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Chapter Six: Punishment and Rewards
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"Look at him," George smiled as I looked at Howie and his friends. "He doesn't know what to say."

"It is true, isn't it?" Howie asked as he stared at me. "You have been fucking my wife, sticking that big black cock of yours inside her at whim."

I looked around at the other men in the large, smoke-filled room.

"Oh, don't look to them for a way out," Lucas smiled as he sipped on his drink. "Old man Conrad over there shot a man dead the other day right over there," he grinned. "We had to leave the room for the cleanup, but no one blinked an eye."

Howie placed a gun on the table. "So, let's get right down to business, shall we and skip the lies and excuses."

I stared at the gun on the table and knew none of these rich white men would care if the only black man in the room got his brains blown out.

"Yes," I answered as I sipped on my rum and coke.

"Good," Howie said, putting the gun away.

"We want you to continue what you are doing," George shrugged. "Keep fucking our wives, do what you do, but this time for us."

"You want me to keep...." I trailed off as I looked at the three men.

"Fucking our wives," Howie smiled. "You can say it."

"Sleeping," I said, and George shook his head. "Fucking," I corrected myself.

They all nodded.

"Why?" I asked.

"Why not?" Howie laughed. "I sure as hell don't want to do it," he grinned. "Diane has put on all that weight, and let's face it, keeping my wife pleasured is way too much work, the foreplay, the need to go on and on, and repeat performances."

"Same with Nina, plus I have a younger woman that much easier to please," George smiled.

"But you just got married," I looked at George.

"So?" George laughed as he puffed on his cigar. "My younger side piece is much, what's the word, easier on the eyes," he grinned. "All I have to do is buy her things and I get to stick my cock in her and cum, no worrying about if she gets off."

"I like my golf game and other activities," Howie smiled. "But I am the head of a large corporation and one day I will run for office so keeping the look of a married lifestyle is paramount, I just need her distracted."

I looked over at Lucas. "I know I am not fucking your wife," I told him.

"Yet," Lucas stared back at me. He was the oldest of the three.

"That is the main reason we brought you here," Howie said. "You do know Lucas's wife. Cherie."

I knew Cherie, who was the head of our division and the top-tier person in our building.

I swallowed the last sip of my drink hard as I stared at Lucas.

"I think he gets the picture," Lucas smiled. "In my old age, I am not interested in playing games. My wife likes to play games and make me guess what she wants and doesn't want in the bedroom. I wouldn't mind if she left me, but she has high-profile friends in the Senate and the House who, for lack of words, like Cherie and want the best for her. and couldn't care about me."

"She wants to divorce you, also," I caught onto the bigger picture at the table.

All these men wanted to stay married for the appearance of things and to keep their high stature and lifestyle, even though their wives wanted to divorce them.

"Exactly," Lucas smiled.

"Where do I fit in?" I asked.

"You keep doing what you do," Howie said. "Anything they mention about us, you let us know and we will handle it."

"But so far since you have been using what your kind is good at," George said. "Nina has been satisfied and hasn't mentioned leaving."

"Neither has Diane," Howie smiled.

"And you want me to do the same for Cherie?" I asked.

"Yes," Lucas smiled.

"This is what we are willing to pay you for your services," Lucas said as he pushed a paper over to me. "Directly deposited into your account at the end of every month."

"Holy fuck!" I exclaimed, looking at the amount. It was nearly double of my regular salary.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
/unlshm

|





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





