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I have told this story once before—and when I dusted it off recently I realized I had left much of the story out—which was not enough reason to reissue an updated edition—but since that first edition was published Ellen remembered more of her evenings that she had not told mee and as she realized that I was accepting of her new slutty lifestyle she confessed details she had held back at the time. That only got me started to delve into what the real story was, and I picked up bits here and there in conversations with her lovers and with our friend Mark. 

And in the first version I did not get into Mark at all, and his bearing on our story—and to be honest I didn’t explain everything about what I was doing to encourage and hasten things along. 

Ellen and I collaborated on the first version of this book, I would write the date from my standpoint, she from hers, and after the book was published, she began to confess things she had held back—and I did the same. It took some time to get beyond that, some counseling from a professional didn’t hurt, so what you will find here is the core story of “10 Dates for My Wife” but as you will discover as you read there is basically another book around that core. 

We wrote the first version because other than Mark or her lovers who were involved, we had not one we could talk to about our newly discovered erotic lifestyle. But by changing our real names and published our story in book form, we could tell our story to others. That is the same reason for us doing this updated, corrected, and more truthful version. 

Here is a more accurate story of what happened when my wife explored the dating life she had missed. 

And ours was a story that did not end—and you will find at what was the end of the first edition was only a pause before a continuation of what happened after the first book ended. 
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Looking back on it I don’t know what it was that initiated what I would later call “the Great Experiment”. Maybe it was the liquor of which we had consumed far too much that night, it could have been my loud overbearing friend, or my wife’s challenging attitude when someone disagrees with her. Or it may have been my beautiful wife turning 40 and worrying a about men still finding her attractive. It might have been me visiting too many porn sites and discovering the erotic stories that I often found there. 

What happened may have been a little bit of all of that coming together on one drunken moment that spiraled out of control. Whether that spiral was up or down will depend on who you talk to and their mood at the time. Both Ellen and I have described what happened in both positive and negative spirals. But it continues, so the negative spirals have not been all that negative, I guess. 

One of my favorite erotic stories is the story of a guy whose wife went on 10 dates with other guys. As I read it the first time, I was thinking it was farfetched—but I turned on to it as well. I reread it several times, and the plot line would bump into my consciousness regularly. 

I had no idea at the time that in a couple of months I would be living such a story. 

It started after a ballgame we had watched at a local sports bar where we bumped into my old friend, Mark, whose wife had been killed in an auto accident a couple of years earlier. While she was alive, the four of us hung around together and were close. Dinners, vacations together, and long summer afternoons with drinks around the pool., When Shanna died, we tried to be there for him, at first, but things were different. We went in different directions.

Within a couple of months Mark sold their home on the North side and moved to a townhome on the South perimeter of Nashville. There he drifted away to a new circle of friends. It had been over a year since we had seen him, but after bumping into him at the big box sporting goods store Ellen insisted that we get together for a drink—for old time’s sake. 
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MARK AND SHANNA

Shanna and Ellen met at their gym, about the same age, both in great shape and the babes of the gym. They were destined to be great friends—or rivals. They chose to be friends, and as their friendship bloomed and they learned Mark and I had a lot in common, we soon became a foursome for dinners once a week, beers on Sunday afternoons around the pool in the summer. We even took a vacation together to the beach. 

It was at the beach that Mark and I first talked about the things our wives had in common: beauty, personality, taut bodies, and of course our luck in having them as wives. 

There were two big differences between our wives, one was Ellen is a brunette while Shanna was a light brown almost blond haired woman. The other difference became evident on our vacation, in how Shanna dressed away from home versus how modest my shy Ellen dressed. 

Mark and I had opted for setting up the beach chairs, umbrella, and beers while the ladies took a morning trip to the surf shop to check out the new swimsuits. Shanna came back with her navel pierced—Ellen would hear none of it. Shanna had a skimpy bikini that was little more than a few triangles of cloth and string, Ellen went for the fully covering one piece. 

The two wives moved their chairs closer to the water, and as we looked toward the ocean as we drank our beers, our wives on their backs in the sun, Shanna pushed the sides of her bikini top even narrower, so narrow that from my vantage point I could see a tiny bit of areola. Mark saw me staring. 
“Shanna hates tan lines. If it was legal here she’d go topless.”
“Ellen would never do that,” I said.

“Shanna used to be like that too, but she changed.” I perked up.

“What changed?”

“A lot of the change was her, some was my encouragement, and a big part was things falling into place.”

“How did you encourage?” I asked.

“Another time,” Mark interrupted, causing me look up to see Ellen closing ono the umbrella. 

“I need a couple of waters,” she said, kneeling at the cooler. She looked back and forth at us. “Did I interrupt anything? You stopped talking when I got close,” she said to Mark. 

“A filthy joke about girls and dogs,” Mark laughed. He loved to taunt Ellen when he could.

“Thank you for sparing me that,” Ellen said, turning back toward Shanna.

“You’re welcome,” Mark said, grinning at me. When she was out of hearing he said, in a lower voice. “To answer your question I started gradually, pornos, some role playing, baby steps, and what she discovered, as I did, was that every time she did something bolder, more out of her comfort zone, the hotter it was between us. I love her showing off her body, letting other men see what I have at home all the time. It is a rush. It started to change when she realized that showing off was a rush for her too.”

“Like I said, Ellen would never do that.”

“I used to say that to. Just be looking for the right opportunity my friend.” The women were folding their chairs. “To be continued another time,” Mark said. Only there was not another time. The Thursday after we returned from vacation a drunk driver hit Shanna head on, and she was dead on arrival at the hospital. They said later she never knew what hit her and had died in no pain. 

Mark had enough pain for the both of them. Despite our best efforts to comfort him, he would have none of it. He drank too much, became reclusive, and a couple of months later knocked on my door and asked my help in moving.

“Too many memories in the house,” he said. “I’m moving to the other side of town.”

Being an hour away, and I guess we reminded him of our good times with he and Shanna, and we didn’t see each other. The calls, texts, and emails became less and less, and neither Ellen nor I noticed when his posts stopped appearing on our Facebook listings. 

When we bumped into him now, he had slimmed down, looked well, fashionably dressed, and happy. He quickly accepted our invitation that very night. And we were a celebration.
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We were having our mini-reunion and were drunk, so drunk we were not even trying to sober up. I had already asked the bartender to be ready to call a cab or summon an Uber with my phone. We arranged to leave the car in their parking lot overnight but were going to drink until we closed the place.

Over the hours that night we had run through the updates on all the old friends, and Ellen asked Mark, “So how do you like single life?” 

I knew what lay behind that. It was a constant concern of hers lately. 

I had met and married Ellen a few weeks after her high school graduation, and more than once she had mentioned how she sometimes regretted not having an extensive dating life. A couple of her close cousins that were downright promiscuous only added to her curiosity. 

Ellen had been popular, a cheerleader, on the Homecoming Court, and dated a couple of guys briefly before meeting me. I met her during her Junior year in high school and was smitten. I didn’t want to let her get away and she didn’t.

We were inseparable and after I took her cherry after four long months of trying, I was more convinced we were destined by the fates to be together forever, with the thought of other men or women never entering our minds.

That was my take. Ellen’s was different. She distanced herself at times, accused me of smothering her, and while I always thought she was faithful she never stopped being a flirt, or lessened her curiosity about other men.

“It’s unbelievable,” he said. “I loved Shanna very much and I loved being married to her, but I don’t know if I would ever get married again—at least anytime soon.” 

“Why’s that?” she asked, leaning forward. 

“It is fun,” he said, “the variety of keeping company women with different points of view, of liking and talking about different things, just the array of possibilities with every new date.” 

“You’re just saying that,” Ellen persisted. “I saw how happy you were when you were married.” 

“I was happy, but I have to admit I’m having more fun now,” Mark said. He recognized the challenge in her voice and shot back. “But I’m basing that on real experience and not just what I think.” Mark knew about our early marriage and I saw where this was going and tried to head it off. 

“Hey, what about...” It didn’t work. 

“BULLSHIT,” Ellen said, louder, tossing back the last of her margarita. She has been known to get mean drunk when she is hitting the tequila hard.

“Don’t bullshit me,” Mark said. “If you had dated a lot of different guys, you’d agree with me.” 

“I would not.” She had her hackles up now. 

“Prove it,” Mark said. 

“I wish I had, and I’d shut you up,” Ellen said in a determined tone. 

Mark looked at me. I squirmed a bit. I was content to stay out of this exchange.

“Why don’t you?” he said. 

“What?” Ellen said. 

“Prove it,” Mark responded. “I bet if you went on only 10 dates you would have a whole new view of how much more fun it is to be single rather than married—I bet you’d not want to stop!” 
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With the “10 Dates” reference I remembered I had forwarded the link of the 10-date story to Mark. After he was widowed, when we were still staying in touch via email, we had shared favorite porn links. 

I also remembered printing that story off and having Ellen read it aloud while on our drive to the beach this year to get her hot and horny by the time we got there. It had worked. I don’t think for a moment that either of them had that story in mind when they were taunting each other—but I do think the 10-date figure was subliminal, stuck in the back recesses of their mind and jerked forward in the tension of the moment.

“Bet what?” she said, and I watched the wheels turning. Ellen has never been able to resist a challenge or dare. In my mind I thought, Oh, shit, here it come.

“Tell you what,” he said, “I bet you will agree with me after you go on 10 dates. I’ll make it easy for you, I’ll even arrange the dates with single friends of mine, so you don’t have to bar hop.” 

“Hey, wait a damn min...” I interrupted but I realized I was not in the conversation. 

“I win you cut my grass and keep my yard landscaped for a year free,” she countered. 

Mark is a consultant, but also owns a yard service in which he employs college kids in the summers for cutting yards, selling fireplace equipment and firewood in the winters.

“Yes, and you lose you clean my house for a year.” 

“Done!” they both said and shook hands. 

“One of us quits? Say you don’t go on all 10 dates? I automatically win, agreed?” he said. 

“Agreed,” my wife said. “I’m not a quitter.” They quickly wrote down the specifics on a napkin which they both signed. 

***
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I wrote it off as drunken talk, nothing anyone would remember the next morning. I was wrong. She was more sober than I thought. The next morning in a dimmed room sipping Bloody Mary’s I asked Ellen, “Do you know what you bet last night?” 

“Yes,” she said a bit sheepishly, “I was drunk. Mark was drunk too.” 

“Well I think with everyone sober that no one would expect you to honor your bet.” 

The phone interrupted our conversation. I saw it was Mark. “She going to welsh on the bet?” he asked before I even said hello. 

“Everyone was drunk, it doesn’t count,” I countered. 

Ellen looked over at me, realizing who was calling. “What’s he saying?” she demanded. 

“Bullshit,” Mark said in my ear. “I’ve already got her lined up for her first date Wednesday night. He is a good friend and he wants to take her to the off-Broadway play touring at the theater downtown. It’s only playing Wednesday night.” 

I paused. She had been wanting to go to that play, had mentioned it several times and I really hated Broadway plays. I handed the phone to her. 

“We were drunk,” she repeated, “but I’m not one to welsh on a bet.” When Mark mentioned the play, I saw her expression change, she was becoming intrigued. “Well, I don’t know. “Mark must have been putting his full press on. She held her hand over the receiver. 

“You want to go to the play?” she asked. “I know how much you hate them.” 

“No,” I answered. “And if that is the date, go on and have a good time, you have my permission.” I was relieved that I did not have to go. “But you have to come straight home,” I said, trying to sound father-like. 

“OK,” she said into the phone, nodding, “alright, bye” she said, hanging the phone up and exhaling a long breath. “Wow. I can’t believe I just did that.” 

She looked up at me waiting for my comment, but I remained silent. “You really all right with this?” she said. 

“Taking you to an expensive play that I don’t want to see? No. I don’t have a problem with it. It’s not like you’re going out to get laid.” I paused. “Right?” 

“Right,” she smiled back, “You don’t want me to get laid.” She sat there in thought for a moment, the got up and bounced into the kitchen, saying softly in a sing-song voice, “I’m going on a daattee.” 

***
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DES: What I didn’t say before in the first telling:

The day after Mark announced the date he had set up for Ellen, he called me at work. “You cool with this?” he asked.

“I don’t know, should I not be?” I asked.

“Remember that time on the beach when you said you wished Ellen would dress and act more adventurous, like Shanna did?”

“Yes, I said that.”

“This is how it can start,” Mark said. “Just stand back, encourage, end enjoy the change right before your eyes.”

“You seem sure of yourself,” I said.

“I know shy women; I was married to one. I sense something in Ellen that is smoldering to emerge, something that once it’s emerges is going to put your sex life on a plane you never imagined.”

“No man could argue with that.”

“Lay back and let me guide things a while. If you start feeling freaky, call me.”

“Fair enough,” I said. 
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Week 1 Date 1 - Wednesday 

As the week played out, I noticed minute changes in Ellen’s routine. She didn’t miss any days going to the gym. She spent long minutes after her shower twisting and turning in the full length mirror, appraising herself, tapping her stomach and frowning, lifting her ample C-cup boobs and letting them fall (the jiggling that followed always and enticing delight), arching her back and thrusting out her breasts. I watched silently. She was not doing to for me. 

I did know her well enough to know that she was torturing herself in second-guessing her appearance. If she was going out on a date, she was going to look her hottest.

Toward the end of the week she had her hair done. Wednesday afternoon she was late getting home, having stopped by the mall to find a new dress. In other words she was acting like a teenager getting ready for a big date. I even commented that way. 

At five foot seven- and 140-pounds Ellen’s gym workouts was for toning, she was in great shape but never would admit it to herself. 

“Well it is my first date in 20 years,” she said, “it’s exciting.” 

What I also discovered is the excitement extended over to the bedroom. Ellen initiated sex with me three times that week, including a quick blow-job out by the swimming pool one night. As for the date, I wasn’t there, so Ellen will have to tell you the details of that. 

***
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ELLEN:

I was excited about going to the play, and the date. I have a few male friends but in my sense of being the proper wife I didn’t spend much time alone with any of them. I was unsure even how I should act on a date, but I worked hard at looking my best, and hoped it would be fun. 

I put on the new dress, a white sundress with a low back, pulled on some new low heels that were white with red trim, and finished my make-up early. I stepped a bit anxious into the living room, having poured a glass of chardonnay to calm my nerves. I had not been like this since I was a teenager.

My husband whistled as I walked into the room. “Damn you look good,” he said, eyeing me up and down as he rarely does. “Why don’t you forget the date and stay here?” 

“Not at this point,” I laughed and then, in a more serious tone, I said, “I thank you for letting me do this. I really wanted to see that play and there was no way you were going to go with me.” 

“I know,” he said, “Go and have a great time. Just get home at a decent hour.” 

“Do I have a curfew?” I challenged. 

“You know what I mean,” he said, as the doorbell rang. 

It was an awkward moment, interrupted by a doorbell of a strange man who was picking me up. How was my husband going to react? Would he go to the door and welcome this stranger in who is taking his wife on a date? He solved it. 

“I think it is best that I just sit here,” he said, as I opened the door. From the entrance the couch was blocked from view, so My husband and my date were not in a direct line of sight. 

There was a cute guy with short brown hair, in a blue blazer, light blue shirt with red tie and gray slacks. He had a half-dozen white roses in his hand. “Hi, I’m Fred,” he said, extending the flowers. “These are for you.” 

I smiled what I hoped was my warmest smile, (I love flowers), so I thanked him, put them in the flower vase by the door and extended my hand which he took, leading me to a small black two-seat Japanese car. He opened the door for me. I looked back to the house and saw my husband looking out from a side of the curtains. I waved, and turned to Fred, my date, as he started the car and backed out of the driveway. 

“My God, you are gorgeous,” he said when we started rolling. He was charming, lavish in his compliments, talkative, asking many questions about me, paying a lot of attention. He had been briefed by Mark about the bet and the date, but some of the parameters had not been discussed and Freddie asked about them as the conversation evolved. 

“So you’re going on 10 dates with different guys with your husband’s permission?” he asked. I’d not heard it put exactly that way. 

“Well, I’m going on this one for certain,” I said. “I think it is more because Des didn’t want to go to this play—he hates plays—than any bet.” 

“But if you have a good time tonight you might finish it out?” 

I thought for a second, and nodded. “I don’t see why not.” 
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Fred and I had a nice dinner at an Italian restaurant; I had two more glasses of wine, enough to get me lightheaded, before we went to the play, which was delightful. It was a touring theatrical company of an Andrew Lloyd Webber musical. Des wouldn’t even listen to Broadway music, but a couple of the songs were on my favorites lists. I enjoyed the play.

Fred was a perfect gentleman, even averting any sexual innuendo, which I had not expected. 

I noticed men eyeing me more than usual and I felt confident, happy and a little flirty. Maybe I was giving off the single woman vibe. Something was working. I interpreted a couple of the looks as envious of Fred—which was a look I didn’t get often when out with Des. 

At the car in the parking deck he opened the door for me, I got in, unlocked his side and he got in, his keys in his right hand. Before he put the key in the ignition, I caught his hand and he turned to me. 

“I want to thank you for being a gentleman tonight. I didn’t know if I was going to have fight you off or what. This is all so new to me after all those years.” 

Fred smiled widely. “I try to always be a gentleman on the first date, it’s the second or third one when you have to fight me off.” I realized I wanted to fight him off a little, or maybe I felt rejected he had not made a pass, or maybe I wanted to be kissed and it seemed like the moment for it. 

I leaned over to him and his lips met mine with a long soft kiss, his tongue moving on my lips and I reveled in it, my first real kiss from someone other than my husband in years, and he was such a good kisser. He put his hand around my waist and pulled me to him, my breasts pressed against his chest, his hand on my bare back and after a long minute I pulled away gently and he let me go. 

“Want to go somewhere and get a drink or a cup of coffee?” he suggested. I had yielded to impulse when I kissed him, and I didn’t want him getting ideas beyond that.

I wanted to stay in control, and this was a first date, after considered for a second, I decided to pass. “I figured we had better kiss good night here than causing hubby any anxiety,” I said, laughing, my breathing a little bit faster than before the kiss. 

“I understand, and thanks. You’re a great kisser.” 

“You too.” 

“Well when we go out again you will have to fight me off if we do much kissing like that.” 

“Yeah, I think you’re right,” I agreed, “I guess in 10 dates Mark will work you back into the line-up.” 

“I hope,” he said, laughing; “besides I’m not sure Mark has 10 different single friends that he would recommend for a female friend.” 

Fred started the car and drove me home, talking chit-chat with long minutes of silence. I used the mirror on the passenger side to retouch up my smeared makeup and lipstick. There was sexual tension in the air, and I know we both felt it. 

I was relieved when we pulled into my driveway. Fred walked me to the door and when we reached it moved me to the spot where the trellis shielded the view from the street and kissed me again, not a long kiss like in the car, but a quick gentlemanly good night kiss. It was 11:30. Des was still up waiting. 

Fred’s car started in the driveway, and Des looked up at me. “Have a good time?” he asked. 

I poured myself a glass of wine, “I had a wonderful time actually. Want to hear about it?” which I knew was something I would have to do on any future dates. I had enjoyed it and it hit me that I did want to go on more dates, at least a few more. 
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DES:

When I heard my wife and her date pull up I had been in the kitchen getting a cola. I moved toward the door to be sure it was unlocked, looked out and saw my wife in the arms of a stranger being kissed and obviously enjoying it. I didn’t know how I felt at that moment, but there were butterflies in my stomach. It was a strange feeling as I felt the adrenaline kick in, it was discomforting—but surprising to me, I didn’t feel any jealousy either. 
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ELLEN:

I sat down in the chair, sipped my wine and started, “Well, before you start the questions, I’ll get this out of the way,” I said. “He was a perfect gentleman, he didn’t get out of line, which I was worried about. 

“We went to Lorenzi’s Italian restaurant where I had a great shrimp pasta and two glasses of wine and we went to the play—he had box seats—and it was great—and you would have hated it.” 

“Then?” he asked. 

“Then we came straight home. I was invited to go get a cup of coffee or have a drink, but I knew you’d be anxious.” 

“That it?” he asked. 

“No,” I said, “he kissed me goodnight and he was a very good kisser.” 

“I saw,” he said. 

“Spying on me?” I snapped. 

“No, just checking to see the door was unlocked, and saw you.” 

“And?” 

“And what?” Des answered. “He kissed you good night, it felt a little weird seeing you doing that, but I wasn’t as jealous as I thought I’d be.” 

“Well I did have a good time,” I said, “And I thank you for not objecting. Now let’s go to bed.” I had watched Des’ face when I mentioned being invited for coffee. I didn’t see any change. I made a note that next time a date wanted to extend the evening with coffee or a drink I would take my date up on it.

***
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In the bedroom, I pulled off my clothes and realized how much I wanted my husband, or how much I wanted sex, which to me was one in the same. The closeness of another man had made me horny. Naked, I crawled over to him. 

“Sleepy?” I asked. 

“Hell no,” he said. I felt for his cock, finding him already rock hard. 

“I think you enjoyed this date too,” I joked, “or maybe it was seeing me kissed?” He didn’t answer but I felt his breath quicken and as I lowered my head toward his cock I whispered, “I kissed him one other time, in the parking deck, a very long kiss. I want you to know everything that went on so there’s no problem in me going out again.” 

I don’t know if the moan was from what I said or the feeling of my mouth on his cock, but something was working. I broke contact with his cock to taunt him. “I think you like me going out on a date!” I put my mouth on his cock again, then raising off it again, moving to straddle him. 

It was bedroom talk of course, and I wanted him so very bad, and as I guided him inside me and let my body down on his hard cock, I asked, “You want me to go on more dates?” 

“If this is the result, hell yes, I want you to go on more dates,” Des moaned. 
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Week 1 Date 2 – Friday - Case 

DES:

It was a smooth evolution from my not having to go to a play to Ellen being lined up for a second date. Mark checked in with me on Thursday morning wanting to know if there were any problems from the first date, and announcing that he had a second date and third lined up for Ellen the next Friday and Saturday nights. He asked to speak to Ellen directly, and I handed her the phone.

They spoke for a few minutes, I watched her smile, and then say, “That’s nice, OK”, she said and returned the phone to me. 

“Weekends are always date nights among us singles, old friend,” Mark laughed. 

“What’s the date?” I asked, “and who’s the guy?” 

“Case’s a good friend,” Mark said, “Don’t worry, I’m not going to hook Ellen up with any deadbeats, she’s my friend too.” 

“And what does he have planned with my wife?” 

“That’s up to Ellen and him, I honestly don’t know,” Mark said. “I have a different friend lined up for Saturday night.” 

“Damn, you’re not letting up, are you?” I said. 

“Look at it this way Des, if I win the bet, I start getting my house cleaned quicker and if she wins you get free lawn care—and I know how you hate to cut grass.” He was right. I do hate to cut grass. 

“And you are reminding me of that why?”

“I want to play it out. I don’t want you getting a freaky.” I thought about how hot Ellen had been when she had returned from her first date. I could stand some more of that. 

“You think she is getting more out of her bubble,” he asked. “That is a byproduct of her dating, I’ll bet. She hornier? Tell the truth.”

“Hey, if she keeps coming home as horny as she was the other night, I’ll encourage her,” I said.

“Good, just what I wanted you to say,” Mark said. “I’m gonna hold you to that.”
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ELLEN:

I had gone through the pre-date excitement earlier in the week, but it renewed when I realized that I was going through with more dates in the coming weekend—with my husband’s permission. 

After supper I sat down with my husband for a reconfirming talk. I asked Des, “Are you OK with me going out on these dates? I mean I know you are doing it to go along with my bet, but is it a problem for you? I don’t want to cause you any undue stress.”

“Just keep me well laid like you did the other night when you came home,” Des said. 

I smiled, “I can do that.”

Now the weekend was coming and not just one date—but two. I was somewhat leery of the blind date part of things—but it did eliminate one of the more confusing parts of the dating game. I wasn’t going to a bar or club to be picked up by total strangers. At least Mark was doing some screening.

At Mark’s request Des had emailed Mark some photos of me. Des wanted to add a couple that were showing more cleavage than I was comfortable with and he had even picked out one that was a thin tee shirt with the darkness of my nipples evident. I overruled all those. 

Wanting me to show off a little and dress hot was nothing new coming from Des. Sometimes I swear I think he would enjoy me walking out buck naked in public. But I resist and this time was no exception.

I didn’t want to give a slutty impression and on the second go round of photos he picked one I considered my best shots, smiling at the beach with my hair blowing, another that is a complementary photo of me neck deep in the pool in a skimpy flesh colored bikini that required a second look to see that I was clothed, and the last one of us at a New Year’s Eve party with me in a low cut dress – he had cropped himself out of that photo. 

In turn Mark emailed me photos of the guys he had lined up. (I assume I could cancel the date if the guy looked like a dork, but as I looked at the screen for my weekend dates he was doing very well at handsome and cute choices). 

Case was my Friday night date and he picked me up at 6 p.m. I’d been told to wear something casual and chose a tight bra top and low-cut super tight jeans with sandals. He was right on time, in a huge customized pick-up and a big smile. 

Case was a tall guy, six foot two or three, with very broad shoulders and a solid build. I thought, “mmmmmmm” to myself when I first saw him. This could be fun. 

He opened my door for me (I could get used to this, I said to myself) and I asked the plan for the evening. “I understand that I’m your second date, so I thought we’d play it low key,” he said, “just an old-style date like in school, a movie, a casual dinner, and then some dancing”. 

“Great,” I answered. “Sounds like fun.” 

Case asked about my music choices and invited me to connect my playlist to his speakers with Bluetooth, and we rode along listening to the smooth jazz. 

The movie-plex had eight movies showing, three of which were on my list and ones that I wanted to see, and which Des simply called “chick flicks” and refused to indulge me. 

I picked the most romantic of the three and Case showed no objection, buying cola, popcorn and not fidgeting through the film. There were only a few people in the theater, and we sat toward the back. When he put his big arm around me and pulled me closer, I didn’t object. 

There was a hot romantic scene in the movie and when it finished, he touched my chin with his fingers, turned my face to him and kissed me. I didn’t object to that either. It was perfect timing. It felt good. “I used to always love making out in the back of a theater,” he whispered.

“Me too,” I said.

When laid his hand over on my breast on the outside of my top and I didn’t move it, lost in the romanticism of the movie and the moment. Someone came in the theater, the creaking of the door caused him to move his hand, and we broke the kiss. In a few minutes more the movie ended. 

I thought about Des but just for a second, remembering how hot he got when I confessed to my kissing Fred on my first date. He should love this then, I thought. 

Case took my hand and held it as we left the theater and, having been reserved so far, he started to be more at ease, cracking jokes, more talkative and although he seemed a bit stiff and unsure in the early part of the evening, as the night continued he became more and more charming.

Case told me of his new pool, how he was going to great pains with the landscaping that he was doing himself and how he had made into a small bar for parties. 

We had hamburgers and beer next door to a country dance club, and he took me into the club after we ate. Between drinks he taught me a very clumsy Texas two-step, with the two of us laughing all the while, making me very comfortable. I had a really good buzz going from the drinks when at 12:30 I yawned, and Case caught the signal. “Ready to go?” he asked. I nodded. 

I figured after the making out in the theater he was not through and I was right. I wondered when he would make his move. I had scooted to the center of the seat and he had his arm around my shoulder, his hand on my side just under my breast but not moving higher. 

Case must have scoped out the drive to my house from the club earlier, because there is a pullout picnic area shielded from the road by a thin stand of trees and of course no one picnics at night. He pulled off there and killed the lights. 

“What is a traditional old-style date without some parking,” he said as the truck stopped and before I could answer he pulled me to him for a long kiss that I returned. It got hotter. 

I was relaxed enough to not resist when his hand found my breast again, nor when he slid his hand inside my top and caressing my bare breast gently, tugging my nipple to rigidity. Our heads were moving, tongues touching and as he kissed down my neck he moved my stretch top aside to expose my breast, which he kissed and softly sucked on my nipple, biting on it gently with his teeth and I felt my control slipping. It felt good. Too good, and as much as I wanted him to continue, I had to keep control. After all I am a married woman.

I gently nudged his head away from my breast and back up to my lips to continue a kiss. He kept caressing my bare breasts. When he kissed down my neck a second time I whispered, “For a first date second base is as far as you go, understand?” 

“I understand,” he said back, kissing me again, and I knew it was time to stop. 

“Then I’d better get home,” I told him, and he broke the kiss, my hands now up between us if I needed to push him away for emphasis.

“You don’t know how difficult it is for me to stop this right now,” he said, his face still so close to mine, staring down at my exposed breast, my nipple rock hard.

I was panting myself as I covered myself. “I think I do actually, but it’s something I’d better do. I don’t have permission to do anything more from my husband.” 

“Yes Maam,” he said, straightening up in the seat and reaching for the ignition. I put my bare boobs back inside my top and adjusted myself.

We didn’t talk in the short distance to my home. My breath had almost returned to normal when we pulled in. 

Case walked me to the door, also utilizing the hidden space behind the trellis for a long good night kiss. I was standing on my tiptoes with him holding me tight enough so that there was no weight on my legs, which was good because the kiss left me weak and wobbly. 

“I want to see you again,” he said, turning to go. 

“Let’s,” I said, as I unlocked my door. Des was asleep on the couch, the television playing an old movie. It was 1:15 according to the clock on the TV. 

When Des sleeps he goes down in a solid sleep and when I woke him to go to the bedroom he groggily asked, “Have a good time?” 

“Yeah, tell you about it in the morning, let’s get some sleep.” I followed him upstairs to our bedroom, began removing my clothes as Des climbed onto the bed and collapsed. He was snoring in seconds.

I lay there a long time reliving the sensation of Case’s lips on my breast and for a moment imagined what his cock would feel like sliding into me for the first time. My body convulsed and it was not until then that I realized I had my hand buried between my legs and had been rubbing my clit to my orgasm.
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Chapter 8
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DES:

When you live with someone for a long time it is easy to pick up on nuances that things are not quite right and so it was on Saturday morning when I woke up. Ellen had come in very late and I had been up a couple of hours when she sleepily padded into the kitchen for her morning coffee. She was wearing her silk robe, it was loosely tied, open and her breasts almost exposed. On her left breast, near the nipple, was what looked like a small hickey. I didn’t say anything, but from her actions, averting of eye contact, I waited for her to start. 

“How was your evening?” I asked. 

“In ways it was great,” she said, “but in other ways I’m feeling a bit guilty” 

“Go on,” I said. 

“Well his name is Case,” my wife said, “and he said he wanted to give me a traditional date, and he did. We went to a movie you would not like, had a burger and beer at a sports bar, went next door to the dance hall and danced—and had more beer. He tried to teach me the Texas two-step. We had fun.” 

“And more beer?” I smiled. “You feel guilty about that?” 

“No, it was a traditional date, like I said,” Ellen continued. “So we made out in the theater and parked for a little while on the way home.” 

I tried not to display any emotion, knowing that how I reacted could be taken the wrong way, but I suddenly had a concern or two of my own. 

“Well, I guess parking is considered a part of dating,” I said, fighting my inclination to let my jealously leap out, but my curiosity was a stronger emotion. I wanted to know what happened. “How far did he get when he parked with you?” 

“He had my breast out kissing it,” she said, “and I really am sorry and feel guilty about it. I had a buzz and it seemed to happen so naturally and it felt good, it felt really good.” 

“That what you feel guilty about?” I asked. 

She paused, looking me square in the face. “You want the truth?” 

“Always.”

“You may not like it.”

“Always, I said,” smiling again.

“The truth is I stopped him and had him bring me home. I feel guilty because I didn’t want to stop, I wanted to go further.” 

“But you did stop.” 

“Yes, but this is something we have to talk about. I’m not sure I can keep doing this with all these different guys and stopping. Especially considering both Fred and Case want to go out with me again,” she said. 

“What do you want to do?” I asked. 

“I don’t want to lose you, or strain our relationship over a stupid bet,” she said. “If you want to stop, we’ll stop it right now, cleaning Mark’s house once a week can’t be all that bad.” 

“You enjoy the dating?” I asked. 

“I’ve only been on two and both were fun outside the kissing and stuff,” she said, “but I wouldn’t trade it for being married.” 

“Well, to be fair with the bet, you did say you would go on 10 dates,” I said. 

“But what I just said,” she stammered. 

“I heard what you just said, you said that if you keep on there is no guarantees, that some of your dates might get lucky and end up fucking you.” 

“Yeah, I guess that’s it.” 

“Any you are afraid that you want to do that?”

“Maybe,” she said, caution in her voice. “I don’t know. I’m so inexperienced about that. Maybe we started dating too young and had more time with other people before we married.”

I thought carefully before I continued, but I was having my own little mind fantasy of my own, imagining my wife parked in a pickup with a stranger and her boobs pulled out for him suck on, pulling his face away and stretching her tit out until the nipple pops free, glistening wet and hard I hardened at the image in my mind. “Well, the possibility of things going further is a given in dating, is it not?” I said, “So to truly test the theory that has to be a possibility on the table.” 

She looked at me seriously. “Are you telling me that I have your permission to go further if I get carried away. If I wanted to and decided to go further that you’ll not leave me over it?” 

“I guess that’s exactly what I’m saying. If you were single and went on a date, you’d be free to do what you want, or it wouldn’t be a real date.” 

“I didn’t have that in mind when I made the bet,” she said. 

“I know,” I replied, “you didn’t make the bet so you could go out and get laid by someone new, but a by-product of this bet might satisfy your curiosity about the dating life you missed.” 

“Even if I end up getting laid?” 

“Even if you end up getting laid.” I answered. 

“I can’t believe I’m hearing this. This is not the same jealous type I married years ago.” she said. “Have I heard you right, you have given me permission to fuck other men?”

“I guess that part is right,” I said, “but there are conditions.” 

“What conditions?” 

“Well I want to know where you are at all times, this waiting up until almost 2:00 a.m. not knowing isn’t safe,” I said. 

“And?” 

“And just like now must know every intimate detail, holding nothing back. No secrets I want complete honesty from you. I do not want to have to wonder.” 

“Fair enough, I can promise that. And?” 

“And I want the same privilege, if I find myself attracted to someone during this dating bet, I want to be able to explore that for myself as well,” I demanded. 

She paused on this one, obviously uncomfortable. “You have someone in mind?” she said, from the tone of her voice I could tell she felt a bit threatened. 

“No one at all,” I said, “but what is fair for one should be fair for the other.” 

“Only during the time of this bet?” she asked. 

“Yes, just through the few weeks of this bet.” 

She smiled to herself. “This could be fun,” she said, mentally drifting off for a moment—a knowing smile on her face. She wasn’t thinking about me at that moment. 

The weird part of it for me was I realized as well that I was looking forward to it too. I wasn’t sure if my erect cock was from anticipation of possibly fucking someone else, or the idea of my wife on her back while another man pummeled her pussy.

Ellen snapped back out her little daydream and came over to my chair, opening her robe and letting it slide off her shoulders, nude in front of me, breathing heavy, her breasts rising and falling with her breathing, her nipples rock hard. I looked into her face, her eyes were glowing, and she had a strange smile. 

I scooted my chair back and her hand reaching inside my boxers and pulled my erect cock out. She fell to her knees and sucked me for a few strokes before standing, straddling my chair as she guided my cock inside her, looking down as she did, rocking her body back and forth on my lap, her pussy wet and hot. She was fervently fucking me as she described in low whispers how Case had sucked on her breast when they were parked and how much it has turned her on. 

“You know how sensitive my nipples are,” she whispered, “And I would have cum from alone if Case had kept going.” She paused and rode my cock in silence before she said, “Thank you for letting me experience this.” Ellen paused. “I guess we’ll have an open marriage for a while.”

***
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What Ellen told me when we wrote the first version of this book varies some from really happened, as I would learn from Ellen’s confessions later. 

Ellen’s second date didn’t end the way she originally said. It was a few months after the first version of this book was published, and we were reading the book together, I was adding my perspective about what I was thinking at the time, and confessed that I had hoped she would take it further. Her long pause after I said that told me even more, she had left some things out. 

“I think it is time that you be honest, Ellen,” I said. “That was the original deal you know.”

“I know. It is, uh, well, it was only the second date I had been on and I didn’t want...she stopped and look me in the eye. “All right, when I told you that I stopped him and second base and that was as far as he was going to get that was the truth. What I left out was that I was rubbing his cock through his pants and when he pulled my breast out and was sucking on my nipples, I unzipped his pants and was stroking his cock. He tried to push me down in the seat and I told him, “No, I’m not fucking you tonight,” I said. 

“Awwww, I want you so bad Ellen,” Case begged.

“Will a blow job help?” I asked. “I pulled his cock out, amazed at how thick it was, how different it felt from yours, and I lowered my mouth to his cock and sucked him until he came.”

“Oh,” was all I could say, not sure how I should take this confession a year after the fact. “Did you swallow?’’

“Yes. I didn’t want to mess the seats up.”

“Why?”

“I wanted to,” she said. “I didn’t tell you at the time because I really didn’t want you to know how slutty I was being. I wasn’t sure how you would take it.”

“OK, now you know.”

“I know now, I didn’t know then.”

“Anything else?”

“Well I did promise him that I would fuck him the next time we got together. And it was a promise. And after we had our talk, after I got home, when you gave me permission, I knew I would be fucking most of my dates now.” 
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Chapter 9
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Week 1 Date 3 - Saturday – Trent

ELLEN:

I don’t know what I was expecting when I admitted my guilt to my husband about getting carried away with Case. It certainly was not permission to go further—even though that is what I was given. But it did make sense, at least within our thinking at the time. Of course there was that knowledge that there was nothing holding me back now either. 

We had a brunch and Des left at lunchtime for his monthly golf game with his friends, and I prepared for my Saturday night date. Mark had emailed a photo and details on how I should dress. He said be ready by 5:00 p.m. and wear something casual. This time Mark had added, “Wear something sexier than usual.” 

From the photo of Trent I could see he was that he was strikingly handsome. And very well built, as the photo showed him in swim trunks on a beach. A hunk. I started thinking what “sexier than usual” might be, thinking to myself, “sexier with him will not be a problem”. 

I elected wear a short jean skirt, let my hair down and a tee top with spaghetti straps that was a little on the thin side. I first put on a strapless bra, looked myself in the mirror and didn’t like the way it looked and took it off. I pulled the soft cloth tight over my boobs to be sure it wasn’t see-through. It wasn’t, but it was obvious that I was braless underneath. “That’s sexier than usual for me,” I said to myself. In respect to modesty I did put on a light wrap. Since I was feeling especially sexy today, I put on my skimpiest thong, which then required a trip back to the bathroom for some extra trimming of my pubis. 

Trent rang the bell promptly at 5:00 p.m. and when I opened the door, I found him to be even better looking than his photo, with a deep resonating voice. “Hi, I’m Trent,” he said, extending his hand, and I did mine which he took and kissed—not the peck on the back of the hand but a knowing kiss between first and second knuckle. The mere touch there sent a tingle through me. This man knew what he was doing around a woman—and I was that woman today. 

“Wow,” he said, stepping back from me, “Where have you been hiding? You’re hot!” 

“Thanks,” I replied, “let me get my bag and we can go.” 

Trent had a small SUV and we took the route out of town, turning off and heading up into the mountains, talking about places we’d been, our mutual friendship with Mark and how this entire dating scenario had come to be. He was a good conversationalist and after three sentences it was like we had known each other for years. 

“I’m delighted that I have this opportunity to spend some time with you,” he said. “I’ve been looking forward to this since Mark showed me your photo.” 

“Where are we going?” I asked. 

“I guess saying it is a surprise is a little too vague. We’re going one of my favorite spots on West Hills Point for a little picnic.” 

“I’ve not been on a picnic in years,” I said. 

“That’s even better,” he smiled. 

Trent stopped for gas while I called home on my cell phone. Des wasn’t home, I left a message telling him where we were going, and a giving him a quick “I’m having a great time,” and “I love you”. As I said those words, I made up my mind since this was my date I did not want to spend it worrying about Des or feeling guilty. I turned off my phone. I was putting my husband out of my mind until we got back to the city. 

We continued driving through the mountains until we turned off the main road on to a remote gravel road we followed for a mile, stopped a few hundred feet from the top of a large rocky point. “We walk from here,” Trent said, opening the back and taking out a large straw picnic basket and a small cooler. I followed him up the winding trail, coming around a large bolder to a small grassy spot flanked by the boulder on one side and a rocky slope on the other. A large pine cast its shade over the grassy area. 

We were facing West and the sun was starting to touch the horizon, brilliant orange and red streaks of light with dark purple clouds dotting the sky. 

“Wow,” I said, sitting down on the thick blanket he had spread out in the grass. 

“Great, that’s the reaction I hoped you’d have,” Trent said, sitting down by me. “I’ll get out the food and wine, but for the next half hour or so don’t talk, enjoy this magnificent show that nature has provided.” I nodded. He opened the basket and spread out a tablecloth, poured some very cold Chardonnay from a bottle in the cooler and fixed plates of fried chicken, coleslaw and potato salad, obviously catered from a very nice restaurant. 

We drank the wine slowly, ate slowly, staring at one of the most beautiful sunsets I had ever seen. It was moving. 

We were still watching when he opened the second bottle from the cooler and I started to speak but he put his finger up to my lips, “sssshhhh, watch.” And I did. I took my wrap off and saw him looking at me now as well, his eyes lingering on my boobs long enough that I knew he noticed I was not wearing a bra.

Trent quietly put the dishes in the straw container and moved it to his left behind me. 

The last of the sun itself dipped behind the hill and it was like a color explosion in the sky. He moved behind me and wrapped his arms around me and held me there as we continued enjoying the sunset. 

Trent was kissing my neck and the sensation while watching the sunset was perfect. As the day turned darker and the sunset faded, he whispered, “OK, you can talk now.” 

“There’s nothing to say after seeing that,” I said. I turned to meet his kiss and together we lay down on our sides on the blanket, kissing for long minutes. I was buzzed from the wine, high from the sunset and turned on by this hunk kissing me. 

I knew what was going to happen probably before I had left home, but now I was rolling in the passion of what I could only consider the perfect romantic seduction site. It wasn’t a complete seduction yet, but it was heading that way. 

I returned his kiss, our tongues touching and felt his hands moving to my breasts beneath the thin top. My first reaction was to resist, but I didn’t. I had no reason to stop him and I didn’t want to stop him—in fact I wanted him to go on very badly. 

I rolled to my back and he raised my top up over my breasts, my nipples exposed and erect in the cooling air. He leaned over and began kissing my breasts in turn. 

“Gorgeous tits,” he said. 

I didn’t answer because his hard sucking on my nipples had me on the brink of cumming. When he paused for air, I pulled my top over my head, naked from the waist up with this stranger. It was wicked and exciting to act like this, I thought. I had been holding too much back.

Trent removed his shirt and I gasped at his flat and hard six-pack abs. He was like a model in a magazine, solid. He pulled me to him in another long toe tingling kiss, our bare chests pressed against each other, and he rolled on top of me, the move hiking up my skirt. His hands went to my ass and he ground my pelvis against the hard cock I could now feel through his pants. After a few minutes of this groping and kissing he rolled to his back, with me on top, his hands kneading my ass with his fingertips, pulling my body tight against his hard cock. It felt huge. 

I devoured him with my kiss. I felt his fingers between my legs and tore off my flimsy thong and his hand moved again between my legs, unrestricted by any garments. I spread my legs wide at his touch. He gently stroked my labia before parting them with one finger, circling my clit. 

I moved to right angles with him, brushing my breasts over his lips, panting, my hands working the buckle of his pants, unbuttoning them, moving the zipper down and sliding my hand down his hard belly to wrap my hands around the first hard cock was going to welcome inside my pussy other than my husband’s in 20 years. 

I moaned when I did, and I felt Trent’s hands on my ass, guiding me over him, my pussy over his mouth and I whimpered as his tongue touched my pussy as I leaned back, my hand still grasping his cock behind me.

Trent licked me and put his tongue inside me, riding his face and moaning. I felt him moving as he licked me, and I knew he was sliding his pants the rest of the way off. I stopped and helped moved them down. He had kicked off his shoes and socks earlier. 

I pulled his cock up stroking up his shaft from the base, watching the clear bubble of pre-come rise to the tip before I lowered my mouth on his cock and began sucking him. I had no recollection of time at this point, just the touching, grunting, gasping and moaning. I have no idea how long we kissed and fondled each other like that, I lost track of time. It wasn’t important at that moment.

It was time for my lover to fuck me and I knew it. I wanted it. Trent rolled me to my back again, his body between my open legs, and he rose to his knees, opening a condom he had retrieved without my noticing. I stared as he rolled the condom down his cock. It was the first time in years I had been fucked by someone wearing a condom.

Trent placed his arms under my knees, pushing them up to my shoulders, my legs spread open, inviting, and as he neared me I parted my labia and reached to his cock and guided him to my pussy, rubbing his cock up and down my slit to coat his cock with my juices, and thus lubed. 

Trent entered me in one long stroke and there it was, a seduction complete, me making love to another man—no, it was more animal like and urgent than that, me being fucked by another man—and loving every single second of it. Here I was on an isolated mountaintop with a man who had been a stranger mere hours earlier now pumping his cock in and out of my body in an ecstatic screaming orgasm. A strange cock was now inside me—and I loved it.

I came quickly and he didn’t stop or slow, and I came again, squirting this time, and he continued pumping that hard cock inside me as I locked my legs behind his, my hands on his tight ass, feeling the muscles move as we fucked. 

It was a fabulous fuck. Not just it was someone new, a strange cock, a taboo broken, but more the ecstasy of a hard cock inside me that seemed to go on forever. It was different and it was good. 

Trent got more vocal and I arched my body to meet him. We reached our orgasms almost together and as we collapsed, we lay there naked, with him still inside me, and gasping for air. It was darker, and we lay there for a while in the open air, not moving, until he grew soft and slipped out, rolling to his side and pulling my body against his. 

We watched the stars appearing one by one in the night sky. He lay on his side stroking my body with his fingertips, over my breasts, down my belly. I felt his cock get hard again, pressing against my bare ass, and I leaned over and sucked him harder. 

I climbed on top of him for a second fuck, his hands kneading my breasts as I rode his hard cock over and over and over. 
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Chapter 10
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DES:

I called home, got my message from Ellen that she was in the mountains, with nothing about when she would be home. On my way home I stopped off at a local bar, bought a couple of drinks for a good-looking blonde who was friendly enough that I felt some promise, but with 20 years of lack of pick-up experience I went home alone without even a phone number to wait on my wife’s arrival. 

It was about 11:30 when she came in, I heard the car doors, and waited for her to come inside. I knew she was giving a hot good night kiss when she didn’t come in almost immediately and I eased up to the window and peeked out where I saw her kissing her dark-haired date. He was standing there with Ellen’s top pulled up over her breasts, his hands on her bare flesh. I felt a sudden empty sensation in my stomach, not jealousy but a nausea that was replaced by the excitement of wondering what had happened. I went back to the couch and finally after a few more minutes I heard her key in the door as the SUV in the driveway started, and she stepped inside. 

Maybe it was the emotional high she’d experienced—but whatever the reason she came to me on the couch, laid her head over on my shoulder and began sobbing. I put my arm around her and eventually she quit sobbing and stayed there, not moving. 

“Are you ok?” I asked softly. She only nodded. 

“Have a good time?” she nodded yes. 

“Then why are you crying?” I asked. 

“Do you love me?” she asked. 

“Absolutely. You know that.” 

“It was so intense—I.... I....” 

“You let him fuck you?” She nodded and sobbed again. 

I laughed, “I figured that. It’s OK.” 

“Are you sure?” she sobbed. 

“I said you could, and you did,” I comforted, “how can I be mad about that?” I was quiet for a minute and finally figured how to break the tense mood. “How was it? Was he a good fuck?” 

“Yes, he was.” 

“Then tell me about it.” For the next hour I listened to my wife describe how she had been fucked twice before being brought home to me. And the narration of it was enough to arouse us again. 

“Fuck me,” she said at the end, “I need you inside me.” We did. 

Before I dozed off, she had me wrap my arms around her spooning until she went to sleep. “Sex with you was so cleansing after that,” she whispered.
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Chapter 11
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Week 2 Date 4- Friday - Brian 

ELLEN:

Brian was a nice guy, younger than the others, who liked loud techno-disco and had the unfortunate timing to be my date after Trent, when I had to prove to myself that I could maintain control of my emotions and date a guy without ending up having sex. 

Brian picked me up early, and we went to a club where we danced, I got tired and I think he sensed we weren’t connecting. We had planned on a late supper, but I told him I had a headache at 8 p.m. (which I really did from the music volume and the artificial fog clogging the air of the club). He brought me home. 

***
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DES:

Mark had come by and asked if I had any objection if he took Ellen out at least once. I was planning to go back to the bar and have a few drinks where I had chatted up the blonde earlier. 

As he was the only guy I knew in this group, I said OK. We both thought it would be an interesting surprise to not tell Ellen until Mark was at the door on the appointed night, but we were both surprised when Ellen came home early, a little after 8 o’clock. 

What I didn’t say before: 

What I didn’t say then was Mark told me he wanted to get her alone to evaluate her progression in getting rid of her shyness and modesty. And I told him to go for it. 

I also had not told Ellen at Mark’s insistence I sent him a photo of Ellen that she had initially rejected, at the lake after having climbed back into the boat soaking wet wearing nothing but a bikini bottom and a thin white tee that had gone sheer when wet. It was sexier than topless, and her breasts looked magnificent in the photo, ample in size, shape, and capped by dark erect nipples from the coolness of the wet top in the lake breeze. I was proud of how she looked and was disappointed she had been shy about passing it along. 

After her fucking her date I took the tact that she would not mind when I got around to admitting it to her. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 12


[image: ]


DES:

I had been helping Mark move when he left our neighborhood, we took a break for cold beer from the cooler when it started to rain, and as it kept raining, we had a couple of more beers. I tried to shift a box to make a backrest since it looked like we were going to be here a while, and when I did I knocked one box over, the move toppled another, and from that a cigar box opened and a stream of photos slid across the floor, like a dealer spreading out a deck at a blackjack table. 

“Sorry,” I said, and I started picking them up. It was then that I noticed that most of the photos were of Shanna. She was nude in most, and in several with a tall black man, also nude. They were standing, kissing, and in several she was on her back with the black man between her legs, his cock buried inside her. Mark was slow on recognizing the subject of the photos. I pushed together a clumsy pile and pushed them back into the box. 

“You saw?” he said.

“Yeah, I’m sorry.”

“Nothing to be sorry about, we were two consenting adults.”

“Yeah but...”

“That was one of the reasons my wife lost her shyness,” Mark said. “The black guy really got into her head. He was really Dom with her.”

“So when you started setting up Ellen did...”

“No, hell no,” Mark said. “I knew a softer approach would work just as well. The guys she has been set up with are all good guys. None of them are black.”

“I don’t know that it would matter,” I said.

“You just don’t know,” Mark said. He lowered his head and sobbed slightly. I moved my hand to his back. His grief was racking his body with sobs. “I miss her. I miss her so bad, man.” I left him to his grief, quietly looking out the back of the truck, handing him a new cold beer when his sobs softened.

“Thanks,” he said. I didn’t speak. “There’s probably more to say about the black guy, I figure you have questions,” he said. 

“If you want to tell me,” I said.

“His name is Wash, short for Washington actually. He was smooth, got Dom with Shanna and he got into her head and she liked it. He had answered one of the ads we were running. We were playing with the idea of maybe swinging, and she was worried about her appeal to other men, so we tried an ad to test the response. We were covered up in requests to meet.

I screened Wash, talked to him first, and after the first time out with Shanna, the first time he fucked her, he called me. Wash said he suspected Shanna would be an exceptional casual fuck, and she was, but he so more potential in her. Wash said she took so well to his direction he said he wanted to train her. He wanted to take it further with her. 

Wash promised I would love the result, I would have a wife bolder, hornier, more open about sex, and I would love it, but he needed me to reassure her and encourage her to see where it led. 

I gave him a go ahead, and he did.”

“You didn’t object?” 

“Hell, I thought it was hot, for sure getting her out of her shell. Shanna being so hot and nasty at the command of this big black man,” Mark said. “At least for most of it. I mean I was getting the benefit of her boosted sexual desire too.”

“Most of it?”

“Well it is kind of complicated, but the short version is his training was teaching her to be sub to him, to obey him to be, what he called “black owned.”

“Owned?”

“I know, a figure of speech more than anything, but it did entail him sharing her with his inner circle of friends. It seems they all get off on hooking up with white wives and passing them back and forth between each other. 

Wash shared Shanna with several of his friends. Don’t get me wrong here, she was all into it and enjoyed it. I thought it was hot at the time. What I didn’t know then was Wash eventually started working on her to toss her pills so they could try pregnancy risk sex. He claimed that was the hottest.”

“Damn.”

“I told him and her, ‘Hell, no.’ but I didn’t know neither of them were paying any attention to what I wanted at this point. Shanna was over the edge, and too far into what Wash wanted.”

“Oh shit,” I said.

“Yeah, oh shit.” She told me two days after we got back from vacation. She took an EPT test when we got back. He had knocked her up.”

“You sure?”

“I had a vasectomy after our last kid,” he said. “She said she was sure.”

“What did you do?”

“Nothing, we were still talking about her keeping it or aborting or putting the kid up for adoption, we had not made a decision when she was killed in the wreck. He looked up. “She was on her way to spend the afternoon with Wash when she was killed. It was their first night together in several days because we had been on vacation with you and Ellen.”

I thought for a minute. “I didn’t see him at the funeral,” I said.

“No, he wanted to ensure continued discretion,” he said. “He came to the funeral home privately with just me and him midday. He paid his respects and was very sorry – I think he was as grieved as I was. I guess he should have been since it would have been his kid that was killed.” Mark stood. “But I must go on, right? That is what everyone keeps telling me,” he said.

“Honestly one of the reasons is getting away from everyone who kept telling me that. I want to wallow in my misery without outside influence for a while.”

“I’m sorry, I am really sorry,” I said.

“I know you are sincere,” Mark said. “I value your friendship. Now help me get the shit off this truck now that it has quit raining. I don’t want to have to pay another day’s rent.”
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Week 2 Date 5 – Friday - Mark 

ELLEN:

I had dressed for my casual date with Brian in a black lacy bra and thong, a denim skirt and a button up blouse which I unbuttoned enough to show a flash of lace, and thin enough that in bright light the pattern of the lace would show.

As I opened the door, I was thinking it was a shame that I looked this good and was home by 8:00. Besides that I had missed dinner and was getting hungry. 

I was shocked when I opened the door and found Mark sitting in the living room. 

“What’s the matter?” Mark asked. “You not hit it off with Brian?” 

“No,” I said, “We didn’t click at all.” 

Des fidgeted a bit and then Mark looked at his watch. “Did you eat yet?” 

“No, and I’m starved,” I answered. 

Mark stood up, “Come on, let’s go.” 

“What?” 

“You started out on a date tonight, you’ll finish it, the rest of your date will be with me, and we still have time for dinner.” 

I backed up shaking my head, looking over at Des. “Nah, this is just too close,” I said. 

“Bull,” Mark said, smiling, “You know you hadn’t seen me in a couple of years when we bumped into each other at the bar the other night, maybe we still have some catching up to do. Come on, we’ll have a good time, I promise.” He paused. “Besides I was here asking Des if he would object if I dated you one of the dates. He didn’t mind.” 

I looked back at Des. “Are you sure you’re ok with me going out with Mark?” I said. “It is still early.”

Des was getting a kick out of my discomfort, which pissed me a bit, so when he said, “Sure, go on and have a good time,” 

I snapped back, “Fine then, I will.” I tossed back over my head, “Don’t wait up.” 

I took Mark’s hand and led him to his car, opened the door myself and cheerily said, “Let’s go then,” but I really wasn’t 100% in favor of the idea. Mark was too familiar. 

To his credit he didn’t get suggestive or flirty more than he always had been—and honestly there had always been that sexual tension there we both felt—and in those days I knew that without spouses and given the opportunity we would have fucked like rabbits. But that was then—and there was much less sexual tension now, at least on my part. I was as nervous as my first date. 

But it was also an opportunity to pick his brain and see what I had lined up or could influence for the remaining dates as well. This was only the 4th 

We went on the river dinner cruise thanks to his calling to discover a last minute cancellation, where I drank way too much and we danced on the top deck in the moonlight. We chatted like old friends because we were old friends, but not old lovers, I reminded myself. 

I had not planned to drink that much, but I’d think not having a good time with Brian earlier in the evening and reluctant to go out with our friend, Mark, had me drink more drinks than usual. They seemed to hit me at once and I went totally over the edge. 

I could tell I was slurring my words as we got off the riverboat. Mark was holding me up with one arm around my waist and helped to a riverside walk-up food trailer, where I got a Sprite and a wet napkin, and I started going in and out, recovering for a minute and then getting bleary eyed the next. “I’m sorry for ruining our evening,” I said, sincerely apologetic, but the slurring of my words probably making it sound insincere. He walked me down a path toward the river where we sat together on a concrete picnic table. 

“Hey, no problem, the night’s still young, we’ll just sit here by the river until you start feeling better.” 

I don’t know how long we sat there together, but as we did, I felt that old sexual tension returning. It was nothing he said or did, it just appeared. He had his arm around me holding me up, and then he stood up, taking me with him. 

“Let’s go to the car and sit there,” he said, leading me to his big Chevy. He had parked in the public parking lot, toward the back, in a dark area away from the lights—and at this time of night the lot was half empty. There were no cars near us. He opened the door and I climbed in, but it was not until he scooted in beside me that I realized I was in the back seat rather than the front. I was disoriented and I guess the short version is that I didn’t really want to go further with Mark—but I wasn’t in much of a shape to resist him.

When Mark kissed me I was almost automatic in my response, my thinking still foggy, my resistance weak from the liquor, and it wasn’t that I wanted him, but I didn’t feel up to resisting him either. Des was ok with me and Trent. And Mark was so eager, he was trembling as he opened up my blouse and pushing my bra up over my breasts, kissing my nipples and sliding up my skirt at the same time, tugging on the thong before he simply wrapped it around his hand and jerked, tearing it away. I recall having a clear thought that if every man that touched my thong tore it off me, I would need to buy some more.

My mind was in a fog, but I do remember Mark leaning over me, my back in the seat, him climbing between my spread legs, and him fumbling down there, unbuttoning his pants, unzipping them, and then a quick rubbing of his cock on the outside of my pussy, whispering, “You have no idea how long I’ve wanted to do this,” as he shoved his cock inside me. There was no more foreplay, no condom, just an urgent need on his part while I was there to receive it. 

I was wetter than I expected; and was starting to get into the sex when he collapsed on top of me and withdrew. That had been way too quick I thought to myself. I could feel his come oozing out my pussy and wiped away at it on some napkins he had in his car. I was soon sitting up and sobering up much quicker than I anticipated. 

I tugged the sides of my blouse together, buttoning one button just over my breasts and half curled up in the corner. I had enjoyed sex with Trent, but this was most unsatisfying. I felt used and dirty. It made me angry to think about being used like this. 

“OK, you’ve finally got to fuck me,” I said, “I think I’d better get home now.” 

“Alright,” was his only comment. He could sense my displeasure. He held the passenger door open while I got out and into the front seat, and he walked around to his side of the car. 

We didn’t talk as we drove home. It looked like there was a car parked just outside the garage, almost in the neighbor’s yard, which I shrugged off as a leftover guest from one of our neighbor’s parties. 

Mark opened my passenger door, walked me to the door and gave me a non-passionate peck on the lips. “I’m sorry you didn’t enjoy our evening,” he said, “I loved every minute of it myself and thank you for it.” 

“I’m glad you enjoyed it,” I said, trying at least to be courteous. 

Mark turned to leave, starting his car and driving away. I didn’t think Des was up; the dim living room light was all that was on. I quietly turned my key in the door and opened it gently, silently and stopped. In the corner in the heavy chair was my husband on his knees, nude, the muscles in his ass clinching as he pumped in and out of another woman, her tanned legs thrown over his shoulders. She was moaning in pleasure. 

I thought about screaming, or being angry, or the typical reactions—but I caught my breath, realizing what I had been doing myself earlier, so I struggled to keep my emotions in check. They hadn’t heard me come in and I stood there unmoving. 

This was the first time I’d ever seen anyone else fucking live before, and instead of being shocked, (it wasn’t like we had had not talked about it) it was interesting. I listened to their heavy breathing and her grunts each time he slammed into her, knowing how that felt myself, and I found it erotic to listen to the young woman rocking in the passion of my husband’s sexuality as I watched his body move in and out of her. 

Des was pounding her hard and I knew it wouldn’t last long, and it didn’t. I waited until he finished and as he gasped for breath and moved off the woman. 

I saw was in her early 30’s with too much make-up which had smeared. He was removing a condom. 

“Honey, I’m home,” I said gaily as I raced up the stairs, “don’t let me interrupt anything.” I heard the woman utter a “Whaa...” but I was inside my bedroom, laughing to myself. My breathing was heavier than just the from the quick climb up the stairs. 

Des stammered and stuttered, “Uh, Ah, uh, OK,” he said from downstairs, with all the anxiety in his voice and I knew he was wondering how long I had been watching. I couldn’t make out their voices. 

I undressed, not remembering until then that I didn’t have my thong anymore. I went to the bathroom, wiped off with a damp cloth and moved toward the top of the stairs. 

I heard some muffled hurried whispered downstairs, heard the door shut and a car start in our driveway. Des was rattled to say the least. I quickly crawled under the sheets as he came up the stairs and slid into the bed beside me. 

“Hey,” he said softy, “I didn’t expect you to be home quite so early.” 

“So I gathered,” I said. “Who’s the girl?” 

“Just a girl I bumped into at the bar earlier tonight,” he answered, “I didn’t think you’d mind, considering...” 

“Considering that I’ve fucked Trent and Mark?” 

“You fucked Mark?” he asked. 

“Well it was more like he fucked me, it wasn’t very good,” I responded. 

“Should we be talking about this?” 

“I don’t know, I guess deep down we should but right now I don’t know what we’d say.” 

“I don’t either,” he said. “Maybe we should just sleep on it.” 

“Or maybe we should just fuck on it, if you’ve had enough time to recover,” I responded, reaching for his cock, which hardened to my touch. I was ready for fucking without foreplay now—I’d seen enough downstairs to get me ready and as he lay on his back and I moved over him, positioning his cock at my pussy and sliding down on it, I leaned over him, “nobody fucks my like you do.” 

“I was thinking exactly the same thing” he said in the darkness. 
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DES:

The next morning over coffee I still didn’t know what to say about the previous evening. I was embarrassed and finally told her so. 

“Don’t be,” she said. “What’s fair for the goose.” Then in a more solemn voice she asked, “But how do you really feel knowing that Trent and Mark have fucked me? Does it bother you that other men’s cocks have been inside me, a place that was exclusively yours for our entire marriage before?” 

“I thought it might, but it really doesn’t. How long were you watching me?” 

“Long enough,” she said. “But don’t worry, I found it very stimulating. It was a real turn on to watch two people fuck for real.” 

“I can imagine,” I said. 

“As much as I like to fuck you know there’s a good chance that I’ll end up fucking other dates too, don’t you?” 

“I assumed.” 

“And...?” 

“And you sure seem to come home horny when you’ve been fucking,” I said. 

“Well play your cards right and I might let you watch me get fucked.” I didn’t answer, just sat there and ran the mind picture over in my mind. She was right, it is erotic. 

What I didn’t say in the first telling:

Mark called and told me he had been more pushy with Ellen to help her understand that every time sex did not have to be about seduction and romance, there was another side of it that could be enjoyed. 

“I think she’s more sub than you think,” he said. “Don’t be surprised if that happens more often.”

And what I couldn’t say then was that every nasty thing my wife did with another man, even little things she didn’t tell me until later, made me that much hornier, made her that much sexier in my eyes, made me want to fuck her that much more, and made her more beautiful, and made me more proud that I had her as a wife. I know, most men would think the opposite. I don’t give a shit what other men might think, I know what I think. 

I like her being slutty with other men for the first time. She was dressing sluttier, nothing dramatic but a thin tee around the house with no bra, and not self-conscious about it. 

I wanted her to fuck all her dates now.

And I told no one that Mark’s story about Shanna’s black lover sometimes had the thought pop in my mind, wondering what my wife would look like with a big black man fucking her. I didn’t dare mention that to Mark, because I knew if I did, he would try to add a black man to the mix.
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Week 2 Date 6 – Saturday - Case again 

ELLEN:

OK, so I influenced Mark and told him that if I had a choice, I wanted to see Case again. I wrote it down as unfinished business. 

Case was five minutes early, which was ok because I was ready five minutes early too and as he pulled up I kissed Des goodbye and told him I’d call when I had an idea what time I’d be home, “So I won’t interrupt you if you get lucky again,” I kidded. 

“No problem,” he said back. “I’m planning on a ballgame and early turn in; at least till you get home and wake me up.” He looked over my shoulder out the window at Case. “I think I know how this is going to end up,” he said, almost wistfully. 

“You think?” I smiled and broke our embrace. 

Case was getting out of his truck when I walked out the door saving him the time. 

He watched me walk around to the passenger side and was drinking in what I was wearing. As he should have, as this outfit was just for him. I had chosen a white spaghetti strap tee without a bra and some shorts that showed a lot of leg. The top of a black lacy thong just peeked out of the back of the shorts in a visible whale tail. He liked it. 

“Damn girl, you sure look hot,” Case said. “I wanted to take you out, but I really just want to take you back to my place.” He laughed. 

I decided to be more direct. “Then let’s go to your place,” I smiled. 

“Really?” he said in a shocked voice. 

“Really,” I said, “I’d like to see that pool and bar.” 

“I’d love to show it to you,” and in 45 minutes we pulled into a sedate rancher with a large fence around the outside. He unlocked the door and went straight through the house, pausing only to turn on the soft lighting around the pool as I followed. 

“It’s beautiful,” I said, as we went to the bar he had built onto the garage, a full-length bar that was fully stocked. He made me what he called one of his “special house drinks” which was fruity, and I was sure was crammed with high proof alcohol. 

We sat by the pool and watched the fountain on the other side pouring water into it and made small talk, each of us on a chaise lounge. It was a humid sweltering night and he lit some torches to scare off the mosquitoes. I had a second drink and was starting to feel warm and cuddly when he asked if I wanted to swim. 

“No suit,” I said. 

“Not needed,” he said, and he kissed me. This kiss was longer, with more intensity than the other night, pulling me over on top of him on the chaise lounge, roaming his hands over my back and under my tee shirt. His hands were on my bare back, down to my ass under my shorts. Pulling me against what was a growing hard on. He was rushing, but then again so was I. I kissed him back and ground down against him, not objecting when he moved his hands around to my breasts, tugging on my nipples as he kissed me. 

I paused for air, sitting up, and he repeated, “Swim?” He pulled my top over my head and I was topless in front of him and I was getting hot under his stare. 

Case pulled off his shirt and turning his back slid down his pants and boxers, stepped out of his sandals and ran for the pool. I watched his tight ass as he dove in and I waited until he stood up and wiped the water from his eyes. 

Case was watching as I dropped my hands to my side, to the waistband of my shorts and as I looked at him, slowly slide the shorts down my legs, playing up to the sensuousness of the moment. 

I had his full attention and I took one step and then repeated the slow process or removing my thong the same way. I stood in front him naked and walked to the pool and dove in, coming up right where he was standing. He grappled for me, pulled me tight against him as we kissed; my hand reaching for what I found was a very large hard cock. I stroked it and he held me against him with one hand, his other sliding up my thigh to part my pussy lips with a single finger, rubbing it in circles around my clit and teasingly sliding his finger inside me as my body gave little jerks to his attention. He kept kissing me and I spread my legs wider as he put two long fingers inside me, lifting me to float in the water as he probed my pussy with his fingers, curling them, rubbing my g-spot and I was gasping now as I felt a quick orgasm coming. I was heaving for air and cumming in long spasms. Finally he eased, allowing moments to relax and recover. 

“Wow,” I said, “that was great.” 

“That’s for starters,” he smiled, climbing up to sit on the edge of the pool. I stood in the pool and moved his legs apart. 

“My turn,” I said, grasping his cock in one hand as I slid my mouth down on him on the other and slowly began to suck his big cock. I looked up as I did and he was watching me, a calm smile on his face, his hand resting softly on the back of my head as I pumped my mouth up and down on his cock. 

“That’s much better than second base,” he laughed, scooting his as closer to the edge of the pool to give me better access. 

In a muffled voice I answered, “Yeah it is. But this is the second date.” He reached down over me; placing both hands on my ribs under my armpits and, in a single move, lifted me bodily up out of the water and pulled me over him as he leaned back. I landed on top of him as we kissed again, his hand down between my legs, finger fucking me, tweaking my clit and I was ready for him. I moved over his body, reaching for his cock and moved the head of it back and forth over my clit, the pre come on the tip mixing with my own flowing pussy juices. I knew I should be stopping for a condom, but I did not want a condom, I wanted him inside me, flesh on flesh.

I slid forward, putting just the head of his velvety head cock inside me, thinking how big this thing was, and he was staring straight down at his cock starting to go into me. He looked up at me as I slid further down on it in a single motion, “Besides, I have permission now.” 

Case put his hands on my ass and I put all of his cock inside me, so deep inside me that I began to rock back and forth on it without any in and out motion and was coming almost as soon as it was all the way inside me. I had at least two orgasms before he eased me over onto my back, pumping me so hard that I was scooting on the towel and cumming all at the same time. 

I was raising my body against him with each thrust, and he was fucking me hard, as I begged him to do as he fucked me, talking dirty and letting myself go with the good fucking I was getting. 

Case was insatiable and I was insatiable as well. We fucked like that, we fucked in the water in the pool, we fucked doggy style with him slapping my ass and pulling my hair and we finished up drunk and in his bed. After the first fuck I saw how quickly he got hard again. 

I called Des while Case fixed another drink. It was about 10 o’clock. 

When he answered ‘hello’ I went straight to the point, “Des, Case and I have had too much to drink and I’m at his house now, and if you don’t mind, I’m gonna stay over here with him tonight. Is that ok?” 

I heard the silence on the other end, I knew this was a new twist he had not anticipated, and escalation in our new lifestyle, but I know my husband and figured what the answer would be. “Are you sure you don’t want me to come get you?” he asked. 

“No, I’ll be fine, as long as you don’t mind,” I said. 

Des laughed, “You fucked him yet?” 

“Yes, twice,” I said back in my sexiest voice. 

“He that good a fuck?” Des asked. 

“Good, but not as good as you baby,” I answered. 

“Well as long as you’re safe I don’t mind. Have a good time.” 

“That’s exactly what I’m doing,” I said, “and Honey, I do love you for letting me do this.” 

“I love you too, see you in the morning,” he answered. Damn I love that man I said to myself as I turned my attention to the nude man walking toward me with two more drinks that I would be sharing his bed and fucking for the rest of the night. 
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Week 2 - Sunday 

DES:

I wondered if there was something wrong with me. I had given her my OK to spend the night with another man for the first time since we met. My reasoning was less my marital exclusivity—I had already given that away, but this was more about her safety, and I knew she was excited to go forward with something new. 

That did not stop my imagination running wild with what she might be doing at that moment, or my tossing and turning all night long. I slept late and was having coffee the next morning when I heard a car pull up.

My wife was walking through the door after having spent the night with another man and I wasn’t upset. In fact I wasn’t bothered at all, which was what I was worried about. I found the entire scenario immensely erotic. 

I poured us both a Bloody Mary and she stopped a few steps inside the foyer and stared at me without speaking, as if she was expecting a blow up. She was apprehensive about my reaction to her night out. I handed her one of the drinks. 

“Take off your clothes,” I said, and without hesitation she complied. I surveyed her body showing no signs of her night of sex except for a small hickey near the hollow of her throat. 

I sat down on the couch and she followed sat beside me, nude, her leg up on the couch and facing me sideways. “How many times did you do fuck?” I asked, waiting for the details. 

“I lost count, and that’s the truth,” she said, “but it was a lot.” She looked me in the eye, unashamed, comfortable and matter of fact. I felt my cock growing. 

“Well tell me about each one, as much as you remember,” I said, unbuckling and unzipping my pants. “And I hope you have enough energy for at least one more fuck.” 

“One or more,” she smiled, leaning over and tugging my pants and shorts down and slowly starting one of her elegant blow-jobs. Pulling off my cock as she narrated the previous night’s sexual exploits. 

“Well, first we kissed on the chaise lounges and he pulled my top off there....” 
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Week 3 - Early in the Week 

ELLEN: 

I poured a glass of water and curled up on the couch. There was a note pad there with a pen through the top. I took it and numbered 1 through 10 and recapped what had happened over the past few weeks, to make it clear in my muddled mind. This new world of sexual openness clouded my mind and blurred my focus. I felt it was time to get a handle on that and I started writing. 

Wednesday, Date 1 was with Fred, and very hot but I didn’t do anything. 

Friday, Case-date 2, who took me to a country bar and grab assed all night. He didn’t get anywhere, but that would change. Note: OK, he did get my top off and I blew him, but that was long after the first book was published.

Saturday, Date 3, Trent the hunk and I with my husband’s tacit permission I was so ready to fuck him that night and did. It was great. He used a condom.

Friday, Date 4 was Brian, who I didn’t fuck. I had made up my mind to prove it to myself that I didn’t have to fuck every guy that took me out, so he didn’t get any. 

Friday Date 5, later that same night after Brian brought me home. Mark fucked me. Bareback. My first load of cum from someone who was not my husband in 20 years. I douched when I got home so Des would not know. 

Saturday Date 6 was Case for a second date, and I wanted to fuck him for certain this time. He had gotten so close the first time it was unfinished business for me. I was not disappointed in the nonstop sex. The subject of condoms never came up, so urgent in need we did not bother. I think bareback is much more intimate and prefer that once I was sure about how safe my partner was. 

Mark assured me everyone he would arrange to date me would be tested after I questioned how safe he was in his active dating life. 

I stared a long time at the four empty spaces on my notepad, wondering who would fill in those slots. 

The phone rang and a girlfriend talked to me a long time about kids, shopping and local gossip, and as she talked, I doodled on the margin of the notepad. When she hung up, I realized that in the space for the future dates I had drawn a stylized “slut” spelled out in the space. I smiled. “I guess so,” I said aloud, surprising myself that I didn’t feel any shame or guilt in the term. Honestly I felt a little proud of it, an achievement, well earned by a former shy prudish wife. 

In less than three weeks I’d fucked three guys other than my husband. Considering I had only been with one other guy than my husband before we started dating and married, I was certainly making up for lost time. 

I stared at the paper a long time, with the four blank spaces staring back at me. These past dates had changed me, because I realized I stared at the empty date spaces without apprehension—but with anticipation. 
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Chapter 18


[image: ]


Week 3 Date 7 - Friday - Paulo 

ELLEN:

I was all set for a Wednesday night date as we had agreed. When Mark called Monday he said, “Hey babe, just wanted to let you know that you get the rest of the week to rest up, so you won’t have a date Wednesday. From what Case said you need the rest anyway.” 

“What exactly did he tell you?” I asked, not happy that Case was sharing what I considered an intimate private moment between us. 

“Really nothing except you’d spent the night, and as we all agree, you are one great fuck. Anyway, rest up, I’ll think you’ll really enjoy Friday.” 

“I’m not sure I like the dates you are arranging for me getting together and comparing notes,” I said. “It makes me seems slutty.”

“Nothing wrong with being a little slutty when you’re dating—girl, you have some catching up to do.”

“Fair enough, and what is the dress code for my next date?” 

“Dressy and elegant, but you’ll look sexy in anything, love.” 
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Chapter 19
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DES:

There was certain anticipation in watching my wife go through her ritual of preparing for a date with another man. She enjoyed it and I must admit I was a little uncomfortable with her newfound eagerness. 

The bet was still whether Ellen being married was more fun than being single. My only concern now was I wasn’t exactly what she enjoyed more, or what she might want once the bet was finished. I was feeling a neglected. 

Ellen was humming to herself in the shower. I could see her outline through the steamy shower door, raising her leg and stroking long strokes on her legs with her razor, and applying shaving cream and beginning to work on her pubis. 

On the bed was her low-cut black evening dress with a sheer panel that cut all the way to her waist. There was no back to it. There was a white lace thong beside it and her sexiest shoes that wrapped several times around her ankles before buckling. I eased out of the room before she got out of the shower. 

***
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ELLEN: 

Des whistled gently as I came down the steps and I knew the effect was worth the extra time I’d spend on my make-up and choice of clothing. About the time my foot hit the first floor the doorbell rang, and I motioned for Des to stay seated.

Walking quickly to the door, my heels making sharp clicks on the hardwood floor, I paused for a second, wondering what blind date waited on the other side. I took a deep breath. I opened it slowly, hoping for someone I would like

“Ellen?” I heard and looked up at a tall swarthy man in a black tux, a small bouquet of flowers in his hand. 

“Hi,” I smiled, extending my hand. He leaned over from the waist to kiss my hand, holding my hand so gently as he did. I felt a rush. 

“I’m Paulo,” he said, in a thick Italian accent. “I want to thank you for agreeing to accompany me to the ambassador’s reception tonight.” I nodded, glanced back toward my husband with a shocked look. Des smiled.

An ambassador’s reception? Damn. I turned back to Paulo took his arm and he escorted me the driveway, where a black Lincoln limo was waiting, the slender driver in a dark suit opened the door for us as I approached. 

“Your friend Mark told me that he has a friend who might accompany me to the reception tonight, but he didn’t not tell me how beautiful she would be... you are lovely, Bella,” he smiled. I nodded my thanks, and he continued in a stream of Italian accented English. 

“I work for the Italian government and we are looking for a place to locate a Fiat factory in the US,” he said, gesturing with his hands. “The ambassador is in the city to meet with your business leaders to see if we can assist the venture. Your friend Mark is working with us, which is how I be here,” Paulo said.

“I’ve never been to an ambassador’s reception before,” I said, “This is a new experience for me.” 

Paulo smiled in a very seductive smile that made me take in a short breath. “Well I will do my best to make it enjoyable for you,” he said.

As we rode he opened a bottle of Pinot Noir, Italian of course, and I sipped and chatted as we talked about the differences between our countries, smiled at each other a lot and by the time we got to the hotel that hosted the reception it felt as if we were old friends. 

On his arm we entered the room of about 100 people, the men all in tuxedos and the women in evening wear. I’m not bragging but I felt I looked as good as anyone there and from the reaction of some of the men who stopped talking when I strode in, at least a few agreed with me. 

I recognized the mayor, one of my congressmen and Paulo guided me around the room and introduced me to the various Italian officials, introducing me as his “friend”. Thankfully I didn’t see anyone we knew to who I might be forced to explain why I was out with a strange man. 

The ambassador leaned over to kiss my cheek. “Oh Paulo,” he said, “Where did you find this lovely woman? Be careful or I will steal her away from you if I get the chance!” He smiled at me warmly and Paulo guided me gently away to another part of the room to circulate among the guests. 

We wandered from group to group, chatting on light subjects, smiling a lot and it was a bit boring, but it was interesting for me to see how people of power handled themselves in this setting. I spied Mark, who was watching me from the other side of the room, but it took a while until he approached. 

“How’s your evening going so far?” Mark whispered in my ear. 

“It’s interesting,” I said, “I’ve never been to anything like this before.” 

“Well it’s boring now but it will get better,” he said. “I’ve only known Paulo for a couple of months but he’s cool.” 

“What did you tell him about me?” I asked. 

“You mean did I tell him that you’re married? Yes. That you date sometimes because you and your husband are trying an open marriage, Yes. That sometimes the dates get lucky and that you are one fantastic fuck? No.” Mark grinned. “I figure he can find that out on his own, if you are so inclined.”

“Good,” I answered, “I don’t want this date to be one in which he has predisposed expectations.” 

A tuxedo clad waiter stood in front of two large doors, rang a bell, and led us to a long formal table with a fabulous banquet and a copious amounts of fine Italian wine. One of the guests opposite me was a professional comedian who kept us all laughing. It fast became a wonderful evening. 

After the meal we went back into the reception hall where a band was playing, and everyone began dancing in formal foxtrots and waltzes, but as the liquor began hitting us the tempo picked up and almost everyone was swing dancing. The surprise guest was a former Motown singer who started singing some of his hits that I have always loved. 

Paulo and I were dancing exclusively with each other for several songs, when the ambassador came to the door and waved to him. “I must go for a few minutes, if you will excuse me, Bella,” he said, “I do not want to leave your side, but I am sure while I’m gone you will have plenty of company. Enjoy. I will be back as soon as I can.” He walked away. 

The next song I was asked to dance by a young blonde guy in his 20’s, and no sooner than the song ended then there was a replacement dance partner there, usually extending a drink which I would sip and chat until the next song started and we would dance.

I felt like the belle of the ball. No, I was the belle of the ball. At one point I saw Mark waving goodbye as he left with a tall redhead. I was among strangers for sure now, no one here knew me from my everyday life. 

I loved it. The attention, the dancing, the different men. It was fun and exciting.

Several of the guys asked to dance with me a second time but I wanted to dance with as many men as possible. To deflect them I would look away as they neared, and there was always someone new approaching from the other direction to get me a drink and ask me to dance. 

Paulo had been gone about 30 minutes, but I had hardly missed him, even though I was officially his date for the evening. 

The band struck up a slow song and couples paired up quickly on the dance floor. I turned to put my drink on the table and turned to see a large black man extending his hand to me. “Care to dance?” he asked. 

His eyes were hypnotic. I know it is hard to explain but they were. I felt a current surge through me that I couldn’t explain. 

I nodded and we began dancing. He was assertive and confident, his large arms pulling me tight against him, pressing my breasts against his chest. My hand on his arm was like it was resting on a rock and the hand on his shoulder was on muscle and flesh just as firm. “Wow, you’re solid,” I smiled as we danced. 

“I used to play semi-pro baseball,” he said, “and I never got out of the habit of staying in shape.” 

“Great,” I said, “I love well-built men,” blurting it out before I realized I had said it. 

“Good, I’m glad you do, “he said, smiling, asking me where I lived and small chit-chat questions. For some reason I opened to him, holding nothing back. He introduced himself as James. 

When he asked if I was there alone, I told him that Paulo was a blind date arranged by a friend of mind. He said nothing suggestive, nothing out of the way, made no out-of-the way grabs, but as we danced, I could feel him becoming erect between us. He felt big. 

I was feeling devilish at this point and I’d had enough drinks to grind back against him. I’ve always loved guys getting hard when I danced with them and enjoyed teasing them. I take their reaction as a compliment. This was the first time I had danced in the arms of a black man, and it was exciting for me too.

It was a long dance, and when we broke our embrace we were in a darker corner of the room and he didn’t move away, still holding me loosely. I didn’t try to pull away. “Hey, don’t think me too forward, but would you like to have a drink sometime?” he asked. 

This was a new element, the agreement was I was to have 10 dates that Mark arranged... but I wondered if there was anything wrong with my picking my own dates... and I wondered if I wanted to date this exotic black guy. I knew I had permission, at least I thought I did. I answered that one myself—if I was dating then why not? I had never been out with a black guy—and had always thought black men had an exotic air about them, and this man was interesting. James was so well built, and sexy. I was curious to learn more about him. 

“Maybe,” I answered, “We’ll see.” He handed me his cell with an “add contact” pressed and I put my name in with a smiley face. Taking the phone he called my cell. I had it on silence and heard it buzz. It came up as James. “I have it,” I said.

The exchange was a rush., I’d not been officially asked on a date in years and the entire exchange was hot. James seemed attracted and it was a daring move for me. James released me and moved away as Paulo returned.

Paulo seemed not to notice my attention to James and offered extravagant apologies for his absence. We began to dance again, the music all being very slow with more wine flowing and the effect giving me a good buzz and making me lightheaded. I was having a great night—in a few moments I could feel Paulo getting hard as well. 

The lights were turned off, the room lit only by candles, the music was slow and romantic, and here I was dancing with this tall continental Italian guy who was fawning over me. 

I knew his pass was coming but not sure when, and I had not made up my mind what I would do, at least that is what I told myself. “Let’s get some air, it’s getting stuffed in here,” he said, fracturing his English in what I thought was a very cute way. 

I nodded and Paulo led me through the French doors onto the large patio. We were on the top floor and the view of the city was breathtaking. The night was warm enough to be comfortable and I stood there enjoying the view, sipping on my wine. I felt him moving behind me, his arms coming around me and holding me for a long time. It was a perfect moment. 

When he turned me around for the kiss, I was open, compliant and willing, enjoying the wine taste of him, his tight embrace, his hands on my bare back and how lightly he moved his lips and tongue over mine. He was a magnificent kisser. 

I don’t know how long we kissed, maybe 4 minutes maybe 15. I didn’t know. I didn’t care. I was lost in it. The music started again, and we danced alone on the patio, with Paulo kissing me with long kisses as we did. I hung on his neck and we ground against each other. 

I recognized I was drunk and also realized as we danced, and my body pressed against him that I was going to stay with him tonight. I had permission, I wanted to, and there was no reason in the world that I shouldn’t. When he whispered, “Would you like to go to my room with me?” I nodded. 

“I would love to go to your room with you,” I whispered. Taking his arm, we walked through the dwindling crowd, to the elevator, and once it stopped, walked down the hall to his room. He opened the door with his card, and I walked in, turning for his kiss again as the door closed. 

Gone was the elegance and decorum. I wanted him and it showed. As we kissed, I was barely aware of his hands inside my dress cupping my breasts, as I worked on his buckle, unzipping his pants and moving my hand inside his boxers to grasp his half rigid cock. He was uncircumcised and I had never touched an uncircumcised cock. 

I pulled down his pants and shorts and he put his toes to the heels of his shoes and stepped out of them. I sat on the edge of the bed and stared at his growing cock, moving the foreskin back and forth, playing with it like a new toy before finally pulling it back and moving forward to take it in my mouth, listening to him moan as I sucked him. 

Paulo’s hands were at my neck and when I broke for a breath he moved the halter neck of my top over my head and let it fall, my breasts in full view and in his hands on them in an instant. He tugged gently, each nipple between a thumb and a forefinger, pulling them harder and there was a tug of pain. I moaned as the pleasure overrode the pressure on my nipples. 

Paulo gently moved his hips to my sucking of him, my hand on the base of his cock and moving back and forth in short strokes with my mouth never breaking contact. 

Paulo took my hands at the wrists and pulled me up, my dress pooling at my ankles as he did, leaving me clothed only in a lacy thong and my high heels. He pulled off his jacket as I unbuttoned his shirt and he was naked before me, tall, olive colored skin, slender, well built with dark black hair on his chest. His eyes were smiling as he watched me, gently lowering me back on the bed and I spread my legs opening my body to him as he moved between them. 

Paulo reached forward to my thong and placing his hands on each hip, underneath the thong straps, and removed it in a single smooth motion, tossing it aside. 

“What a lovely pussy, Bella,” he exclaimed as he buried his mouth against me, twirling circles over my clit and eliciting the first orgasm of the evening. I rolled my legs in the air, reaching to grasp the heels of my shoes as he eased a finger inside me, making me come again. 

Paulo was an expert at eating pussy and he has his mouth on me, tongue in me, everywhere. I came over and over and was soon begging him, “fuck me, now, fuck me Paulo,” as he crawled higher, kissed each nipple and locking his mouth on mine as I felt his hard cock probing against my soaked pussy. I moved my hand between us, wrapping my fingers around his throbbing cock and led it to my open and waiting pussy, the head of it brushing my clit and causing me to jump a bit. As I felt him move inside me, I moved my pelvis forward to meet him. It was urgent and quick, as if we needed to join our bodies quickly to get that initial act out of the way before we started serious fucking. Still it was a great fuck, the first of several that night. 

I got up once in the night to go to the bathroom and Paulo was laying on his back, his uncircumcised cock so different than all the others I’d seen. I reached forward and began stroking it gently, enjoying it get hard in my hand and Paulo was not showing any indication of his being aware of it—he didn’t even act like he was awake until I had his cock hard and was on top facing him, lowering myself onto his cock, sliding down on it before he opened his eyes. He moved his hands to me, holding a breast in each hand as I rode his cock until we came—at the same time. I fell to the side and he spooned in behind me, putting his cock back inside me and I went to sleep that way, never knowing when he went soft and fell out of my come filled pussy. 

***
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It was noon before I woke up, staggering to the bathroom and washing my face, moving into the shower and running cold water on me to wake up, a slight hangover that eased with my first cup of coffee.

Before I finished Paulo joined me in the shower, his need more urgent than even last night, getting hard as I soaped his cock, rinsing it off and then moving forward, leaning from the waist as he fucked me from behind. 

As I dried off, he watched me intently, toweling himself as well. “Do you not have to work today?” I asked. 

“No, my work was done last night,” he answered, “I just need to get the Ambassador to the plane tomorrow. I have today free after I go down to the front desk and settle the charges for last night’s reception. It will take about 20 minutes.” 

I knew it was coming, and I was hope it was. “Would you like to spend the day with me, Bella?” 

“I’m not sure, I need to make some calls,” I said, but I made no effort to leave either. “I’ll call while you are gone,” I said. Paulo dressed and left. I dialed home. 

My husband answered. “Are you all right?” he asked. “I thought you would call before now.” 

“Actually I just got up, late night,” I giggled, “It was a very elegant evening; I’d never done anything like that before.” 

“Well good, glad you enjoyed it.” Des said. “When do you think you’ll be home?” 

“That’s why I’m calling,” I responded. “I’ve been thinking about this bet thing and was it your understanding that the only dates I could go on would be ones Mark arranged?” 

I heard a pause on the other end, he trying to think ahead where I might be going. “Well I think Mark was put in as the arranger because you and I don’t know a lot of single people outside our immediate friends and you didn’t want to go trawling bars looking like a pick-up.” 

“I know Mark might have a date arranged for me tonight, but Paulo has asked me out for tonight as well. He’s leaving to go back to Italy tomorrow, so I think I’d like to go out with him. I can probably date Mark’s friend on one of my other dates,” I ventured, then asked hesitantly, “but not if you mind.” 

“Will you be home today?” 

“I don’t see the need, I’ll go out and buy something, something nice I think you’ll like to see me in later and I’ll be home tomorrow. Unless you have an objection.” 

“So, you’ll be spending the night with him again?” my husband commented dryly. “He must be very good.” 

“It’s not that exactly, it’s hard to describe, but I’ll try to explain it later, but no, not better, just different—I’ll not do it and come home if you want me to.” 

“No, go ahead and enjoy yourself, just be ready to go into minute details while you go down on me when you get home,” he laughed. 

“You have a deal.” 

“Ok love, I’ll see you tomorrow. I love you,” I said, and then remembering, “One thing I was wondering, though.” 

“Yes?” 

“If I stay tonight this is still one date, not two dates, isn’t it?” Des did not answer.

I dialed Mark to break my Saturday night date. “I won’t be there for my date tonight,” I told him. 

“Oh, spending another night with Paulo, huh?” he asked. “Well, I figured I could go out with who you arranged on one of the other dates.” 

“Count on it,” Mark said, “You really turned me on the way you looked last night, by the way. I thought I might go out with you again myself.” I paused a long time. I really didn’t want to date him again and I had just agreed to it. I hung up the phone without answering him. 

When Paulo returned he also brought a casual blue tank dress I’d noticed in the hotel gift shop. It a wraparound style that would accommodate several sizes. I tried it on and modeled it for him. He smiled and other than complimented added, “You shouldn’t wear underwear, Bella,” he smiled. 

We fucked again, I cleaned and applied some make-up, pulled on my new dress, and we went out for lunch. The conversation became more personal. 

“Mark tells me that you are married, and you date as well?” he asked, bringing the subject up for the first time. “If I were married to you, I wouldn’t let you do that.” 

I frowned as he said it, thinking that there were a lot of men who would not “let” me do what Des was not objecting or restricting my pleasure.. I smiled at the thought of Des back home, giving me permission to explore this side of my sexuality and for a quick instant I thought how much I loved him for him trusting me. “I love him, it hasn’t interfered with my marriage, he trusts me, and it is a trust well founded.” 

“Well, I find it unusual, but I’m grateful he has shared you with me. Please pass my thanks along to him. He is lucky to have you.” 

“I will,” I said. Paulo looked down at his watch. 

“I suggest we go back to the room and order room service for dinner and sex the afternoon away.” I nodded and smiled. We did just that. I lay nude under the sheet when room service came and flashed the waiter my boobs as part of his tip. He loved that, Paulo did too. Later that afternoon while we rested between sex, we drank a bottle and a half of vintage Italian wine and he insisted on shaving my pussy. I loved the feeling of his face against my bare flesh when he went down on me. “It will make oral sex even more intense,” he promised. And he was right. 
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Chapter 20
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Sunday morning Paulo had a pre-lunch flight, so I arose early, donned my new dress, wrapped my evening dress in the plastic dirty clothes bag the hotel provided and Paulo’s limo took me home. We’d not had any sex of any kind that morning. I’d never been fucked in a limo before and I told Paulo. 

Paulo smiled and laid me back on the seat and stared pushing up my skirt. As he lowered his face between my legs to eat my shaved pussy he extended his hand to the button that raised the privacy shield between us and the driver. I took my hand on top of his and moved it off the button. He mumbled his approval and the driver readjusted his mirror, but all he could see was a dark haired head between my legs and a few minutes later the driver could see the rise and fall of a small tight Italian’s ass between my legs. This time with a condom as I told him I didn’t want a mess for hubby when I got home. We finished as the limo pulled off on my exit. 

Paulo walked me to the door, I gave him a quick hug, and watched as he drove away, waving. 

***
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DES:

After Ellen had been away two nights away I had to admit I had really missed my wife, even though I had driven across town to a club and picked up a cute redhead who’d given me a blowjob in the club parking lot and a number for me to call the next time my wife went on an extended weekend. That was then. 

This was now. I was anxious for her to come home, so I was at the door when I heard a car pull up. 

I saw the limo driver open the door, she leaned up and pecked the driver on the cheek and he broke into a big smile. The tall black-haired Italian man walked her toward the door. He looked very European, fashionable with a casual elegance and a confidence, so obvious that I envied him. I waited until the knob started turning, several long seconds after I had moved there. 

Considering how I had seen her come in a couple of times looking like she’d been rode hard, and I mean really rode, she was the opposite of that this time, alert, smiling, happy, as happy as I’d seen her since all this had started. She hugged me. “I’m so glad I’m home,” she said. 

“Not have a good time?” I said, knowing better. 

“I had a great time, but I’m glad to be here with you too,” she said, “Got me a drink?” 

I handed her a glass of wine and picked up mine, sitting down on the couch. “Well? 

“Well,” she said, first off, I want you to eat my pussy,” and she leaned back and slid her dress up, opening her legs to her bare shave pussy. 

“Wow, when, how...” 

“I’ll tell you as you eat me,” she said. 

I moved to the floor in front of her and gently licked her bare pussy, thinking how different it felt. She was quivering under my licking, and began to relay the nights events, her narration making her more excited as she talked, gauged by the moisture pouring into her pussy, how they’d chatted, kissed on the terrace, went to his room, his uncircumcised cock, and how they fucked quick, then she paused. 

“Come up here and fuck me”. 

I moved on my knees between her legs, her pussy soaked and glistening, moving between her swollen pussy lips and deeper inside her, slowly. She pulled me hard into her, holding me there. “Just stay like this a second”, she said, “don’t move.” She closed her eyes and held me, pulling my head down closer to hers. 

“Where you cock is now... there was another cock there less than 10 minutes ago. He used a condom but he fucked me on the way here.” 

It was maybe the hottest thing she could have said, confirming my overactive imagination. “Oh yeahh” I whispered back. 

“I get so hot thinking about two guys inside me in less than an hour,” she said, starting to come as she did. 
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Chapter 21
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Week 4 Date 8 – Wednesday - Mark 

ELLEN:

It took all day to tell my husband about my weekend. I’d start describing it and before I had described much, we’d be pulling off clothes and going at it again. I don’t know what was so horny about that weekend other than my other overnights but it was and I wasn’t complaining. If giving him minute details rather than avoiding it like I did in the early dates did this, he was going to get minute details. 

Finally I asked him what he’d done, and he told me about picking up a girl in a club and getting blown. That was all he said before I told him, “Women are different, I don’t want to hear about it.” And I didn’t. Deep down I didn’t like it but under the circumstances there wasn’t a lot I could say either. If he stopped, then I had to stop—and I had three more dates to go. 
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Monday morning I was checking email when I received a text, and read it was from James Lincoln. The name and number didn’t register and I started to ignore it before I realized it was the black guy from the party. I read he was just touching base and asking if we could get together for a drink sometime. I answered, “Sure, why not call me toward the end of the week”, and let it go at that. 

Mark called Tuesday to say I had a date for Wednesday, and I anticipated it would be him. “Might as well get it over with,” I said to myself when he told me the dress would be casual. 

Wednesday night came and my husband was not as restless prior to my leaving as he had been. I think he was getting used to this new lifestyle of ours, with me going out two and three nights a week. 
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Mark picked me up at 6:30, meeting me at the door with flowers. “I want to apologize, and I know I need to really suck up to make up for the other night.” 

“Yes you do,” I said, walking past him to his car and climbing in, taking the flowers as I went, laying them in the back seat of his car. 

He was the usual charming Mark I had known for years the rest of this night, but he made no reference to sex, to the dating bet, we talked about friends, local things and small talk. He really was trying to make up, and I appreciated it. We had a nice dinner and then he handed me the paper “Pick a movie,” he said, and I did, a Brad Pitt movie with a lot of romance that I’d wanted to see. Mark really was trying to suck up, I thought to myself. 

After the movie we went to a sports bar for a couple of drinks, enough for me to get lightheaded. The band stopped playing for a while and we could converse in normal tones. 

“How am I doing about sucking up?” he asked, smiling, “Back in your good graces?” 

“You’re doing very well,” I answered, “Although I’ve not totally forgiven you but you’re getting there. But I’m not going to fuck you tonight.” He laughed. 

“I didn’t expect to.” He said, adding, “I thought the other night would really turn you on, something you’ve never done. I didn’t see it was bothering you till afterwards. I’ve wanted you so badly all these years, I just... well... believe me when I say I’m terribly sorry.” 

“Your apology is accepted,” I answered. “Who knows, another night it might have been a turn on. While we’re on the subject of dating, I hope you don’t have anything lined up for me this weekend,” I said. 

Mark seemed a bit shocked, “Why, taking a break for a weekend?” 

“I probably need to spend time with my husband, and I may have a date with someone else,” I said. 

Mark stammered a bit. “If I am going to play single, I should be able to pick my own date too, shouldn’t I?” I said. He had no answer. 

“Yes, of course,” he said with a sly smile. He was enjoying this.

“Sounds like you are showing some enthusiasm on your part, and I may be closer to winning the bet. Anyone I know?” 

“No, a casual acquaintance.” I said. 

“Well I hope you have a good time and enjoy yourself,” he said finally. “See, you really are taking to this dating life—and if you clean my house early on Saturdays you can still have time to go out on Saturday.” I glared back. 

We finished our drinks and went to the parking lot. He was parked toward the back under a large tree. 

When he climbed in, I leaned over and kissed him, my hand in his lap. “Thanks for being a gentleman tonight I said, adding, “I really want to do this.” As I said that I unzipped his pants, pulled out his shorts and grasped his cock with one hand, lowering my mouth to his hard cock. He moaned when my lips went over his cock. 

I sucked him eagerly, more confident in my cock sucking after enjoying the way other men had seem to enjoy it and his breathing was quick in small puffs as I bobbed up and down on his cock, feeling his breathing coming more rapid and louder and the moving his cock to the back of my throat so I could swallow his cum, only he came more that I could swallow and a good portion spilled down inside his pants and pubis. I rose from the seat, wiping my mouth on a napkin he had on the dash. 

“That was for being nice for a change.” 

“Remind me to be nice more often,” he smiled back, starting his car and driving me home. He laughed and I asked him what he was laughing about. “I was thinking that if you don’t want to clean the house every Saturday, we might be able to work something else out.” 

“You haven’t won yet, big boy,” I shot back. 

My husband met me at the door when we pulled in. 
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Chapter 22
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DES:

After the last date with Mark I was a little apprehensive about what her date with him tonight might bring, but they pulled in at 11 p.m. and as I peered out the window she leaned over and gave him a kiss and a smile before she got out. It must have gone better, but she was home early. 

She got her nightly glass of wine before turning in and sat down, decompressing. 

“How was it?” I asked. 

“Actually he was very nice tonight, very gentlemanly, very low key.” 

“What happened?” 

“We went to dinner, that Brad Pitt film you said you didn’t want to see, and to a sports bar for a couple of drinks.” She looked up to my questioning look, “Oh, sexually?” she laughed, “I figured you’d want to know about that. He was nice tonight, so I blew him in the parking lot before he brought me home. Yes, I swallowed.” 

“I’ve been trying to be nice too,” I smiled. 

“Yes, you have, you’ve been very nice about my time on my dates and my not being here with you and I do need to be sure I’m not neglecting you. She crawled out of the chair and over to me, putting her hands on my sweats and dragging them down to my knees. She had her mouth on my cock almost instantly. 

Turning her head sideways, kissing down the side of my cock, she said: “You know it is hot to know I was sucking another cock less than 30 minutes ago. My pussy is aching to have a cock inside it.” 

I moaned my pleasure, but not sure if it was from what she said or the sheer pleasure of her going down on me, but there was no objection as she crawled on my lap and lowered herself on my rock hard cock, still glistening and wet from her saliva. 
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Week 4 Date 9 – Saturday - James 

ELLEN:

James texted me Thursday morning, asked me to call him when I could, and I returned his call during a break at work. 

The call turned into a 20-minute conversation that flowed easily, getting to know each other, asking a lot of questions and I didn’t want the conversation to end. I was enjoying the talk. He never asked about my marital status. I found his not knowing was intriguing, here is was anticipating about a date with someone who didn’t know I was married, or with a guy who had not been sharing stories with my other dates about of what I would and would not do sexually. 

However, I did know that Mark was friends with the guys he’d set me up with, so there was a bit of safety there... so this was a bit more dangerous and edgy. And that was a rush. The fact James was black... well it added something to it, maybe the taboo aspect of it, made it seem more exotic and new, maybe how well built he was, maybe the fact I’d never been out with a black guy before—but one thing was for sure, it was more exciting than if he’d been white. 

During our conversation we realized we were both in the city that day, and he asked to meet me for a drink before we went home.

I called Des and told him I’d be an hour or so late, but I didn’t say why. James met me at a bar around the corner from his office building, across town from my job. He was dressed in a three-piece suit and stood as I approached his table. I told him I only had 10 minutes before I had to leave in order to catch MARTA. 

We continued chatting and he officially asked me out for a Saturday night date. “What do you have in mind?” I asked. 

“Oh, the normal get-to-know-you thing,” he said, “nice dinner, then to a couple of the new clubs for some dancing. Sometimes the people there are a real show in themselves.” 

“Sure, sounds like fun.” I said, accepting the invitation. I texted my street address and he checked his phone. 

“Got it,” he said.

. I looked at my watch. “I really need to get home; my husband will be anxious.” 

I studied his reaction. He laughed. “You’re married? Hey, I’m not going to get in trouble here, am I?” 

“Yes, I’m married, but we have an uh, temporary arrangement.” but I explained my current situation with the bet, and how Mark had set up some of the dates for me, but James would be my first non-arranged date. 

“Hey, I love it, I feel honored,” he answered, “although I think your husband is a little insane to go along with this—as lucky as he is to have you.” 

“Maybe he is,” I smiled back, “maybe he is.” 

***
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I had cleared my schedule for Friday and didn’t bother to tell Mark that I had an open night. Instead I took the time to devote to my husband. We went to dinner. “I told Mark I had something planned for this weekend and not set anything up for me,” I told him over dinner, “so tonight I wanted my date with you.” 

“Thanks,” he said, “I don’t know that I was feeling neglected as much as I missed your company.” 

“I know; we can’t lose sight of that. We owe most of our time to each other, but I do have a date for tomorrow night though,” I was ready to drop the bomb. “Mark didn’t set it up.” 

Des arched his eyebrows. 

“Who is it?” he asked. 

“A guy I met at the ambassador reception with Paulo. We danced a couple of times and he was nice and asked for my number and email. I had a drink with him yesterday afternoon just to check him out a little. That was why I was late. I’m comfortable with him.” 

Des was a little taken aback by that, this was new territory, but I knew in the end he had confidence in me as well. 

“You don’t mind, do you? I was getting to the point with all of Mark’s friends talking about what they’ve done with me that my reputation was getting a bit tarnished, this guy knows none of that.” I said. 

“No, of course not,” he said, “Mark is the only date you’ve had that I knew personally anyway. Does this new guy know you’re married and about the dating experiment?” 

“Yes, he does, I told him Thursday. He’s intrigued of course. And he says you were very lucky.” 

“I know I am,” Des answered. 

“But I didn’t tell him that three of the dates had gotten in my pants!” I said. 

“I figured,” Des said.

“One other thing I need to tell you,” I said, not knowing exactly how he would react, “He’s black. Is that a problem?” 

Des paused, took a long drink of wine before he answered, “If you’ve meet him and are comfortable with him then so am I. I don’t’ have to tell you to be careful, I hope.”

“You don’t,” I said. “But before you ask, I am excited. I’ve never been out with a black man. It’s a first.” Des smiled. 

We continued drinking at dinner, ended up drunk and taking an Uber home, where we raced to the bedroom and fucked like rabbits. 

At Wes’ encouragement, I started talking about my experiences over the last few weeks and I went into the tiny details of my earlier dates with which I had been vague with him originally. It got us horny and we fucked some more. The reliving of the dates was acting like an aphrodisiac on him... and me. I discovered talking about the dates was a turn on we had not foreseen. 

We collapsed sometime in the night holding each other and feeling very close. 

As we lay there in the afterglow, Des was half smiling, and I asked him what he was smiling about. “You,” he laughed. “I always knew you had the hots for black guys.” 

I paused, because it was true, even though I had never acted on it. “You knew?” 

“Of course. I’m your husband. I pick up on what turns you on.” 
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Chapter 24
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ELLEN:

I went shopping that morning, making a quick trip to the department store in the mall looking at their club wear and ended up with a short gold metallic halter dress that revealed so much flesh it bordered on scandalous. It was so tight I was grateful for those long hours in the gym. I looked good, I thought. 

Des didn’t watch me dress, but I could tell I looked hot by his reaction as he watched me come into the living room. “Damn!” was all he could say. I twirled and he nodded. “You’ll be fighting someone off tonight,” he said, “Unless you don’t want to fight him off.” 

“Would you mind if I didn’t fight him off?” I asked. 

“I don’t see the arrangement any different than with anyone else you’ve dated,” Des answered. 

I smiled. “OK.”

“Want a side bet?” Des asked.

“What?”

“I bet that you end up sleeping with him because you want to see what it will be like to have sex with a black man.”

“I’m not taking that bet,” I smiled back. “Don’t wait up.”

“I didn’t plan to,” he said.

***
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I poured myself a glass of wine, sipping on it while I waited, for some reason more nervous than I expected. I looked out as James’ white Lexus pulled up. He was dressed in black pants, a black tight stretch tee that showed off his build and a sport jacket over that. I met him at the door, glancing back to the window where I saw my husband watching me get into the car with James, waving as I pulled away. 

James could not stop talking about how hot I looked, how he’d been looking forward to this ever since he’d first seen me, and he covered me in compliments. 
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ELLEN:

The French restaurant had delicious food, excellent service and great wine, of which I drank far too much of. James was drinking too and halfway through the dinner he asked again about my dating bet. 

“So if I get this right, your husband, you and your friend, who is single, got in an argument over whether it was better to be single or married and to settle it you are go to on 10 dates with other guys and there is a bet on how it ends?” 

“More or less,” I said, smiling. 

“What does the winner get?” he asked. 

“Well if he wins, I clean his house for a year, and if I win he cuts my grass and does my yard work for a year, “I said. 

“And how is the winner determined?”

“My honesty I guess. He knows me well enough to know that I wouldn’t lie just to win a bet, no matter what the stakes.”

“Well who is the closest to being right so far”? 

“If I had to choose, I’d of course choose my husband, we have years together, a marriage and know each other better than anyone. There’s a love and closeness there I could never have with anyone else. On the other hand there is excitement of new and different people, how they think about things, places they like, etc. that is interesting and that part is fun, but it doesn’t take the place of being married.” 

He nodded along, “Right now it is like having the best of both worlds,” I said.

Well it is intriguing,” James said. “Where does sex figure in with this? Are you free to do what you like?” 

I’m not a tease, if that is what you’re implying,” I said, a bit tersely. 

“No, No, I didn’t mean it like that at all. What I’m asking is does being allowed to do whatever you want to do include having sex with your date if you want to.” 

I didn’t see the need to lie. “If I want to.” I answered. 

“Have you?” he asked. I started to say it was none of his business, or that a lady would never be asked that question—but I didn’t want to be a lady tonight. 

“Had sex with one of my dates? Yes.” 

“Husband know and ok with it?” 

“Yes.” 

“Nice, very nice,” he said, raising his glass, dragging the words out as “niiicccceeee.”. “I’ll toast you and your husband and ultimate understanding.” I raised my glass, “and may this date be one you will remember and enjoy.” We clinked our glasses. 

After dinner we went dancing, first to a club with a lot of younger people, where the music was loud, and James sensed it wasn’t clicking with me, although I did enjoy the looks I received, this white woman in the gold dress dancing with this body builder black guy. Some people looked with disapproval and some with envy. I don’t know why but I loved flaunting convention and was more turned on the more disapproving looks I received. 

The next club was better, quieter, with a band playing soul and beach music, which I enjoy, and a lot of slow songs. As before as we danced, I could feel him getting hard against me. As my eyes adjusted to the almost dark room, I noticed that there were several other mixed couples there, enough that we blended in rather than stood out. 

We had more drinks, switching to mixed drinks after the next bottle of wine. 

I was getting a little sloppy drunk when the band took a break. We’d been there a long time, but I’d not worn a watch and had no real idea of the time. I scooted around in the U-shaped booth to be closer and he put his large arm over me. I leaned into him. 

“Can you feel me get hard when we dance? How hard you make me,” he whispered. 

“Of course, that’s hot,” I answered. That was when he kissed me for the first time, without hesitation, firmly, giving me little chance to ease away. I didn’t expect his forwardness in public, but I went with it, and I have no idea how long we kissed, just kissed, exploring each other’s mouths, tongues moving against each other, not groping or grabbing, all our intensity exchanged through our mouths, and it was intense. His lips were incredibly soft, and he was a good kisser. We finally broke. 

“Wow, I said, gasping. “That was one hell of a kiss.” 

“Good, I like women who enjoy kissing”. 

“Had you ever kissed a black man before?” he asked. I shook my head no. 

“Like it?” 

“Yeah, you kiss good,” I nodded. 

“Ever been out with a black man before?” I shook my head no, again. 

James kissed me again, and this time as he did I felt his hand at my knee and caressing slowly with his fingertips, slide up thigh. I parted my legs and he took the invitation and went higher. I was gone and knew it. He felt the lace thong there. I knew I was soaking through it. 

I suddenly had the urge to pee. “I need to go pee,” I said, “I’ll be right back.” 

“Hurry back,” he said.

I went into the stall, pulled up my dress and touched my soaked thong. I knew I was turned on, but I had never been this wet. I removed the wisp of lace, wrapped it up in tissue and put it in my purse. When I sat back down, he kissed me again and this time when he hit my pussy, he found no panties. 

Instead of putting his finger inside me, James played with my clit for long minutes, concealed only by the darkness and the long tablecloth.

I almost came a dozen times but every time I’d get close, he’d stop, edging me. No one in the bar noticed. We were in a dark corner and the place was crowded anyway, with everyone too distracted by their own insular worlds to notice a couple off in a corner. We were not the only couple in the room showing public displays of affection.

We paused only when the waiter brought another round of drinks. James paid. 

James kissed me again and when he did, instead of touching my clit he eased his long black finger inside me. “Have you ever fucked a black man?” he asked. 

No.” I breathed back. 

“But you’ve always wondered, haven’t you? Always been curious?” 

“Yes.” I answered, truthfully. 

“And you know you’re about to satisfy that curiosity tonight, don’t you?” he whispered as he kissed me again, “You’re about to fuck a black man? I am going to fuck you so long your will be too weak to walk, like you have never been fucked before.” 

“Yes.” I answered, “I do.” My heart was pounding in my chest as I answered. I felt a roaring in my ears. I don’t know if my reaction was a swoon, but it was close. 

“A night of firsts for you then baby girl. I’ll be your guide to being blacked.” I did not protest. I was his for the night. 

James just took me by the hand without speaking, lead me out the door, down the street a couple of blocks into a hotel. As we walked, he wrapped his arm around me to steady my wobbly legs, and it wasn’t all the liquor. 

He had already booked the room. 

“Just in case,” he said, “I hoped we might get to play after I heard about your dating.” 

In the elevator I texted Des. “Going great. CYA tomorrow.” I had planned to go home after the date, but I realized I didn’t want to go home, I wanted to give myself to James all night.

We closed the door to the room and kissed behind the door for I don’t know how long. He unsnapped my dress and pulled it down. 

“Man, great tits,” he said, cupping one, pulling on the nipple of the other, eliciting a moan from me. 

“MMM, I love that,” I moaned. 

James knelt, kissing my nipples, sucking on them and I looked down, noticing really for the first time the contrast of his dark black face against my ivory white breasts, 

James was sucking on my nipples and biting almost to the point of pain, making little noises as he did. I was hardly aware when he pulled my dress down to my ankles. As he did, I stepped out of my heels. 

James put his left hand on my ass, kneading it, and continued to suck on my nipples as he took two fingers and gently inserted them inside me, moving straight to my g-spot, rubbing it, and I came instantly, making a lot of noise. James stood up. 

I was drunk on booze, drunk on passion, drunk on partaking of forbidden fruit, and feeling very, very wicked. 

I unbuckled and unzipped his pants, and tugged down his boxers. James’ cock was dark ebony cock with a light brown head pointing toward me at almost face level. It was the biggest cock I’d ever seen or touched, maybe nine inches, and thick. I eagerly wrapped my fingers around it. My thumb didn’t touch my fingers due to his girth. I took as much of him as I could in my mouth. 

“Oh man,” I heard him say, “There’s nothing hotter than a hot white wife’s mouth around my black dick.” It was the first specific reference to our different races in a sexual content since we’d left the bar, and the explicit talk was new—and exciting 

At first, I waited for his graphic dirt talk to feel uncomfortable but it didn’t. What he said was hot and was true. I loved sucking his cock. I pulled my mouth off him a time or two to look at his dark cock, to marvel at it, so different from the other cocks I’d had in my hand, not just the color, something different I couldn’t put my finger on. 

James pulled me up. “I don’t want to cum like that the first time,” he said, guiding me toward the bed. His big cock bounced up and down as he walked, sticking straight out. 

James gently laid me back on the bed on my back and I spread my legs. He stared at my shaved pussy for a while. “I loved shaved pussy,” he said and then, leaning forward, started licking my pussy, fucking me with his long tongue as deep as he could put it inside me. 

“Damn you have a sweet tasting pussy,” he mumbled, inserting a finger along with his tongue. I leaned up to watch him, his tongue disappearing inside me, his black face against my white pale flesh. I started cumming again when he added a second finger and rubbed by g-spot as he swirled his tongue around my clit. 

I came like that, probably too quick, but I had hit my plateau too, I could keep coming. His voice had been articulate and soft, but it changed; now it became harsher and more accented, more ghetto, when gasping I begged, “fuck me.” 

“You gotta beg me,” he laughed. I had never been talked to like that during sex before, but I could play along. 

“Please fuck me,” I begged, loud. He licked my pussy again. 

“You want my black cock?” he asked. 

“Yes, Yes, I want your black cock.” I felt my pussy soaking more, my pussy lips felt swollen. 

“In your white cunt?” 

“Yes” I moaned. He would lick me every few seconds waiting for my answer. I was getting out of control—way out of control. Damn I was wanting fucked. 

“Say it,” he ordered. 

“I want you to fuck me, I want your black cock in my white cunt.” The dirty talk was one of the hottest things anyone had ever done with me other that the fucking itself. I was almost cumming from his words.

James was taunting me, saying dirty things and making me repeat everything back. I was repeating it, whatever he said, because he was still licking me between his nasty talk. He would lick and talk, and it was driving me crazy. 

“You know once you go black no going back,” he said. 

“Yes, I know.” 

“Ready for that? To be blacked?” 

“Ready. Yes, ready to go black. Black me. Please fuck me.” 

James did not let up. I would have said or done anything at this time, I was his for the taking, and he knew it. His talk and aggressiveness was hot and I was excited to be so nasty. No one had ever talked to me so bluntly, using such explicit and dirty talk. 

James was between my legs, his long black cock hanging down, his flawless body looming up over me, the tip of his cock just grazing my clit. He grasped his cock at the base and moving higher hit his hard cock against my pussy, right at my clit. I jumped at the feeling and was getting hotter and hotter. 

“Put it in me,” I pleaded. “Please.”

“Not yet,” he said, moving the head of his cock to my pussy, the tip of it just parting my wet swollen pussy lips. Grasping his cock at the base he hammered my clit with his cock, and I started cumming immediately. He paused. I had never wanted a cock inside me as badly.

James did not move closer or penetrate me. “Ready to be my white slut? ‘Cause when my big black cock goes inside that white pussy of yours you will be. I’m gonna transform you into my slut. You know that? Right?” 

“I know,” I breathed, matching his dirty talk, as if challenging myself to be as nasty as he was, saying things never dreamed would cross my lips. “I want to be your white slut, put that cock inside me, make me your slut, your whore.” 

“Look down as I make you my slut,” he grunted,” watch it happen, watch my cock go inside you. Feel the change.” 

I looked down, his dark head touching my opening, parting my pussy lips. The word “condom” flashed through my mind, and I said it almost under my breath.

“Nah, I want you raw,” James said and felt him moving inside me, a soft thrust and putting an inch of it inside me and the holding his cock there, moving back out in tiny increments, then moving forward again, deeper this time, dragging out the moment of going completely inside me, his warm hot cock moving inside me in small thrusts. 

I was soaking wet, looking down, and watching his black cock disappear as it went deeper and deeper into me. I was sweating, gasping, and loving it. When I saw he was all the way inside me and could feel his body hard against my pubis, I leaned my head back and moaned “ohhhhhhhhhh” very loud. 

James did not move once he bottomed out, just held his cock still inside me. I swear I could feel the pulse of his thick veined cock. “Yeah baby, all the way in, impaled on my black dick. You’re official now, you’ve gone black. One blacked white girl. Want me to move and fuck my white slut?” 

“Fuck your white slut, Fuck your white slut, hard,” I moaned over and over as he began to pump his cock inside of me, the force causing my eyes to squeeze shut, slamming into me so hard the entire bed was shaking. I think I was screaming it at one point. 

James kept pounding my pussy longer than I would ever dream. I started coming, and coming, and we were still talking filthy words back and forth, I was his slut, I loved his black cock in my cunt, I loved being black fucked—and each thing he said and I repeated made me that much hotter. I did not mean any of it, but damn it was hot. 

I didn’t know if he was going to ever come and the way I kept cumming I didn’t want him to, but at the same time I wanted to get him off too, he was getting me off many times, and I wanted to please him, to keep up my end of the pleasure. 

James eventually was grunting in a regular rhythm that grew quicker and quicker and he was ramming inside me harder and harder and I was coming again and he yelled a big “AHHHHHHHHH” and didn’t collapse like most men, but kept stroking, slower, and slower, till he finally stopped, but not withdrawing. His cock stayed hard. 

I began to come down to earth, looking up at his wide smiling face, his cock still inside me. My body was still spasming in little aftershocks and tingles.

“Well my married white slut, how do you like black fucking?” 

“Your married white slut loves black fucking,” I answered. 

James stayed semi-hard and in a minute was starting again, but I could feel his cum from the first fuck mixed with my pouring juices oozing from my pussy. This was more like a regular fuck, steady stroking with a lot of pleasure and, as he got close to coming, he pulled out and walked on his knees to my head, stroking his cock. 

“Open your mouth, I’ve got something for you.” and I did, my eyes focused on the head of his cock as he stroked his dick with the tip of it pointing down to my open mouth. He began moaning and stroking faster.

The first spurt squirted half in and half out my mouth. I moved my hand up to stroke him as he kept coming, pouring his come into my mouth as I swallowed. I moved forward and put my mouth over his cock until he finished coming, swallowing every drop. I rubbed the bit that had landed on my cheek and pushed it into my mouth, swallowing it as well. 

James rolled to the side and rested, dozing for a second. I couldn’t move, lying there, my legs and arms weak, letting my breathing recover, my legs still spread, arms out, chest rising and falling, I looked over at the bedside clock. It was 3 am. 

I closed my eyes. When I awoke it was 6:00 a.m., still dark outside, with light from the office building across the street illuminating the room in a dim light. 

James was on his back, uncovered, and I studied him for a long time. Damn his body was like that of a model in a body builder magazine, only with the right amount of softness in which he looked well-built but not with the hard-edged steroid definition. I stared at his cock, impressively long even soft. I had heard that black guys were almost as big soft as they were hard and obviously James was no exception. 

I wanted that cock inside me again. My pussy was throbbing to feel it. I reached for his cock and stroked it. James moaned a little, didn’t awaken, but was growing hard. I leaned over and licked it, long licks that culminated with my moving my mouth over his now hard cock and sucking it in and out in long strokes, his black shaft glistening from my saliva. I grasped his cock at the base and pushed up, flicking out my tongue to taste the clear pre-come on the tip. He was starting to wake as I moved to straddle him. 

With my right hand I rubbed the tip of his cock over my clit, down between my labia, my pussy still soaked from the excitement of the moment and the holdover deposits of his sperm from early in the night. He opened his eyes. “Your white slut wants some more black cock,” I said as I slid down on his long cock. I moved my feet flat beside him and fucked myself on his cock, having a massive orgasm before I collapsed, again almost in unison with him, his cock a white frothy coating of our juices as I rolled off and back to my side of the bed. 

He rolled to his side, threw one huge arm over me to cup one breast, and we dozed off that way. Sometime before we fully awakened, in that same position, I felt him probing, his hard cock at my pussy and he fucked me again, from behind, as we lay spooned. James did not withdraw all the way until finally he grew soft and I moved a bit and his cock slid out. It was about 11 a.m. when I finally awoke and went into the bathroom, straddling the commode and amazed at the massive amount of his cum pouring out of me. 

James was up when I came back to bed, went to the bathroom himself, and at his suggestion we ordered room service which came in about 45 minutes. In the meantime, we had taken a shower and I’d sucked him off in the shower, with him coming all over my boobs. I never dreamed a man would recover as quick as he did.

James wrapped a towel around his waist and paid the waiter while I waited in the bathroom. When the waiter left, I came out, he dropped the towel and we ate, still nude, feeding each other fruit and giggling like kids. 

I was satiated. “You like that, don’t you?” he said. 

“What?” 

“Me opening up your slut side, making you a blacked wife?” 

“Did you?” I asked, “How do you know?” 

“I think I got you figured pretty well. You’ll know more in the next few days yourself, when our night here keeps popping back into your mind and you start reliving how you got lost in some good black fucking,” he said, smiling. 

“Think so?” I asked. 

“Yes, I saw your reaction to talking slutty with me. You liked it.” 

“It was hot, doesn’t mean I believed any of it.” I answered. 

“No, but you liked it. And you believed some of it, maybe more than you wish to admit.” 

“Yeah, I liked it. How many times did you cum inside me?” 

“I lost count, not enough though. You’d like some more, wouldn’t you?” he smiled slyly. 

“Yeah, I think I would,” I smiled back. 

He took his last sip of orange juice. “I want to fuck my white slut one more time before we leave,” he said. 

“Well I need to call home. I’m usually there by this time,” 

“Why don’t you call him my way, I promise you’ll love it.” 

“What are you talking about? I asked. 

“I’ll show you, lay back, slut.” I did, and he started eating my pussy again, Damn he was good at it. 

“You have one great tasting white pussy, like a vanilla ice cream,” he panted, and I orgasmed again, with the help of his finger massaging my G-spot and his little finger probing and eventually entering my ass. I did not protest.

I saw him reach to his jacket pocket and pull out a Sharpie permanent marker. He licked my pussy again and pulled back, writing across my bare pussy, “James’ new black cock slut”. He licked me again. “You’re silly” I said, “now fuck me.” 

James rolled me to my knees and moved me up the bed, climbing behind me and inserting his cock into me from behind, his hands on each side of my hips, pulling me to him, bouncing my breasts back and forth as he slowly got all the way inside me. I was diagonal on the bed, close to the nightstand. 

He crossed my ankles and moved his knees in to hold me in that position, his cock buried in me.

“Now call your husband,” he said. “Call him with my cock inside you.” 

I started to say something, but he and moved a bit, causing a tremor ran up my back. I did as he asked, picked up the phone and dialed my home number. Des answered. “Hi honey,” I said, “sorry but I’m running late.” James did a stroke inside me that made me gasp. 

“I was getting worried,” my husband said, “are you sure you’re all right?” At this exact moment James stroked a long slow in and out again and I caught my breath. 

“Yes, I’m all right,” I said with another gasp for breath. “I’ll be home this afternoon. Don’t worry.” James pumped his cock into me again. I bit my lip to keep from moaning into the phone. 

“You sure you’re OK? You sound strange.” I grunted from James’ stroke. Des must have taken my grunt as a yes. “Ok, see you then,” he said. I heard the line go dead. James didn’t know the call had ended and rammed his cock into me harder, popping my ass, thinking he was making sounds that Des could hear. It seemed to turn him on. 

Now I let go and got loud myself. A quick second fucking followed that one, again with him never pulling out of my pussy after cumming inside me the first time. He was amazing. 

James insisted I not wash his writing off, and I didn’t, although I did use a disposable douche I’d brought along in my purse. Again, I was gushing the semen James had deposited inside my belly. It ran down my leg and was dripping from my body when I walked to the bathroom. 

The day before I was not sure how it would end up, but just in case I had rolled up a pair of shorts, tank top, thong and toothbrush and stowed them in my larger purse. I dressed in them now after another quick shower.

I arrived home at four. James walked me to the door, and I gave him a hug, and he smiled. “Think about me some this week,” I stepped inside when he turned toward his card, wondering if I had crossed a line that had nothing to do with color. 
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DES:

I do not see color, at least that is what I said to myself when Ellen boldly came out with her non-Mark-arranged date was with a black man. She was more excited than with any other date, the tip off being her dress was the most daring she had worn to now and the most revealing thing I had ever seen her wear. She flited around with a giddy excitement the day of the date.

I was curious to see him, wondered if he would come to the door, but Ellen was conveniently in the foyer playing with her phone when he pulled it. I knew then that he had texted her when they were close. 

I stepped to the window and saw her sitting in a white Lexus as a massive well-built black man with ebony skin a wide smile closing her door and went around the front of the car and got under the wheel. As he backed away, she saw me at the window and gave me a meek wave.

I was OK for an hour. Mark called to see if Ellen has gotten away on her date and I told him yes. I think that he was curious since this was the first date that he had not arranged.

It was then that our conversations about Shanna came back into my consciousness. I recalled the photos I discovered in helping Mark move, the ones with his wife and a black man, and the descriptions of her involvement with her black lover—and Shanna being pregnant when she was killed in the auto accident. 

“Good looking guy?” Mark asked.

“Yeah, tall, very black. White Lexus.”

I heard a stunned silence on the other end of the line. “Mark, you there?” I said.

“Yeah,” he stammered. “Black. Oh shit. Sorry just having a déjà vu moment for a second.” His voice became more cheerful. “You may be in for some things far different that simple dating. I’ve been there. Don’t be surprised if she goes down the rabbit hole.”

“What do you mean?”

“I suspect you are about to find out,” Mark said. 
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ELLEN:

My husband Des was in the kitchen and walked in with what had become almost a tradition lately, a cool glass of wine and a desire to hear everything that happened. I wasn’t sure how to approach it, but then I realized that the truth was the only thing that would suffice, but there was no way to tell him everything I was feeling. I considered leaving part of what happened 

“Thanks,” I said, extending my hand for the glass, taking a long sip, looking at that expectant look in his eyes. “I don’t know where to start,” I said, “it’s not like anything I’ve done before with any of my other dates. The vibe of the entire night was so was different. We went to dinner, then dancing at a club I didn’t like, then this more intimate club.” I paused, the image of me a few hours ago begging for a big black man to fuck his white slut popping into my mind. I decided to shortcut the process. 

“In the club he kissed me like I’ve never been kissed before, no offense to you honey, but I am trying to be truthful. I was so turned on being seen out with this very dark black man, it was a whole different feel. I got a rush out of it. 

“I went to the bathroom and took off my thong, he’d already been running his hands up my leg behind the table.”

“You did what? Why?” Des asked.

“So he could finger me, I knew it was coming. And I wanted him to. No one could see, since the table had long tablecloths. And when I sat down again, I scooted next to him at the back of the booth and he did.”

“Did what?”

“Fingered me, to a climax. I got off sitting in a booth. In public,” I said. “I’d always wondered what it would be like to fuck a black guy and I was going to find out. Does that shock you?” I asked my husband. 

Des smiled, “No, like I said the other night. I knew your curiosity about black men, you just never admitted it, Go on, it’s hot and I have a raging hard on.” 

“Let me see...” I laughed as he unzipped his pants and pulled out his hard-throbbing cock. “And before you ask, he was very thick and big, yes, my biggest ever.” Des was enjoying my story. His cock was solid as steel.  “So it excites you the fact that I fucked a black guy?” 

“Looks like it,” he said. I unbuttoned my halter and let it fall it down to my waist. 

“He loved sucking on my boobs,” I said, just then noticing the three small hickeys on my left breast. I didn’t notice that when I dressed. 

“As he should have,” my husband said. 

“Come here, and kiss my nipples,” I said. We put the night’s narrative on hold and Des started sucking on my nipples. I couldn’t resist. I started the descriptions that had fired Des up before. “You know as you’re sucking my nipples, that someone else was sucking those same nipples less than an hour ago.” I knew Des was ready to fuck and I was ready too. 

“You’ve fucked me as your lover and you’ve fucked me as your wife, you’ve even fucked me after another man has fucked me,” I whispered, “now fuck me as a black man’s white slut.” He backed away for a second, confused, and then I pulled up my dress, where he could read in the marker the words, “James’ black cock slut”. I did not know how he would react but smile with his words.

“Damn, that’s hot,” he said, moving up to put his cock inside me, right under the lettering. 
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ELLEN: 

Mark called on Monday. “How was your weekend?” he asked. “You a blacked wife now?”

“It was great,” I said. “And yes, I’ve been blacked.”

“As much fun as what I’ve been lining up for you?” 

“Yes, it was really good actually,” I answered. 

“Who was it?” he asked. 

“I guy I met at a party,” I said, “you don’t know him.” 

“You spend the night?” 

“That’s none of your business,” I snapped. 

“I’ll take that as a yes,” he laughed. “If you had not you would have said so.” 

“Touché.” 

“I don’t think that I should count that as date number 9, I didn’t set it up” he commented. 

“It was my 9th date, Mark,” I said, “so I have one more in the bet.” 

“Well I’m not going to ask you to say which you prefer now, because you haven’t been on the ten dates, but why don’t you tell me what you’d like to do on this next date. Is there someone you’ve already dated you’d like to date again,” he said, “or even a couple of guys, maybe a double date,” he laughed. 

“That sounds interesting.” I answered. “Let me think about it.”

As soon as I hung up the phone from Mark, it rang again. I picked it back up. 

“Hello.” 

“Hey girl, it’s James. How’s my white slut? Our time together popped in your mind a few times since Saturday?” 

“Sure has,” I admitted. I didn’t say that I had thought about a lot—a very lot. “That was fun, I really enjoyed it.” 

“Great, I was hoping this coming weekend we might get together again.” 

“Not sure I can,” I said, “the deal was for 10 dates, and I’ve been on 9, and my friend was just on the phone setting up the next one.” 

“Aww girl, why don’t you cancel it? You know you’ll have a lot more fun with me,” he said. “You are made for black dick. You know you’re not gonna stop at 10 dates, anyway, don’t you?” 

“Well actually I don’t know if I will continue, I like it, that true, and it’s been fun, but so is monogamy with my husband, a lot less hectic and a lot more restful. And not to mention that I’d have a year of house cleaning as well if I don’t stop.” 

“Well I won’t push you, but I know you’d like to get slutty with me again, you’ll give me that much, won’t you?” he said. 

“Yeah, your white slut would love to get slutty with you again,” I laughed, “but that doesn’t mean I will.” 

“Under the circumstance that’s the most I can ask. Okay if I call you some more and try to change your mind?” he asked. 

“Yeah, I’ll know more next week,” I said, smiling to myself. It sounded like my black lover wanted more of my white pussy. 

“So you’re not for certain going out with your friends then, are you? I still have a shot to see you one more time at least?” 

“Yes, you still have a shot to see me at least one more time,” I said. As I said it, I realized I wanted to see him one more time—or more. There was a long pause, with nothing else to really say. 

“Well I guess it’s time for my married white slut to tell me bye isn’t it?” 

“Yeah, your married white slut is telling you goodbye.” 

I hung up the phone and laughed to myself. It was amazing how popular I was now that I was putting out. 
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DES:

I watched her hang up the phone as I came out of the kitchen and she met me with that puzzled look on her face that I’d come to know. “We need to talk,” she said. When a woman starts a conversation with that phrase, odds are you will be asked to make a concession in some way. 

“What’s up, babe?” I asked. 

“This dating thing,” she said, as I nodded. “I think you can tell that I love parts of the dating, I feel empowered from it. My confidence in myself is at a high. I enjoy having your permission to go further if I want it; it tells me that our marriage is bigger than just sex.” 

For some reason I had a sense of foreboding as she continued, because I really didn’t know where she was going with this, “I love fucking different guys, that’s been really hot, and the sex with you afterwards is just as hot if not hotter when I tell you about it.” 

“True” I said, “that part has been very hot.” 

“Well I’m been thinking about the bet and I’m running out of dates within the limits of the bet, and I have Mark wanting to set me up with one or two new guys and wants me to choose and I have James wanting me to go out with him again and as I was thinking about it, I’ve not been home on a Friday or Saturday night in a while. Sometimes sitting here with you watching TV is all I want to do. I like that too.” 

“So, are you saying you want to extend the bet to 11 dates? Or 10 dates that Mark sets up and not count your dates with James, or that you want to stop now, or what? “

“I guess that’s the point of it. I don’t really know. What do you think?” 

“I don’t think I can answer that for you.” 

“Yeah, you need to have some input, after all it’s your wife that is been getting laid by, hell I have to think how many different guys in the last month.” She started naming names “That’s six guys if blowjobs count,” she said, adding, “James is right, I am being a slut.” 

“And you love it,” I commented. “I loved how fucking other men has pulled you out of your shy shell. Your entire attitude exudes a sultry sexiness.”

Ellen laughed, “Yeah, and I love it. You know me too well. But when I started this, I took comfort that there was a finite ending point. 10 dates that was it. The end. I don’t know where things might go and what I might do if I go beyond that.” 

I knew what she wanted, but I also she knew she wanted me to enable her. And whether I should have or not, I did. “You asked my opinion, so here goes. Technically you’ve not been on nine dates set up by Mark. So you could do two more there, since James didn’t count.” 

“James didn’t count?” I could see her mind working, a sly smile on her face. 

“Truthfully I’ve had second thoughts about how this was going and where it might end. If there’s an end in sight or limits it doesn’t matter to me if you go on one more date or three more dates. That would let you see James again and have two dates with Mark’s friends. No matter how the bet turns out you’ve proved that there are good points and fun from both views, and for someone with a limited sexual background before, I think the experience has shown you what was out there that you may have missed by us marrying so young.” 

“And I thank you for allowing me to enjoy both at the same time,” she said, smiling. 

“You’re not the type to welsh on a bet. Sounds like continuing as you have is a good way to mess up your Saturdays for a year.” 

I saw her pondering, her eyes looking away, deep slow breaths. The thought flashed through my mind without anything to back it up that my wife was considering the possibility of losing the bet and continuing to date other men. Her face changed, she stood. “OK,” she said. “Glad we are on the same page. I love you.” She leaned down and gave me a peck.
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ELLEN

When Mark called on Tuesday, I told him that I’d not made up my mind what I wanted to do. 

“You’ve done reasonably well so far, so surprise me.” I said, adding, “And my outside date didn’t count, so technically I have two more dates in the bet. The bet was you would set me up for 10 dates, what I do outside that is my own business.” 

Mark didn’t speak for a second. “Sounds like you’re liking this single stuff. How’d you work that angle with your husband?” 

“Actually he came up with that way to look at it,” I answered. 

“And let me guess, since your other date didn’t count then it doesn’t count if you want to see him again, which I’m sure you will do.” He laughed. “But I’ll compromise, who you date during these 10 dates does not count, but if you go on dates with other men after the end of the 10 dates, obviously you’ll lose the bet.” 

“I know.” 

“Well the most important thing is that you are enjoying it and it is not endangering your marriage, as long as Des is all right with it.” 

“So far that is exactly what is happening. If it wasn’t I would have already stopped,” I told him. 

“You good for Friday this weekend?” he asked. 

“I’m going to rest this Friday and stay home with my husband.” 

“And Saturday?” 

“Saturday would be good.” 

“That’s perfect, I have this good friend who I think you’ll like. A day date ok?” 

“Yeah, just let me know the appropriate dress code and a time” I said. 

“Figure about nine on Saturday morning, I know he has to work Saturday night, so you should be home by six, and dress very casual and you’ll probably want a swimsuit. I think you’re going boating.” 

“Kool. I love the water,” I answered. 

“I know, that’s why I lined him up,” he said. “When does your outside date see you again?” 

“That’s none of your business.” I could hear Mark laughing. 

“Oh, so you are gonna see him again?” 

“That’s none of your business either.” He was still laughing as I hung up. If I were home by six, and it was a casual leisurely day, there was no reason why I couldn’t... 

On my phone I scrolled to James’ name. He answered on the third ring. 

“Still looking for a married white slut to fuck?” I asked, continuing our banter. 

“You bet, baby,” he said back, “You want some more of this big black cock?” 

“If you want some more of my sweet white pussy,” I responded. 

“You know that. Just say when?” 

“Well I have a date Saturday morning, but I expect to be home by six, so give me some time to change clothes, maybe eight?” 

“That’s good I’ll be there at eight—you’re gonna love the evening, I think. I have been putting a lot of thought into what my slut needs yet to grow in the role,” James said.

“I’ll be ready, anything special I should wear?” I asked 

“Just the sexiest sluttiest thing you got girl,” he said, “I wanna show off my white slut.” 

“I may have to go shopping but I could up with something.” 

“I can’t wait, girl. I’ve thought about last weekend several times. How about you? I told you being slutty would get in your head. Was I right?” he asked. 

I couldn’t lie; it had been in my mind a lot. “Yes, you were right.” 

“I’ll see you Saturday” 

“Bye. “ 

I smiled to myself, anticipating two dates in one day. I had never done that before. 
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DES:

It was amazing to see the eagerness in how Ellen reacted to dating, and I was shocked to discover her booking two dates on the same day. Even though the dates for the bet were winding down, I could tell she was more excited about this coming weekend, more empowered and emboldened. 

Ellen was exceptionally horny throughout the week. On Wednesday night after a strenuous and rambunctious fuck, as we lay there gasping for breath she asked me, 

What does “dressing slutty” mean to you? 

I didn’t even ask why, just told her, “Lot of sheer peek-a-boo stuff, revealing see-through things, thin, showing off and obviously not wearing a bra, no way to conceal pokies in a cool wind, maybe even something traditional like a button up shirt—but unbuttoned four buttons so others can get a quick glance, or at least thinks they might get a quick glance. You know, something that shows bare skin in an untraditional place, short skirts and nice little bare surprises. Answer your question?” 

“Yeah, I think it did,” and she was dozing off, adding, “I don’t have any clothes like that.” She paused and then said, as if talking to herself, “I may go shopping tomorrow afternoon.” 

***
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Mark called while Ellen was shopping. 

“Sounds like your wife got blacked,” Mark said. 

“Yes.”

“She behaving different? You catch her gazing off as if she is in a daydream, not hearing you when you first speak?”

“Well, yes, now that you mention it,” I said. 

“You know what she’s thinking about don’t you?”

“No.”

“Black cock. Tell me this, was she looser when you fucked her after she got home?” Mark asked. 

“Yes,” I admitted, “A little. You seem to know a lot about this.” 

Mark said nothing else other than, “Been there. Hang on for the ride.”
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Week 5 Date 9 (that counts with Mark) - Saturday - Steven 

At 8:50 I heard a car pull up. “Damn, early,” I said. I was ready but had just poured a cup of coffee. Hubby was still in bed, although he planned to be up at 9 to tell me bye. “He’s here, I’m gone!” I yelled up to him, picking up my beach bag and walking outside before my date could ring the bell. 

Coming up the walk toward the house was a cute man about 6 feet tall—and young. We introduced ourselves on the steps. His name was Steven. I figured he was in his late 20’s but I didn’t ask. 

I asked how he knew Mark, and he said he had met Mark at some parties they had attended together last year. Instead of heading toward the lake we turned into the local airport, driving into a hanger where a small twin-engine plane was sitting. I was confused. 

Steven laughed. “Let me guess, Mark didn’t tell you we’re going to the beach?” 

“Uh, no,” I stammered, “how long will it take to get there?” remembering I had another commitment tonight. 

“We’ll be in the bay by 10:30—don’t worry, I’ll still have you home by 6.” 

“Great, sounds exciting,” I said, somewhat in awe that we were taking a plane just to get on saltwater.

And he was right. By 10 a.m. we were walking down among the larger sailboats to a large Sea Ray cabin cruiser. There was a jet ski on the back and a small outboard floating beside it. “That’s it,” he said proudly. She is the Bawdy Babe.” 

“And named because?” I asked.

Steven laughed, “Liked the way it sounded.”

“Into bawdy babes?” 

“When I can find one,” he laughed again, “They are few and far between, I’ve found.”

It was a lavish boat. He helped me aboard. “We’ll be underway in just a few minutes; I was here yesterday and got everything ready to go out.” 

Steven went into the cabin and emerged with a tall glass, “Mimosas are a great way to start the morning, don’t you think?” 

I agreed, took the glass and sipped, standing beside him at the wheel as we left the dock area. The big engines rumbled with a bass vibration I could feel in my chest when he opened the throttles and the big boat’s motors roared. It was exhilarating. We couldn’t talk above the roar, just smiling at each other. 

Steven turned up the coast that was soon a thin line in the distance when he stopped the boat, rocking in the large waves, and dropped the anchor. 

“Like to fish?” he asked as he began to rig some rods. I was on my third Mimosa and feeling very warm and fuzzy. It was hot and I went below and went through my beach bag. I had brought four suits, each with varying coverage, and opted for the skimpier two-piece, not choosing the “just around home” pale yellow suit that revealed more when it got wet. When I stepped out on deck it was very clear he liked what he saw, emitting a low whistle. “Wow, very nice Ellen, you’ve got a great body in addition to your beautiful face!” 

I returned the compliment with a smile and struck a pose. He pulled his cell phone camera and snapped a quick photo. One of the reels starting singing. He urged me to sit in the fighting chair, which I did, and he handed me the rod. He coached me patiently while I fought what 20 minutes later was a huge multi-colored dorado. Steven pulled it in and then had me hold it while he snapped another photo of me holding it. He excused himself as he stepped down to the swim platform and cleaned it. 

We sat in the shade and chatted and drank and he asked if I would like to sun and I said sure, getting my sunscreen. “I’ll need some help with this on my back,” I said, knowing clear well it was a leading statement. There was no need for seduction, I had a great buzz, was barely covered in my swimsuit, and I the desire had increased the more I was around him. I wanted fucked. 

Steven rubbed the lotion on his hands and started at my shoulders and rubbed the lotion in gently, kneading my shoulders as he did. He didn’t keep it up long before I felt his lips on the side of my neck and I turned into his kiss, short, eager, and thrilling. He had a mischievous smile that I couldn’t read, but instead of kissing me again he turned me back around and kept massaging my shoulders, moving down my back a bit. 

“Damn that feels good,” I commented. 

“I took some massage training,” he said, “would you a short massage?” 

“I would love it,” I said. 

We moved to the fantail of the boat, where I lay face down on a large white vinyl cushion and he began kneading my back, untying the back of my swimsuit, “With your permission,” he asked before he did, untying it at my neck as well. I just lay there in the warm sun, the suntan oil slick and fragrant, with my muscles becoming less and less tense. 

We continued chatting, as he worked on my lower back. He said he needed to untie the bottom of my suit and was untying it before I said anything. He massaged my ass, my legs and it felt wonderful. 

“Now you look like you belong on this boat,” he said. 

“What do you mean?” I said. 

“You’re nude. I have a no-suits rule for sunning on the front deck once we are out of the harbor and away from the other boats.” 

“Nice,” I answered. 

“Would you like to roll over?” he asked, and I did, not bothering with my suit at all. He took in a deep breath as he did. “Damn, you’re hot,” he breathed, “and I love your pussy bare.” 

“Good,” I said back, and he didn’t touch me or kiss me as I expected, but continued the massage, my arms, my fingers, my feet, up my legs. As he moved further up my thighs, I was very relaxed, a good buzz from the drinking and I parted my legs naturally as I felt his fingers getting closer. 

Steven lost all sense of professional distance now, gently tracing over my bare pubis with his fingertips and leaning over to kiss me as he did. He certainly knew how to use his fingers, sliding two fingers inside me and curling them, getting me off in two minutes without breaking our kiss, manipulating my body like a master, ending in a second massive squirting orgasm just a few minutes later. I was laying there, taking long draughts of air, ready and waiting for him to climb on top of me and fuck, because there was no hesitation in my mind whether I would take it further, but he didn’t, dragging out my anticipation 

“Just lay there and relax a few minutes, I’ll refresh your drink and cook that dorado for lunch,” he said. 

I rolled over a couple of times, evening out my tan, when I heard him say, “It’s ready,” raising up I saw a small table already set with plates and silverware, and a chilled bottle of champagne. I rose, reaching for my suit top, but he said, “Please leave it off, I love looking at your body.” I left both pieces of my swimsuit on the cushion and sat down nude to an exquisite meal of fresh mahi-mahi cooked in lime juice. The champagne maintained the buzz, and Steven and I further enjoyed each other’s company. He could chat about anything, was an interesting conversationalist and was a great listener. I realized what a good time I was having, and I told him so. 

“Good,” he said, “who wouldn’t enjoy taking a beautiful woman out on his boat and having her sit across from him nude during lunch.” He raised the cell phone again, and I posed for that photo twisting sideways and arching my back, thrusting my boobs out, and he snapped a few others as I walked around the boat naked. It crossed my mind that he might show my photos to someone else, but instead of worrying about it there was a part of me that hoped he would.

The preliminaries were out of the way and he’d not taken his chance when he’d had it earlier. I had determined in my mind that if he didn’t start something soon that I was going to. It was a little past noon when he suggested we go out on the front deck, and as we stepped out, I saw the sign fastened to the bulkhead proclaiming, “No clothes allowed on this deck.” I turned to say something, but he was already stripping down his shorts. That’s when I saw his cock. I don’t know how long it was, but it was the biggest I had ever seen, bigger than Des, than James, than any of the lovers in my dating experience, and he’d not spent the day bragging about it, he was a gentleman and there stood this big dicked stud. 

When we laid down he took me in his arms and we made out like young lovers, right down to a serious hickey he put on my breast, another on my bare pubis, kissing and holding and groping for 30 minutes or so, our sun lotion slick bodies sliding against each other. 

I sucked on his cock but could not get it all in my mouth. He snapped a photo with my mouth on his cock. My only thought at that moment was wondering if he was going to get on top or I was, but he solved that by rolling over with me on top and in that position I very carefully eased myself down onto his huge cock. It hurt at first as it filled my pussy, but then I adjusted, and it felt fantastic. Without my knowing it he had put a condom on. He snapped a photo of me riding him. 

I still don’t understand how I got something that big inside me, but I did, and I was coming almost instantly from the stretching of my pussy and the pressure inside me as he moved. I rocked back and forth on him while he pulled on my nipples and squeezed my breasts, until finally he came in a loud screaming orgasm that lifted me totally off the boat deck as we fucked. We were miles away from anyone else, but I think someone still may have heard my moaning and screaming. One thing I loved about fucking him is he was as loud as I was. I didn’t have to wonder when he came, nor he I. 

When we both came, I rolled off him and we cuddled there naked on the deck. 

He laughed to himself softly and I looked up, “Some of my friends want to know why I like to date women older than me. If they could have seen us the last few minutes, they’d never date anyone younger again.” 

I laughed with him. Although in the back of my mind I thought that wasn’t a nice thing to say, to bring attention to our age difference. 

We continued kissing and fondling as we lay there, and he was almost instantly hard again. Damn I love certain things about young guys, I thought to myself, as he rolled me to my knees and moved in behind me. “It will be better this time” he promised, making me gasp as he moved into me, holding my hair and pulling me back, fucking soft, then hard, and he began slapping my ass as he fucked me. The liquor had hit me hard and I have trouble remembering everything, but I do recall when he came I fell forward and he fell with me, the move pulling his cock from me, and I felt empty.

I showered in the small head of the boat on the way into the dock, pulled on a skirt and at his request left my top off until close to the dock, with him taking more photos with his phone as I posed. 

“You’re a natural model!” he told me, “Have you ever modeled before?” 

“No.” I answered. 

“Well I do some fashion and nude photography in my work. You should, you’re hot.” 

I pulled on a tank top at the harbor entrance and true to his word our plane landed at the local airport at 5:30. A cab he’d called was waiting and he thanked me for a great day, said he’d love to see me again sometime. I told him I would too and gave him a kiss and as the cab drove away, I saw him giving stowage instructions to the hanger supervisor. 

I should have been tired, but I was invigorated. Between the sun, the massage, the continuing buzz, the fucking, I was bubbly, giggly, and a little horny as I came bounced into the house. 

Des was sitting on the couch watching TV, and just on a sudden urge I walked straight to him without speaking, unbuckled his pants, pulled down his shorts and sucked him hard, then without removing my clothes crawled into his lap, pulled my skirt above my waist pulled my thong to one side, and guided his cock into my pussy, fucking him in a long comfortable fuck that only a husband and wife can have. Before he came inside me, I moved off him and blew him until he came, swallowing it. He was smiling contentedly when I stood up. 

“Damn,” he said, “you should go out with this guy again.” 

“Not a bad way to come home is it?” I giggled. “I’ll have to remember that.” 

I handed Des my cell phone, to which Steven had emailed all the photos he had shot. “Want some dirty pictures of your wife?” I laughed. I looked over his shoulder at the clock, it read 6:45. “Damn, I gotta hurry,” I said, “I have a date.” 
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Second Date with James

ELLEN: 

After last date with James I knew that I would be out overnight and packed accordingly. I told Des the same, without the guarantee of a call. “I may be preoccupied, do not be made if I don’t call. It will be an overnight.”

At 8:10 James was due to show up. I came downstairs at 8:00, giving Des 10 minutes to stare at what I considered new “slutty” clothes. He suggested twice that I just stay home with him from the way I looked, so I knew I really looked hot. 

At first glance it might not have looked like I was dressed slutty, but looking closer, anyone could see I was wearing a short brown skirt that barely covered my thigh high stockings, with a lighter colored button up thin brown and black sheer blouse. It was sheer but hard to tell in dim light. In a bright light it was totally see through. The light brown part of the pattern revealed the darkness of my areola clearly. I had unbuttoned three buttons. I had left off underwear and had not packed any. If James liked me dressed slutty that was exactly what he was going to get tonight. 

I didn’t expect wining and dining and small talk. From our conversation I felt it was clear what we both wanted, more hard fucking like the last time. 

Since James was late, I opened the door when he pulled in, told Des bye, and went to James’ auto, a black Escalade this time, so he wouldn’t have to waste the time getting out and being courteous. I opened the door and he smiled as he saw me. “Good God, girl, you are one hot looking woman, get your cute white ass in here and let’s go.” 

I climbed in. “Scoot over here,” he said, indicating beside him on the big bench seat. As I did he put his big arm over my back and around me, but I slid down in the seat a bit, just in case someone in the neighborhood might question why the neighbor down the street was doing curled up under the arm of a big black guy. 

At the interstate I sat a little higher and his big black hand slid inside my top to cup my breast. He started using his fingertip and thumb to pull on my nipple while I moaned contentedly. I was already wet from dressing this way, and the playing with my boobs made it worse. He moved the cloth aside to see my breast and saw the hickey. 

“Damn, girl, somebody put that on there today?” he asked. 

“Yes.” 

“Your husband?” 

“No.” 

“Damn, girl, you are slutty, just like I like ‘em. I’ll have to leave my mark on you too, you know that, right?” I nodded. “Awe right,” he said.

“Where are we going?” I asked. 

“Oh just a club that I guarantee you’ve never been to before,” he said. “I wanted to show it to you, get a feel for it, maybe show you off too.”

“Why’s that?” I asked, wondered why we were not going straight to his place, as he had implied in our chats.

“Cause there ain’t no white people there unless it is a white woman with a brother. You gonna see my side of life, girl,” he said, his precise speech fading as get got closer to the city. “And a life that white wives get to enjoy too. You wear panties?” he asked. 

“No.” 

“Good girl, let me see.” I did as he asked, offering no resistance or hesitation as I slid my skirt above my ass and scooted down, opening my legs for the finger fucking that was coming... and did. 

He paused after I came, I sat up straighter in the seat, my skirt still above my waist and leaning against him. “I don’t know why I do that,” I said. 

“What?” he answered, “Opening your pussy when I ask, doing what I say when I say it.” 

“Yes.” 

“You know the answer.” 

“That I’m your white slut?” I responded, jokingly. 

“In a manner of speaking. You like giving up the control and not having to make decisions. You’re finally with a man who sees that in you and doesn’t ask but expects and demands your obedience. He knows what you want and knows what he wants—your white pussy.

“You are with a man who knows how to pull the freedom of giving up that control and getting down and nasty, letting that love for black cock out of you.” 

I paused as I considered it. I was almost afraid to think he was right—but I suspected he was. 

James got me off with his fingers twice on the ride to the club, an obscure warehouse looking place with “The Blue Palace” in faded blue dayglo paint over the entrance. The parking lot was full, and he was right, there was not another white man in sight. I saw three other white women, each hanging on to a black man.

James could tell I was uncomfortable. “Don’t worry, you’re very safe, you’re with me and I have friends here who will see you with me, so you have nothing to worry about.” I took him at his word. 

The inside of the club was dim, but I was surprised that everyone was well dressed, the music loud and throbbing, with tables on an elevated platform over a crowded dance floor. I waited for my eyes to adjust and saw more white women dancing with their black dates.

The crowd seems to lean toward younger guys in dress pants and dressy shirts while the women almost to a person were dressed in what could only be described as “dressed to thrill”. One girl even was wearing a top that cut below one breast with just a sticker on her exposed breast covering her nipple. 

More women came in, most of them interracial couples, white women with black men. 

Everyone was laughing, talking, and two different groups of people greeted James as he came in. He waved but went to neither, taking me to a table for a seat, leaving me there as he walked over to the bar and ordered our drinks. He hadn’t asked me what I wanted but brought back a dark drink with a distinctive soft taste. I sipped it. “What’s in it?” I asked. 

“House drink,” he said, “they make them by the gallons here, they won’t say exactly what is in it, but it has at least three kinds of schnapps in it. It’s powerful. Go easy, it will take you there quicker than you think.” 

I took a second sip and it tasted better than the first, as did the third sip better than the second. We sat there for a minute, he was allowing me to get a feel for the place, there were a couple of hip-hop singers dancing and singing on stage. James leaned over, “The three top names in hip-hop got their start in this club,” he said, “and you will hear some music here you will never hear anywhere else, explicit lyrics they leave out of the releases for the general public.” I nodded and did start feeling the beat a little. The man on stage started on a cover of Nate Dogg’s, “Your wife, my bitch.” I realized that the song could be about me—and I was loving it.

I finished my drink and was already lightheaded as we went to the dance floor, which was a cacophony of lights and sounds from a dozen different directions, absolutely disorienting, but with a strong bottom beat that set the rhythm to the dancing. 

At the second song smoke came out from smoke generators, a strobe on it as well, and we danced in clouds, so it seemed. As we danced more and more effects came out, foam that was neck deep and even a fine mist of water that soaked everyone, causing my thin top to plaster to my skin and the light brown sections to go totally sheer, totally showing every part of one breast, including the dark hickey. No one seemed to notice. 

As we danced closer James reached out and unbuttoned my top all the way down. “It will dry faster that way,” he laughed. We danced one more dance and took a break. I started on my second house drink. My top had dried a bit, but when I started to button it back up, I saw James’ shaking his head. I left it open. 

“There’s a different act for the next set,” he said, “some more traditional music.” 

I drank my second drink faster and he was right, I was drunk. A third was put in front of me as James chatted with people as they would come by and say hello. He introduced me as his friend, Ellen. I’d shake their hands, smile drunkenly and say I was glad to meet them. The men would get good cleavage shots of my open top and smiled appreciatively as they did, some bolder than others, and from some angles some even got nipple shots, which was turning me on even more, sitting in a public club so exposed.
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The next set started, old hits by a great cover band. Their first song was a slow dance. “Belly grinding music,” James said, pulling me up. “Come on.”

James and I danced, his hands on my ass, pulling my body in tight against the big hard-on in his pants. We kissed a time or two, and he slipped his hands between us and pulled my top aside on each side so my bare breasts were now pressed against him. In the dim light it was almost impossible to see that I was so bare, and it was amazingly hot to dance this way. When the song ended and the beat picked up, we backed away from each other and danced. I was holding the hem of my blouse so that it did not expose any more flesh than the narrow strip from my waist up to my throat. As we danced, I eventually tied it under my breasts in a single knot, which James quickly untied as soon as we danced a second slow dance. 

“I need a break, and some water,” I said, trying to cover up as best I could as we walked from the floor back to our table. A fresh drink was on the table in front of me. I couldn’t recall finishing the other one. I was thirsty and drank hungrily, though. 

James leaned over. “Girl, you really look hot, but you need to quit hanging onto the hem of that blouse. Simply let it fall, if you flash a bit that’s ok here, lots of girls are doing that when they twirl around and shit.” I looked out to the floor and he was right, and it was getting hotter. 

“OK,” I said, “I’ll not touch it. If that’s what you want.” 

“That’s exactly what I want,” James said. 

Another black guy came up and sat down at our table without an invitation, shaking hands with James, greeting him as a friend, taking in a long look at me that lingered a second or two beyond comfortable and James introduced him as Court. I looked at him with my head a bit sideways trying to take in the name. “Courtland, Court is short,” he smiled, and I again shook his hand and told him I was glad to meet him. 

They were obviously close friends and they talked about sports, other friends whose names I didn’t recognize and although they tried to keep me in the conversation, it was difficult. 

The next slow song started and Court asked James if he minded if he danced with me. James said no, it’s up to her, and I nodded numbly, taking his hand. 

Per James’ request as I walked my top opened and I ignored fastening it as we began dancing. Court pulled me close to him, opening my top as James has and pressing my bare breasts against him. “Ellen, you have a magnificent set of tits.” 

“Thank you,” I murmured. I was almost weak kneed from the alcohol, so I hung on him as we danced. I think he felt me up, but I really can’t say for sure. The dance was nice. Court guided me back to my table and I asked for more water and tried to sober up. I wasn’t in any shape to keep dancing and told James that, and he said no problem, we’d just sit awhile. 

Court asked James where we had met, and he told him about the Ambassador reception. “Second date,” he smiled at Court, “and her second date with a bro.” 

Court turned to me, “Never dated black before, Ellen?” I shook my head no. “Well, be careful, once you go black there’s no going back,” he laughed. 

“She knows,” James said, smiling. 

“She knows?” Court said, smiling, looking back at me, “Done got you some black cock, huh. girl?” I nodded again, smiling this time, glancing over at James. I continued nodding and smiling. “James get your black cherry, baby?” I nodded again. “Oh shit—white girl goes wild for that first black dick that goes up inside her. Wants more of it.” He laughed at my smile, “and you liked it, too didn’t you?” 

“Loved it,” I admitted. 

“Well you certainly are a beautiful woman and I mean that. I’m envious of James right this minute. If he stops wanting to play with you, give me a call ok?” he said, flirting. I nodded again, my eyelids suddenly feeling heavy. I fought it. 

They talked for a few more minutes and in my drunkenness my mind drifted. I didn’t pay attention and then James was talking to me, trying to get me back in the conversation. “Court is a photographer, you know, he said he’d love to shoot you some time.” 

“I’m not a model,” I said. 

“Yeah, but you look as good as one, you could be,” Court said. I didn’t tell him that he was the second man today to have told me that that day. 

“Thanks, but at 40 I’m not so sure.” 

“Bullshit,” both Court and James said at the same time. 

“I can prove it,” Court said. “I’ll shoot some test shots, and you’ll see.” 

“That’d be fun,” I admitted, “I might like to try that sometime.” 

James looked around, looked back at me and Court and said, “Well shit, there ain’t nothing else gonna happen here, we could do it tonight.” Court nodded, and they both looked at me. 

“Why not?” I said. 

James and Court agreed that Court would go to his studio and get things set up and James and I would dance a little longer and catch up in a few minutes. Court left. 

“He really is one hell of a photographer,” James said, “He’s photographed some very famous actresses and his photos have been in a lot of top magazines.” 

The music started and we got up to dance again, a fast one in which I let my top fly open when I spun and was even flashing my boobs to James as we dance, which he seemed to love. We danced another slow dance and during this one he pulled my skirt above my ass and held my bare ass until the dance finished. 

I saw other men looking, with envious glances, and even some hard stares from some of the black women. James had said he wanted to show me off and he was doing that, as well as showing off my boobs, and my ass and in general, a white woman who was behaving in such a way there was no doubt that James’ black dick would be inside her before the night was over. 

A fast song started and the music picked up as everyone formed a circle, with each girl moving to the center of the group and dancing alone for a few bars of the music, showing her best dance steps, before moving back to her date, working their way around the circle, and James and another guy moved me out into the circle. I was in the center of attention for sure, and I danced hard, losing myself in the beat and forgetting about holding the bottom of my blouse. Some of the people were chanting “go, white girl!”, “Go, white girl!” “Go, white girl!” and I was moving to the music, twirling and at one point flipped my blouse back off my shoulders boldly baring my breasts and spun around a few times to the delight of the room. I felt wild. 

As I went back to James, my blouse draping over my boobs again, he whispered, “Damn, girl, you are the hottest white slut I’ve ever been out with.” 

I drunkenly wrapped my arms around his neck, pulling myself up to kissing him, “Good!” I declared. 

We went outside, the bracing cool air sobering me up some. As James drove to Court’s studio, I had his black dick in my mouth all the way there. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 35


[image: ]


In the studio and there were lights and cameras everywhere, a couch in one corner, a large brass bed under lights in the other direction, and I went to the bathroom, retouched my make-up, applying it darker and bolder. 

Court put music on and almost hypnotically posed me standing, sitting, leaning, on the couch, the bed, on a plain white background, blouse on, then my blouse off. He shot me topless with hands over my breasts, then totally topless, my skirt on, off, totally nude, with more drinks that keep me drunk as I posed. 

James had bought a fifth of the house drink when we left, which he opened and added fresh ice. 

I was shameless and loving the attention by now, I’d always wondered what it would be like to model. Now I was learning. I redressed with my hose, skirt, and blouse. James came out onto the set. “I want some slut pictures with you,” he said. 

I didn’t protest or speak, just kept smiling at the camera per Court’s instructions as James kissed me, as he turned me around and opened my top, as he looked at the camera with his big black hands cupping my boobs, with his hands pulling up my skirt, showing my ass, with his finger touching my clit, with his finger going inside me, with me coming as he fingered me to an orgasm. 

James led me over to the bed, still drinking, kissing me now, sitting me on the bed while he stood sucking on my breasts, his hands on my ass. 

“You’re a great white slut,” he whispered as Court directed the photo. “These photos are gonna be so hot.” I was sobering up a bit, still drunk but able to remember more of the conversation as it happened. He laid me back on the bed and Court came closer, and again James took out a marker and wrote on my pussy, “James’ black cock slut”. 

“Did you leave what I wrote on your pussy last time like I said?” he asked. 

“For a day.” I answered. 

“Your husband see it?” James asked, “How did you leave it and not show him?” 

James was fingering me again as he did this, rubbing my g-spot and I was grunting and talking at the same time. “He saw it,” I gasped, “I showed it to him and told him he’d never fucked a black cock slut before. He saw it. He thought it was hot.” 

“Good, then he’ll probably still like this,” James said, going over the words on my pussy again, adding “Ellen is” above “James’ black cock slut”. He went over the words a second time making them bolder. 

I was way beyond wanting fucked, I’d had orgasms in the car and now here and when I had my g-spot orgasm it was only getting me started. “Are you gonna fuck your white slut?” I asked him. 

“Sure,” he said, “but right now get up here and let Court get some photos of you sucking a big black cock.” Court moved closer with his camera. Then James laid me back on the bed, flipped my knees up to my chest and standing on the floor leaning over me, his cock touching the outside of my pussy until Court gave him the go ahead and he shot a series of shots of my lover penetrating me for the first time tonight. 

I bellowed at the feel of it, I wanted cock so bad, and James was making me say it too, loud and begging, declaring my love for black cock to him and Court. He fucked me for long minutes and I came once, was building on my second when he came and spewed his cum inside me, loud and nasty, scooting the bed across the floor as he came. James pulled out his big black cock, glistening with his come and my juices, and I was gasping and had not quite got off, I begged for his black cock. 

Court moved to the side of the bed as James moved out of the way, snapping a shot of my widespread open legs with James’ cum oozing from me. 

“My married white slut want some more black dick?” James asked. 

“Yes, Yes, please don’t stop fucking your married white slut.” I want more dick.” 

“Your white pussy is mine, isn’t it?” 

“Yes,” I panted. 

“If it is mine then I can share what’s mine, can’t I?” 

“Whaaatt?” I protested. I was drunk but not that drunk. “What do you mean?” I slurred. 

“I mean I want you to fuck Court for me. You will, won’t you? I want my white slut to share her married white pussy with my friend, you want to do that to please me don’t you?” he said. “You’re not an official black cock slut until your pussy’s been shared from one brother to another.” My conscious mind was some far away. I was compliant—and ready.

“Yeah, Yeah, I need cock in my cunt,” I screamed, “I want some black dick in my married white cunt.” Court was on me in an instant, kissing me and I was kissing him back, moaning as he pawed my breasts, opening my legs as he crawled between them and slammed his black cock inside me hard, and then pumping wildly, a faster fuck than I could have imagined. 

As Court fucked me James moved onto the bed and dropped his limber cock onto my face, “Suck my cock, whore,” he said, and I did, sucking it like a whore, eagerly and happily as I had two cocks inside me at the same time. “Spit roasted,” James said.

I was a black cock slut. I started coming at the thought of it. The two black men fucked me roughly, hard, talking, calling me names and me repeating it back, giving them all of me and more, overwhelmed in the passion of two men fucking me at once, the overloading of all my senses in pure pleasure. 

I had sucked James hard when Court came, and James took his place in my cunt for the second time, flipping me to my hands and knees and entering me from behind, while Court paused for a second and then moved to my front so I could suck him. It was like I had a huge long black cock going all the way through me, lost in the fucking and sensations of it. 

I think I passed out. 

I woke up to Court fucking me again and dozed off again, waking up again as James fucked me. At daylight they both woke at the same time and I was double teamed again. It is hard to describe two hands on my breasts with one man kissing my neck while another eats my pussy and fingers me and I have a cock in each hand at the same time. I was straddling Court when James moved behind me, 

“I may be playing slut games with you, but don’t try to butt fuck me, I don’t do that,” I said firmly. 

James laughed loudly, “OK girl, OK, I got something else in mind anyway, we’re going for two cocks in your pussy.”

“Go easy,” I said. James moved behind and laying his cock alongside Court’s the two black men slowly moved their cocks inside me at the same time, a double vaginal penetration. I felt so stretched, and they were slow, allow me to adjust, but I have never felt as full. After I adjusted it felt dreamingly good.

James and Court came at nearly the same time and added two more loads of come dripping from me to the already soaked bed. I lay there between them, still naked, playing with their cocks, each of them fondling a breast, and it was as if I was seeing a porno with someone else in the picture, not me. 

I was still dozing and waking up to being fucked by one of them so often through the night that I wasn’t sure who was fucking me or wasn’t or how many times I had done it, whether it was a dream being replayed or actually fucking. It was a while before I was fully awake. James brought me a cup of coffee as I sat up in the bed, nude, between two very dark black men also nude. 

“I can’t believe I did that,” I said. “I really am a slut.” They both laughed, and Court said, “be glad you can go out and get what you like, and you have a husband at home who lets you.  Think of the pleasure you’ve just had tonight.” 

“Yeah, it was great, although I’m gonna be so sore I can’t move,” I said, adding, “You know the only thing I regret? I wish Des could have seen it. He’s never seen me in black cock slut mode before,” I laughed. 

“You’ve earned the title,” James said. 

“In spades,” Court said. 

“Spades?” I asked. He smiled back, as if there was some hidden meaning in his using that word.

I looked over at the wall clock. It was 3 p.m. “That clock’s not right, is it?” I asked. Court looked at his watch and nodded. 

“Yes, we’ve been playing with you for 12 hours,” he grinned. 

“I really have to get home,” I said, “Besides, I believe we’re all about fucked out, aren’t we?” I didn’t hear any objections. 

“I have a shower here if you want to get cleaned up,” Court offered and I took him up on it, getting my stuff from James’ car, taking a long hot shower, washing the come from my hair, drying it, reapplying my make-up and putting on a thin white cotton tank dress. 

In deference to James it was low cut in the front with no back and was a few inches above my knee. I took my time and douched the loads of come from my pussy, shaving my pussy again but not scrubbing off the heavy writing that proclaimed me as James’ black cock slut, then noticing that on one side of the writing in a different hand with the same marker, “Loaned to Court Sometimes. There was also a Q inside a Spade drawn on my lower abdomen, with “Queen of Spades” in an arch over it in small letters. So that was why he was smiling at the word “spades” I though.

It was a bit cool in the studio, so I put on a sweater over the dress and paused to look in the mirror. The image there was a 40-year-old woman who looked like she was ready to go shopping at the mall, She certainly didn’t look like a woman who just a few hours earlier had been yelling what a black cock slut she was while two black men shoved their cocks in and out of her pussy at the same time, and bore writing declaring the same written on her lower abdomen. 

“I guess looks can fool you sometimes,” I said to myself, before walking into the room. Court and James had dressed, and I went toward them. 

I hugged Court. “Thanks, you’re a great fuck,” I told him. 

“You are too, white meat,” he said, smiling. 

“Ready to go?” I asked James, and he smiled, nodding his head toward Court, who had 3 CD’s in his hand. He gave them to me. 

“What’s this?” I asked. 

“You said a while ago that you wished hubby could have seen you. We appreciate his sharing you with us and this way he can see. Two CD’s are the photos I shot of you, the last one is a couple of hours on DVD, I taped what we were doing last night. I just turned the camera on and left it. It hasn’t been edited.” 

“You what?” I said, “And what are you going to do with it?” 

Court laughed. “Nothing at all, I’m going to give you a copy, James gets a copy and I keep a copy. What I’m going to do with mine is jerk off to it sometimes unless someone is around to fuck. I hope I can give you a call and you can help me relieve my need personally.”

I looked over at James and a new teasing thought hit me. “I guess it is up to James who he shares me with, I’m his slut you know.”

“Right answer,” James laughed.

“Maybe I’ll ask James to let me some time,” I said to Court. “Just make sure no photos or videos go anywhere else and stays that way,” I said, “and maybe you can shoot some more. He promised he would. “I will not show anything online that shows your face.”

“And ones that do not show my face?”

“Think how hot it might be to see a photo of you getting black cock on interracial fucking sites, with no one knowing it is you but those who have the original photos: James, me, you, and your husband if you decide to show him.” I said nothing. The thought was hot. 

“My face better not show,” I said. 

I think James was as tired as I was, and by the time we got near my house it was turning dark and 6 p.m. When we got off the exit he asked when he could see me again. 

“I don’t know,” I said, truthfully, “this may have been it and it may not be; Des and I have talked about it and really do not have a definite decision right now.” 

“OK if I call to see?” he asked. “I’m betting we’re not through.”

“No, better not,” I answered, “If we decide no, I don’t need outside pressure, but if we do decide to keep going, I’ll call you. I do enjoy fucking you... and your friend,” then I changed my mind, “No, I promise will call and let you know what we decide, either way.” 

“Well if you gonna be my married white slut, you gotta earn the title.” 

“I thought I just did?” I said. “If it is left totally up to me, I will be fucking you again very soon, I want to see where this takes me, but it not totally my decision. I am in a marriage and we both need to agree. That make sense?”

“Yea, it does,” James commented as we pulled into my driveway. “I envy him in that regard,” he said, “having a woman that can give herself to other men and maintain a respectful relationship with her husband.” I kissed him goodbye. 

“My money is on us having more fun in the future. You’re hooked now,” James grinned. “That pussy wants my black cock.”
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DES:

I watched her get out of the car and come in, looking fresh and happy but obviously sleepy and tired. She hugged me, gave me a peck, and handed me 3 CD’s. 

“Here, they taped it and I’m way too tired to get into that, but I will once I’ve slept ok? I feel like a zombie. I’m dead on my feet.” 

“Go ahead, get yourself some sleep” I told her, “but...” 

“OK, just the highlights. We went to an all-black club and then he and I and this photographer friend of his went to his studio and I modeled for the friend in every way possible, topless, nudes, naked most of the time and then the two of them fucked me all night long, sometimes single, sometimes at the same time, all on the tape...” She gave me another hug and wearily went up the steps. 

I stood stunned and frozen at how matter of fact she had described a decadent night with not one but two black men. I realized she had been fucked by four men in one day, Stephen, me, James, and the other black man. 

Ellen slowly made her way up the steps and disappeared into the bedroom. I do not know how long I stood there until I finally when into the kitchen for a drink.

I peeked into the bedroom a few minutes as she dozed quietly, her dress was over the chair, she was on her back, naked on the bed, I noticed several small hickeys beside the dark one her earlier date had put there, but as my eyes adjusted to the dim light I realized her breasts were covered in hickeys. I saw red marks in various places on her body, and once again there on her pussy, “James’ Black Cock slut” with the addition on one side, “Loaned to Court Sometimes” and larger than both, in a design going almost to her navel,  a spade and Q and  “Queen of Spades” arched over the top. I felt as if I needed to call Mark and get his take on what was happening with my wife. 

Ellen mumbled something under her breath as I pulled the sheet up over her and tiptoed from the room. I put the CD into the computer and turned it on. 

While it was loading, my gaze looked once again over the 4X6 photos I had printed out from the emailed photos Steven had sent. I had them spread on the coffee table, my wife nude, my wife with a huge cock in her mouth with the ocean in the background, my wife astride the same big cock with a big smile of contentment on her face. 

The first of the photos from the CD’s popped up on the computer. Again she had a cock in her mouth, this time staring into the camera, and the cock was black. He was one hell of a photographer and it was one hot sexy woman in that photo. 
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The call with Mark was enlightening. I described how she had come home, marked and fucked out. I even sent him a couple of the less explicit photos of her between James and the other black man. 

Mark whistled when he saw the photos, the laughed. “OK, I guess it is time to come clean.”

“OK. What the hell are you talking about?”

“Shanna and Ellen are a lot alike, you know that as much as you were around her, and like Shanna, Ellen tends to be impulsive, and a little bit obsessive/compulsive.”

“Agreed.”

“When we started this, I thought a long time about setting one of her dates with Shanna’s old lover. It is hot for a white woman’s pussy to be shared with black man, especially a woman who has never had black cock before. Something inside some of us, so I did think about it.”

“You what?”

“Calm down, I didn’t, and I’ll tell you why. I know how Dom he was. He calls it training. I know how it ended up with Shanna. I didn’t think it would be good to expose Ellen to that.”

“Thanks for that,” I said.

“The thing is, one of the guys her lover shared her with is one of the guys in the photos with your wife. All I’m saying is he is one of those Dom types too. His name is James, as I recall. He’s a great fuck, Shanna said, but he is good at getting in a woman’s head. From what you have said, he’s made some inroads to Ellen beyond simply sticking his cock inside her.”

“So what do I do?” I asked.

“Are you happy with her being slutty?”

“Truthfully, it is the hotter than anything I could have ever imagined. I thought I would have to fight my jealous nature, but it didn’t happen. The crazier and sluttier she gets, the more I like it. I must be crazy.”

“You’re not crazy, I’ve been there, and felt the same. Make sure you are not diving headfirst down the rabbit hole too. I know how addictive your wife fucking other men is, but be sure that she is your slut and not theirs. 

It is important you be the primary person sharing her. It is not a hard thing to accomplish, she naturally will lean that way, but she needs to understand whose slut she is now.”

“I see.”

“Ellen is loving black cock, let her enjoy it, but be sure she understands that you are the one letting it happen. Just my thoughts on it, things I might have done different,” Mark said.

“OK, thanks,” I said. 
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ELLEN:

I slept till late Sunday around noon, feeling a bit guilty from my night of wild abandon sex, not believing that I had given the CD’s to Des. I sheepishly walked out into the living room, where Des sat watching television. Photos were spread out on the coffee table. 

“Hi,” I said quietly. 

“Hey, how are you feeling?” 

“I don’t know really, kinda tired, and a little embarrassed. I think I got a little too wild last night,” I said. 

Des laughed, “Yeah, a little wild. I watched the DVD parts, and the photos. You’re very photogenic.” He got quiet, and I sat down beside him. 

“Take your robe off,” he said in a firm voice, more as an order than a request. I did and saw him staring at the marker writing on my pussy. “That’s a unique approach, them sending you back to me autographed. Come here, slut.” 

I moved closer and he reached out and touched my pussy, rubbing my clit. “I think I want a blow job and a fuck from my slut,” he said. “James and Court may have borrowed you, but you aren’t theirs, you’re mine. If you are anyone’s slut, you are mine. Understand?” He reached into the end table drawer and taking a Sharpie marked through James’ name and Court’s and wrote his own. 

“Next time you date him I’ll mark you with my mark before you leave,” he smiled. 

“OK,” I said, surprised at this unexpected approach from my husband. As he asked, I dropped to my knees and began what was the beginning of a very good blow job and fuck. 

As I began to suck him, I felt his cock hardened and pulse. He remarked, “You know you fucked three different guys on Saturday?” I gave him a cock muffled yes. “With me you fucked four,” he added. I was only thinking he had said he would mark me the “next” time I went out with James. I would have James in my cunt again. 
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Date 10—Last Date? 

Mark called on Tuesday to arrange the 10th date and I agreed to go out on Friday night. James called Tuesday as well, and I declined, claiming needing a rest. Court called wanting me to review the photos with him—but I saw where that was going and demurred. Damn it was amazing how popular I was getting when I started having sex with my dates! 

Too quickly Friday was here, with a 7 o’clock pick up date and for the first time my hubby had to stay over at his job. I got ready to for my date on my own. It felt weird without that moment of stepping downstairs and showing him what I was wearing for another man.

I wondered what to wear tonight, and feeling devilish opted for the same thing I had worn out with James on Saturday, the sheer top, brown skirt, thigh highs, but I did add a thong. 

It was Trent that picked me up, the first guy to fuck me in this experiment that began so many weeks ago. I gave him a big hug, and he smiled, and he was very quiet about where we were going. We were only in the car about 15 minutes and pulled into the convention hotel at the exit on the interstate. 

“Kinda sure of yourself, aren’t you?” I remarked, thinking that I had become easy, but I didn’t think this easy. 

“Not like you think,” he grinned, “a surprise, trust me.” He pulled to the meeting room entrance, up the escalators and opening the door walked me into a large suite with a house-size sitting room, where a bar was set up and there in front of me toasting me was Case, Mark, and Steven, all men who had fucked me on our dates, and off to the side was my husband, smiling as well. It is a strange feeling, walking into a room and coming face to face with five of the seven men who had fucked me in the last six weeks. 

Mark was the obvious emcee, pouring a drink for me and he began, ”Ellen, since this is the last date of the bet, as you know I asked you earlier who you wanted the date with and since you couldn’t make up your mind and asked me to surprise you, we thought we would all get together to celebrate the end of the bet.” 

I was speechless and didn’t know what was really expected, but I walked up and greeted each guy with a hug and a peck on the cheek. When I got to my husband I asked, “Did you know this was going on?” and he said not until the day before and that it was supposed to be a surprise. And it was that. 

Mark continued. “So here we are, witness to who wins the bet. This time you do have to tell us which one you think is best, the single life or married life. I know you won’t lie.” 

I looked around nervously, and began, “Well truthfully, the sex has been great, with each of you. (They all cheered here), and I’ve loved the variety of that, I never thought I’d know what that was like, and I thank each of you for providing the opportunity to enjoy. But that is just good sex. 

“There’s so much more to life than only sex and dating. Dating takes time and effort, I’ve discovered. As much as I have enjoyed finally experiencing getting laid by a lot of different guys, if I have to choose one or the other, I’d take the married life. It is a very comfortable life.” I didn’t know what they were expecting, but it was the truth. 

“I mean to think that in six weeks I’ve slept with seven different guys (they all started looking at each other and counting but I didn’t correct them,) if I keep that up I will have been with 60 or 70 guys by the end of the year and frankly I’m not up for that kind of time commitment.” I smiled, “I may have discovered I like playing a slut, may even be a slut to some extent, at least mentally, but I’m not a 70 guy-a-year slut.” 

“That may not be the answer I was looking for, but I guess I have to accept I lost the bet,” Mark said. “But I have to admit this was the hottest bet I’ve ever been involved in. OK I lose,” he said to everyone, “drinks are on me. I guess you get a free year of lawn care.” 

We all got another drink and started to small talk among each of us. In conversations with each I told them how much I had enjoyed our time together, and how much fun it had been, but to not expect any more dates in the future. 

When I got around to Mark and Des, where this all began, I asked, “Why this hotel suite?” Mark grinned that sly smile. “Well, since this was your last date and you wouldn’t admit who you wanted to date, I took a shortcut or two.” “How’s that?” I asked. 

“Well if you notice everyone here has slept with you during this bet.” Mark said. 

“I noticed.” 

“Including your husband,” he said. I nodded. 

“Well there is a large king size bed accompanying this suite, all of which I have paid for as the loser of the bet—and it is my suggestion—and your husband’s as well, that you choose whoever you would like for this last date, to enjoy overnight, and the rest of us will disappear. You can go out wherever you like, go home, or you can spend the night here with whoever you like.” 

“Oh, so you figure that as this is my last date that I’m going to sleep with whoever I go out with?” I snapped. 

Mark laughed, “Well, considering your past few dates, “Hell, yes.” 

I had to admit he had a point. I looked at Des, “and if I only want to go home to my husband?” 

“Your choice, of course, or you two can stay here and we’ll bow out. But also consider this is your last date of the bet,” Mark said. 

Des had a silly little smile that irritated me. I moved closer to my husband and whispered, “So you like me being your slut?” He nodded. “Ready for me to be really slutty tonight? Can you handle it?”

“Hell yeah,” Des said. 

“Are you sure?” I asked. “Be careful with your answer.” He looked at me like he knew something I didn’t and looking back on it I think he did. He knew what my next statement was going to be before I said it. Des said later he could see it in my eyes. “And if I want everyone to stay?” I said. 

“Everyone, for sex?” Mark stammered, almost choking on his drink. 

“Sure, why not end this bet with a bang, a gang bang,” I challenged. 

Mark recovered well. “I don’t think there would be an objection.” 

I looked at my husband. “Well?”

“It is your last night of the bet,” he said, “and since everyone is here, after seeing how hot you were on CD, I can only imagine how hot it would be to watch you get fucked for real.” 

“Sounds like I have made a choice,” I said, taking my husband by the hand and heading toward the bedroom door. “Here is how we’ll do it. I’m starting with my husband and while we’re in there you all pick some sort of order. When he leaves someone else comes in, no lights, no names, just fucking. After everyone has fucked me once, you all can come in the room and leave a small desk lamp on so no one bumps into each other and gets hurt and we’ll try some two at a time.” 

As I took my husband into my arms and we kissed I could hear Mark and the others, whispering in excited murmuring in the next room. In a throaty whisper I said, “I can’t believe I did that. You ok with it?” 

He took my hand and moved it to his rock-hard cock. “All indications are I’m OK with it,” he smiled. “You’re actually going to pull a train. This is going to be so hot.” 

I led him over to the bed, with the nightstand light still on, raising my skirt I showed him in carefully lettered letters that had taken 45 minutes to put on because I was doing it upside down, in Black sharpie permanent market on my bare pussy, “Des’s White Slut”. He smiled. 

“Do you think that Mark would forget about this silly bet if I did decide to still date other guys from time to time?” I asked. 

Des smiled to himself. “I wondered how you were going to handle this. I’d suggest that you bring it up with him while you’re fucking him. Given the choice of forgetting the bet and still getting to fuck you from time to time; he will go for the pussy.” 

“I bet he will too,” I smiled, realizing that by Des saying that I knew where he stood. 

Des left and Case came in, but with Des following. “I think we might change it up just a bit,” Des said. “I want to watch first.” He took a seat in the corner chair and Case took me in his arms. I was still naked from my previous minutes with Des, who in the dim light soon watched Case become the second guy that night to fuck me. In the dimness I was smiling too. 
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DES: 

I was smiled as I watched her fuck. My wife is amazing when she has a cock inside her. I had seen it on the CD, but nothing could compare with seeing her live. It was like when a cock was inside her she was flipping a switch to a dynamite explosion of lust. I knew that of course, but watching was a totally new thing as compared myself to being the guy fucking her. I saw things in her passion I could never see as I was on top of her, the shimmers of her muscles on her back as she got on top, the grip of her hands at her ankles as she lay on her back, the raspy breaths she took as Case was pounding her hard, something she had never done with me.

Ellen was loving it, her toes were curling, and she was making loud little gasps and whimpers as he fucked her, with a “yes”, or “harder” mixed in with the grunts as he continued. 

I left before he finished, and Stephen was anxiously waiting, he was next in line. 
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ELLEN

We had a late checkout the next day and Des and I were not alone until then. I was sleepy, sore and satiated. Des carried the bags to the car. We had been right about Mark. He agreed to forget the bet in exchange from some “friends with benefits” consideration. Des was right, Mark did go in favor of my pussy and I would still get my grass cut. I agreed I would help clean on his house for a few Saturdays, no more than once a month, nude or topless, and if I did not get it clean and he lost control and we chose to spend that day fucking instead of cleaning, that was OK too. The bet would be settled. 

I looked out the window and saw Des loading the bags into the car trunk. I picked up my cell phone, punching in the numbers. When the party answered, I smiled. “James, I have some good news.” 
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End of the First Telling—More of the story

DES:

That was the end of the first telling, but the story goes on. 

The dating part of things with Mark setting it up was over. Ellen rested a single night and spent the next night with James again. This time when she left, I had my own sharpie mark. “Enjoy Des’s Wife” 

This time she did not come home marked up again, other than a “Thanks for the loan, Des. She has been well fucked” across her lower belly and pussy. Again the spade inside a Q was drawn on her.

That was the night she changed direction of her outside lovers. “What would you say if I told you that you were the only white man that I wanted to fuck me in the future,” she asked.

“Huh?” I said stunned. “Is there that much difference?”

“There is to me,” she said. “I love you; I love the way we make love, but I don’t want to make love with anyone else, only you. But if I am only going to fuck rather than make love, I want it strong, hard, long, like a black guy fucks. I want black fucked if I’m going to be fucked.

“Well everyone else is out of the picture,” I said, “But what about Mark?” 

It was a wicked smile. “I’ll wean him off me slowly,” she said, “Slowly cut back on the frequency. Besides, I have a new friend at the gym that is recently divorced that I think would make an ideal new friend for Mark.”

“Why’s that?”

“We went to lunch today and she told me she needed fucked so bad, because she and her husband had been swingers. They divorced because he wanted her to be more extreme than she wanted to be.”

“Really?” Des asked. “What does she look like?”

“She’s cute, want me to fix you up? Sorry, I never thought about you,” Ellen said, smiling. “That would keep you occupied when I overnight sometime.” She paused for a second. “Hell, I could fix her up with you and Mark. If she and Mark hit it off, no reason you still couldn’t enjoy her from time to time.”

I laughed. “I think you have talked me in to at least meeting her for a drink.”

“I’m thinking Friday night, before I’m supposed to help Mark clean his house on Saturday. That way if she wants to come home with you, I’ll go home with Mark.”

“Damn,” I said. “I cannot believe this is my wife suggesting this, I said. 

“A years ago the wife you had then would not, but you have a new wife now. I see things different than I did. Any regrets about the change?”

“Absolutely none,” I said. 

“Now what about seeing black men. You say that like you anticipate a lot more of that,” I said. 

“Probably only one night on a weekend baby,” Ellen said. “You can share me with black men that much can’t you?”
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DES:

It was Saturday. After helping Mark with his housework, topless, Ellen suggested they come back to our house to play, and maybe I could watch. Mark had finished fucking my wife after some skinny dipping in the pool, and she stayed in the room for a power nap saying she was too sleepy to continue and needed a nap. 

Mark came downstairs for a beer. “Late night last night?” he asked.

I laughed. James came over for dinner. Funny thing, after dinner he and I took drinks into the living room and Ellen loaded the dish washer. When she came into the room, James was on one couch, I was on the other, and I watched her looking back and forth. I wondered if she would sit down with me or with Roger.”

“What did she do.”

“Ellen came over to me, leaned over, gave me a quick buss and whispered, “You know I have to be nice to a guest in our home.”

“I know we are good hosts,” I said back.

“The best,” she said, moving across the room and plopping down on the couch beside James. He put his arm over her and she leaned into him, rubbing her hand over his cock.”

“And?” Mark asked.

“And that is why she needed a nap today. He was rough with her last night. Didn’t leave until this morning. They slept in the guest room.” 

“Ellen told me about her decision,” Mark said. “She told me that she is going to be black exclusive soon, but she is still fucking me from time to time until she finds me a suitable replacement for her.” Mark paused and smiled at me. “I understand how that works with a woman. You are in for a hell of a ride, and it can be the most erotic thing you have ever witnessed.” Changing the subject he added, “Her gym friend and I are meeting for drinks tomorrow, and maybe a date this Friday.”

“You up for it?” I asked.

“Yeah, I am. I mean after being married to Shanna and this episode with Ellen, if I can find another woman as open minded to fucking others yes, I could hang on to her.”

In a conspiratorial air I glanced up the stairs at the closed door. I knew I shouldn’t but I did anyway. “Would you like to see Ellen fucking her black lover? The one that has convinced her she should be black exclusive?”

“Oh hell yes,” Mark said. 

I put the CD in the old CD player. “I didn’t want to risk it going on the cloud,” I explained. I turned it on, and Mark and I watched an ebony black man stripping my wife naked and tossing her down on the bed. 

“Get ready for some good black dick,” he said. At the sound of his voice Mark leaned forward, a strange look on his face. They fucked in this position for a few strokes and he rolled her to her back, moving between her legs, and the camera zoomed in on a great shot of the two of them kissing, his hand squeezing her breast, pinching her nipple hard between his thumb and forefinger. 

Ellen’s face winched at the pain but gave a guttural moan when he didn’t let up and she pulled his face to hers. He moved his face to the other side of the camera showing more of his face, and then the cameraman zoomed back and the camera showed the two of them from their hips up, her right leg pushed up, her breasts bouncing in rhythm to his pounding, and still visible his thick long cock gleaming with her juices, appearing and disappearing deep into her. There was a noise off camera and James and Ellen turned to the sound. 

“Sorry,” someone in the background said, and they went back to eagerly fucking each other, the pace quickening and the cameraman moved below them, filling the screen with my wife’s pussy being pierced by his large black cock, faster and faster until finally he slams into her and holds it—pulls half way out and slams four quick thrusts into her, the camera zooming in to the base of his cock all the way inside my wife with a blooming of cum oozing from around his cock still inside her.

James stayed inside her as the camera showed the cum draining into a single long tendril that snaked down her ass in a small stream, pooling on the bed below. His cock softened and fell out, coated with his cum and her juices, and as he moved away a second glob of white cum appeared in a ball at the opening of her stretched pussy, until it too flowed down the same trails as the first. 

The CD ended and Mark sat there speechless. 

“That brings back memories,” he said. “I recognized James. James fucked Shanna a couple of times.” He looked up at me. “I “I think I told you James was in that circle that Shanna’s lover Wash was in, don’t you? The one that passed the wives around?”

“I think so, but I’m not sure it registered,” I said. 

Mark looked off for a second. “That probably means Wash will be enjoying your wife just like he did Shanna.”

“Really?” I answered, wondering what was wrong with me because the fleeting thought in my mind was that would be hot.

“Of course the training would come first,” Mark said. “Have you had the baby momma conversation yet.”

“We have,” I said. “Not only Ellen and I but also the same conversation with James when we invited him over last night for a dinner with Ellen as dessert. James understands where the line is—if he wants to continue breathing on this earth. He can fuck her all he wants, bareback, but there’d better be no impregnation talk.”

“You threaten him?” Mark asked.

“More like I promised him,” I smiled. “I invited him to look at my service ribbons. He recognized what he was seeing. I do not think he will not be a problem on that score.”

“And where is that line?” Mark asked.

“All the black cock she can stand,” I said. “And I get to watch from time to time too, but no talk about going off birth control.”

Mark raised his beer and we clinked the long neck bottles. “To white women,” he said.

“Long may they wave,” I countered, looking up at my wife, her hair still wet, coming down the steps in a fishnet top and shorts under an open white sweater.

“Let’s go home,” she told me. “I have some plans for you before my date tonight.”

“James?” I asked.

“No, Court,” she smiled. “That OK?”

“That’s fine,” I said. “But they’re calling for rough weather, snow tonight, you two might want to date in at the house tonight.”

“That’d work too,” she smiled, “Or if it gets back before we get back, I may have to overnight at Court’s,” she said. “I’d better pack an overnight bag just in case.” Ellen gave Mark a quick hug. “Next month baby,” she said, “I’ll be yours for the day, unless we come up with something sooner.” Ellen smiled at me, I knew she was referring to Friday night with her gym friend. She twirled and dashed up the stairs. 

Mark looked at me. “What are the odds that the weather will be too bad to come back here and she overnights with Court?”

“About 100%,” I said. “I knew it when she said it. You know what they say...”

“Yeah I do. Once you go black no going back. Guess it is the truth.”

“Guess so.” Mark said his goodbye.
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Ellen came back with her hastily packed overnight bag and was standing in the foyer looking out through the window for her date. When he pulled in the driveway, she gave me a hug and a kiss.

“Have a good time,” I said.

“Oh I will,” she said, pausing as if she was hesitating to say something and finally blurted it out. “Have you ever heard the term “black owned.” 

“Yes.”

“James and Court have been talking to me about it, the idea is intriguing,” Ellen said, with a giggle. “They said it involves some training.”

My mind went back to Mark’s story of he and Shanna, I had not told Ellen of our earlier conversations and played dumb.

“Training?”

“Yeah, Court and I are meeting a friend of theirs for dinner who knows a lot about it, who can answer a lot of my questions. Some guy named Wash. Funny name, huh? Hey, I’d better go, my date is waiting. See you tomorrow afternoon love.”

“Goodbye,” I said, the torrent of her mentioning a meeting with Shanna’s ex-lover Wash tonight putting me in shock. I was unable to react, but once it was gone the realization poured over me. I thought about calling her and asking her to forgo tonight and come home, but there was another part of me saying, “Back off and see where it goes.” I turned back into the kitchen for a drink. A college football night game would be starting in a minute.

THE END
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