
		
			[image: cover]
		

	
		
			[image: cover]
		

		

		

		

		WILD GIRLS

		2nd Edition

		

		Shooter3704

		

		Published by Fiction4All (4Play Press imprint) at Smashwords

		

		Copyright 2019 Shooter3704

		

		Smashwords Edition, License Notes

		

		This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

		

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

		

	
		

		Chapter 1

		

		My name is Lance Aldridge, and I suppose almost everyone knows a Sharon Jones. My Sharon was blonde, cute, energetic, and popular. She was cheerleader and prom queen. Sharon and the Sharon’s of the world date popular boys.

		High schools are stratified. There are the jocks on the one hand and the non-jocks on the other hand. Non-jocks include all other boys but particularly the boys who excel in school. Of course there is a wide spectrum between the scholars and the jocks.

		Occasionally some lad manages to be both a jock and a scholar. That anomaly may practice football, basketball, or some other sport in the afternoons and play a game on Friday night or dribble with the best of them in the gym and ace the math test on Monday.

		These unusual boys have their pick of with whom they will hang with. They are accepted in both camps but usually they pick the group where the most popular people gather. The popular girls only date the jocks or jock/scholars. To me, as a high school student, it seemed that the popular girls wouldn’t be caught dead with anyone except the jocks. I found it easy to not like jocks.

		It seemed to me I spent a lot of my time gazing at the girls who wouldn’t touch me with a ten-foot pole. Gazing and lusting I should add. I was in that in-between group of students. I couldn’t be considered a scholar by any stretch of the imagination. I was, what you might call, a near jock and an almost scholar. On the four-point scale I maintained a 3.0 average. I played intramural basketball and I ran track as a substitute runner. That means if everyone else on the track team fell sick, I would get in the game.

		Sharon Jones was my dream girl. She was the girl I saw when I closed my eyes and beat my meat. I spent all four years of High school with her occupying most of my fantasies. It didn’t change a thing when the rumors of her being easy came around. It didn’t do anything to change my dreams when the photos of her naked or nearly naked got into circulation.

		The photographs showed up our senior year. They were Polaroid pictures and they were of very poor quality, and it should be stated that the images I saw and the one I even managed to steal, didn’t actually show her face. Like most of the other non-jocks there was little doubt in my mind that the dark and unidentifiable pictures were actually Sharon Jones.

		That last year of high school, Sharon primarily dated two boys. Howard Kerns the captain of the football team and Brody Carter the quarterback. Because I was a near jock, I was in or close to places where Sharon and her dates were likely to be. The Cream Shack was one such place. It was a popular hangout after school and after games. The Cream Shack was a drive-in restaurant that cheerfully put up with a gang of high school kids with money to spend.

		It was usual for the kids to park and it was highly unusual for any of them to stay in their cars. We usually stayed there only long enough to order whatever we wanted to eat or drink then get out and make the rounds. The Cream Shack served as a social gathering place and a place to eat. It also was a place for the boys to show off whomever they were lucky enough to get a date with.

		From the first day of high school until graduation, Toby Goddard was my best friend. Toby and I helped one another through that scary time between discovering girls and actually approaching one. Toby got his driver’s license first but I had access to a vehicle so it was a good pairing. We spent a lot of time and gasoline cruising around the Cream Shack.

		Stags were always welcome and the Cream Shack served as a shopping mall for other singles. Carloads of girls would orbit the Shack while carloads of boys watched, waved, motioned for or otherwise did a mating dance. If the girls were parked, the boys did the orbiting. Looking back on it, it seems kind of silly, but it worked.

		It used to drive a stake in my heart when I would see my dream girl with one of her boyfriends. I did not like Brody Carter at all and it really hurt me to see Sharon with him. He always made sure he had his arm around her or was somehow touching her. He once even fondled her breast while standing in a group of other kids. He touched her tit and I nearly shit. I have never hated anyone as much as I hated Brody Carter at that moment. The public display didn’t seem to bother Sharon. She smiled at Brody and removed his hand from her boob. I saw him with his hand on her ass several times after that and each time my dislike for Brody Carter intensified. By the time we graduated from high school I despised the very ground he trod.

		After High school, I joined the Army and went off to see the world. I enlisted for four years to take advantage of the higher education possibilities. After boot camp I applied for military police school and was accepted. To this day I don’t know why I wanted to be in law enforcement. No one in my family was in law enforcement, but I found my niche. When I was offered the opportunity to go to Officer’s Candidate School I jumped at the chance even though it meant another four years of service.

		I did well in OCS and because I had been in the Army for over three years, I jumped one rank and was commissioned as a first lieutenant when I graduated. I applied myself and it wasn’t long before I was promoted to captain. Promotions came quicker because we were involved in an armed conflict. I was hunkered down in some little out of the way spot in Iraq trying to not get my ass shot off when I received word of my promotion to captain.

		It was a big deal but at the time I didn’t think so. I was in a ditch with five other men and some sharp-eyed Republican Guard sniper was trying to kill us. I was on the radio telling the stupid infantry where we were and to get their asses over here and save us when I was told congratulations on my promotion.

		“Captain, huh?” I yelled into the radio. “That’s just fucking great. Now please send one of those nice little gunships to save my newly appointed captain’s ass.” Later, after the cavalry did arrive in the nick of time, we had an official ceremony and I pinned my silver railroad tracks on.

		I was in a special group of military police. I had the designation of being one of the few officers who could make arrests on anyone from the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs right on down to a new private. I could go anywhere and investigate offences including the Pentagon. Okay, I couldn’t just barge into the inner rings of the Pentagon, but anywhere else was my beat. It was pretty heady stuff for someone as young as I was. I was only twenty-six at the time.

		I had already made up my mind to make the Army and the MPs a career and I would have if not for the circumstances that arose.

		My father had passed away while I was still in elementary school. My mother worked like a dog to care for me and my brother and sister. Both siblings were older than me. It was almost time for me to re-enlist when I got word my mother was sick and I was needed at home. My brother and sister were in no position to help her. They didn’t have the resources or the temperament to render care.

		Therefore, I resigned my commission and left my beloved military police unit. I hated to do it, but one should shoulder their responsibilities and get on with it. After nearly eight years, I returned to the place of my birth and my raising. Of course I had made periodic trips home to visit with my mother but I hadn’t actually been home for a long time.

		I arrived there and two days later I applied with the Rockville police department and the chief of police nearly wept for joy when he read my application. That weeping part is just an assumption because I didn’t actually see him cry. Anyway, I was hired and based on my credentials I went right into investigations. That did nothing to endear me to the troops.

		The Rockville PD was small as befitting a smaller community. Prior to my arrival, there was one investigator and he was RIP. RIP stands for retired in place. Carl Bigalow was the senior investigator’s name and he welcomed me with open arms. No, not really. In fact, I’m not sure he even knew I was there.

		The last census indicated there were about fifteen thousand people residing within the city limits of Rockville. That was several thousand more than had been living there when I went to high school. It was soon obvious to me that the population growth had exceeded the police department’s ability to adequately provide police protection. It also quickly became obvious that there were no plans to expand the police department. The fire department suffered the same thing. It also was too small to give proper protection.

		The city council seemed to take pride in the fact that property taxes had not been raised in well over ten years. Laudable but stupid and short-sighted. People had moved in to Rockville from outlying places because of the low taxes and cheap real-estate prices. They brought crime with them on their migration to Rockville.

		While I was away there had been many changes to my old home town. Now there were two high schools and my old school had been torn down. There were seven or eight new subdivisions around town and even more outside the city limits. It seemed to me that there was some kind of construction ongoing almost everywhere. In other words, Rockville was growing by leaps and bounds in everything except police and fire protection.

		I took some time to familiarize myself with the city I used to know so well. There were a lot of changes besides the construction. One thing I happily discovered was the Cream Shack was serving yet another generation of horny and hormonal kids. I took a turn around the drive-in just for old time sake. It was interesting to me to learn that about half of my class from high school left town soon after graduation. What was interesting was the fact that about half that number had returned.

		The half that had stayed in place were the business owners and managers of the various enterprises around town. Many of the girls, who were now women, had married and were homemakers. Of course, a few left town and had not returned, and never would. A few had died of one cause or another.

		The inadequate fire department was right next door to the police station. A few days after I began my tenure with the police I was looking out a window down at the firefighters cleaning up a piece of equipment. One of the firemen looked familiar to me but it took a few moments to identify him as Toby Goddard. From what I could see, Toby had gained a few pounds and lost a lot of hair.

		I told Detective Bigalow that I would be out for a while but available on the portable radio. He grunted and went back to napping. Carl did a lot of napping.

		I went out the front of the station and around to the fire department. I walked over to Toby and watched him wiping the water from the bright red truck.

		“You missed a spot, Toby,” I said.

		“Bite my ass, Aldridge,” he replied without looking around. How on earth had he recognized my voice after eight years?

		“You never could take constructive criticism, Toby.”

		“Naw, never care for it.” He stood up and threw his rag on a pile of rags. He turned around and eyed me. “You look good, Lance,” he said and held out his hand. “Where you been, boy?”

		“I was away for a while,” I said unnecessarily, taking his hand in mine. “You’re getting fat.”

		“Yeah, living the good life,” Toby said. “I heard you went up to Capitol City and became a pimp.”

		“No, I was in the Army,” I said.

		“Same thing, ain’t it?” he grinned. “Come on in and I’ll buy you a cup of coffee.” I followed him into the fire station.

		“I don’t remember you ever expressing an interest in being a fireman,” I said once we were in the kitchen and had a cup of sludge he called coffee.

		“Yeah,” he said slowly. “I don’t remember you ever saying you wanted to be a cop either. Funny how time changes things. How’s your mother? Heard she was pretty sick.”

		“Bad, Toby,” I said. “Cancer. I have her in a nice nursing home. If there is such a thing,” I added.

		“Sorry to hear that shit,” Toby said. “I lost both my parents. Dad died seven years back from a heart attack and Mom just gave up and died a year later. Sucks being an orphan. You married?”

		“No, I’m not. Are you?”

		“Yeah, me and Patty Henson got hitched about five years ago. We got two kids. So, Lance, how do you like being back in good ol’ Rockville?”

		“Different,” I said. “Too many changes on the one hand and not enough changes on the other hand.

		“Well that’s true,” he said. “Hey, did you know Sharon Jones was back in town?”

		“I did not,” I said. “Mom wrote me that Sharon got married right after high school. Mom thought she moved away. She’s back?”

		“Yeah, came back a couple years ago. She married Brody Carter and they moved up to Cap City. They got divorced and she came back. She’s back to Jones for her last name.”

		“Is she working somewhere?’ I casually asked. Not that it did much good to ask casually. Toby was well aware I was warm for her all through school.

		“She’s a reporter for the Rockville Herald. You still hot for her?”

		“No, not so much,” I said with a laugh. “I kind of got over her. Took a while, but I managed.”

		“I can tell,” he said. “You need to come to supper tomorrow night. I drive a city bus on the days I’m not fighting fires, but I’m off during the evenings. Patty will be tickled to see you.” He wrote his address on a slip of paper and slid it over to me. “How about six o’clock?” I assured him six was fine and I went back to fighting crime and Toby went back to shining a spotless fire truck.

		I wasn’t sure that Patty would even remember me. She wasn’t in my circle of friends. Toby’s circle either for that matter. I figured that high school circles go through changes after high school.

		

		***

		

		“My God, Lance,” Patty Henson Goddard said after I arrived at their house. “You haven’t changed at all. A little older, of course, but still handsome as all get-out.”

		I assured her that she hadn’t changed either but that was untrue. Patty had gotten prettier and a tiny bit heavier. The extra poundage looked good on her. Child bearing and time had worked well for her. She had always had big breasts and now they seemed even larger. What mystified me was how Toby landed her.

		Patty had run with a different crowd than Toby and I. She was friends with Sharon Jones and that group of elite students. I was curious enough to ask them how it happened.

		“She saw the man in me,” Toby said. “She was used to boys and I was a man.”

		“Okay,” Patty said with a giggle. “If you say so, Toby. The simple truth was one day I was walking down the street and I heard the sirens. I turned around to see a fire truck and there was Toby hanging on the back. He waved at me at the truck whizzed by and my heart melted. A few days later, he called me and asked me out. I said yes and the rest, as they say, is history.”

		“The girls love a man in uniform,” Toby said proudly. Having been in uniform, I hadn’t found that to be true but I didn’t see any point in arguing with him. Also from the smug look on Toby’s face, I was sure that wasn’t the entire story.

		After Patty’s superb supper Toby and I went out onto their back porch to have a beer and give Patty time to get the children in bed.

		“All that woman and she can also cook?” I said after we were comfortable. “You, my friend, were shot in the ass with a bunch of good luck.”

		“That’s a fact, Jack,” Toby said. We took a trip down memory lane for a while. “Boy, we had some good times back then, didn’t we?”

		“We did indeed,” I said. “I especially remember our senior year.” I certainly did remember that year. Toby was dating Grace Matthews fairly steady and Grace was one hot chick. I was happy for Toby and I was doubly happy and grateful that Toby shared Grace with me, his old buddy.

		The first time was one afternoon at Grace’s house. Toby and I went to pick her up and since Toby’s car was in-operable, I had to drive him. The plan was all three of us would go to the Cream Shack and get a burger and then I would take them back to Grace’s house. Toby told me that her parents were out of town for the whole night and he had some serious plans for her body.

		The first part of the plan went as intended. We ate and I took them back to her house. While I acted as driver, Toby and Grace made out in the back seat. From what I could see in the mirror, it was a bit more than a typical make-out. Toby was putting the heat on Grace and she wasn’t resisting at all.

		“You should come in with us,” Toby said when I announced we were in her driveway. I asked why and he laughed. “Because we want to show you something.” I inquired what he wanted to show me. “I want to show you what two people fucking looks like. You never saw a couple getting it on have you Lance?”

		I hadn’t and it sounded like something I needed to see so I hurried after Grace and Toby. Once inside they wasted no time getting naked. Toby’s dick was bigger than mine, but not so much I was intimidated by it.

		Grace had a tight little body with small tits that sat high on her chest. Her nipples were large and obviously hard. I was also pretty damned hard myself. In fact I was about to explode I was so hard.

		“You want to taste her titties?” Toby said. What a dumb question! Of course I did and he told me to get to sucking. I almost came in my pants when Grace leaned upward to help me get to her tits. While I kissed and sucked her tits, Toby was going down on her. He stopped eating her long enough to ask me if I wanted some head from her. Another dumb question.

		Grace unzipped my pants and pulled my throbbing cock out. I almost lost it then but I managed to hang on. Grace gave me what I assumed was an expert blowjob. Not that I had much experience but in retrospect there is no such thing as a bad blowjob.

		“You want to fuck her when I get through?’ Toby asked. My buddy was just full of asinine questions. He stopped eating her box, climbed between her open legs, and rammed his cock in her hairy cunt. While Toby fucked her Grace continued to suck my dick. I had to really concentrate on a lot of other things to keep from shooting-off.

		“Man, this is good gash,” Toby said. “I won’t dump a load in her, Lance. You can be the first to give her some juice.” I told him I didn’t have a condom and he told me Grace was on the pill so I shouldn’t worry. He pulled out and I scrambled to take his place. I slammed my hard cock in her and made her grunt. I felt good about that.

		I fucked her for a few minutes and I couldn’t hold back any longer. With the speed of youth, I erupted in her pussy and I nearly fainted when I came. Toby pushed me out of his way and he got back in her. I finally heard Grace demanding I get to her head so she could suck me hard again. I got in position and gave her my soft dick. She was good and soon had me back in the game. I reached peak hardness just as Toby groaned and came in her.

		“Fuck me some more!” Grace demanded and I hurried to do her bidding. For the next three hours, Toby and I fucked Grace. We did so until she said her pussy was sore and called a halt. I left with a smile on my face and a song in my heart. Sex with a female, I discovered, was much better than jacking-off.

		Toby dated Grace for another four or five months and we had our threesomes at least a dozen times. I never was sure why they stopped dating and since Toby didn’t seem to want to discuss it, I didn’t ask.

		“I see Grace every now and then,” Toby said. It didn’t surprise me that he knew what I was thinking. “She’s married to Joe Hawkins now. She’s been to the altar at least four times.”

		“I guess she wears them out pretty quick,” I suggested and Toby laughed. “Joe Hawkins? Did we go to school with him? I can’t place him.”

		“No, he moved in here a few years ago. Joe owns the big auto parts store on Broad Street. He’s a lot older than we are.”

		“What are you boys talking about?” Patty said coming out onto the porch.

		“Just doing some catching up,” Toby said. “Guy stuff, love.”

		“I think Toby was just about to tell me the real story of how you two connected,” I said. “I ain’t buying that back of the fire truck crap.”

		“Do you want to tell it or should I?” Toby asked Patty,

		“You go ahead,” Patty said. “I’ll jump in if you get off track and you probably will.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		Toby’s story of how he and Patty got together:

		

		I had just finished firefighter’s school and didn’t start work at the department until after the weekend. I ran into Chuck Miller and he told me about a party at Crimson Lake beach. I almost didn’t go, but at the last minute I decided to see what was going on there.

		By the time I got to the lake the party was in full swing. It looked like a class reunion because most of the partygoers were former classmates of mine. Since I was without a date, I spent a lot of time talking to old friends and made a few new friends. After school, the old boundaries seemed to have evaporated. People who wouldn’t even talk to me before now were like bosom buddies. Most of the crowd were wearing bathing suits and some weren’t. Nobody was swimming because it was still early and the water was freezing cold.

		Someone had sprung for a keg of beer and I helped myself to some brew. I noticed Sharon and Brody Carter were pretty cozy, that wasn’t unusual because about half the crowd were paired off. Jimmy Titlow got drunk and started doing that shark thing. You know, grabbing a girl’s top and jerking it down. Some of the girls acted like it pissed them off but I could tell they liked showing their boobs. I enjoyed looking so what Jimmy was doing didn’t bother me. I saw Jimmy maneuvering to get behind Patty and since I had always fantasized about her tits I watched carefully. Patty was with Howard Kerns.

		I was a little surprised that Howard wasn’t at college since most of the brains had gone away to school somewhere. I discovered later that Howard had gone to State and was kicked out for selling tests. He hacked into the school’s mainframe and got all the tests and was selling them. What a fucking waste of a mind. Anyway, he and Patty were together that night.

		Here came Jimmy sneaking up on them. Just as Jimmy started his run, Howard grabbed him and started to beat the shit out of him. Yeah, Jimmy was a pain in the ass, but he didn’t deserve to be beaten like that so I stopped Howard from whipping up on Jimmy. It pissed Howard off, but he shrugged and let Jimmy run away. I thought that would be the end of it and I set my sights on some girl who’s name I forget.

		I struck out with what’s-her-name and continued to look for other opportunities. Back then there was an old shack at the beach. In bygone days it had been a concession stand or something. I was walking past it when I heard someone moan so I opened the door and there was Patty on her knees giving Howard some head. She was naked and Howard had his eyes closed, I started to back out when I saw Patty looking up at me. Even with his dick in her mouth I could tell she was smiling at me so I stayed there.

		After a few minutes, Howard really moaned and shot-off. Patty swallowed most of his load and sat back. Howard noticed me for the first time.

		“What the fuck are you looking at?” he snarled at me.

		“The smallest dick I ever saw on a human,” I snarled right back.

		“Fuck the both of you,” Howard said when Patty laughed at my remark. He zipped up and left in a hurry.

		“Just as well,” Patty said watching him go. “He’s only good for one time a night. You want some head, Toby?”

		“I certainly do,” I said. Who wouldn’t jump at the chance to get a knob-job from some gal as pretty as Patty? “But not here. Let’s go somewhere and get more comfortable.”

		I took Patty home to my place. Mom and dad had both passed away so I had the house to myself. She did, as promised, gave me some head, but only after I fucked her twice. She stayed all night and we spent most of the night fucking like crazy. The next morning she left and I didn’t see her again for several weeks. I saw her and Howard together a few times and that made me sad.

		I went to work as Rockville’s bravest and I love being a fire fighter. One day we were on the way to a fire and I was riding the back. We were going down Broad Street and I saw Patty watching us and I tipped my helmet as we went by. I saw her smile.

		That night she came by the fire station. We sat out front and talked for several hours. At some point in the conversation I asked her if she and Howard were serious. She didn’t answer for a few moments.

		“Semi-serious, I guess,” she finally said. “We’ve dated on and off since our sophomore year.”

		“On and off,” I said. “What exactly does that mean?” Maybe you should tell Lance the rest of the story, Patty.

		

		***

		

		“Okay,” Patty said. “Right after I get us more beer and check on the moppets.” She got up and left us.

		I knew something important was going on, but I was at a loss to know what. I couldn’t figure out why they felt a need to tell me these things. These private and certainly intimate things. Suddenly I had an idea, but I wasn’t sure if I was on the right track so I decided to wait and see what developed.

		Patty was back with more beer and this time she sat beside Toby on the swing directly across from me.

		“Lance, I guess you are forming a poor opinion of me,” Patty said looking at me. “If you are beginning to think I was a slut just hold on a minute and I’ll clear that idea up.”

		She took up the story where Toby had stopped.

		

		***

		

		Yes, Howard Kerns and I date on and off, I told Toby. Even before the start of the senior year, we were going out. Sharon Jones, Grace Matthews, and I dated the football team almost exclusively. I think at one time, the three of us were going steady with some of the same boys at the same time. The guys all thought they controlled who went with which one of us, but that wasn’t the case at all. Sharon, Grace, and I decided that among us.

		At first it was just the three of us, but the demand got so bad we had to let others join our little band of wild girls. Judy Little and Carla Dobbs were two. There were a few others as the year progressed. We started calling our group the Wild Girls. Of course you know when I say dated I mean we fucked them. Oh, don’t look so shocked, Lance. Surely you’ve heard the word before.

		Howard Kerns was the captain of the football team and I suppose Sharon was the leader of the Wild Girls. Unlike the football team, we didn’t have an election to decide. For most of our senior year, we girls did the rotation thing with the guys. It was after football season when things got…well, complicated.

		Grace Matthews let Brody Carter take some racy pictures of her. Brody, being the dumb-ass he was, showed the pictures around. In one way, it was good because her photos got the rest of us a lot of action. The bad part was when Coach Phillips got his hands on the pictures. The coach called Howard and Brody in and grilled them. I say grilled, but they probably squealed like stuck pigs. The two assholes told Coach Phillips who was doing what to whom.

		Phillips brought Grace in and asked her to explain. Since Grace couldn’t explain without being frank, she got very frank. In fact, Grace showed the coach what was going on. She told the rest of us that ol’ Coach Phillips was hung like a horse. Big, hard and black as midnight.

		Fucking blacks wasn’t new to any of us. That was one thing we all agreed on from the very beginning. We would never discriminate. The black players had equal right to us. So while it wasn’t new to us being screwed by Coach Phillips was different. Different because he was a grown man and a big man at that. Sharon was next to go visit the coach and she came back agreeing that the man was indeed hung like a horse.

		Finally, it was my turn. When I was called to the coach’s office, I was both scared and excited. When I arrived, I was surprised to find Phillips and his assistant Coach Green there.

		“What do you have to say for yourself, Miss Henson,” Phillips asked me. I told him I didn’t know what he meant. “Oh, come on,” he said laughing. “You know exactly what the fuck I mean. You and your gang of sluts are fucking my boys. Isn’t that right?” I couldn’t deny what he knew for a fact so I said yes. Coach Green laughed and came around to my side of the coach’s desk. He put his big black arm around me and pulled me close.

		“You need to be good to Coach Green,” Phillips said. “He needs some lovin’, don’t you, Coach?”

		“I do need some lovin’,” Green said and kissed me long and deep. “I want some pretty little white pussy,” he said when he broke the kiss. He and Phillips took all my clothes off and played with me for a long time. They had me sizzling hot and pretty soon I lost any fear I might have arrived with. I wanted what they had to offer and if I had to take both of them on, so be it.

		That wasn’t the first time I had engaged in group sex, but it was the most intense sex I had experienced. Between them they must have fucked me five times and I have no idea how many times they made me have an orgasm. I was with them for over two and a half hours and they didn’t let me rest the whole time.

		Later when I told the other girls about my threesome with the two coaches they were so jealous they could have died. They didn’t have to worry because Coach Phillips got all of us involved with most of the coaching staff and even some of the facility.

		Grace was having trouble passing math but she fixed that problem by fucking Mister Mason, the math teacher. Judy was failing Chemistry until she put some pussy on the chemistry teacher. A few of the younger girls made the cheer squad by getting very friendly with Gladys Wilcox, the girl’s PhyEd teacher and cheer squad coach. All you had to do to guarantee a spot on the squad was eat the old bitch’s pussy a few times. I never went down on her but I let her eat me a few times.

		The coaching staff was having a good time with the Wild Girls. They had all the white pussy they could ever want so I have no idea why they farmed us out. I have to go pee. You guys want more beer when I come back?

		

		***

		

		Toby told Patty that more beer would be great. I was absolutely speechless. Patty’s candid story was a shocking revelation. After she left I asked Toby why they were telling me this wild tale.

		“You’ll see in a little while,” Toby said. “It gets even better.”

		I didn’t see how that was possible. Patty’s story had me aroused and more than a little confused. How could all that fucking be going on and me not know about it? I had to be the most naive kid in the whole world.

		“Did you know that was going on?” I asked Toby.

		“No, not until after graduation,” he said. “I guess it was almost a year after you went into the Army that I found out about it.”

		“You’re not getting ahead of me, are you?’ Patty asked coming out the door. I noticed she had changed into a robe.

		“No, Lance asked me if I knew what was going on and I told him it was a year after we graduated that I found out about the Wild Girls,” Toby said. “I got to go bleed the lizard. Damned beer just runs right through me.” He went out into the yard to piss and Patty sat down beside me on the glider.

		“Are you shocked?” Patty asked me laying her hand on my leg.

		“Yes, frankly I am,” I told her. “I’m even more amazed that I didn’t have a clue.” Her had felt hot on my leg. Good, but hot. “Judy Little? Is she the one they called Judy Jugs?”

		“That was one of her names,” Patty said and giggled. “She had bigger boobs than any of the rest of us back then. I have her beat now, don’t you think,” she said opening the robe letting me get a good look at her big breasts. They were nice but I felt uncomfortable looking at Toby’s wife’s tits.

		“Nice, huh?” Toby said coming back on the porch. “I claim Patty has the nicest tits of any woman in Rockville and maybe even the whole fucking state. Go on, Lance, she would love to have them played with while she tells us the rest of the story. In fact let’s both play with her tits.” He moved over beside her and grabbed the closest fun bag. I got the other one. “Go on, Patty,” Toby said, squeezing her big tit. “Tell Lance the rest of the story.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		Patty’s story continues:

		

		Ohhh, that feels good. Suck on my nipples, boys. Where was I? Oh yeah, I was telling how things got fucked up.

		One day Phillips and one of his assistants were doubling up on Grace Matthews. The coach had made a special room for such meetings in the back of the gym. He called it the team play room but the team didn’t get to use it or us very much after the coaches and facility got involved.

		Grace mentioned at some point in the fucking that they should be paying her for her ass and one of them told her if she wanted to sell her cunt they could arrange it. When Grace told the rest of us Wild Girls about it, most of us were enthused about the prospects of making a few dollars selling what we had been giving away. Yes, I know what that made me but frankly, I was comfortable with the whore label. We had called one another that for a couple of years so it didn’t sting.

		

		***

		

		“Okay, enough is enough,” Patty said. She had Toby’s mouth on one nipple, mine on the other nipple. Her robe was completely open and my fingers were in her sloppy wet pussy. “I’ll continue the story after we have some fun,” she added breathlessly. “Right now I need a fucking.”

		“Right,” Toby said. “Let’s take this show inside so we can get some meat in this slut. You want her first, Lance?”

		I had a flashback to high school when Toby and I fucked Grace Mathews together. I told him I would love to fuck his wife first, second, or anytime. We hurried inside to their bedroom.

		The sex with Patty was great. It was great the first time, second time, and every time after that. She took to a double fuck as if she expected it and I suppose she did. It was more than two hours later that I steered her back to telling the story of the Wild Girls.

		

		***

		

		Patty picks up the story and continues:

		

		It surprised me how many men were willing to pay for some teen-age pussy. It also surprised me who some of them were. By that time, the Wild Girls ranks had grown to eight. It was nine for a few weeks and then Janie discovered she didn’t like being a whore. She had no problem being a slut, but a paid whore was more than she could handle so she dropped out.

		That was fine because we all had enough business to make some money and have some fun. I’ll admit I really enjoyed servicing the sexual needs of the older population of Rockville and even a few visitors from Cap City. Sharon also got with the program and even though she and Brody Carter were an item she worked right along with the rest of us.

		One night Sharon was peddling her ass, Brody came to see me. I was home that evening and bored to tears so I welcomed his arrival. He asked me to take a ride with him and I leaped at the chance to go out. We drove down town and found a parking place.

		“Can I ask you a question?” Brody said when we were parked. I said sure. “Is it weird that my girlfriend is out fucking some dude and I don’t mind?”

		“Yes,” I answered quickly. “It’s very weird, Brody.”

		“Yeah, I thought it might be,” he said. “I really like Sharon, but I think I like her better when she is being fucked by some other guy. Sometimes I like to fuck her right after she’s been dicked and their cum is still in her. I guess that’s weird, too.”

		“I guess it is,” I said. “Hell, Brody, what do I know about weird shit? You should be talking to Sharon about it. Not me. I know I’m way out there. All of the Wild Girls are peculiar. Who is Sharon fucking tonight?”

		“I don’t know,” Brody said. “Some black dude that Coach set up. How do you feel about fucking blacks?”

		“Meat is meat,” I said. “I don’t care what color the cock is as long as it’s stiff and works well enough to get me off. Do you have a problem with Sharon fucking black men?”

		“No, I don’t think so. I mean no, of course not. In fact I get hard just thinking about Sharon taking a big black cock. That turns me on more than anything does. I even told her I wanted to watch her and some black guy.”

		“Did you?”

		“Yeah a couple weeks ago I watched her and Coach Phillips. That was wild and I loved it. Now I want to watch all you sluts get black fucked. Are you willing for me to watch you? How about some others watching you get hammered by a black cock?”

		I told Brody I wouldn’t mind at all. I didn’t tell him I love to be watched. I never am hotter than when I’m being fucked and someone is watching or that it’s possible someone will see me. Like fucking in public and some stranger happens by. I love that shit.

		“Good, I’m going to take you to get some black cock right now,” Brody told me. “I have it all set-up.” Brody started his car and drove like a mad man all the way to Cap City. The place had been an old theater in the round in by-gone days. The building was located in a predominantly black area of the city. The front was boarded up and we went in through the back. There was a raised platform in the center of the auditorium. The seating had been removed and replaced by an assortment of chairs, couches, and whatnot. Apparently there had been recent other live performances there.

		Brody guided me to a small dressing room and I was surprised to find Helen Jordan there. Helen was one of the newer Wild Girls and she was younger than the rest of us. She was…let’s just say eighteen to make everyone happy.

		“Here’s the deal,” Brody said. “You two girls will go out there and put on a show for them.” Then Helen and I would disrobe and show our stuff, as Brody put it. We would be joined on the stage by some men and things would go from there. Someone had put two raised platforms with mattresses on the stage. Helen and I waited anxiously near the stage for the time to start. Several times, I nearly ran from the place. From the expression on Helen’s face she would have been right behind me if I had.

		One thing that concerned me was it was a bigger deal than I anticipated. I thought we would go somewhere and I’d get it on with some black dude while Brody and someone else watched. I had not counted on a command performance.

		“Okay, girls,” Brody said. “Show time.” Helen and I followed him up the steps to the stage. I’m not at all sure how we summoned up the nerve to make it to the top, but we made it.

		“Ladies and gentlemen,” A black man I had never seen before called loudly above the clamor of conversation. It was almost as if he flipped a switch. The racket immediately died down and the place was still as a church. “I want to introduce you to the Slut Sisters, Toni and Mary.” He paused and looked out over the crowd. Most of the audience was in one area and from the stage, I could see that there was approximately a hundred or so people out there. “Nobody,” the black announcer said loudly. “And dammit, I mean nobody better try to get up on the stage.” He produced a large pistol from under his jacket. “If you try, me, or one of my men, will shoot your ass for you. You better fuckin’ well believe me.” I glanced around and could see five or six men also holding guns. I didn’t know if I should be glad or not. Guns normally make me very nervous. I almost laughed aloud when I happen to see some men selling what looked like cans of beer. You have to love an entrepreneur. Suddenly there was music from some speakers below the stage. Loud thundering drumbeat and the lights came on bright above the stage. It was indeed show time.

		Helen went one way and I went the other, slowly striping as we moved to the throbbing beat of the drums. Helen and I hadn’t practiced, but as luck would have it we both were down to panties and bra about the same time, and back in the center of the stage. Without having discussed it, we finished disrobing each other. I removed Helen’s skimpy bra and tossed it aside. She took my bra off and caressed my breasts after she had done so. Her gentle touch caused my already hard nipples to stiffen even more.

		Helen and I had played with each other a few times, so this wasn’t something new to either of us. I knelt down in front of her and slowly rolled her thong down. Helen had shaved her pubic area except for a small strip of hair just above her pussy. Some of the boys called it a landing strip. On impulse, after I had removed the thong, I kissed her tummy just above the landing strip. Helen spread her legs and hunched her hips out toward me. I could hear the buzz from the audience so I kissed her again below the landing strip. I stood and Helen knelt and removed my lacy thong. Now both of us were nude except for our heels and hose.

		“Ohh, somebody is certainly hot and ready,” Helen said to me, running her finger through my wet slit. I spread my legs to give her better access and she kissed my pussy. I wasn’t shocked at her brazenness. I always figured Helen was a true bisexual. When she stood, we embraced and there was a loud applause from the crowd.

		The music changed beat and I was aware that we were not alone on the stage any longer. I turned to see a naked black man standing behind us. He was a large cruel looking black man with a shaved head that gleamed in the bright light. His body was oiled and gleaming also. He looked at Helen and I like I imagine a snake looks at its prey. He was stroking a large thick cock.

		The man walked slowly to Helen. He grabbed a handful of her hair and roughly pulled her head back. He kissed her hard. He turned her around and lifted her up, spreading her legs as he did. He effortlessly carried her to the edge of the stage and displayed her gaping private parts to the cheering crowd. He put Helen down, came to me and did the same thing. While the giant kissed me hard and deep, the hand that wasn’t entangled in my hair, roughly mauled one of my breasts and nipple. I heard my moan of pain and excitement as he did. While he carried me on display, I felt completely and totally exposed. I felt that I had no secrets from the watching men and women. He released me and placed my hand on his cock. It was hot and hard with his anticipation of what he was going to do. The man put his hand on my shoulders and pushed me downward. As I knelt in front of him I saw another man standing in front of Helen. The second man was almost a twin to the first one. I took my man’s cock in my mouth and sucked him. I could see out of the corner of my eye that Helen was doing the same for the other man.

		“Suck my balls, cunt,” the man hissed at me. I did as he said. His balls were nearly as large as tennis balls and I had to stretch my mouth wide to get even one in. After orally servicing him for several minutes, he suddenly turned and bent over. “Suck my ass, bitch, while you reach around and jack me off.” I had never licked a man’s ass before, but it didn’t seem prudent to quibble right at that moment. I did as he commanded, and as I did I felt another set of hands on my breasts. Two more men had come on stage. All were big and apparently horny with erect dicks.

		The first guy turned around and stuck his cock back in my mouth. The second guy lifted my hips and I could feel his cock probing at my soaking wet pussy. It didn’t take but a few seconds, he was in me…all the way in, and then he was hammering me hard. He was ramming me so hard I lost the cock in my mouth, which was a good thing because I would have bitten him for sure.

		Without withdrawing his cock, the guy maneuvered me to one of the raised mattresses and placed me on my knees on it. I caught a glimpse of Helen on the other mattress being serviced by her two studs. I could hear her screaming in delight as she was fucked hard. I could also hear some of the audience yelling, too.

		“Fuck that white cunt!” I heard some man call. “Slam that white bitch!” “Fuck that whore!” were some of the words I recognized. I heard a woman screaming out encouragement to the studs on the stage. Something to the effect that Helen and I needed to learn what fuckin’ really was. I had news for that stupid bitch. We had already learned what fucking was all about.

		A little later the first four men were joined by two others, and when some of the first fuckers got tired they were replaced. I have no idea how many men there were, but the fucking didn’t stop, or even let up, for over four hours. I remember being displayed to the audience several times, as was Helen. The watchers seemed to particularly enjoy seeing streams of black men’s semen gushing out of us. Helen and I were fucked in every imaginable way. On more than one occasion we were double fucked. The crowd went wild when they saw two big black cocks in my pussy at the same time. I went a little wild myself. Frankly I lost all sense of time and reality after the first couple of hours. Both Helen and I were victims of sensatory over-load and when Brody delivered me home, I barely made it to my bed before I passed out completely.

		It took me a few days to get over that gang-bang. I was sore for several days and I was accused of walking funny. I guess I did.

		Brody wanted me to do the show again but I told him there was no way. He let it go for a while. In fact, it was after graduation before it came up again. It wasn’t Brody that brought the subject up again. It was Howard Kerns.

		It started out like a regular date. He came and picked me up and we went out to The Cream Shack for supper. While we ate, he hit me with a bomb blast.

		“Patty, you are going to have to put on a fuck show again,” he said. I wasn’t even aware he knew about it. It didn’t particularly surprise me because he and Brody were as thick as thieves most of the time.

		“No I don’t, Howard,” I replied.

		‘”Yes, you do,” he said forcefully. “I made a video of the last orgy you performed in and if you don’t do what I say I’ll make sure everybody you know including your parents, aunts, uncles, cousins, and even your cat, has a copy. You don’t want to fuck with me, Patty.”

		“A video?” I was stunned. I hadn’t seen a camera but on the other hand I wasn’t looking for one. It was a hard and fast rule of the Wild Girls. No cameras and we all stuck with it except for Grace. Grace loved to have her picture taken. The nastier she was ,the better she liked it.

		“Yes, a very good video with a lot of great close-ups,” Howard said with a smirk. “I used four professional cameras so I got all the angles.” I wanted to slap that smirk right off of his face, but he had me and he was well aware of it. I damned sure didn’t want any of my family to know what I was doing. I was their sweet little angel and I wanted it to remain that way.

		

		***

		

		“So,” Patty said. “When Toby asked me what the deal was with Howard and me, that was the deal. Howard owned me and I was his to do with as he saw fit.”

		“But apparently he let you go,” I said. Her story had me hard as a rock again.

		“Not until Toby went and spoke with him,” Patty said giving Toby a loving look. “My hero saved the day.”

		“How?” I said.

		“I beat the dog shit out of him and told him I would do it every day of his miserable life,” Toby said with a lot of satisfaction. “Howard, the big tough football player, was a creampuff. I only had to beat his ass once and he gave me the master tape and all the disks he had made.”

		Toby and I got back on Patty for some more fun and games and when I left I was sure I was well caught up on fucking and maybe even ahead. Of course, I wasn’t anywhere near ahead and over the next several weeks Toby was willing to share his beautiful wife with me. They even showed me the video of Patty and that other chick being black fucked for the audience.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		I won’t bore you with the mundane details of my job, but I stayed busy. Being the only investigator alive was taxing. Detective Bigalow came awake for a few minutes each day, but most of the time he was worthless.

		Then one afternoon I saw her. I was driving down Main Street when I spotted Sharon Jones coming out of a store. That was my first sighting of her since I returned to Rockville. She hadn’t changed all that much that I could tell. She was still beautiful enough to make my heart skip a beat. I slowed and watched her walk to the newspaper office.

		Over the few months since I was home, I had read the paper every day. Sharon wrote a lot of fluff crap but occasionally she got a good story to write. Once she wrote a scathing piece on the poor condition of the police department. On another occasion, she lit in on the city council about the fire department. That came right after the Rockville Furniture store caught fire and burned to the ground.

		I drove on to the police department, parked, and went over to the fire station. I knew Toby was on duty that day. They worked a twenty-four on and twenty-four off shift.

		“I saw Sharon Jones walking down the street,” I told Toby when we were alone.

		“Yeah? Ain’t she still a fine looking girl?”

		“She is indeed,” I said. I had been a little surprised when after learning my high school dream girl had been fucking like a horny mink, that I hadn’t changed my opinion about her. To me she was still the beauty queen I couldn’t have but still wanted.

		“She sure flayed the hide off the city council, didn’t she?” Toby said laughing. “Maybe now they’ll spend some money and get us some decent firefighting equipment.”

		“We live in hope,” I said. “I wonder who her unnamed source within the department was.”

		“Just between you and me, it was I, Tobias Goddard, who but the bug in her ear. I’d do it again if I thought it would help. So, you haven’t talked to her?”

		“Nope, I never was close enough to her to act like an old friend. I’m not even sure she knew I was alive.”

		“Oh, she remembers you, Lance,” Toby said. “She had it kind of rough for a while. You want to hear a story?”

		“I certainly would,” I said. “Tell me a story, Toby.”

		“Brody Carter told it to me and this happened just after they got married. This is exactly how he told it to me.”

		

		***

		

		Toby launches into the story:

		

		At first when Brody heard Sharon and the other girls were peddling their pussies he got all excited. Then he saw it as an easy way to make a lot of money. Brody got together with Coach Phillips and found out that the semi-pro basketball team, The Rockville Falcons, was looking for entertainment.

		Apparently, the team was made up of big tall black players looking to be scouted by a pro team. If not the NBA than maybe one of their farm teams. Playing for the Falcons didn’t pay much and none of the players could afford to have their wives or girlfriends with them. They got lonely for female company and most of them liked white pussy.

		The Rockville Falcons owner had leased them a whole apartment building. It’s down on Brock Street.

		The team’s manager was a man by the name of Stan. Brody contacted Stan and told him he had some clean non-pro girls who would like to make a few bucks.

		Brad told Brody to come see him and Brody did. They came to terms and Brody became the Wild Girl’s pimp. I don’t think they knew it or cared.

		The deal was simple. After each home game, one of the girls would show up at the team coach’s apartment because it was the largest of the apartments. There she would entertain them and by entertain I mean fuck as many of the players and coaches as wanted some young white pussy. As you might imagine there weren’t many who refused to participate. In return for the girls company, the team would pay five hundred dollars. The girl got half and Brody, as manager, got the other half.

		Brody could hardly wait until it was Sharon’s turn. When Sharon went he figured, since they were married, he could keep the whole five hundred.

		Brad, the team manager, found out that Sharon was his wife he invited Brody to stay and watch Sharon take on the black basketball team. Brody jumped at the opportunity to watch Sharon in action with the black men.

		“Yeah man,” Brad said when Brody questioned him. “When I was manager for the Greenville team we had hubbies come watch all the time. Most loved seeing their wife getting fucked by a bunch of big black cocks. If you think you can’t handle it you best stay the hell away. You damn sure don’t want to attempt to interfere because that bunch won’t let her go without a fight.”

		For the next couple of days Brody was almost beside himself. Part of him wanted to be there when Sharon got gang fucked but part of him didn’t want to even hear about it. Ol’ Brody was beset by mixed emotions.

		When the night came, both Sharon and Brody were on the verge of backing out. For Brody it was the money that drove him on. For Sharon it was the idea of a bunch of horny fuckers after her pussy. Group sex wasn’t anything new to any of the Wild Girls, but a gangbang was totally different. An all black Gangbang was what scared her the most.

		When it came right down to it, it was Sharon who stiffened Brody’s backbone and it was his greed that convinced Sharon to go through with the deal.

		When the fateful night came Sharon and Brody went to the game. That was one of the perks. The entertainment and a guest got free tickets to a lousy basketball game. Also free beer and hotdogs that wasn’t fit to eat or drink.

		After the game Brad, the manager, came and got them and had them follow him to the apartment.

		When they arrived the team and the coaches were already there. Waiting like a bunch of very large spiders waiting for a fuckable young white girl to fuck.

		The couple held sweaty hands as they nervously walked the short distance to the apartment. Before Brad opened the door they could hear men talking on its other side. The second Sharon walked in the room all talking stopped. Probably ten men, mostly in baggy shorts and t-shirts were lounging around in chairs against the walls. One man was dressed in slacks and a starched white shirt but without the tie he had worn during the game. “Welcome, Sharon and Brody, I’m the coach.”

		“Nice to meet you,” Sharon said shaking his hand.

		“Honey, I love touching any part of you even your pretty hand but we have sort of a tradition here. If you don’t mind, how would you feel about going around to each player, stand in front of them, lean over, and give them a big wet kiss?”

		Oh shit, thought Brody. Kissing makes Sharon hotter than anything. Almost hotter than fucking or being eaten, she really is the world’s best kisser, he thought.

		“I guess that would be okay,” Sharon said as she walked towards the nearest chair that was occupied by a black giant with dark skin and a shaved head. He had been sprawling in the chair until Sharon approached him then he sat up and parted his legs so she could walk in between them.

		Brody saw that she didn’t have to lean over very far because the player was so tall. He saw her place both of her hands on the broad black shoulders for support, lick her lips, and then bend down to the upturned face with the thick black lips. Almost instantly, to Brody, it looked as if each of them was trying to suck the tongue of the other out of their mouth. It didn’t take long at all for the big black hands to reach out hold one of Sharon’s ass cheeks in each hand. Brody saw that this was really getting to Sharon. Though their lips were locked together she could be heard to moan and gasp as this stranger did everything he could to turn her on even more.

		Sharon couldn’t believe what she was doing. His long hot tongue had instantly snaked its way in to her oral cavity. The tip was run over her teeth on top of an under her saliva covered tongue. His giant hands were rubbing the globes of her ass. She knew that a dozen men were watching and all but one of them were total strangers. All but one of them were professional athletes. All but one of them were giants. The shortest was 6’3,” the tallest seven feet tall. All but two of them were black men.

		After a couple minutes, she broke the kiss, smiled down at the man straightened up and moved to the next chair and its black occupant. The routine was the same with one exception. This time the black man didn’t reach around to rub her ass outside her dress. He started by touching her bare calves and then exploring higher. His black hand with the long fingers went past her knees, up to her thighs and then inside her thighs. Within thirty seconds of the beginning of the kiss, his fingertip discovered that Sharon had a hairless pussy, no panties, and she was wet. There was nothing between his fingers and her pussy but her juices. The black player broke the kiss long enough to whisper in her ear that he loved a white wife with baby smooth wet pussy lips. Then he went right back to kissing her.

		Sharon couldn’t believe how long and thick the finger was that wormed its way into her vagina. She couldn’t have imagined that they were that big. It probed and touched her cervix as she squatted down on the black hand. She took her mouth away from his. “Aaaaaaahhhhh, oooooooohhhhhh, ah shit, oh I’m cumming.” She would have collapsed had the player not been holding her so tight.

		The next two players were similar. Great kisses, fondling of legs, ass, pussy and her sensitive boobs. Even in the heat of the moment, after the fourth guy Brody told the coach he needed to speak with his wife a moment.

		“Sure,” the coach said. “Use that bedroom.”

		“What’s up, Brody?” Sharon asked him.

		“I can’t watch this shit, Sharon,” Brody said. “Do you want to leave with me?

		“I couldn’t do that,” Sharon said. “Not now because it wouldn’t be fair. Go on and I’ll get a ride home.”

		O;’ Brody could tell she had made up her mind and he knew he wasn’t going to change her mind.

		When Brody left the apartment Sharon took her purse in the bathroom, applied fresh lipstick and brushed her hair. When she walked back into the room saying, “Now where were we?” Then she noticed that there had been a change while she was in the bedroom with her husband or, most likely, immediately after they left. All of the players and even the coach were naked. They didn’t have a stitch of clothes on. There was a thick sexual tension in the air. It was different than it had been a few minutes before. Sharon’s mouth dropped open as she stood in front of the fifth chair whose occupant was waiting for his special kiss. He was smiling confidently at her. She saw that the appendage between his legs was inhuman. She knew these men were giants, but in her wildest dreams she couldn’t have imagined a cock that must have been ten inches long and as big around as her wrist and it wasn’t completely hard. To herself, she said, ‘okay girl you got yourself into this mess so make the best of it’.

		Before she could even step between the fifth player’s legs that were covered by kinky hair, she felt something behind her and realized that the zipper at the back of her dress was very carefully and very slowly being lowered until it couldn’t be lowered anymore. Black hands helped slip the tiny straps off each shoulder. Instinctively she held the bodice to her chest as she looked around the room at the men. Each had an expression of anticipation. Each seemed to be holding his breath.

		Sharon didn’t want to tease them. She was long past teasing. She let the dress fall away from her boobs and realized that her nipples were swollen and harder than ever. She heard more than one man say something complimentary under his breath. Then she helped the dress down her body. Past her tummy to reveal hair that she had carefully shaped just that day and then her wet nether lips. She slightly shook her hips and her ass that some of the players had felt, came into the view of everyone. The dress slid past her thighs, her knees her ankles and then gathered around her feet on the floor. She stepped out of the circle of cloth. Almost immediately, Brad picked up her dress, straightened it out, carefully folded it and laid it on the chair near the door. Now she stepped between the legs of player number five. That wasn’t a greeting kiss. That was pure foreplay. His hands were all over her body, in her pussy, her asshole up to the first knuckle. He took her left hand and placed it on his swollen black penis. Her fingers couldn’t reach around it but it felt like velvet-covered iron to her. It was beautiful. It was magnificent. It was powerful. She wanted it but not in her hand or even in her mouth she wanted it somewhere else. Someplace that was hot, wet, aching and empty.

		The coach seemed pleased to see where things were heading and he said to his player, “Why don’t you take Sharon to the bedroom where you can both be more comfortable?”

		The big man didn’t need a second invitation. He stood up, took Sharon’s small delicate hand and led her to another closed door. He turned off the overhead light and left on just a small lamp. She lay on the bed on her back. He turned on a small radio on the nightstand to a station that played throbbing music perfect for black fucking but it was so low you had to carefully listen to hear anything. He stood over and above her and admired her beauty. During college and when he had briefly played for the NBA for a short season, not a day went by when he didn’t fuck a beautiful white woman. Cheerleaders, dancers, models, actresses, he fucked them all but lying on the bed in this cheap apartment in this small town was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen. Maybe the youngest woman he had fucked. Before doing anything else he went to her feet and carefully removed her shoes. Now, like him, she was completely naked except for her earrings and wedding band.

		He couldn’t wait any longer. He was on top of her. Their kisses were frantic. Sharon was rubbing his arms and shoulders. She spread her legs as wide as possible. He accepted the invitation and took his now granite hard cock in his hand and rubbed it all over her. The pre-cum mingled with her own secretions. They sure didn’t need any lubricant out of a bottle or a tube.

		She said something but so softly he couldn’t hear it. “What did you say?” He asked.

		“I, I, said, I said, oh please put it in me. I need it so bad!”

		The circumcised mushroom shaped head was positioned at her opening. He pushed forward ever so slightly until just an inch slipped in. She moaned but he couldn’t tell if it was in pain or because of ecstasy. Then, when she lifted her ass off the white sheet to take a little more he knew that it wasn’t pain. He had a hot white chick that longed for his cock. He added a bit more and then remained still. The next move was literally up to her, which didn’t take long, as she lifted again to take in another inch or two. Her hands were gripping his big black ass cheeks. Again he pushed in this time further than before. It took her breath away for a moment. He was in her much farther than Brody or any man had ever been and he was more than twice as wide. It’s a good thing skin and tissue can stretch she thought. She took one of her pretty hands from his ass and brought it between them to the root of his cock nestled in the black crinkly public hair. She couldn’t believe it, about half of the monster was still outside her but she was determined that it wouldn’t be for long.

		He pushed, she lifted and quickly there was a rhythm going. He had already hit bottom and now every inch was being accepted only because of the stretching of her vagina. Finally, he was completely inside her. The head of his cock was inside her cervix. Sharon had come several times already. Then the player started fucking her. She couldn’t believe the feelings. She could never have imagined anything feeling this good. Slowly at first and then with more intensity. The player wanted this woman for himself but he was a member of a team and that wouldn’t be fair to the others. He could have lasted much longer but knew there would be other opportunities with this beauty so he shifted into a power-fucking mode. Neither of them lasted very long. She felt him stiffen and then the hot fluid surged through his swollen penis and exploded into Sharon’s smoldering, soaking and very receptive pussy. The couple lay together for a few minutes catching their breathes in the afterglow.

		“Thanks, sweetheart,” he said as he rose from the bed. “That was the best ever. Just stay there someone will be in soon. I’ll take your shoes and place them by your dress.”

		Brody had been away from where he left his wife for over an hour and he wondered what she was doing. Actually he wondered what was being done to her. His imagination was running wild.

		Brody had to know what was happening to his bride so he drove back to the team apartment building. He thought about knocking but realized that would be silly so he opened the door and walked in. He didn’t know what to expect but it wasn’t ten naked black men sitting around drinking beer and eating pizza. His wife wasn’t to be seen. Then he noticed the chair closest to the door and saw her carefully folded dress and under the chair her shoes placed side by side. Before he could say anything or ask any question he heard a sound. Actually sounds, a mixture of several different sounds. He heard male and female moaning and gasping. He heard bedsprings being tested to their limit. He heard wet squishy sounds. But the sounds that he focused on most were the female sounds which he tried to isolate from the others, a voice that he knew better than any voice in the world, a beautiful feminine voice that during the years of their dating and later their marriage, he had heard in the throes of passion countless times. “Oh yes! Oh yesss, right there! That’s great. That’s just great. I . . . I . . . lo . . . I love your black cock. I, oh I love black cocks. Fuuuuu, fuckkk me! Keep going. Don’t . . . don’t stop . . . oh please don’t stop.”

		The naked black coach came over to him, handed him an icy mug of beer and asked, “How you doing man?”

		“I’m okay. I had to…ah…to take care of some things.”

		“Yeah, that’s what I was told.”

		“So, tell me, coach, how has it been going here?”

		“Just great! Hell, the greatest. After you left things just heated up. They took things to the bedroom. She’s fucked three guys already and doesn’t seem to be winded. These guys can go on forever but for tonight they’re trying not to be selfish and to share the wealth, so to speak. How late can she stay?” the coach wanted to know.

		“Uh, that’s a good question. I’m not sure.”

		“My guess is this can go on all night if it’s okay with you and if Sharon doesn’t get too tired. If you need to take care of something or get to work we can make arrangements for her to get home.”

		“Thanks. All I want is what Sharon wants.” Brody said it but he wasn’t sure he believed it.

		“Well take it from me, Brody.” The coach chuckled, “Sharon wants cock. The bigger and blacker the better. That girl loves to fuck. You got yourself a winner there, boy.”

		Brody was trying to take everything in when the coach said, “Brody, I’ve been around this stuff for a lot of years. Your Sharon is at the top of any list believe me. She’s the rare one, the once in a lifetime woman that looks like a beautiful girl next door but has a capacity for fucking that would make Catherine the Great envious.”

		Both men were quiet. Then the door opened and one of the players with dreadlocks and tattoos over most of his arms and shoulders walked out. There was a string of his semen dangling from a shiny wet cock that was starting to deflate, but it still looked to Brody as if it was a foot long. How, he wondered, could that monster have been inside Sharon’s tight little pussy? Then, he answered his own question. Of course it had, every inch. The wetness that Brody saw came from inside his wife. He knew Sharon had a big appetite for sex and he shouldn’t have been surprised that she was taking care of business here.

		The player that had left the bedroom walked over to another player and gave him a high five. They laughed loudly. “That’s the best piece of ass I’ve ever had,” he declared. “ I could have stayed with her all night but I didn’t want to be a hog. Have a ball man.”

		The player that had been waiting turned to another player that was also waiting and said, “Hey man why don’t you join me. She hasn’t been double teamed yet, what do you say?”

		“Fuck yes!” said the other player as the two of them walked into the bedroom holding their cocks and closed the door behind them.

		Brody couldn’t stand any more he had to sit down. The chair next to the one with her folded dress was vacant for the moment so he sat down and sipped his beer. This was it. It was really happening. Then, the sounds from beyond the door began again, bodies moving, sighs that were obviously being emitted by Sharon.

		“You want to watch” the coach asked.

		“I don’t know,” Brody muttered. “Aren’t they using condoms?”

		“Condoms? Hell no!” the coach seemed to think that was funny. “They never do. You want to go in and watch your wife?”

		“Maybe in a minute, now I need to...Ah…catch my breath.”

		“I understand. Some of the husbands love to watch and even join in. Others just can’t do it even though they have dreamed about it. There’s one man who watches but I can tell he doesn’t like it. The gal’s husband from last season loved to watch her get fucked. One night she had a cock in her pussy, her ass, her mouth and one in each hand. A pair of lips were fastened to each nipple and she was being kissed by another player when she wasn’t sucking the other guys cock while her toes were being sucked. Do the math, Brody, that’s ten different guys on his wife at the same time and he loved it. You could do the same thing with seven or eight guys with the guys she’s jacking off doing the nipple sucking and nibbling. Do you think Sharon would like that?”

		Brody was still suffering from some real mixed emotions In all of his wildest fantasies he had never imagined anything like the coach described. But as he thought about it he thought it might be the most exciting thing any husband could ever watch. “She just might,” he said with a nervous smile.

		Then Sharon’s voice got louder. “Oh shit! Oh fuck, take it slower! Oh, ohhh, you’re too big for back there! No, no don’t take it out. I’ve, I’ve never had two this big . . . oh shit! I’m I’m cummmmmming . . . oh, don’t stop. I can feel both of you! Don’t tear me . . . but don’t stop…please don’t stop!”

		Brody didn’t go into the room and take a look. He wanted to, but couldn’t make himself go. The two players that had double-teamed her came out and three more went in. Every once in a while a player would come over to him and strike up a conversation but he was mentally exhausted and couldn’t help but doze off for a few minutes and then wake up in a start and not even remember where he was. After the three players came out the coach went in and was with her for half an hour. When he walked out, also with a sheen of Sharon’s juices on his shrinking cock, he said to Brody, “She wants to see you.”

		Brody’s legs were shaking and he was unsteady as he walked to the bedroom door. He glanced at his watch and saw that it was three o’clock in the morning. Except for a small table lamp, the room was dark. He could barely hear the throbbing sounds of a radio. He saw Sharon, his young beautiful wife, propped up on the giant custom bed that was covered only with a white wrinkled and soiled bottom sheet. Now he knew better than ever what the expression “freshly fucked” meant. His wife was definitely freshly fucked. Her legs were splayed. Her vaginal lips, that she had shaved just a few hours earlier, were coated in a creamy gray frothy fluid; fluids were on her ass cheeks and the inside of each thigh. Her nipples were as red as if she had painted them with lipstick. Her hair was wild and somewhat matted from her perspiration. Her entire body was damp from the mingled sweat of her and the nine men who had lain on top of her. Though somewhat disheveled she was more beautiful than ever before to him. Beautiful, but something was different. Brody didn’t know what it was at the time.

		“Are you all right?” Brody asked her.

		“I’m fine, Brody,” Sharon said. “Been a lot of meat in me, but I’m fine. What I wanted to tell you, was you should go on home and someone will bring me later. The men are up for another round of fuck the white slut.”

		

		***

		

		“Brody said he wanted to cry seeing her there all fucked up and planning on more fucking,” Toby said shaking his head.

		“Hold on a fucking minute!” I said. “You weren’t there and neither was Brody, so how do you know what happened?”

		“Sharon told Patty and me all about it,” Toby said. “You look surprised, Lance. Didn’t you know Patty and Sharon are still good friends and the three of us get together often?”

		“No,” I said. “I didn’t know that. So why aren’t Brody and Sharon still married? What happened to them?”

		“Not sure,” Toby said. “I know that Sharon, Patty, and some of the other Wild Girls played stink finger with the basketball team for the rest of that season. When they announced the team was leaving Rockville there were a lot of disappointed women around town. The Rockville Falcons became the Capitol City Falcons. That’s when Brody and Sharon left town.”

		“You said she was gone for several years before she came back,” I said. “Did she tell you or Patty why?”

		“Not me she didn’t,” Toby said. “If she told Patty, my sweet little wife didn’t tell me. Whatever happened must have been something drastic. Do you want to get together with Sharon?”

		“Yes…No…Ah hell, I don’t know,” I said. “Maybe sometime if it comes naturally.”

		“What could be more natural that getting together for supper?” Toby said. “I’ll get Patty to arrange it this week sometime.”

		I was both euphoric and scared to death. Of course I saw and spoke with Sharon Jones at school. Her locker was across the hall and down from mine. We had a couple of classes together but this was different. I had never been in a social setting with her and I wondered if I could carry on a conversation with the goddess I had worshiped from afar.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		By the time the event came around, I had vacillated back and forth and had finally chided myself for acting like a love-struck teenager. I was an officer of the law and had been an officer in the United States Army for pity sake. I had known many women since I last saw Sharon so what was I fearful of? After all, she wasn’t really some unreachable or untouchable goddess. Apparently she had been reached and touched many times if the stories I had heard were true and I had no doubt that Toby and Patty had told me the truth. Toby wasn’t above stretching the truth, but I was certain Patty was a truthful person.

		The supper was arranged for the following Friday evening and by the time I got to Toby’s house I was back in nervous wreck mode. I managed to get out of my car and to the front door where Patty met me with a sweet kiss. She leaned back and looked at me. She could see I was jittery.

		“Just be yourself, Lance,” Patty said. “It will be fine so trust me. Come on in and say hello to Sharon.” I followed her out to the back porch. Toby was presiding over a smoking barbecue grill and Sharon was sitting on the glider.

		“Sharon, Lance is here. You remember Lance Aldridge don’t you?” Patty said gaily.

		“Of course I do,” Sharon Jones, the girl of a thousand fantasies, said smiling up at me. “We had a lot of classes together. How are you doing, Lance?” she asked.

		I think I said I was fine, but truthfully, I not at all sure what the hell I said. Sharon had not changed but very little in the eight years since I last laid eyes on her. She was a bit more mature and maybe a tad bit leaner having lost all of her baby fat. She was still blonde, still blue-eyed, still built like a goddess, and still with a smile that would melt any man’s heart.

		“Lance, come over here, sit, and let’s catch-up,” Sharon invited. I managed to get to the glider and sit down beside her. I also managed to go over where I had been and what I had done without sounding like a complete imbecile.

		While we talked, Toby did his thing with the grill and didn’t interfere except to yell for Patty to bring him more beer a few times. Patty also left us alone while she worked in the kitchen and fed the munchkins.

		Somehow, Sharon got me to talk much more than I thought possible. She was easy to talk to and she listened as if what I was saying was the most important thing she had ever heard.

		“So, that brings us up to date,” I said. “Now tell me all about Sharon Jones.” The instant I said it I wanted to bite off my tongue.

		“Oh, I’m sure our good friend, Patty, has got you up to date with me,” Sharon said with a laugh. My faux pas didn’t seem to offend her.

		Patty bustled in and out of the house bringing food to the patio table. Patty was wearing a pair of tight shorts and a loose tank top and was obviously not wearing a bra. As always, she was fun to watch.

		Sharon also had on shorts but a more modest top. Like Patty, she wasn’t wearing a bra but her breasts were not in the same league as Patty’s giant knockers but still worth an occasional glance.

		During the meal, I could see that Toby, Patty, and Sharon shared an easy comfortable relationship. They kidded and joked with one another but made sure I was included. Given what I knew of their past, it dawned on me that they probably had a sexual relationship also. Since Patty and Toby eased me into a threesome so smoothly, I was certain Sharon had to be involved with them. I was more than a little jealous.

		“So, Lance,” Patty said when we were finished with the delicious steaks. “How does our Sharon look after all these years?”

		“She looks mighty good to me,” I answered truthfully. “That was sure wonderful meat. Where did you find such steaks?”

		“Oh, Patty trades some pussy for them,” Toby said with a grin. “She has a deal worked out with the butcher.”

		“I wish,” Patty said with a grin. “If he wasn’t a hundred years old we might come to an arrangement. He’s not like the mechanic. I worked a great deal with him and got my car repaired for free. You should go see him, Sharon.”

		“Who? Your mechanic or your butcher?” Sharon said with a sassy smile.

		“As good as you look you might just get a rise out of the old meat cutter,” Patty said. “Say, Sharon, Lance was wondering what happened up in Cap City that sent you scurrying home.” That bitch! I protested vigorously that I hadn’t asked any such thing.

		“Of course you didn’t,” Sharon said seemingly unperturbed at Patty’s rude comment. “Patty has been after me for years to tell her what happened and you know…I just might tell her tonight. Maybe I’ll tell all of you in honor of this mini-reunion.”

		“Okay, I love a good story and this one has to be a doozie, but wait until I get the kinder in bed so I won’t miss anything,” Patty said.

		“I didn’t say I would,” Sharon said. “But if I do tell a secret that has been mine alone, I’m going to have to be a lot more intoxicated than I am now. Break out the cactus juice, Toby. Maybe some tequila will loosen my tongue.”

		After Patty returned and the four of us had several tequila shooters things became a lot more festive.

		“Okay, now that you are well oiled tell us a story,” Patty said her words slurring only a little.

		“I’m not so sure about it,” Sharon said. “It might offend delicate ears.”

		“Tish-tosh,” Patty said. “Lance knows about the Wild Girls and the three of us have been playing at the devil’s threesome for months. Ever since he came back to town. He’s a game player so tell us what the hell happened to you in Cap City that changed your life.”

		“Okay, but I warn you it isn’t pretty,” Sharon said after looking carefully at me. “Do you know about the basketball team, Lance?” I nodded. “Okay then I suspect that’s a good place to start.”

		

		***

		

		Sharon’s story:

		

		The Wild Girls was what we called ourselves. It fit perfectly because we were indeed wild. When we started playing with the basketball team it was a good deal for all of us. The ball players got some nice young white girls to fuck and we got some really big virile men to have sex with. A couple of the Wild Girls wouldn’t do it with a black man but most of us jumped at the chance.

		The only problem for me was it didn’t happen often enough to suit me. Most of the time it was one girl and the team once or maybe twice a week. There were six of us Wild Girls so you can do the math. Every once in a while they would have two of us come and play with the team.

		There were Judy, Helen, Milena, Megan, and you, Patty. I made the sixth girl. The reason they didn’t use more of us was a simple matter of money. The team management didn’t have much money to spend on entertainment. At first, before Brody got greedy he kept the price down. He quickly discovered that if he raised the fee too much, the team would turn to amateurs that were willing to fuck the guys for free. There were a lot of girls and even older women wanting to try black or try group sex.

		After Brody took over as our manager, he and the coaches usually found us something to do other than the basketball team. It was fun to go out on dates with grown men and of course, the money was better by far. Most of the time we got more money from just one man than we did from the whole team. When I say we I don’t mean Brody. He was in it for the money.

		Since none of us were actually in it for the money, it was hard to get excited over one stud after taking on eight or ten studs. To tell the unvarnished truth I was addicted to group sex with a lot of big black men. I stayed pissed-off most of the time when one of the other girls was doing what I wanted to be doing.

		After we graduated from high school, Helen and Milena went off to college so that lowered the competition some. It wasn’t long before Patty got involved in something else and that just left three of us vying for attention from the team. Judy Juggs fell madly in love with one of the basketball players and when he got drafted she went off with him and so that just left me and Megan.

		I don’t think anyone was more surprised than me when Brody asked me to marry him. I mean I liked Brody well enough and he was the one who took my cherry. I didn’t have to give it a lot of thought. Brody knew I was a slut and he was still willing to ‘make an honest woman’ out of me. My parents were happy that their wild-child was going to settle down. Little did they know that I wasn’t about to settle down.

		Brody became my husband as well as my manager. Brody preferred manager rather than pimp. Since he had been sharing me since we first started dating, he usually didn’t have any trouble sending me out on dates. It did take him some time to get used to watching me fuck the whole basketball team but he finally managed to watch…sort of.

		Brody had an easier time when there were six of us doing the team. I know he usually went with the other girls, too. I think each time was like the first time he watched his girls and the novelty never wore off. He got off watching his little white whores being ravished by a bunch of black studs.

		The team’s roster was always changing. Men would come, play for a while then go on to something else or to somewhere else. Some only played one or two games before they moved on. The only constant was the coach and the team manager Brad Wills.

		During that time I discovered “fact” that all black men were hung like donkeys was a myth. Some were hung and some were average and a few were below average. What wasn’t a myth was the fact that even the subpar men were pretty good lovers. I think black men have more stamina than their white counterpart does. Their quickie usually took over an hour.

		Because they came and went so quickly I didn’t even learn most of their names. There were a few that made an impression on me and I clearly remember them. One such man was Will George. Will was different than most of the other men. He was taller than most and he was heavier than any of them. He was so big he made me look like a dwarf beside him.

		I concluded Will George didn’t like women. At least he didn’t like white women. He didn’t just fuck us, he attacked us. He went at sex as if it were some kind of challenge. He used his big ol’ cock like a weapon. Judy Juggs was the only one of us that actually liked fucking Will.

		Will wasn’t one of them that liked to share his pussy. He always insisted on a one-on-one session. Most of the other men didn’t care how they got their rocks off, but not Will. I wasn’t too surprised when Judy fell for the big mean fucker. When Will got called up to a professional farm team Judy went with him.

		The other man I remember was Otto Fisher. Otto came to the team right out of college. He wasn’t drafted by the pros but he didn’t want to give up his dream so he joined the Rockville Falcons hoping someone would discover his talents. The problem was Otto wasn’t very talented at basketball. He was a terrific fucker though.

		Otto Fisher was a bit shorter than the average player. He was just a bit over six feet tall and he tried to make up the difference with a lot of effort. Some of the players called him Mister Hustle because he tried so hard. Unlike Will George, Otto loved to share his pussy with his teammates. He loved being the second or even the third man in a group grope.

		Otto had a nine-inch dick that never got completely soft. He had a lot of hustle on a bed as well as the court. I never fell in love with any of them, but I think I could have fallen for Otto. He was a part of the team for almost two months and then one night he was killed.

		The cops said it was a drug deal that had gone bad, but most of us didn’t buy that. Oh sure, some of the players used pot but none used hard drugs that I was aware of. Otto surely wasn’t a drug user so I didn’t buy the drug story. I suspected then and still do that Brody had something to do with Otto getting killed.

		Since we were used to players leaving suddenly, Otto’s death was quickly forgotten and we moved on. The team got other hopefuls and I got more and different cocks.

		When they announced that the team was leaving Rockville I was crushed until Brody told me we would be leaving also. We would follow the team to Capitol City so when the time came we packed up our few processions and went to Cap City.

		The new Cap City Falcons had more money to spend, but the downside to that was there was more competition from other hot-to-trot women.

		By the time we made the move I was the only one of the original Wild Girls left who was working. When we got to Cap City Brody found us an apartment on the north side of the city. It was at the edge of the black community. That’s what we say now instead of saying ghetto. It was a ratty place but large enough for what Brody had in mind. The location was also what Brody had in mind.

		Unknown to me at the time Brody had got together with a man by the name of Gonzo. If he had other names I don’t know what they were. Gonzo was a pimp and he had half dozen black and Hispanic girls and the idea of having a young good looking white girl was something he dreamed of.

		I was still unpacking when Brody told me to go get cleaned up and to dress sexy because we were going to have a visitor. I did as he said and about an hour later Gonzo arrived.

		Gonzo was a large man but after being in the company of basketball players he didn’t appear big. To be kind I would have to describe Gonzo as homely. To be truthful, Gonzo was ugly.

		Gonzo looked like he was put together out of spare parts. His legs were bowed and looked too short for his torso. His head was shaved and was a patchwork of scars. When he smiled I could see a lot of gold and the winking of a small diamond embedded in his front tooth. He was at least twice as old as Brody and me.

		“This her?” Gonzo asked Brody after Brody admitted him.

		“This is her,” Brody said. “Fucking nice, huh?”

		“Very nice,” Gonzo said letting his eyes roam over my body. I was wearing a white teddy and a white negligee over the teddy. “Very fucking nice, but that don’t prove anything.”

		“Bet me!” Brody said laughing. “You haven’t got anything even half as good looking.” Brody came to stand beside me. He opened my robe for Gonzo’s inspection. “She’s all natural,” Brody said. “And even more important she loves to fuck and suck.”

		“Lovin’ it is good,” Gonzo said. “Natural is good, too. I do love big white titties.”

		“Well then take a look at these beauties,” Brody said scooping one of my breasts out of the teddy. He squeezed the freed breast then took the other one out.

		“Yeah, that’s what I’m talkin’ about,” Gonzo said. “I can make some bread with this bitch.”

		“You mean we can make some bread, don’t you?” Brody said. He stood behind me and grasped both boobs and pointed them at the black man.

		“Yeah, that’s what I mean,” Gonzo said. “I’m goina have to sample this piece. You got a problem with that?”

		I kinda do,” Brody said. “We don’t give anything away except a good look.”

		“That’s cool,” Gonzo said turning and walking back to the door. “But I don’t pay for pussy. Never have; never will. See you around, man.”

		“Hey, hold on a minute,” Brody said. His bluff had been called and he actually sounded frightened that the pimp would leave. “I guess we can make an exception for you seeing how we’ll be doing business together.” They were talking as If I wasn’t in the room, but I had gotten used to that with Brody. “You can have some of her pussy or maybe some head. She sucks a mean dick.”

		“I’ll have some of both,” Gonzo said. “You goina watch me fuck your bitch?”

		“Sure, if you don’t mind,” Brody said. “Why don’t you take her in the bedroom. There’s no sheets on the bed yet but I don’t guess that matters to you.”

		“No, it don’t matter,” Gonzo said. He came over to stand in front of me. He put both hands on my exposed breasts. He softly stroked them and toyed with my nipples until they spiked. When he had my nips as hard as little pebbles he got a little rougher with my boobs. He jerked them first one way then the other. He pinched my nips so hard he had me on my tiptoes.

		Rough boob play didn’t bother me much. I actually like my tits to be played with rough but Gonzo took the roughness to the very edge before he stopped.

		“I hear you like dark meat,” Gonzo said to me. “That right?”

		“Yes,” I answered. The truth of the matter is I like meat of any color. Meat is meat to me.

		“That’s good ‘cause I got some dark meat for your cunt but first give ol’ Gonzo some head.” I obediently knelt and unzipped his pants I reached in and took out his dick. His cock, like the rest of him, was ugly but it was large and it was becoming harder. I sucked him for about five minutes until he lifted me up and took me to the bedroom. Brody led the way.

		Brody stood at the foot of the bed and watched as Gonzo fucked me. He watched without saying a word as the big ugly dude fucked me through two big orgasms. Gonzo like many black men I had encountered had a lot of stamina and he did me for almost half an hour before letting go with a mighty stream of cum.

		“That’s damn nice pussy,” Gonzo said. I didn’t know if he was talking to me or to Brody but Brody answered.

		“Yeah, she’s a class fuck,” Brody said. “Let’s go over the deal. You get one third of the money from the guys you send. She gets one third and I get one third. We keep all she makes from her other dates and what I find for her. Are we agreed on that?”

		“Yeah, it’s all good,” Gonzo said. He was lying beside me with his wet black cock lying back on his stomach. I wanted to see if he had a quick recharge time so I took his cock and stroked it. “You lookin’ for more, cunt?’ he said. His cock was getting hard again. “Yeah, I can see you do want some more of Gonzo’s black cock. Okay, bitch, you ride the pony and I’ll just lay here and let you do all the work.”

		I got on him and I did ride the pony. He lasted longer the second time around and I had several nice orgasms. Again Brody silently watched me fuck the big black pimp.

		“I got to go check on my ladies,” Gonzo said later after he had dressed. “Can’t let the cunts go too long without busting their chops. Got to always stay on top of the bitches. I’ll be sending some customers around soon so keep the bitch ready to ride.”

		“She’ll be ready, but on Tuesdays and Thursdays you need to check with me,” Brody said. “The ball players have their home games on those nights and she could be busy.”

		I should mention that sex with Brody had become almost non-existent. For a couple of months he had pretty much left me alone. I offered but he was seldom in the mood. I should also mention Brody was drinking a lot. He was always drunk or always getting that way.

		That was bad and that was sad, but it was good in one way. He got so he couldn’t keep up with what I was making so I had no trouble taking money and putting it somewhere safe. I think in retrospect, it was some sort of self-preservation move for me.

		Gonzo started sending customers to me the next day. At first it was just a few every now and then but the traffic picked up until I was seeing clients four and sometimes more a day except for the days I was having my period.

		I wasn’t fooled by Gonzo. I knew he had no intention on splitting the money with us. Not by thirds anyway. I asked some of the men who came for me how much they were paying and I was surprised that Gonzo was charging them two hundred dollars each. It was three hundred dollars if there were two of them.

		I was surprised because Gonzo told us he was getting only a hundred dollars for one and one fifty for two. Even though Gonzo was holding out on us, I was still making a lot of money and I hid about half of what came in.

		The basketball team gig was playing out. In Cap City there were just too many white women of all ages willing to give the big black players their pussy. I missed the gangbangs and the highly intense sex with the players but I stayed busy.

		Since Brody stayed drunk most of the time, he was worthless as a pimp. He never found but one or two customers for me. All the men came from Gonzo.

		I decided to test Gonzo so I went out of business for a few weeks after my period. Gonzo came huffing and puffing to find out what was wrong. I was candid and told him I was tired of being cheated and until he started paying me my fair share there would be no more pussy for his friends.

		Gonzo protested that I was wrong that he wasn’t cheating us. I laughed in his face. Then he ranted and raved about how he would run my ass out of Cap City. When that bluff didn’t work he relented and agreed to pay me my fair share of the money.

		“This ain’t what Brody and I agreed to,” Gonzo said. “Where is your old man, anyway? Why ain’t he here?”

		“He’s in some bar getting shit-faced,” I said. “You want a freebie?” He did and we fucked for a couple of hours. I needed him because being without sex for three weeks just about had me going around the bend.

		There was a lot more money coming in since Gonzo was paying me more. I settled in and for a couple of months things went smoothly. All I had to do to keep Brody happy was to make sure he had enough money so he could get stinking drunk.

		One day Gonzo came by to talk. He was especially nice to me and that put me on guard. Anytime Gonzo was nice he wanted something. Usually he wanted some pussy but that wasn’t the case that day.

		“You are way to classy to be fucking down here,” Gonzo said. “You should be uptown where you could make some serious money.”

		“What’s on your mind, Gonzo?” I asked him. “Are you trying to get rid of your top money maker?”

		“No, it’s not like that at all,” he said. “I just think you could do better. I know a guy that has a first class string of girls. You should be working for Moses Gibbon. That’s where the real money is.”

		“Hold on a second,” I said. “Who is Moses Gibbon and what the fuck are you up to?” I knew he was up to something because the Gonzos of the world do not do anything unless there is a profit in it for him.

		“Okay, I’ll level with you, Sharon,” he said. “Moses Gibbon heard I had a classy white girl and he wants to meet you. If you pass muster he will pay ne a nice finder’s fee and you can get in a position to make a pile of money. It’s a win-win all around.”

		“What kind of money are we talking about?” I asked.

		“His girls start at a grand for a straight fuck. More for off-the-wall shit and as much as twenty-five hundred for a party. You’ll be shittin’ in tall cotton in no time because his girls get half of everything and all the tips.”

		Okay, Gonzo had pushed all the right buttons and he had my full attention. I agreed to meet Mister Gibbon and take whatever test they gave me. I wanted some of that kind of money.

		The meeting took place a few nights later. Moses Gibbon was about the same size as Gonzo but aside from skin hue the resemblance stopped. At first glance, Moses Gibbon looked like a handsome man but when you looked closer, he was downright scary. His eyes were like looking at a snake’s eyes. They had the same immobile quality. Moses’ face as well as his eyes were without any expression. He neither smiled nor looked displeased. He looked like a zombie with cold lifeless snake eyes.

		Since I turned fifteen and realized that I could control any man, I haven’t been afraid of a man but Moses Gibbon was an exception. He scared the shit out of me.

		“Well, well,” he said giving me a good lo0ok. “I am surprised because Gonzo usually tells me about some princess he’s discovered and she turns out to be some old skank. He finally told me the truth and if anything, he didn’t do you justice, Sharon. You are indeed a mighty fine looking woman.”

		“I told you she was special, Moses,” Gonzo gushed. “Didn’t I say she was top notch?”

		“Yes, you did, Gonzo,” the expressionless man said still inspecting me with his snake eyes. “You run on along now and we’ll talk about your fee later. Sharon and I have some business to discuss.”

		Gonzo took off like the devil was after him. I almost smiled because, to me, it seemed the devil stayed with me.

		“Gonzo tells me you are married,” Moses said. “Is that going to be a problem?”

		“No, he’s my…” I hesitated. I almost said he was my manager but Brody hadn’t been much of anything to me for months. He was just someone I saw coming or going from time to time. “Brody won’t be any trouble,” I said finishing my statement.

		“He knows what you are? What you do?” Moses asked.

		“Yes, he knows,” I answered. “He’s cool with it.”

		“That’s just great,” he said. “Come on over here and sit. We might as well get comfortable while we chat.”

		Moses’ apartment was the most lavish place I had ever seen. He led me to a sunken living room and the carpet was so deep I thought I would sink into it.

		“Sharon, I run an elite business for influential men. I use nothing but the best, the most beautiful accommodating women. My client base is mostly affluent black men. Business and political leaders who require nothing but the best of everything and that includes women. My clients demand young beautiful white women and they have no reservations about paying for what they want. The client calls me and tells me what he wants and I assign the right date for him. Do you have any questions at this point?”

		“No, I got it. Quality pussy for men with affluent dicks.”

		“You will need to curb your sassy tongue,” he admonished and scared me all over again. “You will be entering a subservient role, Sharon. You will be well compensated for what will be required of you but you must clearly understand that once committed to a client there is no backing out. No mind changes will be permitted. I will screen the clients and determine exactly what they want. I will pass that information along to you and you tell me right then if you want the assignment. You may refuse the date, of course, but once you accept, that, as they say, is that.”

		“Okay, I understand,” I said meekly. It was meekness I did not have to fake. The man was just plain scary.

		“Fine,” Moses said. “Over the next few days I will determine what you will do for a client or more exactly what you will not do. Can you think of anything that you will not do sexually for a client?”

		“No, but I’m sure there are things I wouldn’t do. So far they haven’t come up.”

		“I see,” he said. “Group sex is something you will engage in?” I nodded. “Anal sex? Oral sex? Bondage and discipline?” I stopped him there. I told him I had no problem with B&D as a game. As role-playing, but I had no desire to have my ass whipped or otherwise get hurt. He nodded and made a note. “Girl on girl sex?” he asked.

		“Yeah sure,” I answered. I didn’t have a problem eating pussy or having my pussy ate. To me girl on girl sex was okay, but it would never replace good ol’ fucking with a man. I liked girl on girl sex best when a dick was handy. Eating a pussy as part of regular sex was great. My answer seemed to please him. He continued to ask me questions about my likes and dislikes for another half hour.

		“I would be pleased if you would give me a demonstration of your abilities,” Snake eyes said. “Let us start with oral sex.”

		“Okay, get to eating my pussy,” I said. He fixed his cold dead eyes on me and I realized that he didn’t like my joking. I leaned over and unzipped his pants and then I saw it. That cold-eyed son of a bitch had the biggest cock I had ever laid my eyes on. Later I measured it and it was almost eleven inches long and seven inches in circumference. It was a double handful for me and I could barely get it in my mouth. My jaw started cramping within ten seconds so I licked the sides and kissed the tip of that monstrous piece of meat.

		“What are your thoughts, Sharon?” he asked me.

		“My thoughts are…how is this big dick going to feel in me?” I answered honestly. “Will it even fit inside me?”

		“Oh it will fit inside your pussy, dear girl,” he said. “As you will see in just a few minutes.”

		He was right. The huge thing did fit. At first it wasn’t very pleasant but after a few minutes it became very pleasant indeed. Like many of his race, he had the staying power to do the job right.

		After that night in his bed, Moses put me to work and in a very short time I was making a lot of money. All cash and all mine. Moses encouraged me to open an investment account with his broker and that seemed prudent to me so I did. It didn’t take long before my money was working as hard as I was. My money was making money.

		I moved from the old apartment to a nicer townhouse. When I moved I took Brody with me out of some crazy sense of loyalty. By then Brody was a bloated drone. He was basically worthless from all his drinking. He was drinking a large bottle of vodka every other day. I honestly don’t think he drew a sober breath.

		I felt Brody was holding me back, but on the other hand he wasn’t expensive to keep. He drank cheap vodka and I started buying it by the case. Then he started disappearing for days at a time. Somehow he got messed up on crack cocaine and that did it for me. I found a nice rehab facility and I put him in it to dry out.

		In the mean while I was loving the better class of customers I encountered. One such client was Arlo Russell. Arlo owned a salvage company. They stripped old buildings of the usable things, they bought companies that were bankrupt or otherwise going out of business, and sometimes they helped companies get in trouble. Arlo was a millionaire a dozen times over. Maybe even a billionaire.

		Arlo endeared himself to me by treating me like a queen when we were in public. Arlo was in his early or mid-fifties but he had more energy than a lot of younger men. A queen in public but a whore in the bedroom and that was all right. That’s the way I liked it.

		Arlo paid a lot of money for my company, but he always gave me a nice tip. Usually a thousand dollar tip. When we were going out he always sent a car for me. He bought me nice clothes and jewelry as well as other things. It always thrilled me when Moses called to tell me I had a date with Arlo Russell.

		It was Arlo who encouraged me to enroll in City College. I mentioned once that I had an interest in journalism and he got the catalog from college and paid for my tuition. I thought I might like TV reporting, but I discovered I liked words. Words are powerful. You can effect change with words and a pretty talking head can’t do much except entertain the viewer.

		Going to college proved easy because that occupied my days and I could still work nights. It was a perfect arrangement for me.

		At the beginning, Arlo would call for me every couple of weeks. Then it was every week and then sometimes a couple times a week. Suddenly I realized I was spending more time with Arlo than all the others combined. I suppose it was about six months into my career as a higher priced call girl that I realized Arlo had feelings for me. I liked him, but that was all. To me it was business. Fun business to be sure, but still just business.

		Moses Gibbon’s advice was ‘take what you can get and don’t worry about it’. I thought that was good advice but it still bothered me some that Arlo wanted more from me then I was willing to give. Then one morning while I was on my way to school I happen to glance at the morning paper that was lying on the bus seat beside me. I saw a picture of Arlo Russell so I picked it up and read the article said he had died during the night.

		Talk about shock. I was shocked speechless because Arlo had been with me until nearly midnight. We were in his townhouse and he seemed to me like he felt good. I was so shook-up that I missed my stop and rode the bus all the way to the station. I sit on a bench and waited for another bus to take me home.

		I missed Arlo more than I thought I would. I missed his company which was always fun and I missed the money he paid for me. Not that I lacked for business because Moses kept me busy.

		It was about six weeks later that I was called by an attorney. Arlo had left me a lot of money and when I heard it I cried. I was deeply touched like I had never been touched before. At first the amount of money didn’t mean anything to me. It was just money.

		I got the money, invested it with my broker and continued to go about my business. One night I was returning from a particular rough date. Not that I mind a bit of rough play, but this one went across the line. My date was into tit abuse and he really did a number on my breasts. I knew my boobs would be black and blue for a few days and my nipples were so sore I could hardly touch them. I sure didn’t want anyone else to touch them.

		When I got home, I called Moses and told him to take me off the board for a few days. I also told him not to fix me up with the tit man again. Enough was enough.

		Later that night I lay in my tub trying to soak some of the pain away when I had an epiphany of sorts. Suddenly I had second thoughts about what I was doing.

		I got into things as a lark. I liked sex and I liked a lot of sex. The Wild Girls was a group of like-minded girls and we got exactly what we wanted. Getting paid to have sex just seemed reasonable to me at the time so I eased into prostitution.

		Prostitution simply became a way of life for me. It was what I did, the money was great, and I was good at it. So, you may ask, what the hell was my problem? My problem was that fucking for dollars wasn’t what I wanted to do with my life. I was not quiet twenty and I wanted something other than being a high dollar prostitute. I wanted sex to be fun again and I didn’t think making it a profession was ever going to make it fun.

		Laying there in that tub I stopped being a whore. It was just that simple. I filed for divorce from Brody since he seemed to be on the road to recovery. I gave my cell phone to a teenage boy who lived a couple floors below me and I sold the condo I was living in and moved closer to the college campus.

		Since Moses was holding some of my money, I called him and told him I was out of the game. He wasn’t happy about it but there wasn’t anything he could do but be pissed-off. I asked him to send my money to my bank and I became a full time student in the college’s journalism department.

		I had been an average student in high school so I had to really buckle down and study. I discovered that when I applied myself to studying I was good at it. There was one problem. I was still close to my old profession. I saw men from time to time that I had dated. Also Moses didn’t just give up on me. He found out where I lived and he kept the pressure on me to work. He offered me part-time work, and he offered me some special dating possibilities.

		One day I decided to leave Capitol City and come home to Rockville. I finished that school year and quietly left Cap City. I told no one that I was leaving. I closed my brokerage accounts instead of transferring them. I did the same with my bank accounts. I left no forwarding address because I didn’t have an address. In fact I threw myself on the mercy of my old friend Patty Henson. By that time, she and Toby were involved but they took me in and I finished college here at Rockville City College. I got a degree in journalism and finally went to work for the local paper.

		

		***

		

		“So there you have the life and times of Sharon Jones,” she said. “I’m twenty six years old and I’ve lived more and done more than most women three times my age.”

		“Are you finished?” I asked her.

		“Finished? What do you mean?” she responded.

		“You sounded as if you were finished living so that’s why I asked,” I said.

		“No! Oh hell no!” she said with a laugh. “I have a lot more living to do.”

		“Do you miss it?” Patty asked her friend. “I mean do you miss the excitement of being a call girl?”

		“Yes sometimes I really do miss it,” Sharon said. “After I came home I put every ounce of my energy in becoming a reporter. I didn’t date anyone for two years or more. I was becoming a stale old woman long before my time. If you hadn’t loaned me your sweet husband from time to time I would have gone crazy.”

		“Yeah, but if I hadn’t had complications with the first little Goddard child you wouldn’t have got him,” Patty said with a grin. “Yeah, I know that’s bullshit. Toby was happy to help out with your problem, weren’t you Toby?”

		“I’m always happy to lend a hand,” Toby said with a smug look. “In this case, lend a dick, but you get my drift.”

		“Lance,” Patty said to me. “When Sharon first came home she moved in with Toby and me. She stayed for nearly six months and it was a good thing she moved out when she did. Between the two of us, we nearly killed poor old Toby.”

		“What a way to go,” Toby said. “I would have died with a smile on my face. So, Lance,” he said turning to me. “How do you feel about your dream girl now?”

		I wasn’t sure how to answer his question. How did I feel? I felt nothing. I had been privileged to hear an exciting, arousing, and highly erotic story from a beautiful stranger. I finished my beer, bid the three of them goodnight and left them with their mouths hanging open.

		A week later, my mother passed away. I buried her, sold her house, resigned from the police department and re-joined the Army. They welcomed me back with the loss of only one rank. I’d get that back in no time.

		All that took a total of fifteen days. During that time I saw Toby at the fire station and told him good-bye. I asked him to convey my best wishes to both Patty and Sharon. He was bewildered and I suppose I couldn’t blame him.

		To me it was simple. Sharon Jones was the girl I had spent so many wonderful hours thinking about. She was my fantasy girl and I had no intentions of making that fantasy a reality. I didn’t know the woman who sat across from me and told about being a black man’s whore. She was just some stranger who was a black man’s cum-dump.

		

		The End
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