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“You have no one else to blame.” Winston
looked at the broken man balanced on the stool in front of his
desk. Noticing the long ash on his cigarette, he tapped it over the
ashtray. “So what are we to do now, Lee?”

Lee Covington could barely raise his chin
enough to see the owner of the book. “I’m good for it, Mr.
Winston,” he whined. “You just gotta give me little more time.”

Winston’s lip curled in contempt. The man
looked about to cry. “It’s past time for that, Lee.”

“But—“

Winston held up his hand and Covington
instantly shut up. “RJ, you have the wallet?”

“Yes I do, sir.” The voice was deep,
resonant. Covington quailed at that voice. It was the voice of
doom. The tall, muscular, obsidian figure emerged from the gloom on
the far side of the storeroom Winston used as an office for these
conversations. The huge man stepped past Covington’s battered
figure and dropped the billfold on the desk. He retreated to the
shadows.

Covington wanted to check his pants. He was
sure he had pissed himself. He was horrified to find he was
sporting wood.

Winston picked up the wallet. Opened it.
“Look here,” he said. He pulled out a thick wad of cash. “Isn’t
this always the way.” He stuffed the bills in his pocket. “Always
they say they’re broke, but they always have cash.” He rooted
through the wallet. A few odds and ends dropped to the floor.
Winston found a couple of credit cards. “Probably maxed, but what
the hell, the fence’ll give me a couple of bucks for them. Right,
RJ?”

“Right, boss.”

Winston looked down on the cowering
Covington and grinned. “Almost done.” He pulled the last item. “Oh
my,” he said. He dropped the now empty billfold and stared intently
at the picture in his hand. “Damn. Would you look at that?” He
handed the photo to his henchman.

RJ peered at it and nodded approving. “Hot
stuff,” he rumbled. He paused, and looked closer and grinned.. “Oh
yeah. Very hot stuff.”

Winston looked down at the gambler. “Now,
how in bell did you con a fine piece of ass like that to marry
you?”

Covington moaned in misery.

“Man,” said Winston. “Can you imagine
sinking into that?”

“I’d tap that any day of the week,” muttered
RJ. He looked down at Covington. “Man, I love white pussy!”

Winston laughed. “You think she’s got tight
cooze, my friend?”

“They all tight to me.” RJ grinned.

“Ain’t that the truth!” Winston leered at
his hapless customer. “You should see the size of T’s dick, son.
Looks like a fucking baseball bat!” His grin got even bigger. “What
d’ya think, son? You think your wife might like a big black cock up
her little pink pussy?”

“No!” Covington cried, weakly. “Don’t you
dare!”

“You’re a funny dude,” said Winston. He
looked at his companion. “What do you think, RJ? You think she
might put out to save her dear, worthless hubby?”

“I think we should ask, boss,” said the
enforcer. He reached down and grabbed Covington by his shirt.
Without effort, he lifted him high enough to look him in his
battered face. “What d’ya think you pathetic degenerate? You think
wifey might suck my dick to save your ass?”

Covington growled a dull growl that swiftly
turned into a whine. “No, please,” he whimpered. “She’ll leave
me!”

RJ laughed. “Just the thought of her gives
me a woody, son,” he said. “That fine, white pussy. Tell me, punk,
is she a true blonde? That’s my favorite!”

Covington glanced down and saw with horror
that the other man was squeezing a mammoth hard on through his
jeans. Even worse, he could feel his own erection straining in his
pants.

Winston saw it. “Damn, son! You like the
idea!” He nudged his enforcer. “We’re gonna put it to her, then
we’re gonna put it in her.”

Covington, horrified by his own abject
uselessness and helplessness, moaned, “Please, don’t! It would hurt
so g- bad!”

Winston didn’t miss the mistake. “Oh ho!” he
cried. “You little worm! You want us to do it! You want us to slip
it to her, don’t you?”

Covington cried. The thought twisted his
guts in two directions. He was horrified, too, at the sudden
wetness in his shorts. He was afraid he had pissed himself, and
terrified that he had come at the thought of these men fucking his
wife in front of him. The throbbing in his loins was almost
painful.

“Well, let’s go see the lady and find out
how much she loves you, you piece of shit “

RJ rumbled laughter. “Or May she don’t love
you at all and just wants to ride my BBC!”

They laughed as they dragged Covington from
the room.

Meanwhile, Moira sipped her third glass of
wine and glowered at the front door. What was wrong with that man?
she thought. Every night this week he had rolled through the door
with no explanation of where he’s been. Worse than ever!

She sipped steadily until the dregs
remained, deep crimson in the bottom of the glass. She looked at
the empty thing, empty like her heart, her life, and her bed.

She stood, her robe falling open. Revealed
was her still flat belly, her still standing tits, in encumbered by
any restraints. Her lacy panties were more of a suggestion than
cover. They barely shadowed her golden curls. She padded into the
kitchen and poured her fourth glass and wondered where it had all
gone wrong with Lee.

God, she thought, if only it were as it had
been at the beginning. The man had been an amazing lover. And that
cock! The feel of it in her hand, her mouth, her vagina. She felt
her clit and lips thicken at the thought. The taste of his semen,
his tongue in her snatch!

What had happened?

She looked at the now full glass standing on
the counter and shoved a hand into her panties. Already wet, her
fingers slipped easily through the moist valley between her lips.
Her thoughts drifted back to the early days with Lee. Whole days
they had spent making love. She had loved his thick cock. And he
certainly had known how to use it to bring to climax after
climax.

And before him had been Rodney. Rodney had
been so different from Lee. He was sweet and handsome and caring
and loving. And his cock had been huge and black and almost too
much. Almost.

Rodney had wanted to marry her. She had
refused, though she couldn’t remember why. Lee caught her on the
rebound.

She set the glass on the counter and pulled
her panties off. Even if Lee never touched her anymore, she still
could pleasure herself.

Carrying both wine and panties, she returned
to the living room. She sat in her recliner and sipped her fourth
glass and thought about Rodney and his amazing prick. She felt her
juices stirring as though remembering that girth of his meat as it
stretched her pussy open, a satisfying her as no man had since.

She set the glass carefully on the table
next to her — she was getting a trifle tipsy — then hooked her legs
over the arms of the chair. She smiled as she looked down the
length of herself. Still in great shape, she thought, thanks to the
elliptical and yoga. Although gravity pulled ten to either side,
her tits still had a great deal of perk to them. He belly was flat
and unlined. She was a little sad not to have earned any stretch
marks, but Lee hadn’t wanted kids.

Maybe there was still time to leave, find
Rodney and make it happen.

She sighed and looked down at the golden
thatch growing between her thighs. Where the spread of her legs
made the plump outer lips part, there was a small, tasteful,
negative vee. The cool air felt good on the sensitive flesh of her
inner lips and the open hole of her vagina.

She sipped the wine as she ran her fingers
through the curly blonde hair of her snatch. He middle finger slid
easily through the already well-lubricated valley between her lips.
It caressed the clit, teased the vestibule of her vagina, then
rubbed her rosebud.

She remembered how talented Rodney was with
his tongue, how he would juice her up, make her come again and
again until she begged for him to fill her with his big, beautiful,
black spear. She slipped all four of her fingers inside herself,
remembering.

What a disappointment Lee was.

She pulled her fingers free with a soft
slurp and a sigh. She brought them to her face. She always loved
the smell of her own cunt. She licked the juices from her fingers,
then sipped her wine again. She smiled as she remembered the taste
of Rodney’s cock after he had come inside her, that wonderful
mixture of their flavors.

She practically had to beat Lee to do
anything in bed these last few years. And he whined so much now —
mostly about money.

Money!

She dropped her legs off the arms of the
chair and wrapped the robe about herself again. The old anger and
contempt for her husband welled up stronger than ever. It would be
a sunny day in hell before she let him touch her again!

They had good jobs, yet there never seemed
to be enough. Somehow, it was all gone before the months. Lee
insisted on running the books for the house. All the records were
behind passwords. On the other hand, there were a lot of past due
notices in the mail on the rare days she got to the mailbox before
he did.

And with that, she came to a decision. She
would confront him when he got home. She would demand change. And
if it wasn’t forthcoming, she’d throw his sorry ass out!

Tipsy, more than tipsy really, she drained
the glass and wondered yet again of Rodney were still out there,
somewhere. And that thought led her to the vision of his enormous
tool filling her tight twat. Again, she hooked her knees over the
arms of the chair, spreading her legs wide. Again, her hand
wandered down and massaged her dripping pussy. Once more, she
slipped her four fingers into her vagina, nearly fisting herself.
The palm pressed roughly at the swollen nub of her clitoris - not
just flicking her bean, but crushing it as she sought climax. She
fantasized Rodney’s dark hands holding her hips as he gyrated and
sawed, stabbing her again and again with his delicious spear. She
remembered his large lips sucking at her nipples. His dark against
her light.

Quite abruptly, the combination of fingers
and fantasy took her over the top. She grunted softly and sighed as
her cunt spasmed and squeezed her bunched fingers. Some of her
lubricating juice squirted against the palm of her hand and ran
down between her cheeks. And as the orgasm peaked, she remembered
the time Rodney had gently slipped his enormous tool up her
ass.

After a short, almost unbearable plateau of
passionate peak ecstasy, the climax passed. Moira tumbled down the
other side of that climax. The combination of wine and
post-orgasmic bliss tumbled her off into the abyss of sleep. One
amused thought remained before the dark enveloped her, and it was
this: Wouldn’t it be great to make Lee watch Rodney satisfy me?

And with that, she drifted away.

She gasped and was catapulted out of the
black by the sound of the door opening. Quite unaware that she was
still naked with her robe open and draped in the bother directions
and her legs were
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