeks clenched each time he rammed into Daniela’s cunt. Where she back in the States, she definitely would have felt revolted witnessing such activity. But with everything she’d undergone from Master Shango lately, she couldn’t help being slightly turned on by it. Especially knowing as long as she remained stuck to Shango, it was only a matter of time before she got to experience such. It was so unbelievable yet true to observe Daniela and Shango’s other harem of white women as certified sluts who would open their legs for any black cock in the country to fuck. So weirdly fascinating and crazy to imagine.

 The man slowed his pounding thrusts and grunted one last time before pulling out of Daniela. She turned over on her backside groaning refreshingly from the explosive orgasm her body unleashed seconds before. Sani knelt beside her head and Daniela willingly opened her mouth to receive his prick while the other nameless man fell on top of her. Bits of sweat splattered on her torso. Daniela squealed and wailed as the man’s girth drove into her cunt deeper and harder. Sani came away and Aminu took off getting a blowjob from her while the other man continued slamming down on her. Daniela didn’t enjoy some relief till the moment the man emptied his scrotum inside her pussy.

 Sani then decided it was his turn. He came and lay beside Daniela and maneuvered her leg over his thigh while sliding his prick in-between. Joyce gasped at the sight of his cock; it resembled that belonging to a horse. Even Daniela was wailing harder as his balls smacked against the underside of her butt.

 Aminu still had his cock buried in her mouth the entire time Sani ploughed her pussy. Sani came quicker than the others. Daniela couldn’t turn quick enough to suck leftovers of his cum still oozing out of his penis, but she managed a bit. Sani left the bed for the first man who’d gotten hard again and laid on his back while Daniela got to ride him.

 She was rocking his prick steadily but stopped when one of the men approached the bed holding a lube lotion in his hand. He poured some of it over Daniela’s butt and Aminu helped with rubbing the lotion over her butt cheeks and then got to finger-fucking her anus while she squealed and squirmed from the intrusion.

 Aminu got on the bed and Daniela bent forward as he applied his prick to her anal hole. Daniela’s cries went into overdrive as both men stretched and penetrated her with double-time effort.

 The gangbanging sex bout went on till Aminu grunted strenuously and pulled out of her puckered hole and groaned as he sprayed cum over her butt once again.

 Each man took turns fucking her anus and shot his load. Daniela changed her position and inserted the man’s prick to fuck her anus while the others repeated the same action of fucking her pussy or mouth. The sight of Daniela being double-penetrated was reverting for Joyce to watch. It dawned on her how much she looked forward to being fucked like that hopefully soon.

 Time seemed not to matter in the room. Just when each man had climaxed over and over inside Daniela’s pussy, her anus, or in her mouth, she remained insatiable for more.

 “Go out and fetch the other two,” Aminu instructed one of the men who then marched out the room unconcerned that he was naked.

 The others were just about exhausted and so too was Daniela when she came off the bed and went to wash cum and sweat off her body in the bathroom. Joyce watched the naked man return with the two men they had met outside; they were just as glad to be there and wasted no time taking off their clothes.

 Daniela was just as happy when she came out of the bathroom. “Ahh, more cocks for me,” she gushed.

 Aminu drew a chair and sat down and the others played with their deflated penises while Daniela got busy servicing the two men who’d come to join in the fun. It wasn’t long before she resumed hollering and moaning as they took turns fucking her with a vengeance. Joyce heard her scream a couple of times about cumming already.

 ***

 Daniela was in the bathroom washing herself again. Joyce was with her this time, sitting on the toilet bowl with a towel while her friend showered. There wasn’t any trace of sunlight coming through the window; it was past eight in the evening. Joyce was in disbelief the length of time they had spent. To think that she’d spent the whole time watching Daniela get fucked was mind-numbing enough. As much as she’d enjoyed the event, she couldn’t wait for her friend to get done so they could blow from this place.

 Most of the men had gathered their stuff and left the room already. Sani had switched off the air-conditioner and opened the windows to let out the funk smell of cum that was everywhere, as well changed the bed sheets. Joyce could hear his voice beyond the bathroom door talking and laughing with whoever he was with.

 Daniela turned off the shower faucet and waited a moment for water to drip off her before stepping out of the stall. She accepted the towel from Joyce and hummed a tune while she dried herself.

 “You look beat,” Joyce said to her.

 “I might look beat,” Daniela admitted, “But I feel refreshing, too. My God, I need to get fucked like that more often.”

 “When last did you have this sort of workout?”

 Daniela ran the towel over her hair while ruminating on the question. “Almost a month now, or maybe a little past that. Not since my last charity arts project, anyway. Always I miss having it more often.”

 “This is how you always start?”

 “Not always, but . I’m a slut, and I just love fucking black cocks. This is me being candid about it. Shango agrees with everything, too. He was the one that set me up with Aminu here and his boys.”

 “This is crazy,” Joyce said.

 “Stop being so negative, Joyce. You’re going to enjoy more of it yourself once Shango gets done training you.”

 Joyce went back into the room and returned with her clothes. Daniela didn’t bother putting on her spandex outfit, instead wore her jacket and fixed her hair with a rubber band; her spandex outfit went into her handbag. She admired her face in a mirror before telling Joyce she was ready.

 Aminu and two of his colleagues were in the living room talking amid a cloud of cigarette smoke when the women came out of the bedroom. The men were back in their clothes, except Aminu had on a pair of boxer shorts and nothing more. He came to his feet smiling as Daniela came hugged him.

 “Thank you for a wonderful time,” Daniela said.

 “A pleasure,” he said.

 “I’ll send my proposal drafts to your office next tomorrow.”

 Aminu took her hand and walked her out of the house. One of the other men took Joyce’s hand and they followed suit. He made casual conversation with her while slyly feeling his hand down her arm. The feel of his hand gave Joyce goose bumps; it made Joyce miss Shango’s presence more.

 The men stopped at the verandah. Street lights were on and so, too, the lights in every home. Joyce shook Aminu’s hand after he’d hugged Daniela had hugged one last time.

 “Hope you come back next time to play with us,” Aminu gave a sly chuckle. “We can’t wait to receive your own proposals, too.”

 “We’ll see,” Joyce said. It was the only appropriate answer she could think of. In a way, she knew as long as she remained here in Nigeria, she was destined to follow her friend here again.

 They waved goodbye as they walked back to the parking grounds. Daniela’s vehicle was where she had left it, as well the other vehicles, minus the men who’d earlier hung around. Joyce felt a little unsettled with the eerie vibe of the place and hurried round to the other side waiting for Daniela to unlock the doors.

 “What’s your rush?” Daniela said after she’d gotten her key out of her handbag and unlocked the car for them to get inside. “You act like you’re hurrying to catch a bus. I know it’s late, but I’ll bet you Claude won’t be too worried.”

 “Oh yes, he will,” Joyce said after fixing her seatbelt. “But he’ll just have to wait and see.”

 Daniela started her car and drove out of the grounds.










 My Wife the Escort

 My wife is a slut and an escort.

 I know it may surprise some of you who are reading this, but this is true. Though you’d never know this if we met. On the surface, my wife and I make for a happy, drug-free all-American mid-western couple. We haven’t any kids yet, though we’re making plans for it in the future. But that’s all on the surface. It’s what lies beneath that differs.

 I work as an executive consultant for a pharmaceutical company. My wife works part time as a paralegal. Though work hasn’t always been too steady for her, especially for the past several months and this was when she decided to take on being an escort to help bring some bacon to the table. Not that she actually needs to. Excuse me for being candid, but my wife loves to fuck. She especially loves to fuck black men; they are her preferred customers.

 Only once has she told me of following a white costumer to his hotel room, and it hadn’t been satisfactory to her. I know this because she always regales me with her nightly exploits whenever she returns home to me. And I never stop loving her for it, yearning to hear of whatever she’s been up to sexually and with whom. Always I end up tasting her pussy and I swear I can perceive the aftermath of another man’s cum still coating my wife’s pussy. I love the smell. She knows I love it too. For months I’ve been begging her to take me along on the prowl, to watch her do her thing. Nothing would have pleased me more than to watch her taking another man’s cock - especially a black man’s cock - in her mouth and pussy as well. On a number of occasions she’d allowed more than one to fuck her. It drives me crazy picturing it every time she told me about it, yet sad that I wasn’t there to watch.

 Two weeks ago, she finally agreed to my pressing demands. She got a call from one of her regulars - an out of state businessman who flew into town the night before and wanted to hook up with her. She told me he was a high-roller; sometimes she allowed him to fuck her on discount, that’s how much she loves getting fucked by him. Her prices vary between a hundred for an hour or two, and two-fifty if her costumers want her for the night. This particular man usually preferred having her stay for the night. I was pretty much giddy with excitement for the fact that I was actually going to watch her in action. I was going to watch another man fuck the shit out of my wife. I was pumped so up I could hardly wait!

 The day arrived and I drove my wife to the hotel where her client was staying. She was wearing a white blouse, gray skirt and stockings. She looked gorgeous. I was careful not to admire her too much for fear my hard-on might take control of the steering wheel.

 We got to the hotel and she called the man on her phone while I eased into an empty parking slot; he told her he was waiting in the bar.

 Minutes later we walked into the hotel and found him where he said he would be. She introduced me to him, explained who I was and pleaded if he would allow her such a favor. The man was all smiles and said no problem. He asked if we’d care for a drink. My wife had a gin and tonic; I stuck with a glass of Bacardi and ice. We made idle conversation while outside the sky grew dark. The man was pleasant and quite chatty. I could easily imagine why my wife enjoyed spending time with him.

 Drinks over, we left the bar and went upstairs to his floor. He held my wife closer to him and kissed her neck; they made like I wasn’t even there. Walking down the corridor with them in front of me, I took a quick snapshot of my wife. She held up the back of her skirt to show me she had nothing underneath. My God, she truly was a horny slut!

 We entered his suite and the man then took control. He told me where to plant myself in the room and told me not to move an inch from there unless I wanted to use the bathroom.

 They came at each other like hungry lions, kissing while simultaneously struggling with each other to get out of their clothes. They tumbled onto the bed afterwards. The man knelt by the edge holding my wife’s legs apart and ate her pussy. I unzipped my pants and stroked my cock in my hand while I watched. The man came to his knees and my wife gripped his cock with both hands and pulled it toward her face. The man held her head up and groaned while she tugged on his cock. The way she rolled her tongue over his meat made me envious . and twice excited. I definitely would have missed all this if I hadn’t begged her to let me come along.

 The man had enough foreplay and then had her on her elbows and knees and he fucked her from behind. My wife whimpered and moaned with pleasure. The man slapped her butt hard and she whipped her blonde hair side to side till he eventually grabbed and yanked at her hair. She was panting harder now and steadily thrusting her butt backwards, yelling at him to fuck her harder.

 Later the man pulled out of her and I watched his cock drip with my wife’s pussy juice. He was breathing heavy and his torso was all sweaty but didn’t look like he was done yet. I was happy to know that because I definitely wouldn’t have wanted him to cum so soon. Not when I myself was miles from cumming as well.

 He allowed my wife to clean his cock for a while before he then came off the bed and lifted her into his arms. My wife wrapped her legs behind his back and he fucked her like that for a while. Afterwards he rolled over on his back while she straddled him. She fixed his prick inside her vagina and rode him up and down like she was riding a yo-yo. His hands gripped her butt and left welt marks on her flesh while they gasped in each other’s face.

 She was gasping while slamming her butt down hard on him. At one time his cock fell out of her and she deftly returned it back into her pussy and proceeded to ride him like a stallion. She just went crazy with her moans, mouthing off expletives while bucking her pelvis against his abdomen, flinging her hair in a dervish. Her cries would probably have woken the dead. The bed buckled under their weight; the room was their combined grunts and exertions. The man cocked his feet and proceeded slamming into her while gasping her butt with his hands. My wife hollered his name over and over. She pleaded for him to fuck her harder . told him how she missed his thick cock and how she always looked forward to fucking him.

 They kept on fucking like that till the man decided eventually to turn my wife over and was back to being on top of her. I edged forward in my chair, not wanting to miss the sight of his cock sinking back into my wife’s fuck-hole. It looked so beautiful the way their skin contrasted against each other. I’d watched countless numbers of porn flicks, especially interracial ones, and I’ll confess right now that nothing beats the sight of watching a black man fuck a white woman to submission. Now imagine when it’s your wife that’s being fucked and then you know just how fucking excited I was that night.

 I was by now stroking my prick to the rise and fall of my wife’s moans. She held her legs high over her head and the man, rather athletic he was, balanced himself on his heels and kept hammering down on my wife’s pussy like he wanted to hurt her. He too was grunting harder. He lowered himself afterwards, slipped his hands under my wife’s ass and still he kept on fucking her, fucking her pussy he owned it.

 My wife hollered and screeched the man’s name. It was almost a sad relief for me when the man suddenly announced he was about to cum. I was now hovering closer to the bed wanting to see it happen. My wife lowered her legs and tightened her grip on him like she too didn’t want to miss a thing. The man tensed and he gave a long groan as his hips pumped his prick deeper and deeper into my wife’s cunt. My wife gave a room-shattering whimper the moment she felt him ejaculate inside her womb.

 The man remained on top of her for a couple of seconds before slipping off her to the side, gasping hard. My wife too was moaning her concluded pleasure; her cunt was now a wide open pink gash. The man’s cum oozed freely out of her vagina like milky lava. It was only then that I felt a sudden wetness on my hand and I realized to my surprise that I’d ejaculated in my hand. My pants was soiled with cum spray.

 I left the chair and fled into the bathroom. I was still swiping cum stain off my pants when I heard my wife call my name. I disposed of the handful of tissue I’d used to wipe my pants and flushed it down the toilet before returning to the room.

 My wife was still in the same position as I’d last seen her except now she held up her palm which contained some of the man’s cum and she was smiling at me.

 “Well, honey, aren’t you going to get down to work?” she said.

 I knew what she meant and she knew I did too. The man now occupied the chair I’d earlier sat on and was staring at me; his flaccid cock lay lifeless between his thighs.

 I came to the bed and cleaned the droplets of cum off her hand then brought my face toward her crotch and wasted no time licking her pussy clean. My wife moaned from the ministrations of my tongue. Her hand caressed the back of my neck as I kept on eating her pussy.

 “You’re such a darling,” she said. “I hope you had fun watching.”

 I certainly did, I wanted to tell her. But so lost was I at what I was doing, my only response was to continue feasting on her swollen labia.

 “Don’t forget to clean my client’s cock,” she said to me when I was done.

 The man left the chair and came toward me; his penis was starting to come back to turgid life. I came off the bed and dropped to my knees before him. So unprepared was I when the man grabbed my head and thrust his cock at my face.

 “Get to work, boi!” he snapped. “I ain’t got all day.”

 That was exactly what I did.










 1-800-Call-a-Slut
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“Don’t forget your briefcase, honey!”

 Harold was almost out the door when Cathy hollered from across the living room and he braked to a stop and turned toward her. His face flushed when he looked at his hand and realized yes indeed, he’d almost left for work and forgotten the important item he ought to take with himself.

 She stood at the passageway that divided the living room from the rest of the house in her nightgown holding up his briefcase for him with a wry smile that said: ‘I love you, darling, but you can’t help being forgetful, can you?’ He recognized that smile of hers so well. So many times in their eleven years of marriage he thought he would have gotten used to it by now. A part of him disliked it, but still he couldn’t help being grateful that she never was the sort to chide him about it unlike his former wife often did.

 “Never leave home without it,” she said as she handed his briefcase over to him.

 He took it from her and kissed her. “Thanks for having my back, darling.”

 “That’s what a good wife is for, honey.” Cathy smiled as she adjusted his striped tie inside his navy-blue suit for him. “Better hurry. Don’t want you getting there late.”

 “Are the kids up yet?”

 “I’m fixing breakfast for them right now. Call me if anything important comes up.”

 “You know I will.” He kissed her once again then turned and covered the distance to the living room door and stopped at the entrance to blow her a kiss before shutting the door behind him.

 Harold adjusted his glasses on his round face as he covered the distance of the cobblestoned walkway that branched to the side off the front of his house toward where his car waited for him. He nearly tripped on his feet when he stepped on something and groaned inaudibly when he saw it was one of his son’s Transformer toys. He picked it up and placed it on the nearest window sill and checked his suit and this time paid attention to the walkway as he got to his Chrysler, glad he didn’t make another clumsy misstep. He unlocked his car door and took a moment to run his hand over his bald plate before sliding into his car. He clipped in his seatbelt then started his car. He turned halfway as he reversed out of his driveway onto the road. He waved at his neighbor across the street who at that moment was picking a rolled-up newspaper off his driveway, then put his car into gear and drove off.

 The neighborhood was serene and quiet as it typically was this time of the day. He made a left turn at the end of the street and honked his horn as he passed the school bus. It would be pulling near his home in a minute or two by which time he knew Cathy would be rushing out the kids not to miss it. That brought a winsome smile to his face as he thought about his wife and the wonderful family he had.

 Harold was in his late forties. He had been married before but that hadn’t lasted more than two years before calling it quits. They had been young and inexperienced about the life that lay ahead. Plus, he had a couple fetish habits that delighted himself so much that ignited abhorrence on his former wife’s face when he decided to come clean and make it known to her. That had been the breaking point for them. He’d been somewhat saddened and depressed when that life ended. A couple of years had gone by before he met the one woman in the world who gladly loved and accepted him for his habits. He couldn’t have found a better companion when he met Cathy. Of course, she, too, had her own fetish. It had made for a dynamic union when they eventually said ‘I do’ to each other four months after testing the water of their separate delights, realizing they could actually make things work for the best together.

 He came to a red light and as if then remembering, his hand flicked on the car radio knob to his favorite radio channel spouting the morning’s headline news. He looked out his side window and winked at the pretty blonde he saw riding a maroon-colored flat top. She too looked his way and smiled back at him. Then the light turned green and he shifted into gear and continued with his route.

 2

Cathy Belling walked back to her driveway having waved goodbye to her kids after ushering them into the school bus. She stopped to pick up the rolled newspaper in her driveway that Harold definitely had missed, as he often did, as well stopped to pack up her children’s toys, including the one standing on the window sill, before returning into the comfort of her home.

 She left the newspaper in the living room and went upstairs to dump the toys in her kids’ bedroom before coming back for it. She scratched an itch in her ash-blonde hair and wiped sweat from her brow. Going into the kitchen, she set a kettle on the stove and soon made herself a cup of tea before sitting down to open the newspaper.

 A shadow appeared behind the curtain that shielded the back door window. Cathy nearly jumped when someone knocked on the door. She looked at the shadow’s outline and sighed with resignation; she had a perfect guess who her visitor was. What with the conversation they’d had yesterday (or was it the day before?), she ought to have known April was bound to pay her a visit today. Except she hadn’t expected her to come knocking this early.

 Cathy went and turned down the lock and opened the door and true enough was rewarded by the expectant pair of green eyes and beseeching smile belonging to her friend, neighbor and earnest confidant that was April McLaren.

 “Hey-yah, doll!” April announced as she then embraced her friend and kissed her cheek. “You up and ready for the new week?”

 “Come in, April.” Cathy shut the door behind her. “I’m about having some tea, care for some?”

 “Yeah, sure. A little morning tea will do. And then I want to hear all about your last adventure.”

 This produced a groan of exasperation from Cathy who was busy refilling her kettle with water. “I thought I told you all of that last time we talked?”

 “I know, I know,” April fussed as she pulled a chair back and sat at the table. Her voice flowed out of her as fast as they came. “I just . I don’t know, everything you told me . it got me feeling so strange with myself. I haven’t stopped mulling things over since. I just want to hear it one more time to really believe everything. Could you please do the favor and tell it to me again. Please, Cat?”

 Cathy slipped her friend an amused look while waiting for her kettle to heat up. Everything about April, including her bob of red hair screamed feisty and vivaciousness. Not vivacious in an exorbitant sense; more like decorous . and lively, too. She had a slender frame with long pair of legs looking somewhat glamorous in her summer blouse and pink skirt. As Cathy often thought of her a chatterbox, she was inexplicably great with keeping secrets with an adventurous mindset that would baffle anyone who didn’t know her. Cathy often humored Harold that April’s husband barely knew the sort of woman he was married to, and in a way she was right. Harold agreed with her on this. When it came to sniffling intimate stuff about other women, Cathy was an expert in that line of work.

 “You want my last outing right?” Cathy asked. “I can’t go telling you everything like before.”

 “Sure, your last outing is what I want,” said April. “By the way, you intend getting any call today?”

 The kettle started whistling and Cathy turned off the stove, got a spare cup out of a cupboard and made tea for her friend then brought it to her.

 “So far, everything’s quiet on the western front,” Cathy replied as she returned to her chair, sweeping her hair from her face. “But the day’s just begun. Who knows what might happen. So, where were we?”

 “You were going to tell me what happened with your last score.” April rested her arm on her knee while holding her cup to her face. She stared at Cathy with magnet-type anxiousness.

 Cathy blew into her cup as she gathered her thoughts before starting to talk.
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“Yeah, we’re expecting a hundred units this coming month, and hopefully another in the second quarter. I’m optimistic that will be enough to keep the board of overseers happy and smiling till fall season arrives.”

 Harold had his feet propped on his desk with his office phone glued to his ear as he rapped on with the senior executive calling from the company’s West Coast office located in Santa Monica. He rotated his chair side to side while he talked and listened. His eyes glanced at his wall of honors that featured numerous sales awards and plaques from various establishments, including photos of himself and Cathy taken at several office and outing events with them sharing the camera’s view with other important couples, all beaming smiles. His eyes turned to his desk and stopped at the photo stand that contained snapshots of himself and his family. His coat hung on a coat tree beside the window across the room from him. His eyes went out the window that gave an excellent view of the city’s downtown section. He could think of other places he’d love to be right now besides being at work today. Except someone needs to bring home the bread and it was him.

 “Yeah, Ray Thrumbone from Finance department will be swinging by my office soon,” he continued. “I’ll let you know how the meeting goes. Okay, Timmy, talk later. Bye.”

 He dropped the phone and puffed his cheeks and blew air through his lips, glad the serious part of his work was over. He locked his hands behind his head and fell into a moment of daydreaming. His thoughts went to Cathy, imagining whatever she might be doing right now. No doubt cleaning the homestead and waiting for him to return home . or hopefully that he would get a call this week that would spur her into going out; hopefully today.

 Four and a half weeks have passed since any call for her came his way. Never before had she had to wait this long; there’s got to be clients there checking out her online profile and wanting - no, not wanting but needing -her attention. Cathy had always prided herself as an irresistible erotic queen, and Harold devoted himself always to ensure that remained so. All the company parties and get-together events they’d attended together, he’d caught plenty of eyes glancing in their direction. He’d often caught the familiar glimmer in the men’s eyes as they ogled her whenever she passed their sight. Once at some charity gala event he’d gotten an audacious compliment from a man who’d candidly let him know his wife was sexy as fuck. Harold had absorbed his remark as he usually did with an evasive brush like it was something typical to his ears. What the man never knew or couldn’t have known was the kick Harold got every time he got to hear such comments being said about her. There also was the tic he got in his groin reflecting on the number of times he’d spied other men checking out her figure.

 As it then occurred to him, Harold swept his feet off his desk and went into the rest room that adjoined his office. There was a mirror attached to the wall and he faced it as he unzipped his fly first then unbuckled his pants. He was wearing pink-laced panties - Cathy had chosen the color for him as she always did everyday - and looked skimpy on him with his gut hanging low over it. He hadn’t worn his chastity cage this time (he sometimes did that when he was home, or if knowing Cathy was with special company). He peed in the toilet and flushed when he was done, then washed his hands and wore back his pants before leaving the room.

 He’d barely shut the door when he heard his cell phone ringing. There it was on his desk blinking its light while vibrating near his desk blotter. Harold groaned when he bumped into his chair in his bid to get to it. He dismissed the pain in his foot and grabbed his phone.

 “Hello,” he spoke into the mouthpiece.

 “Yeah, is this ‘Call-A-Slut’?” a man’s voice enquired from the other end; the voice sounded unmistakably that of a black man. Still one can’t always be sure.

 “Yes, this is the number,” Harold lowered himself to his chair, trying to hold back the excitement starting to bubble from his groin up toward his heart. “How can I help you today?”

 “I was just checking out your web page and I liked what I found there,” the man said. “I’d like to set up an appointment, if it’s possible.”

 “It definitely is possible,” Harold smiled. “Please give me a second here.”

 He scrambled around in search of a pen and finding that grabbed for a jotter pad and leaned closer on his desk, breathing with excitement. “All right, I’m ready. Let me have your details, sir.”
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April slumped against her chair like she hadn’t been sitting on it this whole time. Her face bore a pallid expression about it, like she’d just heard some unbelievable tale that apparently knocked the breath out of her. In this case, yes, it was unbelievable . well, sort of.

 “And that’s that,” Cathy concluded her tale. Again she looked at her friend with amusement as she slowly regained herself. “You surprised?”

 “I don’t know what I am right now,” April exhaled. “How long have you been running this sort of . enterprise? And how did you start?”

 “We started it almost a year ago,” Cathy said. She picked her empty tea cup as well that of her friends and went and added them into the dish washer. She left the kitchen and April got up and went with her.

 “Harold and I were swingers even before we married,” Cathy continued as she went up the stairs toward her bedroom. “But with his job taking up much of his time, and me raising the kids, all of that kinda slowed us down. One night we got to talking about some parties and stuff we’d missed out on, and he out of nowhere proposed this idea. He wanted me to become a call girl for black men. Let me be on call for whenever anyone wanted special sex entertainment and for me to be there wherever they’re at.”

 “Seriously, only black men?”

 “Yes, April, only black men,” she emphasized as she entered her bedroom with her friend following behind.

 “I don’t understand,” April remarked as she sat down on a chair while Cathy went about removing the bed sheets and pillow cases.

 “What’s the mystique about black men? I mean, I’ve heard everything you’ve said about them, but I still don’t get why you only stick to being with them. Is that part of the fetish stuff you told me about before?”

 Cathy dropped the sheets and pillow cases in a pile on the floor, then went looking in the closet and took out a fresh pair which she unfurled over the bed.

 “You’ve always been a good wife, April. You’ve never step been brave enough to step beyond your bedroom doorstep to know what it’s like out there.”

 “I’ve a healthy relationship with my husband, Brian, thank you very much,” said April haughtily. “We love each other so much, and if it’s loving I need, he ‘gives it all to me.”

 “I wasn’t referring to any of that,” Cathy explained while she set about dressing the bed. “I’m talking about hard-pounding sex; dirty fucking sex, if you will. Step out of your comfort zone if you can and you’ll see there’s a difference. What you’ve got with Brian is what I’ve got with Harold. But more of what we desire is me getting the best sex whenever I want, and he loves me dearly for me it.”

 “You said he loves to watch sometimes?”

 “Yeah, whenever he can. Most times I love to tape my sessions, depending if whomever I’m with allows it. Harold edits the videos then uploads them up online. I’ve got an alias for anyone wanting to contact and set up an appointment. Harold pretty much handles everything: he checks on the site, updates my social media calendar, and talks with anyone who wants to know more about me. And believe me, there’re many out there who do. I know plenty of women - married wives like us - wanting to get involved in stuff like this, you’ve no idea. Hell, many are already doing it.”

 “Going out and just fucking any random black men they want?”

 “If that’s how they want it,” Cathy admitted as she dressed the pillows and arranged them on the bed. “Some do it in their own home. Doesn’t matter where, as long as they do it.”

 April was silent for a moment, thinking. “Boy, if you’d never mentioned this to be before, I never would have thought you the sort of woman that does stuff like this. I still don’t know whether to believe everything you’ve said or not.”

 At that moment they were interrupted by a phone’s ringing tone. Cathy reached into her bathrobe pocket and got out her cell phone and smiled when she saw it was Harold calling.

 “Excuse me,” she said to April before bringing the phone to her ear and turned away from her friend who seemed curious to know who was calling.

 “Hi, honey,” said Cathy. She listened for some seconds then broke into a spate of chuckles. “Yeah, sure, I won’t mind stepping out today. No, nothing much, except minding the house. April’s here with me though. Yeah, we were talking about stuff - you know, that sort of stuff. I don’t know, we’ll see. OK, so you say it’s a single? Go ahead and text me the details. I’ll let you know how things go. OK, darling, see you later. Bye.”

 She ended the call and looked at her friend who still looked anxious waiting on her.

 “That was Harold,” she said then threw her phone on the bed. “Looks like I’ve got a customer out there who needs some sexual satisfaction.”

 “Sexual satisfaction?” April muttered the words like it was something confounding. “Where?”

 “I don’t know yet. But he’s going to text me the details soon.” She took off her bathrobe and left it on the bed and traipsed toward the bathroom door. “Gimme a couple of minutes and I’ll be out in the wink. You can come with me if you like.”

 The door slammed shut before April could voice a response. She sat there gazing about the room wondering how seriously to consider her friend’s proposal. She had earlier told Brian she would be attending some PTA meeting at their daughter’s school. She would be there by now if she hadn’t gotten too engaged with wanting to learn more about her friend’s secret lifestyle.

 Cathy’s phone gave off a ‘Beep-Beep’ sound then went silent. April left her chair and came from around the bed to pick up the phone. She could hear running shower behind the bathroom door. There was a text message blinking on the phone’s screen. April dared herself to read it.

 CLIENTS NAME: JOE JONES

 GO SIMPLE

 BELTWAY HOTEL ON LENOX AVE

 CHECK WITH LOBBY. KISSES XXX.

 April closed the message then dropped the phone and returned to her armchair and waited. There was still the sound of the shower running. April checked the time on her watch. Her mind was running track meters in her head speculating what Cathy’s visit to her client would entail and whether she seriously should go with her or not. There’s the need to say no . but then what would she do with herself the rest of the day? Already it was too late to attend the stupid PTA meeting, and she had plenty of hours to spare before going to pick her son . 

The bathroom door opened and Cathy came out running a towel over her naked self.

 “You got a message,” April indicated at her phone. “Sorry. I hope you don’t mind.”

 “Probably Harold’s text,” Cathy said as she went and picked her phone and read the message, smiled to herself, then resumed drying her body.

 “Looks like we’re on. Just give me some time to get myself ready.” She plugged her hair dryer then sat at her vanity table and went to work drying her hair. She turned to look at her friend. “You’re coming with me, aren’t you? Please don’t say no,” she added.

 April was still fighting with an answer. “Ahhhh . ”
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The taxi pulled off the road and drew to a stop in the large parking ground fronting the Beltway Hotel. The backdoor opened and Cathy came out followed by April; Cathy settled the cab fare then slung her big handbag over her shoulder.

 “You’re handling the fare when we return home,” she said as they covered the distance toward the hotel’s front entrance. A strong wind blew at them, ruffling their clothes.

 “I don’t understand with the cab,” April complained. “We could have taken my car or even yours. Why take a cab?”

 “Discretion, remember? It’s always a must for me whenever I go out like this. Can’t afford to be recognized by someone who knows me, or in your case, someone your husband Brian might know. But we can always think up a lie whenever that happens.”

 April tagged alongside her as they pushed past the hotel’s glass doors and stopped for a moment in the lobby and familiarized themselves with their new surroundings. Numerous men sauntered past them; one or two were black men who even glanced at their direction before keeping in step with their movement.

 “Think he might be any of them?” April asked. “How would you know what he looks like anyway?”

 “Only one way to find out,” Cathy said then went to the lobby desk to confer with the woman behind the counter. She returned to April, all smiles as she took her arm and led her toward the nearest lift.

 “Got his room number,” she said. “He’s very much expecting us.”

 Minutes later the lift’s doors slid open and deposited them on the appropriate floor. Cathy consulted the room numbers for the specific floor then got to walked down the left corridor with April keeping step behind her.

 “This is it,” Cathy indicated at the door in front of her. The room number matched the one the woman at the lobby counter had given her. She turned to her friend and whispered: “You ready?”

 “Do I look like I’m fucking ready?”

 Cathy laughed then knocked on the door. She waited, and then knocked a second time. A lock turned and then the door inched open to reveal a black man’s face who sized up both women. Cathy still retained her smile.

 “Hi there,” she said. “You called for a slut remember? Well, I’m here.”

 “That’s good to know,” the man smiled and stepped backward, opening the door for both of them to enter.

 The room’s curtains were drawn close. The TV was on, though the volume on mute. April’s eyes went everywhere, especially the bed. Cathy gestured at her to go plant herself on a chair beside the bed while the man locked the door and came to join them. He was thickset with droopy shoulders, flabby arms and a protruding gut. He looked to be in his forties. He wasn’t wearing a shirt and his pants buckle was almost undone.

 “The name’s Joe Jones,” he shook Cathy’s hand. His eyes sized every inch of her frame. “I dig your outfit.”

 “Thanks. My man told me you wanted me to come simple,” she said. She was wearing a tank top and denim jeans with fish net stockings. “I hope this is simple enough for you.”

 “It sure is. Who’s your friend?” he indicated at April. “She wanting to join in?”

 “Not really. She just wants to see how things go and take notes. I hope you don’t mind if I record our sex bout. My man would be very grateful for it.” She reached into her handbag and pulled out a camcorder device.

 “As long as you get to blank out my eyes. Won’t want my wife ever finding out about this.”

 “That I’ll certainly do. Just a minute, please.”

 Cathy approached April, switched on the camcorder and instructed her friend how best to use it to film her action. April asked a few questions and when she felt ready, nodded her head and took the camcorder from her. Cathy left her handbag beside April’s chair then returned to her client.

 “One thing I need to know for real,” Joe asked her, “how much are you charging? Your man mentioned a hundred.”

 “That’s what I charge for a straight fuck, how many rounds you can go is up to you; whatever other fantasy is an extra fifty. However, if the sex is fun for me, I’m apt to cut you a ten percent discount. And you get to cum over my face, in my mouth or wherever else on my body you’d prefer.”

 “OK. And do I need to wear protection?”

 “Not unless you’re not clean or want to. I prefer it bareback though.”

 “That’s how I roll too,” he said before grabbing her. “Hope I get to suck your tits, too.”

 “Of course, you do,” Cathy crackled. “Oh, and by the way, the rougher the better for me. Now let’s fuck.”
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April got professionally into the groove of what was happening right away as Joe Jones grabbed Cathy’s arms, pulling her toward him and then bent her forward over the bed. She dropped her handbag beside her feet and kept the recording camcorder focused on the two; every now and then she looked up to watch the action unfold before her eyes.

 Cathy leaned forward on her arms and uttered a sudden yelp as Joe yanked up her skirt and his pair of hands pounced on the parting between her legs. His fingers pushed past the hem of her panties to roughly peruse her vagina and probed her cunt fervently till she squirted over his hand. Cathy buried her face on the bed clutching the sheets as he dropped to his knees and buried his face between her ass cheeks. Cathy screeched a throaty chuckle followed by stuttered gasps as Joe’s tongue slid up and down her erogenous flesh, finally finding the erect bud that was her clit and focused his tongue’s vigor upon it. That sent daggers of ecstatic delight stabbing at her heart, taking her on an orgasmic climb. She managed to relieve herself of her tank top and flung it across the room. Joe’s fingers pressed into her soft flesh, spreading her ass cheeks wide apart as he persisted in eating her pussy. Her butt jerked convulsively from his action and she helplessly clutched and massaged her tits.

 Joe slapped her ass cheeks as he then came to his feet. Cathy left the bed and dropped to her knees and wasted no time extracting his erect cock from within his pants. Cathy was so horny and racing into overdrive, gasping hard as she cupped Joe’s balls in her hand while her other stroked his cock eagerly into her mouth. April sat with one leg crossed over the other and leaned forward in her chair with the camcorder acting as her eyes. She was unconsciously breathing through her mouth as she filmed Cathy choking on the man’s cock like she wanted to swallow him whole. It was shocking what she was seeing. The way Cathy smooched and slobbered her tongue over the man’s shaft then returned his prick back into her mouth amid strings of saliva. Watching her friend dispelled whatever assumptions she’d had about her before. This was all live and she was bearing witness to it.

 Joe moaned harder. He kept shoving his pelvis forward, sending more of his cock into her mouth. Cathy made gurgling sounds from within her throat while bobbing her head forward. Strings of saliva rolled off the side of her mouth and sprayed down her torso. At that moment she wasn’t a suburban wife at all; she was more a wanton bitch-slut about to get off on her client’s cock. One time she held his cock and slapped her cheeks with it, looked over at her friend who still trained the camcorder at her and smiled gaily.

 April caught the smile; it was a smile she knew she would never forget.

 Joe pulled back from her and hurriedly removed his feet out of his pants then kicked it aside before coming to her. Cathy was back on the bed, this time on her knees with her ass cheeks twerking at him. Joe grabbed the top of her skirt while holding his prick in his hand rubbed the tip against her pussy entrance. Cathy cooed with delight as her pussy squirted over his cock then reached between her legs and introduced his cock into her vagina. She flung her head backward and hitched in her breath from the impact. But Joe went even further and shoved more of girth inside her, making her shriek louder and convulse like she’d just been goosed. He pushed her panties to the side and pressed her head down on the bed sheets, grunting as he pulled out of her then shoved his cock back into her again, harder this time.

 Each thrust he slammed into her made Cathy jerk violently and hit the bed harder and scream even louder. She could feel her pussy milking him faster; it helped, too, to quell the hurting pain she was getting. Within seconds her pussy juice had converted her pain to lust and she got into the groove of shoving her bottom back at him. Joe grabbed a handful of her skirt and pressed her face down on the bed as he rammed his cock into her pussy all the way to the hilt. Cathy felt her snatch expanding from his thrusts; her groans echoed about the confines of the room. She reached between her legs to cup his balls as well to dexterously massage her pussy like it was on fire. Joe, too, was grunting harder with his exertion. He kept pulling her backward each time his cock pulled halfway out of her pussy. When eventually he let go of her, he was gasping wildly and his legs felt like they wanted to suddenly give up on him.

 Cathy fell forward on the bed, panting lungful of air. She swept her hair off her sweaty face and glanced over at April who still had the camcorder trained on her.

 “That felt so fucking good,” she moaned, then broke into a chuckling fit.

 She turned over on her back and took off her panties along with her skirt. Joe wiped pools of sweat off his face then came onto the bed, his cock hanging six inches off his gut. Cathy had her mouth open and ready for him. She turned to look at her friend and beckoned her to come over.

 April left her chair, still holding forward the camcorder like it was her seeing-eye dog. The picture was a little shaky because of her movement, but she kept it focused on Cathy’s face as she bopped down sucking Joe’s turgid muscle. Standing just a foot from the bed, April heard every choking, gurgling sound escaping Cathy’s mouth. At one time, Cathy held Joe’s saliva-coated cock inches from her face and winked at the camcorder before resuming her work. Joe went on moaning and running her hand over her hair while she did it.

 “Not yet, bitch!” Joe grumbled as he then pushed Cathy’s face off his cock. “I’m paying to fuck your pussy, not make me cum yet.”

 April instinctively moved toward the side of the bed just as Joe huddled over to plant himself between Cathy’s spread legs. He grabbed her thighs and roughly pulled her toward him, in the process tearing a rip in her net stockings. Cathy was groaning even before his cock pressed against her vagina’s entrance.

 His prick slid inside her this time in one swift motion; Joe tensed briefly, his eyes squeezed shut as he soaked in the moment of her pussy swallowing his cock. It felt like he’d sunk himself into a vat of warm liquid - the feeling was incredible. He still had his arms locked on her thighs, groaning through his clenched teeth, till eventually he withdrew inches out of her then rammed her pussy harder this time. Cathy’s bottom lifted into the air each time he slammed into her and she wailed in response as his prick stretched her pussy evenly. She clawed her fingers over his arms till he then lowered her down on the bed and adjusted himself on top of her.

 April stood near the foot of the bed and watched Joe’s butt cheeks clench with each thrust he hammered into her friend. Cathy was hollering Joe’s name amid her gasps; her legs remained spread apart taking the assault. She yelped aloud with each pounding he gave and told him not to stop fucking her. She was a horny bitch that wanted every inch of dick he had for her. Joe got further and further excited by her name-calling, grunting harder with each thrust. He came upright on his knees grabbed her bouncing tits in his hands and Cathy moaned when his fingers squeezed her nipples. Still she was loving it as was apparent on her face.

 “Awwhh shit!” Joe gasped. His face squeezed into a rictus of pain as he continued slamming her pussy harder and faster. “Awwhh fuck . fuck, I’m gonna cum . I’m gonna fucking cum!”

 “Cum in my mouth,” Cathy said to him while still moaning. “Ugghhh . I want your cum in my mouth.”

 Joe grunted one last time then pulled out of her, holding his shaft in a tight grip in his hand. April moved to the side about the same time Cathy shot to her knees and pushed her client to fall on his back, which he did. Joe loosened his grip and Cathy took charge of his cock and was breathing her mouth on the swollen tip of his prick seconds before the first spray of cum slammed the back of her throat.

 “Awwgghhh . Aaaahhhh . Gaddamitt, shit!”

 Joe kept grunting hard and his body jerked like he was being electrocuted as he felt more spurts shot off his prick and disappearing into Cathy’s mouth and down her throat. She stroked his girth with both hands, already feeling his erection start to wan, as she kept sucking him hard to get as much gobs of cum he could discharge.

 April wasn’t filming anymore. She had scrambled for the bathroom and once inside hurried with taking care of her own private business taking the camcorder with her.
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It was almost six-thirty in the evening when Harold cruised into the neighborhood heading for home. He passed the McLaren’s home and saw Brian who’d just pulled into his driveway and stepped out of his car as his wife April came out of their home to meet him. Harold honked his horn at them and they turned and waved at him as he continued down the road.

 Seconds later he too was doing the same. The front door swung open and his kids raced down the cobblestoned walkway screaming excitedly. He was all smiles as he brought his car to a stop and switched off the engine. He’d barely gotten out of the vehicle when his son and daughter attacked him with kisses. Harold took turns hugging both of them and allowed his son to carry his briefcase.

 “You both been good today?” he asked them, and got the required response he expected. “Where’s your mom?”

 He took his daughter’s hand and allowed her to lead him inside the house.

 “Honey?” he called out after shutting the door.

 “In here, darling,” Cathy’s voice called from the kitchen.

 Harold took off his jacket and tie and gave them to his kids to take upstairs along his briefcase. He watched his son and daughter scramble toward the stairs as he then unbuttoned his cuff links and top button while heading toward the kitchen. Cathy had her back toward him stirring something in a pot. She turned to look at him as he approached.

 “There you are,” she returned to her cooking. “Was wondering what took you so long to get home.”

 “Got into a little traffic as usually.” He wrapped his arms around her and kissed her cheek. “But I’m happy now.”

 “Hmmm, same here. You’d better go upstairs and change. Dinner will be ready in a half hour.”

 “Yeah. You had a fun time today?”

 “I’ll tell you about it later,” she winked at him. “Go look inside my handbag I left on the bed when you go upstairs.”

 Harold slapped her behind then left her alone in the kitchen.

 Later that night Cathy was in the shower washing off the evening from her body. Her kids were long tucked in bed asleep. She turned off the shower faucet when she was done and waited some minutes for water to run off her body before stepping out of the stall. She was running a towel over her hair as she returned to the bedroom. Harold was in his shorts sitting up on his side of the bed watching the camcorder recording April had done of her meeting with her afternoon client. It was the third time he’d watched it since he came upstairs to change before returning to enjoy dinner alongside his kids. Not a word had been said then, not till after they’d sent their kids to bed.

 “You loving it?” Cathy asked him as she got done with her towel and got to rubbing lotion on her skin. Harold looked at her and the look he gave her explained everything she knew was going through his mind.

 “You know I do,” he said to her. “I’m surprised you managed to talk April into going with you.”

 “She’s been a pest since I mentioned this to her last time, and she was here with me all morning before you texted me. I figured she’d like it, and she was a real charmer.”

 “You’re not thinking about getting her involved, are you?”

 Cathy shrugged. She finished with her lotion then wore her night dress. Harold pulled back her side of the covers for her as she came to bed beside him.

 “I don’t know. We’ll just have to wait and see.” Her voice then turned sultry. “But right now, I’ve got something you need to do for me.”

 She flung the covers aside, spread her legs and began playing with her pussy while awaiting her husband’s expected move at what she desired him to do. Harold kept the camcorder aside and maneuvered across the bed to come and rest on his face between her thighs. Her pussy stared back at him awaiting attention. This was a ritual they often went through after enjoying a successful fuck session. Harold always looked forward to it especially since he couldn’t always be there to watch her enjoy herself with any of her would-be clients.

 Cathy sighed as his lips connected with her sensitive velvet flesh. Her hands caressed his head and shoulders while he got busy probing her cunt with his lips, unleashing torrent of excitement and ecstasy over her body.

 “I’ll bet you’d have loved to have been there, don’t you, darling,” she cooed.

 “Oh yes, babe,” he replied.

 “Bet you’d have loved to help guide his huge cock inside me, wouldn’t you?”

 “Very much, honey,” replied Harold while still gumming his lips to her pussy crevice. Hearing her talk was getting him hot and randy. “I wanted to be there so bad.”

 “I’ll bet you’d love to suck his cock, too,” she moaned as his tongue continued sucking out her pussy juice. “Ugghhhh . won’t you love to suck his cock for me, darling?”

 “Oh God, yes. You know I’d love to.”

 “Would you love to taste his cum, too?”

 “Very fucking much,” he replied.

 Harold couldn’t hold his urge any longer. He came to his knees and Cathy pushed down his shorts and introduced his hard-on inside her inviting cunt. Harold gasped as he sank into her cunt, and she, too, grunted as he hastily began thrusting into her cunt. Cathy gasped, her body grooved spasmodically under him while her thighs urged him not to stop. He half shut his eyes while his hips continued doing the work. In his mind’s eyes, he imagined he was there in the room filming her getting fucked by her client. He imagined the man pulled his cock out of her at the last second and beckoned Harold to come and suck his cock clean for him.

 Harold gritted his teeth and his body tensed as he shot his load inside his wife just when he imagined her client filling his mouth with cum. His body broke into a shudder and he groaned as he then collapsed against his wife.

 Later after midnight, Harold switched on his bedside lamp and checked to see how well Cathy was sleeping. Satisfied, he raised his side of the covers and carefully came off the bed and slid his feet into his slippers. He picked up the camcorder where he’d left it and switched off the lamp before tip-toeing out of the room.

 The rest of the house was dark and quiet; his kids were snuggled in bed in their separate room. He opened their doors to check on them before proceeding downstairs to his library.

 When in there, he locked the door behind him then turned on the lights. He went and sat before his desktop computer and switched it on. He attached the camcorder’s USB cord to his computer and for the next two and a half hours got busy editing his wife’s recent video; he made sure to darken the client’s face as he’d done with other previous ones, and cut out a few unnecessary parts. When he felt satisfied with the result, he uploaded the video onto Cathy’s 1-800-Call-A-Slut website, and as well created shorter edited versions which he uploaded separately on her various social media accounts. Cathy had a rising number of followers worldwide, all horny and itching to see her next accomplishments. Harold burnt the video into several empty DVD discs and while he waited for them to get done, spent some time corresponding with a few persons online who wanted to know more about Cathy and her taste for black men. Someone had even left an offer of wanting to feature her in an upcoming porn flick. Harold thought he would have to talk to Cathy about that later.

 He got a marker pen out of his cabinet drawer and wrote different names on each of the DVD discs when he was done; he knew several people who’d love more than ever to see Cathy’s videos beside the ones on her web page.

 He left the discs inside the drawer and locked it and spent a near hour responding to several emails and social media messages before finally eventually switching off the computer. He detached the camcorder and took it with him after switching off the room’s light as well locking the door when he was done.

 Book Two
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The postal van cruised into street and every now and then pulled to the curb and the man inside came down to deposit an envelope or two or a package into the mail box standing beside the driveway of whichever home he was stopping by. He returned to his van and continued with his easy-going drive. He came to a stop in front of the McLaren mail box and took out a package and put it in the slot.










 It was at that moment the front door opened and Brian McLauren came out to fetch the day’s newspaper that had been flung onto his driveway several minutes ago before the postal truck arrived. He made eye contact with the driver and they hollered good morning to each other before the man got back onto his truck and drove on. Brian came to the mouth of the driveway and watched the truck make a turn into the next street. He opened the mailbox and got out the square-shaped package the man had left inside. The package bore April’s name and their home address; he turned over the package but in no way recognized the sender’s name or where it came from. He closed the box and returned to the house.

 April was putting breakfast on the table in front of her son when Brian returned to join them. He had on a blue shirt and dark blue tie; his jacket lay draped over the back of his chair.

 “Look what I found out in the mailbox, honey,” he dropped the package on the table.

 April had just finished dishing out scrambled eggs and bacon on their plates when she happened to glance at the package as she loosened her apron.

 “What is it?” she asked.

 “I don’t know. Apparently it’s for you,” he sat down and picked up his knife and fork. “Whoever it’s from; I don’t recognize the sender’s name.”

 April came and sat across from him. She picked up the package and read her name and address on one side, then turned it over and it was obvious from the frown on her face that she, too, had no idea whoever the sender was. She tore open the package and took out a black case. She opened it and saw a DVD disc inside along with a note. She opened the note and her frown gave way to utter disbelief when she read what it said.

 Here’s your copy

 Call me when you get it.

 Cheers.

 - Cathy.

 “You know who it’s from, honey?”

 April looked up at her husband. She squeezed the note in her hand and shut the case and laid it beside her on the table. She propped up a smile as she picked up her fork.

 “Yes, it’s from Ms. Olivier. It’s a disc tape of her last daughter’s wedding, the one I attended a week ago. I almost forgot she promised sending send me a copy. How’re you enjoying your sausages, little man?” She turned her attention to her son who was all happy smiles.

 Minutes later the school bus arrived and April escorted her son outside then went and kissed her husband before he got into his car and reversed out of the driveway heading for work. She blew him a kiss as he drove away. Her smile left her face as she scrambled into the house and turned the lock in the door.

 April went to the kitchen and picked up the DVD case and brought it to the living room. She wrenched the disc out of the case and switched on their DVD player. Her hands were shaking while she did it but she was barely concerned of that. She slid the disc into the player, switched on the TV set, and grabbed both remotes with her and went and settled down on the settee behind her. The movie came on and a thought immediately occurred to her and she pressed the PAUSE button on the machine, raced out of the room toward the stairs. She raced back minutes later gasping for breath, this time cradling her pink dildo in her hand. She returned to the settee, pushed her skirt up her waistline, and then pressed the PLAY button.

 The movie began shakily at first as she remembered it had done so the moment Cathy handed her the camcorder, and it now showed Cathy on her knees sucking the black man’s cock ( whatever was his name again? ) while she had captured the event. April watched the movie to the end, then watched it all over again. She had her dildo in her hand this time and relaxed her mind while arousing her pussy with her dildo. She especially loved the part when the man came on the bed and forced Cathy’s mouth on his cock. April wondered if most black men loved to fuck with such gruff manner. It simultaneously scared and aroused her the more as her hand kept busy shoving her battery-powered dildo into her cunt.

 April had an enjoyable orgasm courtesy of her dildo. She ran her hand over her brow after she’d climaxed and it came off with sweat. She watched the video a third time before deciding it was enough. Two days had passed since the event happened. She hadn’t spoken to Cathy since; more out of embarrassment than anything else, and even now felt bad about it. It was she after all who’d pestered Cathy about her outgoing sex life. But to be there to watch it unfold before her eyes had been a bit too much, which was why she couldn’t contain herself when she’d dropped the camcorder and fled to the bathroom to masturbate while Cathy and her client continued without her.

 April switched off both the DVD machine and the TV set then went searching for her phone and dialed her friend’s number. She was still flush from her self-fulfilling orgasm; it would have been better though if it had come from a real cock instead of a dildo, she mused.

 “Morning, April,” Cathy’s voice came on seconds later.

 “Morning, Cathy. How’re you doing? Look, I’m sorry I haven’t called or dropped by to see you since-”

 “Did you get my package in the mail?” Cathy interrupted. “I sent it yesterday. They told me it should get to your box today.”

 “Actually yes, I got it this morning. It’s what I wanted to talk to you about.”

 “I’m heading out soon. Need to get some shopping done, and then I’m going to watch my kids’ soccer game.”

 “Oh yeah, my son told me about that. We can meet over there if possible.”

 “Sure, let’s do that. It’s happening at noon, so . enjoy the video and we’ll talk about it when we see.”

 Cathy chuckled; April joined her, too. If only her friend knew.
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Cathy’s kids attended the same school as did April’s son. Just as their moms were good friends, so, too, the boys were the same.

 It was a quarter past twelve in the afternoon when April came out of her house and went and got her Chevy out of the garage. She got inside, surreptitiously checked herself one last time in her mirror, then started her car and pulled out of her driveway.

 It was a ten minute drive to the school’s soccer field. Already lots of parents were there. April drove a short distance to find a suitable spot to park her car. She again checked her feature in the mirror before getting out, slinging her handbag on her shoulder after shutting her car door and then walked toward the soccer field entrance. She recognized several parents that were there and stopped to exchange greetings and hugs with a few of them as she ventured into the arena. There was a spectator’s bench to the left of her where most other people sat watching the game that had already commenced. She dialed her friend’s number while at the same time looking about for her. She jumped when she felt someone grab her arm from behind and smiled with relief when she saw it was Cathy.

 “My God, you scared me,” April said as she then pocketed her phone. “I was about calling you.”

 “I’m glad you came,” said Cathy as they sat on the bench. “I was standing by the sideline talking to the assistant coach, Elwood. I saw you talking with other parents and hurried over.”

 “How long since the game started? I got here as quick as I could.”

 “About five minutes ago. Trust me, you haven’t missed a thing.”

 They sat in silence for a while enjoying the game. April made out her son as well Cathy’s. They looked so cute in their school jerseys and with them running around kicking the ball back and forth amongst their colleagues it was sometimes hard making them out.

 “You were upset that day, weren’t you?” Cathy said to her. “That’s why you didn’t call.”

 “Not upset, really,” she said. “But sort of humbled. I don’t know why I didn’t call, sorry. But I did watch the DVD. You showed it to anyone else?”

 “About fifteen thousand subscribers last time I checked,” Cathy replied, then laughed when she saw the look on her friend’s face. “Harold edited then posted it on my website. I’ve gotten plenty of comments already saying it’s fucking hot.”

 “My God, Cathy, what if someone recognizes you?”

 “Harold usually blanks out my eyes in the videos before uploading it online. If you went to my site and looked at it, it’s nothing like the one I mailed to you. By the way, Harold told me to say thanks for you doing that.”

 April blushed. A strong gust of wind blew at them and she swept her hair from her face while they continued watching the game. Neither said anything for a while.

 “I played with my dildo the whole time I watched it,” April admitted to her friend, who immediately responded burst of laughter that got a few heads to glance in their direction for a moment before returning to the soccer match.

 “I’m glad to hear you loved it then,” Cathy said. “I’ve got a new client coming from out of town in a couple of days. Harold asked if I’d mind taking you along, and maybe enroll you into the program.”

 “Oh God, no,” April shook her head. “I can’t possibly do that.”

 “And why not? What’s stopping you from wanting to live a little?”

 “That’s asking a lot.”

 “Is it really? If it were, then you never would have followed me the other day, but you did.”

 “But I did nothing except hold the camcorder,” she stopped to look around to make sure no one was overhearing their conversation before leaning closer to her friend. “Cathy, I’m not that crazy to want to do something like that. I admire you for what you do, but that’s a level that’s way above me, seriously.”

 “It’s funny, you never before mentioned this back when you were badgering me to tell you more. What happened to the April of then?”

 “You got me curious, and I wanted to know.”

 “True. And now you know, but won’t you like to know more? A trial is worth a thousand convictions.”

 April’s mouth hung open thinking of a quick response except nothing came forth. At that moment there was an uproar from the crowd of spectators, even Cathy, too, was clapping her hands as her son’s team just netted a goal in their opponent’s post.

 “Just think about it,” Cathy said to her. “You don’t have to do anything right now except that.”

 April said nothing to that. She returned her attention to the game and tried not to think seriously about Cathy’s words.
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 April couldn’t stop thinking about her friend’s words. Not even later that night as she made love to her husband.

 She lay on her back with her thighs spread and allowed Brian to do his thing to her. She responded to his kisses and touch when he wanted and made appropriate noise as he thrust inside her under the covers but everything she did felt somewhat perfunctory. She gripped his arms as she felt him tense and seconds later emptied his load inside her pussy before rolling off her. April grabbed the roll of tissue on her bedside cabinet and cut a handful and wiped herself with it then went and disposed it in the toilet before returning to bed. She turned off the light and lay on her back and almost forgot Brian was awake until she felt his hand crawl over her breasts.

 “Something on your mind, honey?” he asked.

 “No, nothing really . I don’t know, for sure.”

 “Seems you’re worried, or something’s distracting you. Anything the problem?”

 She drew closer and snuggled against him while he wrapped his arm around her. She inhaled the musky smell of semen still coming off him. She felt so in love with that smell . and yet it seemed she wanted something more.

 “Do you love me, Brian?”

 “What would you ask that? Of course, I do.”

 I’d like to ask you something,” she raised her head to make eye contact with him. “Do you think I’m sexy?”

 He smiled. “Where’re you going with this, April?”

 “I don’t know. I just feel I’m becoming too much of a mother and a housewife, I want to know if I’ve still . you know, if I’ve still got it in me. If I’m still sexy to you. Or say you and I were never married, if you’d still find me sexy now as when we first met.”

 “You’re always sexy to me, April. Don’t go putting crazy stuff in your head thinking you’re not.”

 She laid her face back on his chest. “I just want something more,” she murmured querulously.

 “We all want something more, darling,” said Brian. “Just let it come to you. Don’t try to force it.”

 April never knew when she fell asleep. She didn’t dream often. This time she did dream, and it was about her surrounded by a roomful of black men. They were all naked as was she; there was no sight of Cathy in the room. All of them ogling her like hungry predators about to pounce on a prey that happened to be her . and she liked it.
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 Cathy drove her car and pulled to the curb in front of her friend’s home. She got out and walked to her front door and pressed the doorbell. She looked radiant in a sleeveless white cotton blouse and jeans. A minute passed before a lock turned and April stared with dazed eyes at Cathy who looked just as happy to see her.

 “Hiya,” Cathy took off her sunglasses then hugged her. “You ready for us to step out or what?”

 “For a second I thought you were someone else.”

 April let her friend into her home. The TV was on and a movie was playing, but with the volume at mute; Cathy burst out laughing when she recognized what her friend was watching before she arrived. April joined her in laughing too.

 “I know I shouldn’t,” April confessed, “I just can’t stop myself from not watching it. I’m becoming so very addicted to it.”

 “You needn’t apologize for what you like, April. That’s what happiness is about.”

 “Yeah, except I’m trying to be careful. Wouldn’t want Brian to return home early and find out what I’m watching. Or worst, my son.”

 “You’ll always find some other way. Besides, I already told you the video never would have happened if you hadn’t filmed it for me. I should be the one thanking you for it.”

 “Aw shucks to that. You could have done better without me there with you. I was just too stupid with nothing better to do than tag along.”

 “Maybe, but I wasn’t alone. Anyway, I hope you’re ready. We ought to get moving right now if we’re gonna beat traffic. We’re driving across town today, remember.”

 “I just need to get a scarf and then I’ll be ready. How many clients this time, or is it just one?”

 “I’ve got two sessions today,” Cathy said as she sat down on a couch. “But with the first session, I need to be there in the next hour. They guy’s on a clock and has got little time to spare, so you’d best hurry with yourself.”

 “OK, gimme a minute,” April went up the stairs to her bedroom. She returned seconds later having found a scarf which she tied around her neck and slung her handbag on her shoulder. “Did you bring the camcorder with you?”

 Cathy came to her feet. “It’s in my bag. Though we might not use it this time. It’s not always I get to use it, especially if they don’t want me to.”

 They trooped out of the house and April locked the door then hid her key under the floor mat.

 “I don’t know how long before we get back,” April explained. “I told Josh where to find the key in case he returns from school and doesn’t find me home.”

 “I did the same thing, too. It’s past eight, so we ought to make good time getting there and hurrying back. We’re taking my car this time.”

 They walked to the curb and Cathy unlocked her car doors and they got inside.

 “I thought you mentioned something before about being discreet,” said April as she clipped her seatbelt, indicating the car.

 “Only when absolutely necessary,” Cathy said before starting her engine and then pulled away from the curb.

 The motel was located on an exit lane off the main highway leading toward the airport. A shabby looking building that seemed months from falling into actual neglect.

 The parking lot contained only two vehicles, one of which was a pristine ’78 Ford Camaro. Cathy swept her vehicle into a half turn and parked beside the Camaro. April admired the Camaro and a subtle thought fettered through her mind that she had seen the vehicle before. She was busy working her mind trying to think where as she got out of the car. Cathy slammed her door shut and wore her sunglasses while April came and tapped her arm, then pointed at the Camaro.

 “That car looks very familiar,” she said.

 Cathy glanced at the car nonchalantly then pulled her away toward the motel. “You think? Come on, we’ve got business to settle elsewhere.”

 The motel’s interior was just as drab and unimpressive as the outside was. Cathy went and spoke with the proprietor behind the counter. She returned to lead her friend past the lobby and up the flight of stairs that stood beyond the room.

 “You not going to tell me whoever it is we’re meeting here?” April asked irritably as they got to the top floor and walked down the left corridor, staring at the doors they passed.

 “All in good time,” said Cathy.

 “For God’s sake, I need to know,” she whined.

 Cathy took off her sunglasses as they came to the last one on the corridor.

 “We’re here,” Cathy said, then knocked on the door.

 The door opened and at first neither of them could make out the figure of the man standing behind the door in the dark room. It wasn’t until he flicked on the light switch that April then knew whom the Camaro belonged to and it brought a look of surprise to her face.

 “Hi there, ladies,” the black man known as Coach Elwood smiled at them.
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 Coach Elwood’s frame filled the doorway and he then stepped back to allow the women enter. April looked at him with slight agitation before casting her eyes about the room like she half expected to see her husband Brian jump out from wherever hiding place to surprise her. Except for a gym bag resting by the foot of the bed, the room was empty.

 “This is quite cozy,” Cathy admitted as she took down her handbag and sat on the bed and tested her weight on it. “Bed’s even durable.”

 Elwood shut the door then came and sat beside her. Cathy chuckled as he slinked his arm around her backside and pulled her toward him while his other impatiently groped her breasts. He laughed along with her as the fever in room gradually approached erotic level.

 “I was wondering how long before you got to be here,” he said. “You know we’ve got little time. I’ve got to be back running laps with those runts in the next hour or so.”

 “Of course, you do,” Cathy’s hand groped the prominent tent pole happening on his pants. “I’m just as horny for you right now,” she moaned seconds before their lips connected, then she pulled away from him and turned her attention to April and said: “You don’t my friend here sitting in to watch? I’m trying to break her in.”

 Elwood looked over at April as if only then discovering that they weren’t alone in the room.

 “She just want to watch? Thought we were going to have ourselves a fun party here. Hey, I do know you. Your kid’s name is Josh, right?”

 April smiled sheepishly. “Yes, he is. I never knew you and Cathy knew each other so well.”

 “Oh, stop it, April,” Cathy interrupted. She came to her feet and proceeded to undress herself. “That day we met at the soccer game, I told you I was chatting with coach here before you arrived. What did you think we were doing, setting you up?”

 Elwood, too, flung his t-shirt off his head and threw it across the room while Cathy let her blouse fall to the floor. She unbuttoned her jeans but left it that way and knelt before Elwood and got busy undoing his belt buckle and zipping down his pants. April looked around and found herself an empty chair across the room. She sauntered past her friend and went and sat on the chair, by which time Cathy was already sucking Elwood’s cock to hardness. He groaned in response from her action. One time he came to his feet and his pants cascaded to his ankles and he proceeded to fuck Cathy’s face eagerly. Cathy gagged and sputtered driblets of saliva as he grabbed her by the back of her head and continuously thrust his thick length rougher down her throat. April felt pitiful for her friend, yet simultaneously felt a tinge of excitement suddenly upon her. She sat with one leg crossed over the other, but repeated that action the other way, the whole time squirming in her chair the longer she watched.

 “Ohh yeah. Suck that cuck, bitch,” Elwood grunted while still shoving Cathy’s face down his shaft. “You can’t wait for me to fuck you, don’t you, bitch?”

 Cathy grunted an affirmative while her mouth was still swallowing his cock, taking him all the way to the hilt.

 Elwood switched his gaze to April and snapped his fingers at her. “Come over here and help get this bitch out of her clothes. If you’re gonna watch, at least make yourself fucking useful.”

 April left her handbag on the chair and came and positioned herself behind her best friend and helped slid her tight jeans down her rump. Cathy let go of Elwood’s turgid shaft and rose to her feet, allowing April to further shove her jeans down her thighs. Elwood wiggled backward on the bed stroking his shaft while Cathy worked at extracting her legs out of her jeans as well her thong panties.

 “Watch and learn,” Cathy winked at April then got on the bed. Elwood positioned himself in the center of the bed as Cathy came on one knee and took his cock and rubbed its bulbous tip on her pussy’s lips, moaning while she did, before inserting it inside her. Elwood grasped her butt and forced her to take a seat on his pelvis.

 “Ouuwwhhhh . Uuuhhhhh fuck yeah,” she whimpered as she felt the strength of his cock invade her inside, felt it course into the warmth of her cunt. Her eyes closed as she imagined herself like a flower instantly coming in full bloom.

 “Now that’s some tight pussy,” Elwood confirmed as he felt her pussy muscles relax around his shaft. It felt so good, like something extraordinarily out of this planet.

 His hands smacked Cathy’s butt and squeezed her soft flesh as she began grinding her hips on him. She leaned closer to him and breathed into his face while her lips sucked his. Elwood’s grasp tightened on her butt as well around her waistline. He raised his feet and Cathy let off a litany of gasps and cries as he rapidly rocked his thighs pounding her pussy faster. April stood by the foot of the bed watching as his thighs slapped against Cathy’s underside while his cock rammed in and out of her like flashing light. Cathy’s cries went into overdrive, whimpering in near synchronicity with his cock stretching her cunt lips.

 Cathy raised herself and stood hunched over him, gasping wild as she slammed her butt down on his prick. Elwood wedged her butt with both hands and continued slapping her ass cheeks, leaving red welts on her skin. He, too, grunted in harmony with her yelps.

 “Fucking good pussy . so wanted to fuck this pussy today.”

 “Uhhggg . Awwhhh . yeah, my pussy loves you, too.”

 She slowed her pace, moaning aloud as she grind her butt back and forth and then round and round while resting down on his pair of balls.

 April remained rooted by the foot of the bed watching them fuck. Except now, she was getting further moved by the action as she held her skirt up and was busy rummaging inside her panties like she was digging for gold. Even she couldn’t stem down her own sensuous pleasure from escaping her mouth.

 Elwood raised his head to feed his lips on Cathy’s tits while still holding up her bottom. Cathy flung back her head and unleashed a throaty shriek when he resumed rapid-firing his cock in and out of her till she collapsed on top of him, whimpering like crazy. That was when he turned her over on her back. He hooked her feet against his shoulders and rested on his arms like he was giving push-ups, except only his hips moved, sliding his erection deep inside her cunt. His thighs made slapping sounds when connecting with her bottom.

 “Ohhhh . so fucking good . I’m fucking cumming!” Cathy whimpered. “Ohh God, make me fucking cum!”

 Elwood was relentless, grunting like a wild bear and didn’t stop pounding her pussy no matter how loud she cried. Even April, too, who now had her thumb and first finger rubbing her clitoris, couldn’t keep herself from exploding. Her legs almost gave up on her as she then went and collapsed on the chair, gasping from her own immediate orgasm just as her friend was having his.

 Elwood fell flat on Cathy, tensed all over and gave stuttered grunts as his thrust deep inside her and remained like that as he ejaculated his entire seed inside her. Cathy felt herself explode once more and she wrapped her arms and legs around him like a spider would feast on a prey, loving the feel of his cum flowing inside her womb. He rolled off her when he was done, breathing aloud.

 “Now that was some good fucking!” he admitted.

 “It was for me, too,” Cathy said then looked over at her friend before returning back to him. “Don’t forget what you promised.”

 Elwood looked over at April and nodded. “You’ve got it.”

 Cathy came off the bed and went to the bathroom door, opened it and disappeared inside. Elwood waited some seconds to catch his breath before sliding off the bed and approached April who stared at his quizzically, wondering whatever he wanted of her. He was all sweaty and grinning at her. His grin resembled a wolf’s grimace on his face and gave him quite a menacing presence she couldn’t help but feel suddenly afraid of being in the same room with him.
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 “Wh . wha . what do you want?” April’s voice was slow and quavering. Her eyes flashed briefly to his flaccid penis dangling from his crotch and carrying the wet stain of cum on its foreskin.

 “What do you think I want,” he replied. “I want you to get me hard again. I’ve still got more fucking to do. Time to put your lily white ass to work once more.”

 “I’m sorry, but I can’t . I don’t want to do that,” her voice sounded like she was talking under water. “You’re my son’s soccer coach. I can report you to the school board whenever I want.”

 Elwood barked harsh laughter. “You go ahead and do that, babe. But first, you’ve got to do what I want. And what I want right now is for you to shut your trap and get busy.”

 He grabbed her hair and April yelped suddenly as he pushed her face forward toward him. She tried to fight him but his grip was strong; she noticed his other hand holding his penis inches from her chin and horror mixed with desire lit her eyes.

 “Let go of me,” she whined desperately. “I’ll fucking scream if you don’t.”

 “You go ahead and scream. See if anyone will hear. Now shut the fuck up and mouth those pretty lips of yours. And you’d better not fucking bite me, you hear. Try it, and I’ll snap your jaw.”

 April still struggled, but she was already too awed by the urgent musky smell coming from him as well overpowered by her earlier orgasm to do much else. Later she won’t remember when it happened, except she realized seconds later his cock was jammed in her mouth and she didn’t seem to holding onto it.

 His hand remained on her head but now she was bopping back and forth, pulling on his cock and rolling her tongue over his prick-shaft, doing everything she could to get him hard as quick as she could. She as well realized she was getting horny once more. Her hand was rummaging down in her skirt fondling her pussy. She got to be more aggressive with her blowjob. Images flirted before her mind’s eye: she recalled Cathy getting fucked the last time she’d been out with her, except now she imagined it was her instead. She could hear Coach Elwood groaning appreciatively from what she was doing to him. At one time he told her to suck his balls. April did as he wanted, loving it even more.

 She heard a door slam shut and looked up and saw Cathy come out of the bathroom running a towel over her body, smiling at her. Cathy discarded the towel, then went digging for something inside her handbag. It turned out to be the camcorder. April’s eyes came alive as she saw her friend turn on the camcorder then got busy filming her. But she was already hooked on what she was doing and didn’t seem to care.

 Elwood’s cock was acquiring back its turgid strength as April continued gagging on his shaft.

 He retrieved his cock from her and reached for her arm and pulled her from the chair. April glanced over at her friend who was busy filming them with the camcorder, half expecting her to put a stop to whatever was about to unfold.

 “Cathy, please-”

 “Shut the fuck up, and get out of those panties,” Elwood growled.

 He bent her over on the bed and nearly wrenched her skirt off as he hiked it up her bottom. Cathy came to the side capturing the moment as Elwood got busy smacking April’s butt, leaving behind marks of his palm.

 “Yeah, smack that booty, Elwood,” Cathy cheered him on. “Go on smack it, she loves it.”

 Elwood did as she said and continued slapping April’s behind. April howled with each smack, gasping from each stung but simultaneously enjoying it. Elwood was already panting like a hungry, horny bull would and April yelped when he ripped her panties off her flesh and threw it on the floor. He held her down with one hand while his other attempted shoving his cock between her ass cheeks. April was resistant at first, then Elwood slapped her butt even harder and this time it brought tears to her eyes.

 “Spread your legs and spread your ass, too,” he snapped. “Do it, bitch. I ain’t got all day.”

 April did as he demanded, and even reached back and spread her ass cheeks apart for him. So overwhelmed was she by her lust, at that moment all concrete thought regarding why or what she was doing flew out of her mind. She hissed when she felt the tip of his prick brush against her vulva. Her body broke into a shudder when his cock gained three inches inside her and more. Elwood griped her by her hips as he withdrew from her pussy and then returned back inside her with much force. April groaned and her body convulsed uncontrollably.

 “You bitches sure brought some tight pussies for me,” he groaned.

 His weight was soon pushing down on her with him breathing against her neck. Still April continued holding apart her ass cheeks apart for him; her fingers brushed against his cock stretching her hole. Her pussy grew burning hot; she felt herself ejaculate cum juice over his invading girth. She was gasping frantically from the hurting and pounding she was getting. The pain seared through her cunt and seemed to spread upwards toward her heart. Her feature curled into a grimace of lust and she couldn’t stop fervently pulling at the sheets.

 “Uhhh . Ohhh God, stop . Oh my God . your cock is fucking huge!”

 Elwood once again barked harsh laughter and grunted as he thrust into her one last time before then pulling out of her and turning her over on her back.
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 “I’m sorry I lied to you,” Cathy said. “I could have told you before we left, but I was afraid you’d say no. I wanted it to be a surprise.”

 “Some surprise that turned out to be,” April replied. She drew her glass of milkshake closer and sucked on the straw. “That was one hell of a surprise.”

 They were seated at a fast food restaurant. It was a few minutes before the hour of noon. April had checked her time when they quit Coach Elwood and the premises of the drab motel before driving back to the city, amused at the hour they’d spent together and everything they’d done within that short period of time. She was equally perplexed by everything as she reviewed how everything had begun, trying to decipher from which part Cathy had suckered her. After a moment of suspense, she couldn’t contain herself anymore.

 “Tell me everything,” she demanded. “I especially want to know where the lie began.”

 Cathy was munching on her hamburger at the moment. She picked a napkin and wiped her mouth with it, then reached for her glass of Diet-Coke and took a sip from it. The whole time April had the look of impatience in her eyes as she sat there waiting for her to begin. Cathy shielded her mouth as she burped before speaking.

 “The truth is Coach Elwood wasn’t really a client,” she began. “He’d complained to me at a previous PTA meeting that Elliot, my son, was giving him teamwork problems on the training field and he was contemplating dropping him off his soccer roaster. I told him I’d talk to my son, and one thing led to another and we got to talking about ourselves. That day we met at the soccer game I was fixing a date with him, which was today, and I told him I might bring a friend along. He was a little worried about that, but I told him my friend is just as much a slut as I am and he’d got nothing to worry about. But I explained that you’re quite shy, so when we get done fucking, he should do whatever to get you going. And that was what happened.”

 “My God,” April exhaled, then shook her head in disbelief. “Cathy, you’re one conniving she-devil. How could you let someone take advantage of me just like that?”

 “Oh, stop being naïve, April. You wanted to know what I was doing as much you wanted to try it. Well, now you did. But it was just a one-man thing, so stop sounding like you got raped.”

 “I’m not saying that. But what he made me do . how am I ever going to go back and erase all of that from saying it never happened?”

 “But you can, if you want,” Cathy answered. “Only people there was me and Coach Elwood, and he’s not the sort to tell, and neither am I. Your secret is my secret, likewise mine is yours.”

 April thought about what to say next but nothing came to mind. Her friend was indeed correct about everything. Still, it didn’t shake off the idea what she had been made use of . and that she had enjoyed it.

 “So, beside Coach Elwood, did you seriously have any real clients today?”

 “Oh yeah,” Cathy said. “Not just one though; I’ve got five of them waiting for me. Or rather, for us if you’re coming.”

 “By coming, you mean me getting involved?”

 “However you want it, April. The fact is I’d love to get you involved in this. Call me wicked, but that’s something that’s been on my mind since you began asking me questions about it. I knew I couldn’t just get you to open up, hence why I needed Coach Elwood to do that for me. And you certainly had yourself a wonderful time, didn’t you?” she flashed her a conniving smile that got April blushing then smiling with agreement. “You see how addictive getting fucked by black men can be? You’ll be a horny slut thinking about their cocks in no time. Come on, hurry up, we need to start hitting the road.”

 “Where are we going this time?” April hurried with finishing her milkshake; her hamburger remained untouched on her plate. “Not some rundown motel, I hope.”

 “No, even better this time,” Cathy smiled back as she returned to finishing her hamburger.










 Walking for Black Dog

 The secretary stepped out of the office and looked at the anxious-looking young white man in a grey suit and white shirt and matching tie who sat on the long chair across from her office desk.

 His name was Dennis and since arriving for his interview had been fiddling with his tie. He couldn’t tell if it was really straight or half bent. He’d confirmed his outlook once too many times in the mirror back at his bedroom apartment and before riding the lift that deposited him here on the tenth floor of this prestigious firm. He had found a men’s room and gone inside to further inspect his tie and still couldn’t garner any satisfaction from it. He hated the tie. He hated the suit that came with the tie. They had come as a gift from his girlfriend, Abby. She knew his measurements and loved the way the suit fitted his body when he’d first worn it and said it made him look like a millionaire; he couldn’t help taking her word for it. Except now the opposite was the case. He felt like an impostor. He felt unworthy of the job he was here for and invariably hoped the man he was here to see would be aware of the veneer and pick him out for a faker than a real worth.

 “Mr Bennings will see you now,” the secretary said to him invitingly, indicating the door she had just stepped out from.

 Dennis picked up his bag as he rose from the long chair and again touched his tie before walking into the office. The secretary closed the door behind him.

 Dennis stood at the threshold of the short flight of stairs that led into the office. He lightened his feet as he walked upon the thick floor carpeting while his eyes scanned the large office. He took in the glass windows that gave a splendid vista of the morning sun gazing its brilliance down on the city. The westward area comprised of a lounge section complete with leather furniture, impressionist wall paintings, African statues and numerous decorative plaques and a makeshift bar. It resembled a palatial suite than an upscale office.

 In front of him was a wide desk and seated behind it a distinguished-looking black man wearing an exquisitely tailored black suit that matched his ebony complexion. He rose from his chair as Dennis approached. He had a lean frame and possessed wide shoulders; his eyes bore no expression and seemed to stare right into his weak, sniveling soul. Dennis felt adrenaline pump into his heart as he stopped before the man’s desk and produced a brimful smile on his face. His hands suddenly felt sweaty; he itched to touch his tie again for good luck.

 The man came from around his desk, a thin slice of a smile curled on his face as he shook Dennis’s hand. His palm felt dry and rough and he pumped Dennis’s hand as if wanting to rip it from his shoulder socket.

 “Good of you to come, Dennis Ellroy. My name’s Taylor Bennings, chief CEO of Bennings & Greenwood.”

 Dennis gave a slight bow. “An honor being here before you, sir,” he said.

 The man held his hand and his gaze for a couple of seconds, his eyes never blinked and for Dennis it was like being caught by his father all over again. Years ago as a college grad, his old man had stumbled into his bedroom one afternoon and found him jerking off to a Playboy centerfold. He could feel his cheeks itching to turn crimson as the black CEO continued holding his hypnotic gaze. It wasn’t until the man turned his eyes away that Dennis breathed again.

 “Please,” the man directed Dennis toward the lounge area and offered him a seat. The furniture was of high quality. Dennis could almost smell the money as he lowered himself down on the couch seat.

 “I prefer less formality when meeting fresh people,” said Taylor as he unbuttoned his jacket and sat across from Dennis, crossing one long pair of leg over the other. Dennis’s eyes went to his shoes. Expensive, he thought.

 “So, Dennis, tell me something. When you walked into the office and you saw me behind my desk, were you expecting something else?”

 Dennis was startled by the question. “Pardon me, sir?”

 “Where you expecting perhaps a white man for a CEO?” he still retained the thin smile on his face.

 Dennis couldn’t help touching his tie this time while he thought of whatever means to survive this interview.

 “Well . not really, sir.”

 “Good. Now how about you tell me a little about yourself. What do you enjoy doing for fun and whatever else you’d care to add.”

 “I’m sorry sir, but is this part of the interview?”

 “Everything is part of the interview, white boy,” Taylor said to him silkily, still maintaining his thin smile, except his eyes were like cold balls of steel digging into Dennis’s heart and soul. “Are you going to answer the question, or do I have to call it a day?”

 Dennis fidgeted in his seat while his mind worked up an answer. “Well, my name’s Dennis Richards, and I turn twenty-five next month, and I’m single but engaged. I graduated from Washington State-”

 “Do you suck black dick, white boy?” Taylor interrupted him abruptly.

 Dennis looked at him amazed and rattled by this sudden question. And what’s with the ‘white boy’ name-calling anyway?

 “Excuse me?”

 “Stop beating about the bush, Dennis,” the CEO snapped. “You’re a white boy, and most white boys I know love sucking black cock. You are suitable working in my firm. You’ve got all the necessary qualifications and more. But you’ll have to earn a seat here in company if you want to come work for me. Watch this.”

 He picked up a small remote that rested on a coffee table beside him and pressed a button on it.

 Dennis tensed for a brief moment as if expecting something drastic to suddenly harm him. He looked somewhat flustered when nothing happened. The office door opened and he looked across the room to see the CEO’s secretary shut the door then strut toward their direction. She walked with a distinct bounce in her steps. Dennis realized then how beautiful she was as he drew closer. She looked feline in her red blouse and skirt with her auburn hair tied in a bun and a pair of glasses resting on her face. She came to a stop beside her boss.

 “You sent for me, sir,” she said, adjusting her glasses on her nose.

 “Yes, Alice. I want you to show this white boy here what form of pleasure you’re capable of doing.”

 She glanced at Dennis, smiling, and then whipped her glasses off her face as well loosened her hair. “My pleasure, sir.”

 She lowered herself to her knees while her boss uncrossed his legs and relaxed in his seat. Alice, his secretary, unzipped his fly and reached inside and whipped out his cock and went to work stroking its cock. Dennis stared with his mouth hanging open at what he saw taking place before his eyes. To say that he was shocked and amazed were the least emotions he was feeling. His hand went to his tie this time clutched it as the CEO’s secretary winked at him then parted her red-coated lips to absorb her black boss’s cock. She took a large swallow and exhaled a throaty moan as she pulled back her lips and gave his prick’s head a smooching kiss before returning to swallow his cock once more.

 Dennis remained where he sat, mesmerized by the scene happening before his eyes. This felt so much like a dream, except he knew it wasn’t. A thought occurred to him whether to get up and leave the room or if the CEO actually intended he remain where he was and watch. Taylor was staring serenely at the ceiling while running his fingers through his secretary’s hair while she remained on her knees gagging on his cock.

 Dennis came to his feet hesitatingly and picked up his bag. Taylor turned his head toward his direction.

 “The fuck you think you’re going, white boy?” he said.

 The growl of his voice brought Dennis to a standstill. Dennis looked at him, uncomprehending what he meant. “Sir, I . I figured you . you look like you need your privacy.”

 “The hell with privacy, white boy!” Taylor snapped. “What I want is your undivided attention. Are you capable of working in my firm, that’s what I want to know? I want you to do what white boys like yourself are known to do. Get down on your knees and crawl towards me right now!”

 Dennis stood there looking at the CEO with his mouth agape, wondering if the man was insane or something. There was such magnetic power coming from him, especially emanating from those cold pair eyes. Dennis felt his legs starting to weaken the more he stood there looking like a wimp, which in his heart he knew he actually was. Always he had been a wimpy character, and it was so obvious whenever he found himself in the presence of black men. Especially strong black men with unwavering personalities like this future boss of his. And seeing the way his secretary was so into worshipping his cock . it looked so beautiful the way she stroked his girth into her mouth. He couldn’t take his eyes from watching her.

 “Didn’t you hear me, white boy?” the CEO’s voice lashed out at him, bringing him back to the present.

 “Si . sir?” Dennis stuttered.

 “I said get on your knees right now, and crawl towards me,” the boss glowered at him; his voice cold and menacing. “Do it now, white boy!”

 Dennis, to his shocking amazement, found himself doing exactly that. He dropped his bag and came down on his knees and crawled toward the CEO like an obedient dog. The secretary shifted a little to make room for him, though she still had her mouth glued to her boss’s shaft. Her saliva drooled down his foreskin, making it glisten. Taylor though still had his eyes on Dennis.

 “You know what you have to do next, don’t you, white boy?” he said to him.

 Dennis looked at his prick, at the secretary’s red-coated lips running down on his shaft. He knew what the boss wanted of him. He licked his lips as he edged his face forward. The secretary extracted her mouth from her boss’s cock and took a moment to wipe saliva and pre-cum from her lipstick-ruined lips while she held his shaft towards Dennis’s face. He stuck out his tongue and tasted droplets of pre-cum and saliva off the tip of his prick before edging closer and taking Taylor’s cock into his mouth.

 “Yesss . ” Taylor let off a luxurious sigh. He grabbed Dennis’s head and pushed his face down on his cock.

 “Don’t waste my time being bashful, white boy,” Taylor demanded. “Suck that cock like you want to. I know you really want to, so quit fucking pretending.”

 Dennis grunted and the secretary made way for him to come closer breathing down on the CEO’s pants while sucking his cock with earnest pleasure. The secretary rose to her feet and was gasping while her fingers hurried with undoing the buttons of her blouse. She squeezed her tits inside the lace half-cup bra, the one she knew was her boss’s favorite. She extracted her tits out of her bra cups and drew toward her boss and leaned over his face for him to suck on. Dennis continued slurping on the black cock in front of him, groaning and grunting as he worked his jaw muscles to ingest his boss’s cock down to the crotch while the secretary planted both feet on the couch armrest and hiked up her skirt. Taylor pushed her panties to the side and flicked his tongue expertly back and forth on her pussy. He pulled away from her for a moment to catch his breath, lapping up her cum juice and then checking on Dennis’s work.

 “That’s a good white boy,” he remarked. “I see you left this part off your resume. All white boys want nothing but to be bitches for black men. You look like you’ve been sucking black cocks for a long time now, haven’t you, white boy?”

 Dennis muttered something that sounded like an affirmation. He couldn’t tell how long he’d been sucking the CEO’s cock but sensed any minute he was bound to explode with his cum.

 “Get ready, white boy,” Taylor panted. “Get ready to take that cum. And you’d better drain every bit of it, white boy.”

 Dennis had a mouthful of his cock and didn’t relent from rolling his tongue and lips around his turgid skin when Taylor grunted and let go of his load of cum. The secretary came down and nearly pushed Dennis aside to claim some of her boss’s cum as well. They worked together cleaning Taylor’s cock, both of them looking like teenagers sharing an ice cream cone as they kissed and licked every droplet of semen from his prick. Taylor had a satisfying smile on his face watching them conclude their action. Dennis came to his feet when he was done.

 “Very good, white boy,” he commended Dennis. “You start work next week. Do you have a white bitch for a girlfriend?”

 Dennis nodded, thinking about his girlfriend Abby, who right now was in their apartment waiting for him to return from his final interview. Would she ever believe him when he returns to her and tells her everything he’d just done? She’d call him despicable names for sure. Would probably pack her stuff and move out of his apartment and think of him as gay, when really he wasn’t. He’d never been buggered before, nor ever thought of doing such to anyone. He simply loved being submissive to black men. Surely she would understand that?

 “You’ll leave your number on my secretary’s desk,” Taylor continued. “You will introduce me to your girlfriend, and she will become my white bitch, white boy. Do you get me?”

 “Yes, sir,” Dennis nodded again. “Yes, sir. I certainly will never cross you or anything you say.”

 “That’s a good to hear. White boys don’t deserve no women. Now go on, get out of here; I’ve got some fucking to do.” He turned to his secretary and snapped at her. “Bitch, get your white butt out of those clothes and come sit on this dick!”

 “Yes, sir,” she cooed and came to her feet and began taking off her clothes one after the other.

 Dennis straightened his tie then went and got his bag and made to leave the office. He turned in time to watch his black boss push down his pants to his ankles then reclined his posture as his secretary came and straddled him. She yelped with joy the moment his cock disappeared between her legs. He squeezed her ass cheeks as she in turn grabbed hold of the couch’s headrest and began riding him. She swept her hair backward, exhaling throaty gasps while her buttocks continued rocking her boss’s prick.

 Dennis hurried out of the office and shut the door behind them. He left a note on the secretary’s desk that included his name, apartment address and phone number. His thoughts were a whirlwind of a daze at what he’d done and he was still touching his tie as he approached the nearest lift to take him down to the lobby.










 Your Daughter’s Black Boss

 Good day sir,

 My name is J_. You may not know me but I’m a good friend of your daughter, Lisa. Matter of fact, we work in the same company, though not the same department. Hers is several doors down the corridor away from mine. We enjoy each other’s company and even share each other’s secrets. I’m writing this to you to share one of such secret with you.

 Your daughter loves her job so much. I’ll bet she’s never told you and you’ve never once thought to find out: her keeping plenty of late hours at the office, performing whatever menial task that comes her way. She’s very dedicated and hardworking unlike me. I’m too much of a gofer sometimes. Always she has a smile on her face and never stops talking about how great she loves working with the people around her. It’s a good thing she gets along fine with everyone here.

 But I’ll bet you’ve never once thought to wonder what’s with her office dedication and why. That’s essentially why I’m writing this letter to you.

 The reason she’s happy, the real reason she loves her job so much, is because she’s so infatuated with her black boss.

 Your daughter has been working under him as an intern for two months now. All that time she has done all what she can to capture his eye. To even see him glance her way gets her blood boiling. Always she’s ready to serve him his morning cup of espresso before even he asks for it. She’s ever ready to carry out whatever task he demands of her. Her co-workers including myself do get envious sometimes. A couple of times I catch her scampering into the bathroom to masturbate. I know this because she’s told me so. The very day she explained her desires to me. Not that I blame her for that. I’d do the same thing too if I were in her position.

 A few days ago she took matters into her own hands and approached her boss. I was there, hence the reason I’m including snapshots for your viewing pleasure in case you think I’m lying.

 It happened like this: it was nearing the end of the day and almost everyone was out of the building. The door opened and your daughter sauntered into his office. She had the top buttons of her blouse undone. Her boss immediately left his chair and met her halfway. He thanked her for all her hard work and then kissed her. She wasted no time baring her desire and feelings toward him, telling him how much she dreamed about wanting him. She wrapped her arms around his neck and blatantly told him to fuck her and make her scream . just as he’d done already with a couple other female staff who, too, wanted his attention.

 Oh boy, did she get his attention. I wasn’t there to see this happen, but your daughter told me everything and it’s all true.

 Her boss returned to his chair and she came and knelt before him. She unzipped his pants and whipped out his cock. He’s got a monster cock, her boss definitely has; I should know because I’ve sampled it too. Your daughter expressed her surprise to me later when she first beheld the sight of it. She cradled his cock with both hands and got down to sucking him. It was hard work for her, the same it had been when I first got to handle it. His cock, I tell you, is fucking huge, and his girth too wide. She admitted to me that her white boyfriend’s cock couldn’t compare to his size.

 But she did do a good job slobbering down his shaft, even down to his balls while stroking his shaft. He seemed to love that part so much.

 Afterwards he ordered her out of her clothes which she wasted no time doing while he got out of his. She presented her rump toward him and then lowered herself down on his thighs. His cock jutted like a tent pole between her legs as she balanced herself on him. I never thought she’d be able to fit his cock inside her but somehow she was determined to do so. She told me the whole time she was hurting and whimpering hard as his monster cock tore into her cervix. She raised herself higher and placed her feet on his knees and slowly rode his prick. He wedged her butt with his hands and jerked his hips and thighs now and then. Your daughter howled like crazy whenever he did that but she liked it, too. She was grinning soon enough while still gasping harder. She squirted over his cock; later she told me she must have climaxed twice.

 She came off him and went and leaned over on the long sofa in his office. Her boss came over and rubbed the tip of his cum-stained prick up and down her vagina. She looked over her shoulder at him as he grabbed her hips then drove his cock into her. Yes, she did scream. A good thing her boss’s office is soundproof so no one outside his door could have heard.

 She never stopped screaming as he spread her ass cheeks and stretched her pussy walls over and over. She climaxed some more as he went on fucking the shit out of her pussy. Later he settled on the couch and she got to ride him again. According to her, she rode him again, harder and faster this time. Her pussy was so stretched, I reckon she won’t be going out jogging for a while. It was a relief when finally he squirted his spray of cum inside her pussy.

 P.S., just thought you should know before you hear it from anyone else, especially from her: your daughter is now pregnant!










 The Couple Next Door

 I

Her eyes fluttered open and everything she saw had a glassy sheen like she was submerged in water and was dark. She had been crying for some time now. But she had pretended not to be too concerned about it. She raised a hand across her face and it came away with a film of tears and sniffled while she did. She felt an irritating itch deep within her throat - what she needed was a cigarette. She raised her head and saw the ashtray resting near her pillow. Therein lay what remained of her last lit cigarette and it was almost gone. Hard to believe she’d actually fallen asleep. Her mission had been to come up here and smoke and possibly cry her eyes out. How come sleep snuck up on her without her been aware she never knew.

 Silence was all she heard in the room. The silence wasn’t complete. She looked out the open window and there was the mild sensuality of the wind ruffling the curtains. The sky was turning purple while the sun transformed into a ball of red over the horizon. She was alone with herself in here yet she wasn’t supposed to be.

 She pulled herself upright but stopped when she felt throbbing pain coming from her shoulder. She was dressed in a beige low-cut dress. Her hand caressed her shoulder as she rose to her feet and scanned the room before her eyes returned to her dress and a brief moment of bafflement crossed her mind as she thought whatever might have tempted her to wear it in the first place. It soon came to her why - the couple that owned the establishment had requested her and her husband dine with them. This was their third getaway visit to the hotel. They had spent their honeymoon here which had been their first time here ten years ago . or was it twelve? Beside her throbbing shoulder there was a debilitating headache she was having which was partly why she had returning to the room besides wanting to cry her eyes out with a cigarette. He had seen the obvious look on her face and told her to return upstairs and lie down for a while and if she doesn’t return in time then he would come fetch her. She wondered if by chance he had stopped by to check on her while she slept and decided to leave her alone instead. She could never tell sometimes with him.

 She entered the bathroom and washed her face in the sink then got a towel and dried her face before returning to the room to reapply her make-up. The sun was nearly gone from the world by the time she finished. She shut the windows and wore back her sandals and then left the room.

 She turned the door key in the lock and threw it into her purse and looked up when she heard laughter coming from down the corridor and saw it was a couple talking and laughing with their arms around each other. She saw them in time before they turned a corner where the stairs was located and slipped from view. That surprised her somewhat that another couple would be here sharing this hotel with them. This was their fourth night here and she often assumed the hotel was their best-kept secret as they were always alone whenever they arrived. Now looks like not the case anymore. She approached the stairs landing and thought she still hear the happy couple’s voice from downstairs.

 The hotel was an old building of Italian rococo with a modern sheen to it. Not really an eye-catching sort of place but everything about it was delectable and cozy. Nothing the sort of abode to entice tourists, not when there were better lodgings to be found in the city two miles down the main highway. Another bit of attraction about the place for them was the quaintness. For them it was a perfect couple’s getaway retreat. In their case one that’s struggling to find middle ground in the confusing saga of their marriage.

 “Good evening madam.”

 She looked to her right as she came down the stairs and smiled when she saw it was Louis, the male half owner of the establishment. The other was his wife Reka. They were both in their sixties. Neither of them haled from this region. He had come to study geo-physics while she had made it here to escape a former life that bore her nothing but pain and heartbreak. They had met and fallen in love and decided to remain here and stake their claim. Everything about the hotel bore the love and enduring companionship they had forged. They were both just as grateful to be welcome here whenever they deigned to head this way.

 “Good evening Louis.” She allowed him the pleasure of taking her hand in his and kissed the back of her palm before handing it back to her. Her cheeks flushed whenever he did such.

 “I am looking for my husband. Do you know where he is?”

 “Certainly. I saw him seated by the west balcony. I believe he’s still there but if not then he’s probably gone for a walk down the quayside.”

 “I’ll go look for him then.” She stopped when her eyes caught sight of the couple she had sighted walking into the bar. “You have new guests?”

 “Yes,” he answered. “They arrived less than an hour ago. Newlyweds they are.”

 How romantic was what she wanted to say but didn’t. The couple looked so much like a younger version of them when first they came here.

 “Are we still up for dinner?”

 Louis beamed at her. “Of course. Reka is looking forward to it too.”

 “We are too. Let me go look for my husband.”

 “Sure, of course. Dinner will be in an hour. You both better not run away now or go far.”

 She said they won’t dare and then went in the direction of where her husband might be. Her eyes glanced inside the bar room as she happened to pass it and saw the newlyweds occupying a table with their backs toward her. The husband had his arm slung over his wife’s shoulder with her head resting against his. She was almost tempted to go over and introduce herself to them. Preservation instead got the better of her and she went in search of her man.

 II

 He sat with his feet resting on a chair holding a cigarette close to his lips while he absorbed the cold evening breeze blowing at him as well the onset of dusk on this side of the world. He could see the river from here above the screen of trees that took up half its view. The turquoise glimmer of its tranquil surface as well the few roaming boats on its waters made him yearn for wanting to get up from here and go take a dip. Not that he would be missing anything. She was upstairs sleeping and definitely would not miss not seeing him for the next hour or so. But then the hour was late. He should have made up his mind hours ago. But that was pretty much a wholesome part of his problem: his inadequacy when it comes to speedily making up his mind on anything. Anything that required venturing forth from the stale burden he was suffering right now.

 He reached for his glass of scotch and took a sip then returned it to the table. The ice cubes had melted into floating icicles inside his drink. He smoked his cigarette then turned his head when he heard movement and what sounded like high heels coming from his left. He attempted not to sigh when he saw it was his wife. She approached his table and he withdrew his feet from the chair as she sat down and dropped her sunglasses and purse on the table. Neither said anything for a while. They were like dueling praying mantises circling each other for signs of weakness so the other could pounce.

 “How long have you been up?”

 “About a half hour ago or less.”

 He sucked on his cigarette and blew the smoke to blow the other way. “You look tired.”

 “I’m trying not to get used to it. My shoulder’s aching me. I might have slept the wrong way.”

 A gust of wind blew at her face and ruffled her hair. She pushed back her hair but the wind kept messing with it. She gestured at his cigarette.

 “You got any more of that?”

 He rummaged inside his pants pocket and retrieved his pack including a box of matches. She pulled a stick out of the pack and leaned forward for him to strike a match for her. The tip glowed red as she sucked on it and she blew above her head.

 “I’ve never seen you smoke these before.”

 “It was the kid manning the bar that got it for me. He told me it was good shit and I agree with him. What do you think?”

 She took another drag. “Does feel good. Nothing beats a good Menthol though.”

 He said nothing to this and returned instead to his cigarette and sipping his scotch while staring at the darkening sky and pretending he was alone with himself again. He wished so much she’d up and vanish from his sight. Whether sulk back to their room back to her crying her eyes off or whatever. He heard her say something but his mind was on a distant planet he barely caught what it was.

 “What did you say?”

 “I wanted to know if you’ve seen the newlyweds.”

 “What newlyweds?”

 “A young couple that’s here,” she explained. “Seems they checked in a while ago. I saw them over in the bar when I came looking for you. I thought you might have seen them already.”

 “I haven’t seen anyone since I sat here.”

 “Okay. You remember Louis and Reka want us to enjoy dinner with them.”

 “I know. Thought maybe you would change your mind though.”

 “Whatever made you think that?”

 He looked at her. “You went back to crying, remember? You were having one of your emotional episodes.”

 “I was crying then. I’m better now.”

 “I noticed that. Good for you.”

 She didn’t respond to his sarcasm. He almost expected her to. He steeled himself for the accost that was about to come and when that did not happen his thoughts continued its astral travel away from here.

 “Is this what we’ve become now?” she asked him.

 “What do you mean?”

 “Quit being snide with me. You know damn well what I mean.”

 “I might have known a minute ago but I don’t anymore. If you have something to say then let’s hear it.”

 “Fuck you,” she blurted and then took a moment to calm herself down. “Why do you keep hurting me like this? How long do we keep keeping up appearances when all we do is fight?”

 “I never wanted us to come here. You twisted my arm and my hand when you shouldn’t have. And don’t repeat that crap about your doctor saying it would do us all the good because I never wanted any of this.”

 “You never gave me a choice. And yes I admit it was my choice and maybe I shouldn’t have forced it on you. Whatever am I going to say to make you understand that I’m lost without you?”

 He crushed his cigarette in the ashtray. He contemplated getting another before thought best to save it for later.

 “When you stop being stone cold and upset about me. When you stop treating me like I am nothing but a tag-along for you to drag wherever, maybe then I’ll change. Until then I really don’t care what you do with yourself.”

 Neither said anything. He looked at the radiating glow on his watch and then pushed his chair backward.

 “We’d better go see if they need us now for dinner.”

 She took a final drag of her cigarette before crushing it in the ashtray then rose to her feet. He took her hand and together they returned into the warm lights of the establishment. Regardless of their lingering quarrel it was nothing to stop them from showing a happy face for anyone mindful of their outlook. The façade had worked well for them over the years and they had learned to go with the flow with ease. Nobody admiring them would have thought they were a couple struggling against falling apart. As much as they professed to themselves individually, there still existed a hint of love. It was unfortunate neither could see past their feelings to recognize it.

 III

 Dinner came and went and it was delicious. Louis invited him to sit with him in the den while she insisted helping Reka get rid of the dishes. There were smiles and laughter all around. Louis shared a vintage cognac with him and they smoked cigarettes and talked about a variety of stuff. They talked politics. They talked about women and money and the sour state of the world in general. And when they got done they laughed and returned to talking about women. The evening drove further into the night and they sat there enjoying the cognac and cigarette smoke while now and then Louis got up to stroke up the fireplace so too their conversation got to be a little personal. The past times they have been here they have not really shared much personal conversation as they did today.

 “You still in doing your sales business?” Louis asked when he returned to his rocking chair across from him.

 “Nah I went a different route. I quit my job a year ago and now I write books.”

 “Yeah? What sort of books?”

 “Fiction. It’s good work and it gets better.”

 “You working on anything right now?”

 “Yeah I’ve got one that’s giving me a headache to finish. My wife doesn’t agree but that’s her concern.”

 “A man has got to do what he’s got to do to make do with being happy,” Louis remarked. “I always wanted to be a fisherman. Nothing fanciful beside own a trawler or two and fish for cod and maybe catch lobster when I can. That was part of why I loved this place and wanted to live here.”

 “How did that go for you?”

 Louis shook his head. “I hate fish. And I can’t stand being away from land. So instead I do this.”

 “You seem well settled here.”

 “It was never always that way. Plenty of nights I still remember where no customers came by. The tourists love running to the big cities and staying there. Lots and lots of silence was all we had. Now and then we talked about closing shop and moving. So glad we didn’t.”

 “I’m glad you didn’t too. This is such a lovely place.”

 “Your wife doesn’t seem too happy lately.”

 He fell silent and wondered whether to go further with their talk or not. The cognac was doing its job loosening him up for the night.

 “She suffered a miscarriage months ago. Around the time I quit my job. It was a real shamble for both of us that we’re still working around. Anyway it’s been hard for her getting past it.”

 “I’m so sorry to hear that. I hope you don’t mind.”

 “Nah it’s okay. She’s been getting little help back home seeing a psychiatrist to help her cope. He suggested that we go away for a while. Pack a bag or two and just get out of our lives and spend time alone. She decided we come here.”

 Louis turned somber. “Reka and I never had any kids. God knows we tried.”

 “I’m sorry to hear that.”

 “Nothing to be sorry about, my friend. Sometimes you’ve got to thank God for whatever you’ve got and not what you don’t have. She’s the love of my life and I can’t live a day without her. For that I count my blessings.”

 “I know what you mean.”

 He finished his drink and decided to call it a night. He ran into Reka who told him his wife had already left. He said goodnight then went up the stairs.

 The hotel remained awake till midnight. It was a little past the hour of ten by his watch. He stumbled somewhat as he got to the corridor and made it toward their room.

 He let himself inside but stopped when he saw his wife curled on her knees resting against the bed’s headboard with the side of her face pressed against the wall. He frowned as he shut the door and was about asking what the matter was when there came a series of loud thumps coming from behind their wall. It was followed by a flurry of chuckles and moaning frenzy that sounded unmistakably like two people making love. He recognized the sound along with the bumping noise as he then slipped his feet out of his shoes and came to beside his wife. She drew him closer and attempted whispering amid her giggles.

 “It’s the couple next door.”

 “I can hear that but why are you-”

 She stopped him with a finger pressed to his lips as more bumping and groaning sound of bed springs happened from behind the wall. Neither made a sound while they listened. They listened to the couple’s convulsive moans and their bed bumping consequently against the wall. The woman’s voice rose now and then to a high screech before slipping into a rumbling murmur. Now and then she muttered her man’s name and he too did the same. They exchanged stuttered murmurs of love for each other.

 He listened along with his wife with his ear glued to the wall. Neither seemed concerned about the bumps slamming back against their headboard. He felt a hand crawling up his arm and he looked at her and saw desire reflected in her eyes. Other times he might have pulled from her grasp and not wanting to cater to her typical ineffable pretense she often wielded against him especially whenever she caught the emotional bug. This though was not one of such. He took her hand in his and felt an impulsive longing for her and pulled her toward him and their lips met in a kiss as was the perfect answer to what they desired there and then.

 They came away from the wall and fell on the bed. They thrashed about to get out of their clothes. They rolled across the bed grappling for a hold with each other’s limbs as their love making grew fervent with passion. They had not made love like this in a long time. Not since she had her miscarriage and inconsiderably heaped much fault upon him for having the nerve to quit his job. Their senses remained attentive to the erotic interactions coming from the couple next door while they kept on with their sexual activity. They did take a break when they climaxed. Each fell on their separate side gasping while holding hands. Balmy wind blew through the open windows cooling off their sweat. The bumping noise had long stopped. Nothing except silence was what they heard.

 He came off the bed and went into the bathroom to urinate. When he returned she was not on the bed anymore. He saw the balcony doors open and there she stood staring out at the night. He came to her with a blanket and wrapped it around her and she thanked him while he locked his arms around her.

 “It’s been a long time,” she said.

 “Since we were like this?”

 “Uh-huh.”

 “I know.” He kissed the side of her neck. “Where did it all go?”

 “I wonder the same thing too. I wonder if we can ever get it back.”

 They remained like that for a while listening to the wind and the sibilant din of midnight creatures it carried. They later returned to bed and shut the doors behind them and made love again.
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 Dawn stole upon the world and neither was aware of when it came about. The sun rose above the distant mountains and elm trees that lined the courtyard to eventually shimmer past the window curtains to highlight their limbs splayed over each other. He came slowly awake. He caressed her skin and soaked in the raw feminine smell coming off her like it was the sweetest perfume to ever inhale. She came awake a while later and swept her hair from her face.

 This usually was the deciding moment when facing each other after coming awake. Would they return to being friends after last night’s sex or resume being strangers? There was a beseeching glimmer in her eyes when she looked at him and he recognized that she too was fighting to decide how their relationship would be henceforth. Always they start out carefully like boxers feeling out each other’s method waiting for the other to land a punch first. They muttered good morning as they came off the bed and stretched their limbs while standing naked.

 “How did you sleep?” he asked.

 “Like I never had before. And you?”

 “Just about the same.”

 Then they heard laughter coming from behind the wall and it brought back memory of last night’s love making. She busted out laughing seconds before he did.

 “I wonder what they might be up to right now.” She indicated at the wall.

 “We’ll have to introduce ourselves later.”

 They shared the bathroom and afterward he opened his bag and selected what to wear while she tidied up the room.

 “What do you want to do today?” she asked.

 She sat by the bed wearing her shoes while he occupied a chair tying his shoe laces while smoking a cigarette.

 “Dunno. Go out for a walk and then come back and see if I can get some writing done. That’s about all I have in mind.”

 “You won’t want any breakfast first?”

 “I’m not too hungry right now. Maybe when I’m back from my walk. What about you?”

 “Breakfast first and I’ll think of something else later.”

 They shared a kiss before leaving the room. They walked past the couple’s door expecting to hear something but heard nothing instead.

 “Probably still sleeping,” she said and he nodded in agreement as they continued down the corridor to the stairs.

 He let go of her and headed toward the main door that opened into the red bricked courtyard. Louis was outside watering his row of plants. He went over to join him and said good morning to him.

 “Heyya,” Louis smiled warmly at him. “You off for your walk?”

 “Yeah might as well have it out now when I’ve got time.”

 “Do what you got to do. Breakfast will be ready in the next hour.”

 “Thank you. I’ll see you later.”

 He went down the courtyard steps and in the direction of the narrow roadway that linked the main road that went in the direction of the city. He knew already where he wanted to go. Where he often ventured whenever in the mood to clear his mind and enjoy solitude moment with himself.

 He walked toward the river.

 He could almost hear engines of fishing boats revving to head out into the river as he got closer. His thoughts split in separate directions. One centered on his ensuing debacle with tackling his upcoming novel and the other of whatever significance last night’s lover-making episode had to do with his marriage. Quite a surprise it had been. Was it signifying a new lease in their relationship or just some moment’s fluke?

 He checked his back pocket to make sure he had not forgotten his small notebook and pen back in the hotel. Satisfied, he continued with his walk. He was within sighting distance of the river and could even smell its waters. There were few people there in thick jackets and anoraks chattering as they set up their fishing gear and everything else. Several waved a hand at him and exchanged morning pleasantries as he sauntered along the cobbled embankment overlooking the tiny jetty. A cumbrous mist befell the river like a tenuous curtain. Boats got started and quit the jetty and cruised into the river. He settled on a bench, one of several that littered the embankment and retrieved his notebook and pen and attempted letting his thoughts wander while soaking up the cold wind cooling his face.

 He thought of the newlywed couple occupying the room next to theirs. He somehow could not compel them off his thoughts. He imagined them so in love with each other in the similar vein as he with his wife years ago. How the years had gone so fast. One miscarriage later and it seemed to spell doom for everything they had together.

 A flock of birds scattered above his head and their shrill cries broke him momentarily out of his peevish reverie. He shook his head and tried focusing instead on his work as he scribbled ideas on his notebook page. The sky was turning mild blue as the sun edged past the crown of trees beyond the river. The mist was starting to disappear. He remained on the bench for a while before then deciding he had stayed enough and capped back his pen and returned his notebook to his back pocket and walked back to the hotel the way he had come.

 The young lad who handled the hotel bar told him his wife had left with Reka to the market. He first had himself a beer then went to get breakfast after which he went upstairs.

 Inside the room he got out his portable typewriter from his duffel bag along with a printed copy of his manuscript. He dropped each item on the table then got out his shirt and draped it over the back of the chair before sitting down. He skimmed through the last few manuscript pages to familiarize himself with his work as well read what he had jotted down in his notebook. He inserted fresh paper into his typewriter and cracked his knuckles before commencing to typing. He was lost in his work but suddenly stopped when he heard a barrage of noise coming from behind the wall.
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She had enjoyed her walk to the market with Reka having seen much of the small hamlet where they resided than she had on previous occasions. It was a funny thing that previous times they spent here the thought seldom beckoned them to spend more time exploring the little village than taking a ride to the city only to return to the hotel too weary to do anything else. The hotel was their sanctuary whenever they were here. The one place they could be their true selves without vindication from themselves or whomever. What made it better was that here no one cared to know more about them. They were just as inconspicuous as a husband and wife acting more like strangers every day.

 They entered the hotel through the back way. It never occurred to her to go look in the bar or she might have run into her husband who’d quit his writing for the day and returned to the bar. She instead said goodbye to Reka then went upstairs.

 She was smiling as she unlocked her door but the smile turned to disappointment when she saw the room empty. The least she expected was finding him in bed awaiting her return. She saw his typewriter and manuscript pages on the table and the ashtray beside the typewriter with a thin wisp of smoke curling out of it. She left her handbag on the bed and approached the table to see what he had been working on. She was never the nosy sort especially when it came to his work. It was an unspoken agreement between them that she never deign to pry into his output. He had been working on his current novel going a month now. A few times she had broken tradition to ask how well it was going and he responded that he was drawing closer to the middle. There was a fresh paper in the typewriter and except for two paragraphs nothing else was on it. She settled in his chair and read what he had written down then decided to peruse a few pages of his manuscript.

 A loud bump happened against the wall that startled her with fright and made her drop the manuscript fearing he had returned to the room unannounced. She went and locked the door then returned to what she was reading. A frown broke over her face and she swore under her breath the longer she read.

 She turned her head when the bumping sound happened again behind the wall and she arranged the manuscript back the way she had found them and went to go press her ear against the wall above the bed’s headboard. What she heard sounded more like someone crying. She came out of the room and stopped in front of the newlywed’s door and knocked. Nothing happened at first and so she knocked a second time. She heard footsteps approach behind the door.

 “Who is it?” a woman’s voice spoke.

 She cleared her throat before speaking. “Hi. I’m next door to you and I was wondering if we can maybe meet and talk for a little bit.”

 A lock turned then the door inched open to reveal the face of the wife with tears streaming down her eyes. She introduced herself as Libby.

 They sat on the bed Indian-style with Libby resting against the headboard and wringing a wet handkerchief in her hand that she’d been using to dab her eyes.

 “Anything I can do to help?” she asked.

 Libby looked at her but said nothing at first. Her feature was round and cherubic. She wore a white shirt that reached all the way to her knees. It was a man’s shirt.

 “I don’t know you,” Libby said. “Or why you’d want to help me.”

 “You and your husband were fighting.”

 Libby shrugged. “Everyone fights,” she said simply then raised her handkerchief to her eyes. “Nothing wrong about that. It’s no crime.”

 “Do you love him?”

 “Of course I do. Very much.”

 “Does he love you back?”

 “Yes,” she said almost uncertainly. “Yes, I know he does. He’s a good man. Sometimes though I feel like I hardly know him. He says the same thing about me too.”

 “Is it another woman?”

 Libby shook her head.

 “What is it then?”

 “I don’t know. Sometimes we talk and other times . we quarrel and I hate it when we do. It’s just hard knowing you’re right when you so badly want to be wrong at something. Do you know what I mean?”

 “Yeah I think I do.”

 “Have you ever fought with your husband before?”

 “Yes. Too many times for me to even remember. Even now we’re still fighting.”

 “How did you get over the past ones?”

 She thought of the question then produced a sigh. “I don’t remember. It was hard for both of us and still is. Love is hard. And it’s fucking cruel.”

 Libby lowered her face into her hands and blew her nose a couple of times.
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 She found him in the bar nursing a beer and came and sat on the stool next to him and slammed her purse on the counter to get his attention. His eyes were directed at the live soccer game happening on the TV on a stand above the bar before she appeared. He glanced at with exasperation then went back to the TV.

 “What’s bugging you now?”

 “You are,” she answered. “How dare you do what you’ve been doing and not once think about telling me? And not think that I might find out someday?”

 “Why don’t you be a good wife and spit out what you’re getting at.”

 “I just got done reading through your manuscript,” she declared. “Not everything but enough to know what it’s about and why. You’re writing about me, aren’t you?”

 “That what you got you bothered to come here and fling it at my face? For all you know I could be writing about the Spanish Inquisition and you’d still think I had you in mind the whole time.”

 “Stop being so evasive like you always are,” she said indignantly. “You always like hiding yourself from me.” She grabbed his arm for him to stare back at her while she fought to contain her anger.

 “You’re still mad at me,” she said. “You’re mad at me and you’re too much of a coward to admit it. You’re mad that I made you quit your job and even for my miscarriage, but you’ve no fucking right making things worst by writing a book about everything. Can’t we have some decency between us anymore?”

 “You talk about decency like you know what the word means,” he retorted. “You forget you are the one who wanted this. Isn’t that why you wanted us to come here so we can rid ourselves of our so-called hurt and pain? Wasn’t that what you doctor ordered you’d do? Well now you’re getting to know how I do my cleansing.”

 “By turning me into a character in your fucking book? Is that your idea of cleansing?”

 “You said it yourself you didn’t read everything or did you? Yes I did write a little about you but it’s got nothing to do with you. It’s everything to do with me. It’s about me and everything I’m feeling right now.”

 “I don’t believe you. You’re pathetic when it comes to talking about yourself. You like to make this all about you when you and I know it’s not. You’re such a coward.”

 “I’m glad to know you agree that you married one.” He drained his beer and ran his hand over his lips. “If you don’t mind I’d love to see more daylight than sit here looking at you.”

 He picked his pack of cigarette and matches and trampled out of the bar. She was double-minded whether to chase after him. She sighed and remained by the bar stewing in her misery.
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 “Hi there. You’re a writer right?”

 He stopped when he heard someone talking to him. He looked to his left but saw no one there and for a second imagined a ghost had spoken to him. Then he looked to his right and saw the newlywed husband cover the distance between them. He introduced himself as Preston and they shook hands. He wore half-rim glasses resting on his nose.

 “I’m sorry but I hope I didn’t scare you a couple of seconds ago.”

 “Actually you did,” he replied. “But that’s forgiven.”

 He had come here to his usual quiet spot to simmer down the temperature boiling inside him after being confronted by his wife and had intended having the place alone to himself.

 “I was asking if you’re a writer,” Preston enquired. “I talked with the proprietor Louis and he mentioned that you were. I’m surprised we never ran into each other since my wife and I got here.”

 “In answer to your question yes I am a writer. A struggling one actually. My wife and I arrived here a few days before you did.”

 “Ahh yes that seems to be so. And here and I thought we were the only ones that thought this was a lovely place to spend a honeymoon.”

 “My wife and I too chose this place for our honeymoon and have been here numerous times since. You ever strolled through the village or walked down the river? It’s quite a lovely sight.”

 They sat at a table and he lit himself a cigarette but Preston declined when offered one.

 “My initial choice had been the city,” Preston said. “Libby was the one who chose this place. How she got to find out about it I’ll never know. Wives sure know their way when it comes to making plans for travel. How long have you been married?”

 “Currently two months away from making six years.”

 “That’s lovely. You said you and your wife have been here times before. You rather be here than in the city?”

 “I can’t stand crowded places,” he said. “The big hotels love to make a killing with the tourists this time of the year. I can’t stand none of that hassle.”

 “I know the feeling. Libby just about twisted my arm for us to come here. It’s pretty quiet and descent. I still don’t know what to think about it.”

 “That’s how it gets when it’s your first time. Before you know it you’ll be loving to come back again. For me this will probably be my last time coming here.”

 “You getting tired of the place?”

 “Sometimes I think I want to but can’t. I reckon the place has gotten the better of my life and of my wife. I guess I want to try and kick the habit.”

 “I can understand that,” Preston said. “Libby and I had ourselves a mite of a quarrel before I came out here. Women. They sure know how to press your buttons, don’t they?”

 “God’s greatest creation they are. Sometimes I wish he’d take them back. Makes you wonder how come there aren’t any women in heaven.”

 Preston laughed. “That’s a good one. Forgive me for asking this, and I pray you don’t get upset, but you ever thought of divorce?”

 He scratched an itch on his stubble chin and considered the question.

 “Never a good thing to think out loud. But yeah I have thought about it once or twice. She has too. We’ve been going to some counseling lately which was what led to us returning here this time.”

 “I’m sorry if my question was out of hand.”

 “Perish the thought. You’re forgiven.”

 “I don’t ever want to consider divorcing Libby,” Preston contemplated. “I mean we just got married so it’d be crazy thinking of that right now. We’ve been together almost a year before getting married. I can’t see myself ever leaving here and I know she doesn’t want to either. Maybe our love is just too for us to care about seeing anything else.”

 “You’d best hold on to it then. Hold on to that love and don’t let it go or else it’ll be the death of you.”

 “Thanks for the advice and I think I’ll take that up. But what about you and your wife? What will you do?”

 He looked toward the direction of the sun. “Might as well wait and see what the morning brings. That’s the only answer I can think up right now,” he said.
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 Nighttime came.

 He huddled under the bed covers facing his side and so too did she. Neither had made conversation when they returned from having dinner. They showered and changed into their night clothes in silence. She slipped under the covers and opened a novel before her while he stayed at the table writing speedily into his notebook. He would have preferred using the typewriter but it felt compromised knowing she now knew what his book was about. He had bundled the manuscript back into the duffel bag and but left his typewriter out. He continued writing while waiting for her to shut her book and fall asleep. It was past ten thirty when she finally did. He waited some minutes before putting down his pen and rising from the chair and then went and turned off the lights before coming to bed

 Neither stirred on their side of the bed. The silence was suddenly broken by a spate of successive bumps coming from the other room. Their eyes came awake but neither altered their position as they listened to the aggressive fucking happening next door. The noise was far aggressive this time. They remained as they were absorbing the sound of their bed board slamming against the wall and in turn rattling theirs and the sexual exhalations coming with it.

 Morning arrived and they surprised each other by talking about it and laughing. The desire was there in each other’s eyes and they came at each other and made love just as they had done last time.
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 There was a knock on the door and she left the bathroom and went to see who it was and was surprised to see it was Libby. They said hello to each other and then she invited Libby inside.

 “I didn’t know if you’d be around,” said Libby after settling down on a chair. “I was afraid at first that maybe you followed your husband and Preston to the city.”

 “It’s too early for me to think of doing that,” she said as she sat down on the bed across from her newlywed friend. “They won’t be back till noon and I need the rest before my own day starts.”

 “Preston and I will be leaving tomorrow. He needs to resume work next week. We stayed up all night talking things over. He felt really bad about our last quarrel and I felt the same way too and he’s promised to change.”

 “Was the fault actually his?”

 “Some of it but it really doesn’t matter. We have each other and we’re going to do whatever we can to make things work.”

 “I’m happy to hear that. The last thing I’d want you to be is a cynical bitch like me.”

 “You’re not cynical,” said Libby. “The little time I spent with you I never once thought you were. But I think you’re wrong about what you said to me yesterday.”

 “What was it I said? I know I said so many things.”

 “You said last time that love is cruel. I thought about that and you do have a point there. But I’d like to always think that love is about forgiveness. Sometimes we have to let go of the pain so we can live.”

 She looked at Libby and couldn’t think of what necessary words to come back with. For some strange reason she felt suddenly like crying again.

 “But that’s not why I came here,” Libby continued. “I came to say thank you for comforting me yesterday. I really needed it.”

 “Thank you for letting me.”

 Libby got up and they hugged each other like only best friends would. She closed the door behind Libby after she had left and with her back pressed against the door the tears poured freely out of her eyes.

 X

They sat outside drinking beer just the two of them. This was two days later. The newlyweds had long left and they were back to being the only paying residents in the hotel.

 He had built a campfire and she sat on the other side holding her beer in hand and looking at him. They were on happier terms for now. But neither knew how long that would last before they wielded daggers at each other again. It seemed to come natural to them. Often the happy mode stayed for a couple of weeks or a month and then one of them would snap and the happiness would leave for a holiday.

 “You ever think of us moving here?” she asked him. “I mean we just leave everything behind. We sell the house, put everything else away and come down here and start all over again.”

 “Sounds like running away to me,” he remarked.

 “I know, but won’t it be great if we could?”

 “I’m double-minded about this place,” he said. “Sometimes I love it and other times I can’t stand it. It’s way too quiet for me sometimes. It’s hard to know which would do me much good.”

 “You know I would do it. I would quit my job like you did and come here with you if that’s what you want.”

 “What I want? I thought that’s what you’d want. And why quit your job?”

 She left where she was sitting and came over to where he was.

 “Because I want you to be successful with your writing. I want to do whatever I can to make you be great at it, whatever help you think I can give to you. Also, I’d do it because I love you.”

 He was silent for a moment staring back at her. “It’s been a long time I heard you talk like that.”

 “I’m not perfect and neither are you,” she said as she dropped her beer and took his hand in both of hers. “I’ve hurt you so many times I thought I was doing myself some good. You have hurt me too before, but I don’t want to get into none of that. None of that matters anymore. I’m tired of fighting. I’m tired you of hating me, thinking that I’m pretending to love you when really I don’t. I want to be your wife again. I want us to be best of friends like before. Let’s leave the past behind and forgive each other right here and now. What do you say?”

 “I think that’s a great idea. But there’s something I need to do first.”

 He rose to his feet and told her to stay while he dusted his hands then headed back into the hotel. She watched him go then stared at the blazing campfire and wondered whatever intention he had this time.

 She turned when she heard footsteps and saw him return but this time carrying along a load in his arm. She came to her feet and was surprised to see he had brought his manuscript with him. He dropped it on the ground and she looked at him dumbfounded.

 “You’re right about everything,” he said. “I too want us to go back to being best friends again. I’ve hurt you bad before and I’ve blamed you enough for a lot of stuff that’s happened to both of us. I want to start now to make things.”

 He picked up his bundle of manuscript and she was utterly dismayed when he drew closer to the fire and started heaping bits of his manuscript pages into the licking flame. She held his arm to stop him.

 “Honey, why are you doing this?”

 “I was lying when I said this book is about me. It’s got more to do with everything I hate about you. At least everything I thought I hated. If we’re to say goodbye to everything that’s past then it’s only fair I be rid of it so it stays that way.”

 She withdrew her hand as she couldn’t think of anything appropriate to say and watched him continue dump the rest of the manuscript into the fire. He picked up their beers when he was done and gave hers to her and they drank as they watched the fire crackle as it turned the pages into ashes. They held each other’s hand while they watched. They turned to each other and she locked her arms around his neck and kissed him.

 “I don’t know why you did what you did but thank you for doing it,” she said.

 “This is us here babe. We’re starting anew from here on.”

 “But what are you going to do about-” she gestured at the pages still burning inside the belly of the campfire.

 “I can always get started on another,” he said. “I doubt my agent’s going to mind. Maybe you can help me think of something new to write.”

 They waited for the fire to die down and then poured water over the remains. Holding hands they walked back into the hotel, into the start of a new life.










 Harry’s Confessional

 The white man walked into the church, saw the light of the confessional box shine green and decided to approach it, knowing no one would be inside. It was late in the evening, about a quarter past eight. He ought to be home by now. He’d decided at the last minute to stop by here and make bare his soul.

 The confessional booth was small and dark with a mesh separating his section from the other; there was a chair inside. The man closed the door behind him and sat down on the chair; above his head, the green light turned red. There was the sound of a man entering the other confessional. He couldn’t make out the black preacher’s features through the mesh but caught his gravelly voice clearly when he spoke.

 “What can I do for you, white boy?” asked the preacher gruffly.

 The white man swallowed and then cleared his throat before speaking. “Sir, I’ve come . I’ve come to confess.”

 “I can see that, can’t I, white boy,” the preacher spoke irritably at him, making the white man cringe in his chair. “Or else what would your white boy ass be doing in here. Go on with your talk, boy. Time is money.”

 The man interlocked his hands together as if in prayer, when actually he was struggling to calm his nerves.

 “My name is Harry,” he began, “and I’m here to make a confession. It’s about my wife. Her name is Jill. She’s very pretty. We’ve been married two years now, no kids yet. Recently something’s happened to us that . well, it’s sort of changed our lives.”

 “The fuck is it, boy? Speak like you’ve got a tongue.”

 Harry swallowed again; dots of sweat popped on his brow. His lips trembled as he spoke.

 “My wife revealed a secret to me almost a month ago. She told me about her craving for . for black men. Something she’s kept secret from me even before we got married. My wife, Jill, loves sex, and unfortunately I’m not that keen in that department. She told me that she’d been sleeping with some guy. A black man. She’d been sneaking him into the house, and four weeks ago she decided to come clean about it and introduced him to me.”

 “How did that happen, white boy? Tell me about it.”

 Harry dug into his story:

 “It was a Saturday noon. I was supposed to head out to meet a friend of mine for a round of golf, except it rained all morning and didn’t let up, so I called my buddy and told him I wasn’t going to make it. Jill had earlier gone out. I was in the den chilling with a magazine in my hand when she returned with her lover. She introduced him to me as Mr. Tibbs. She said that they met at some swap-meat shop, or something like that, and since then, they’d been tight with each other.”

 “She then told me about how lousy I was in bed and how since she’d known me, I’d never been able to satisfy her. It hurt hearing her say it but it was all true. I do a better job with my tongue but she’s always preferred the real thing. Anyway, she then told me about the times she’d been fucking Tibbs, whether at his place and other times when she’d invited him over to our home when I wasn’t around. She even reminded me one time I’d called her from work listening to her gasping on the line that he’d actually been fucking her that time. Yet she told me that she’d been out jogging all morning. Some jogging that turned out to be.”

 The preacher broke his train of thought by breaking into harsh laughter. When he was done, he urged Harry to continue.

 “She told me about the numerous times he’d fucked her at his place, and other times he’d invited one or several of his friends to fuck her. Jill and I had never done anal sex before, but she said she does now, with Tibbs. It was crazy, and I just sat there staring at her, thinking I was losing my head or something, while her boyfriend Tibbs sat across from us laughing his head at me. Right then I wanted to call the police on him . but I knew I wasn’t going to. You should have seen him - big guy with a solid frame.”

 “He got up and came over and pulled Jill into his arms and then he told me to ‘watch this, white boy,’ and she unzipped his fly and pulled out his cock and started sucking him. I watched this whole thing happen in front of my eyes; I almost thought I was going insane. I stood there and watched my wife. My sweet, gorgeous wife, Jill, suck another man’s cock right in front of me . and I did nothing about it. Absolutely nothing, sir.”

 “What did you do, white boy?”

 Here Harry stammered, “Well, I . I can’t . I don’t think I should say this, sir.”

 “Didn’t I tell you not to waste my motherfuckin’ time, white boy?” the preacher barked from the other side of the mesh. “Tell me what you did.”

 “I got erect!” Harry blurted before he could even stop himself. “I was . getting hard inside my shorts. I couldn’t help it - I don’t know why. I unzipped my fly and pulled my cock out and started stroking it while I watched them.”

 “Did he fuck her right there in front of you, boy?”

 “Yes, sir, he did. He took off his clothes, sat back down on the couch and had my wife climb on top of him and ride him. He told me to take off my clothes off. Crazy as it might sound, I did what he told me to and I watched them fuck. It was crazy . it was amazing. Her bouncing her ass up and down . him coming down and fucking her from behind. The way he fucked her was almost like he was raping her, and for a moment I got scared that he was . hurting her or something.”

 “What happened after?”

 “Well, Tibbs left and then there was just me and Jill. I was still in shock and didn’t know what to say to her. I went upstairs in a daze, feeling like I just caught a fever. She came after me and played with me even though I was sort of mad at her for all what she’d done. I acted like a petulant child. I wanted to get real mad and angry at her but couldn’t. She taunted and laughed at me, told me how I shouldn’t be angry, when after all I’d enjoyed watching her. And she was very right. I had enjoyed watching her.”

 “You and the bitch made up, right?”

 Harry nodded.

 “Yes, sir, we did. Tibbs has been dropping by the house ever since. I’ve even joined them sometimes when they want me to. Tibbs makes me lick his cum off her pussy whenever he’d done fucking her. I even bought a camcorder and I sometimes record them fucking and jerk off watching it later. Tibbs never uses condoms, and Jill too loves it bareback. She and I no longer have sex - she’s got someone now who’s taking care of her. Her and Tibbs spend much time together now, at his place and over at ours. Whenever he’s around, I move downstairs and sleep on the couch. I’ve got a three-week break coming up next month, and we’re going to travel to someplace exotic, all three of us. I’m so excited about it.”

 “That’s good to know, white boy. Confession’s over, now get outta here and go be with that slut wife of yours.”

 Harry got up, thanked the black preacher then left the confessional booth, feeling renewed and happy with himself.

 The End
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