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FORWARD






This novella is different from almost
everything I have written. While I have often started with real
life events that have occurred with my Queen of Spades wife and let
my imagination take over, pushing my writing into the world of
fantasy, the events narrated here are true and exactly as they
happened. Names, locations have been changed to protect the
identity of those involved.

This is what happened earlier this
year. The later descriptions of sex were not imagined, I describe
them while watching a video of my wife and her black
lover.

Not that it matters if it is true, but
I wanted to write a genuine account of a white couple with a wife
who drifts from a monogamous wife to what she today terms herself,
a black cock slut, and to tell it as it happened.

Katie and I have lived it—and continue
to live it. What happened and is described here is real, not
fantasy. The truth is something more exciting than the imagined
fantasy.


CHAPTER ONE

 


I was sitting by the phone, waiting
for a text, photo or call from my wife Katie. I was at home. She
was at that moment at the beach in our timeshare condo, with her
black lover Dion.

I wasn’t sure if she was naked on her
back with her long slender legs spread while Dion lay between the V
of those inviting legs, pumping his dark black cock in and out of
her wet pussy, that tight sheath of her pussy around his cock and
slick with her aroused juices, the wetness adding more sensation to
the frenzied in and out of the black cock appearing and
disappearing inside her.

Or maybe they had finished with their
lovemaking and my wife was now lying on the bed alone, her dark
hair fanned out behind her on the pillow, her legs still spread
wide, eyes half closed, catching her breath through barely parted
lips swollen from Dion’s hard demanding kisses, watching him dress
as his recently injected seed oozed from her pussy in long
tendrils, her pussy lips still puffy and swollen in arousal, her
nipples wet from his sucking them and still rock hard in the cool
room air.

Dion may have even cuddled my wife for
a while, more hard kissing that she says she loves, cupping her
full breasts and sucking on each hard nipple, spooning until my
wife wanted more and moved to envelope his cock with her mouth,
raising him hard again for another round.

I imagine all that because I’ve
observed that happening in front of me in past encounters with her
black lover. This time was different. I didn’t know and wouldn’t
know exactly what was happening until I heard from her—and the
waiting was misery.

My wife alone with her lover was new
ground for us.

This was the first time Dion was
fucking Katie, my wife of over 25 years, without me there watching
and using my camera.

My wife had asked for the total
freedom this week, the freedom of not only being available to her
black lover whenever he wanted, but, as she termed it, a week as a
black man’s woman, a vacation from being my wife, available to him
for dates, meals, and most importantly for fucking—a
lot.

Finally at 9:30 she called. Dion had
been gone for only a few minutes. It had been an over a four-hour
date. “How was it?” I asked.

“Great,” she said, adding
nothing more, adding they had not gone out in public but stayed in
the condo and went straight to the bedroom.

“That it?” I asked,
awaiting more details.

“Yeah. It was sweet. Not
hurried.” That was when she confessed, she had consumed a bottle of
wine awaiting his arrival, and they had more drinks after he
arrived. She was drunk when he arrived and could not remember the
details, other than it was great.

“How many times did you
cum?”

“I don’t know, three or
four, I soaked the bed though, when I squirted.”

How many times did he cum inside you?”
I asked.

“Twice, I think. Yeah,
twice.” Nothing more in detail. I was hungry for the
details.

“Any dirty talk, anything
out of the ordinary?” I prompted.

“No, the usual.” That meant
he would call her Daddy’s little slut and talk about putting his
seed in her pussy, ask her to tell him how much she loves his black
cock, and toward the end she would loudly beg him to cum inside
her. I’ve witnessed that before, but again, no details this
time.

“What? You kissed, he went
down on you, you went down on him, you fucked him on top, then he
got on top and finished inside you?” I thought at least that blunt
description might pull more details, it didn’t.

I was awaiting photos too. I had sent
a small camera and asked both her and Dion for some nudes and sexy
shots of her. “I want to see how someone else sees her through a
viewfinder,” I said to him.

“Yeah. We didn’t get any
pictures though; we were in too much of a hurry. It’s been a long
time since we have been together. There’s this hunger there, you
know,” Katie explained. In other words, I was completely forgotten
about. I had not expected that.

“OK.”

“He’s coming back day after
tomorrow,” my wife said, adding, “So there’s no need to hurry back,
do not come earlier than Friday.”

I hung up disappointed. But I had
asked Dion to call me on his way home. I waited another hour for
his call and nothing. I was beginning to realize that this was not
going to go as I had envisioned.

An hour later as I gave up
waiting and prepared to turn in, I received a text from
Dion. “Good evening, sorry it’s so late.
Left about an hour ago. We talked. A lot. And fucked. A lot more.
Katie is an amazing woman—she wore me out. I’ll give you the
details in an email tomorrow. Thanks for everything.”
I went to bed but it was a fitful
sleep.


CHAPTER TWO – THE BACKSTORY

 


This is getting ahead of the story.
What was culminating in the night described in Chapter 1 started
about a year and a half ago.

Katie has been a hotwife for several
years. Her introduction into hotwifing was losing her black cherry
to a former NFL defensive end.

We had evolved from high school
sweethearts to a traditional marriage soon after high school,
married while we went to further education, then child rearing,
with a constant effort to keep things fresh sexually between
us.

Katie has a couple of old friends who
would visit for a girl’s night out and they would regal her with
tales of their varied past sexual exploits—and were in disbelief
that I had been her only sexual partner.

On her return from one of those
dinners she was often irritated, and finally told me the reason.
She felt as if she had missed something important by not having an
active dating life.

The more she thought about it, the
more her mind twisted things around that I had “robbed” her of her
dating life by marrying her so young.

I am an enabler. My wife enjoying a
dating life now was out of the question, I reasoned—however in my
mind came the thought we could enjoy the idea of other people, with
toys, role play, reading erotica, an occasional porno. Katie
resisted enjoying the pornos as the guilt she felt afterward was
not worth the sexual high. Still, the idea of sex with someone else
began to take root in her mind as a possibility.

Over the next couple of years things
slowly escalated toward the opening of our marriage. There was no
holdback for me. I found myself reading more and more stories about
hot wives, spent more and more time on slut wife websites, and
while I learned quickly that my pushing meant push back from her,
and adapted.

I took a softer approach, sitting
back, letting her work through the possibilities that this was
something she could do, and eventually letting her mind work
process that this something she could allow herself to
do.

 


Katie’s enthusiasm grew and with my
suggestion and encouragement she was trying chat rooms, camming,
and interacting sexually with other men via the internet. We were
enjoying regular trips to New Orleans and Mardi Gras where the
exhibitionism side of my wife emerged, discovering the world didn’t
end when she displayed her boobs in public. Each trip Katie would
be a little bolder, encouraged in part because whenever her tits
would come into view someone would comment where she could hear,
“Nice ones.”

My wife stopped wearing a bra in New
Orleans, it got in the way of her flashing. Aided with a heavy dose
of alcohol during a flash for beads she would sometimes let a man
cop a feel, and occasionally allow a nipple kiss, smiling and
laughing and the two of us rushed back to the hotel room to relieve
the sexual tension, often reliving the out-of-bounds moment as we
were fucking, with Katie’s “I cannot believe I did that” spurring
her on.

One late night we paused in a Bourbon
Street gift shop and saw a sheer pullover on a mannequin. The
saleslady helping us overheard Katie asking, “Should I wear it back
to the hotel?”

The saleslady interrupted. “No, she
doesn’t want to do that.”

In response Katie pulled the top she
was wearing over her head, briefly topless in a public gift shop,
pulled the sheer top on, handed me her coat and walked out the door
and turned toward our hotel, seven blocks away.

Katie was walking fast, and I had to
run ahead to get a couple of photo of my wife in a sheer top
walking down Bourbon Street.

One of the hawkers on the sidewalk
urging people to come into his bar saw her, and as she passed, he
pulled her to him, wrapping one arm around her and cupping her
breast for a good squeeze. I managed to get the photo. She was all
over me in the room, excited to a new level by her exhibitionism
and how daringly out of character it was for my wife.

Katie does have exceptional breasts, a
bit larger than one would expect for her frame, B-cup when she has
been stringently dieting, a C-cup most of the time. Her nipples are
perfect, light brown with a darker nipple in the center, areolas
that are a little larger than a silver dollar (we once put an old
silver dollar up to her nipples to check, there was a rim of brown
areola visible outside the dollar). Her nipples themselves are
about one and a half times the thickness of a pencil eraser—and can
easily go rock solid with little stimulation. They are sensitive. I
have brought her to orgasm by simply sucking on her
nipples.

Katie pierced her nipples for a few
months, first bars then loops, but after six months gave up as they
refused to heal completely, in part I think because of the
thickness of her nipples.

Our sexual talk at home often occurs
sitting naked in a hot tub with drinks, often a lot of drinks.
There is something about alcohol that allows us to talk freely in a
manner that sober is more difficult. One night she admitted, “I
think the idea of fucking someone else is really hot, but I don’t
think you could handle it.”

“I could handle it,” I
said. There was no further conversation along that theme that
night, but the conversation reoccurred in various forms after
that.

Later, in the hot tub with drinks
after the untimely death of a good friend, the conversation drifted
to sex, and I asked Katie, “If you knew you were going to die
tomorrow, would you have any regrets?”

“Yes. I would regret not
doing Menard.” Menard was the lead singer in my high school rock
group.

“He’s black,” I said, a
little shocked. She had never expressed an interracial
curiosity.

“I know,” she said. “It’s
always been a fantasy.”

“I would object to him,” I
said, “because it would be impossible for him to keep quiet about
it and word would get back to our hometown. Even now it would be a
scandal.” I paused. “But if you wanted to be with a different black
man, I’m good with that.” She said nothing more but spent long
moments in silence as that sunk in. That night we moved closer to
my wife taking the big step of becoming a hotwife.


CHAPTER THREE - A BLACKED WIFE

 


During Mardi Gras we found ourselves
in a popular New Orleans bar and Katie was wearing a semi-revealing
bustier that pushed her boobs up enticingly. We bought it in a
stripper clothing shop at home. Wearing something that revealing
was a daring step for her. My wife looked stripper hot. I had
carefully added a stick-on reading “Happy Mardi Gras” on the soft
visible flesh of her breast pushed up by the bustier, bringing even
more attention to her rack.

Her brunette hair had been expertly
styled shoulder length only days before we left for Mardi Gras, and
her full lips were a dark red. She wore dark smoky makeup around
her intense green eyes. She was smoking hot and gave off an
availability vibe.

In this bar was a large, very
outgoing, in shape, black man who was speaking to everyone, trying
to initiate a conversation.

A group of blondes were hanging around
him, but when he saw my brunette wife, he centered all his
attention on her. As we talked he mentioned he had played in the
NFL, further impressing my wife. He and I exchanged business cards,
and Katie said she wanted her photo taken with him. He moved behind
her, put his hands on her waist and I took the shot.

Katie reached down to his wrists and
lifted his hands up to cup her breasts on the outside of her
bustier. I snapped another photo, and he thanked me.

Katie drug me back to the room, pulled
out our largest black dildo and while still wearing the bustier,
pulled it down to expose her tits. She was naked from the waist
down, and as she fucked herself with the dildo, she was telling me,
in between gasps, “If we are ever going to do this for real, he’s
the one.” She orgasmed as she said it and after a few seconds was
again stroking the rubber black cock into her pussy.

I had her repeat what she said twice
to be sure I was hearing her correctly.

A day later I emailed the photo of the
former-NFL player’s black hands on my wife’s boobs. He thanked me
for the photo and we initiated an email exchange, feeling each
other out, culminating with me sending one that started, “I know
this sounds crazy but…”

His response sealed the deal. He
admitted he was experienced in the lifestyle. He had been a black
bull to another couple.

Six weeks later we met him in a hotel
a couple of hours away. We all went to dinner together first. They
started kissing in the elevator and after kissing and stripping in
front of him as he removed his clothes, she sucked his cock
eagerly, until he reached to the nightstand for a condom. Katie
rolled it down the shaft of his cock, and he touched her
shoulder.

My wife turned on the bed, rising on
her hands and knees, naked, her ass back over the edge of the bed,
her pussy bare and waiting his hard cock.

Moving forward he guided her feet to
cross at the ankles, holding her ankles between his knees he pushed
forward, sliding his cock into her pussy and she gave a loud “Oh
God, fuck me,” as she lost her black cherry to him. After he came
he went to the bathroom to flush the condom, and they cuddled,
holding each other as I sat in a chair watching them.

For the second go round that she
wanted him bare, and that first night she received her first ever
load of black cum.

They cuddled naked on the bed for
hours, resting until my wife could coax him hard again, and
fucking, cuddling until both were worn out. We went to sleep in the
king size bed with me on one side, my wife naked between us, and
the large black man on the other side.

I awoke in the morning and rolled
against her, fondling her bare breast, and watched as she leaned
over to her black lover and started sucking his cock to awaken
him.

I went to the bathroom and came back
just as he positioned his body between her open legs and entered
her bareback, slamming his cock into her until they both
came.

Katie had entered the room on the arm
of the large black man as a monogamous wife and left a black cock
slut. On the drive home, out of the blue she said, “I can still
feel the sensation of his cock going in and out of my
pussy.”

Before we arrived home, she declared
she had no interest in fucking anyone other than black men. “Except
for you, I am going to be exclusive to black men,” she
said.

 


***

 


Over next couple of years Katie jumped
down the black cock rabbit hole and tried it all: one-night stands,
online hookups, a bar pickup, two long term regular lovers that
would last off and on for a year or two. In a brief time, my wife’s
pussy that had been exclusively mine soon experienced 14 different
black men.

Katie never uses a condom when sucking
a cock, and after several meetings with a bull, she would get
comfortable and feel safe, so five of those 14 men had nutted
inside her, fucking her bareback. She says she loves the feeling of
their cum spewing inside her, as if the sexual act is not complete
until then.

Her stated goal at the time was to
have a black man to meet every four to six weeks, and she
understood for that frequency and everyone’s real life schedules
that she would need to be active with three or four different black
men at the same time to be sure of at least one’s availability
whenever she needed what she called her “black cock
fix.”

 


I am always there to watch, other her
18-month affair of which I did not learn about until years after
the fact (long story there for another time). Other than her
dalliance, Katie’s interracial hotwifing is something we have
always done together. My wife likes being watched taking black cock
and I love watching her do so.

It is erotic to an unbelievable level
for me to see my wife yielding her body to impalement by a big
black cock.

Katie says black lovers try harder
when they are fucking her in front of me, as if they have something
to prove. She says she receives the benefits of the extra
effort.

 


***

 


As we continued in the lifestyle,
Katie eventually tired of the stress of meeting new people and
began to concentrate in giving herself to a single lover at a time.
We will get together with that one lover regularly, exclusive to
him, as much as our real-life schedules allow, until the newness
wears off and he fades away. Finding someone new is a strain, and
we have taken breaks from the lifestyle for varying periods, but
always the yearning returns and she is soon seeking a
replacement.

Katie was especially enthralled with
Paul, a black lover who boasted a porn size black cock, meeting
four times, a little bolder each time, with Katie all in. Sitting
on his lap with his hand underneath her thin white tee that read,
“I love black cock”, Paul was playing with her breasts, squeezing
and tugging. Loud enough for me to hear, Paul asked my wife, “Are
you going to be my slut?”

“I’ll be your slut
tonight,” she told him. Paul stripped her, removed his clothes and
sat down naked on the couch. He positioned my wife standing with
her feet on the couch, a leg on either side of him, her pussy
perfectly aligned with his face. Paul put his hands on her ass and
pulled her pussy to his face. He ate her to an orgasm in that
position, her standing, cumming, until her knees
weakened.

Katie lowered herself to his lap, his
massive, long cock sticking up in a direct line with her
pussy.

Due to an STD scare with the lover
before Paul, one that gave her a brief but curable sexually
transmitted infection, she insisted Paul use a condom. She had now
declared she would never fuck another man bare again, but I knew
she was nearing the point with Paul in which she might take him
bareback.

As she dropped lower, she pushed his
cock forward flat on his belly with her pussy on his cock. Katie
started sliding her pussy up and down the underside of his shaft,
coating it with her juices, the movement pushing her clit down on
his hardness.

I could feel it coming and waited for
her to lean forward a few inches and imbed his bare cock inside
her, but she didn’t, only rubbing up and down on his shaft until
she stood, took his hands, and said, “We need a bed.” She led him
into the bedroom.

With Katie lying back on the bed and
Paul standing on the floor, he grabbed her ankles and yanked her to
the edge of the bed, grabbing the base of his cock and slapping it
down on her clit.

Katie was going crazy. She came like
this from her cock-whipped pussy, and he continued. He was dragging
the head of his cock between her pussy lips, the black head wet
with her juices, and slapping her clit before dipping down to her
pussy again. The head was inside her a little further each time he
did this.

I expected him to push it in any
second, and I did not think my wife would object. I was ready to
see it. I expected to watch his bare cock penetrating
her.

As Paul began to push forward and she
reached down and pulled his cock up between their bodies,
misdirecting his cock away from her pussy. “I’m sorry,” she said.
“I want to but this other…” Paul put his finger to her lips to
silence her, standing and reaching for the nightstand and a Magnum
XL condom.

I knew had he insisted, even a tiny
bit, he would have been coating my wife’s womb with his cum, but he
didn’t. I suspect that he knew having gone this far that the next
time he fucked her she would give up her bare pussy to him. I knew
it too.

Weeks later we set up another meeting.
Things went screwy. We invited him to join us in a hotel halfway
between our homes, with the intention of him spending the night in
bed with my wife, but he ghosted us.

The next day he explained that he had
been in an auto accident on the way to us and backed it up with a
photo of his crumpled fender, claiming he had lost his cell in the
crash and could not text that night. We brushed it off and gave him
another chance.

The next time we again reserved a
mountain cabin for an overnight and she told him if he arrived with
a negative test, he would be taking her bareback for the first
time.

Katie was high with anticipation.
Again there was no text, no call, and when he finally answered the
text the next day he said a grandparent had died. I wasn’t
satisfied, so I called his number and was greeted with an irate
black woman who wanted to know why I was calling because she had
only had this phone a week.

This was the same number we had
communicated with Paul for months. That was the end of anything
with Paul.

This discouraged my wife to the point
of her talking of giving up the lifestyle. We took a long break but
continued to get turned on by verbally reliving her past
experiences. The hot talk served as great foreplay. I didn’t think
she was serious about giving up black cock for good. She likes it
too much.

Another reason I know how much she
loves black cock is centered on her lower back, a solid black spade
tattoo, not a rub on, a real one that she readily agreed to when I
suggested it. “I’ve earned it,” she said. It is out of sight in the
one-piece swimsuit she usually wears, and by the time a black man
sees it she is already stripped naked and awaiting his black cock.
It is not there as a signal to encourage some black man to approach
her, but more her permanent statement to herself that she does
indeed love black cock.


CHAPTER FOUR - RETURN OF DION

 


During one of our hot talks I checked
the email account used to correspond with potential lovers from our
web listing. I discovered Dion, a past lover, had reached out to
see how we were doing. He had faded away during one of our long
breaks and we had lost his contact information.

Katie loves his gentlemanly approach
(although she has said she wished he would be a little more Dom at
times). He clicks a lot of her buttons, tall, in shape, very dark
black skin, and a cock that is not only larger than me but much
thicker toward the base, a long cone shape. And he is attentive to
getting her off as much as possible with tongue and fingers before
putting his cock inside her. He has endurance and a good recovery
time.

When Katie discovered he was available
to play, her enthusiasm for black cock re-emerged.

We were on vacation at our beach
condo. He lives a couple of hours away. We reestablished contact,
and before we left the beach he had fucked Katie again and was back
on the regular list.

During our first go-round with Dion a
couple of years earlier, he had provided a clean bill of health and
was one of the few black men she allowed to fuck her bareback.
Their first meeting this go-round he again arrived with printouts
of negative tests and use of a condom was never
mentioned.

We began meeting Dion regularly, as
much as our schedules would allow, and still do. Katie is
comfortable with him, and there is no anxiety about taking him raw
or letting him cum inside her.

While they would like to meet more,
with our busy schedules and the distance between us, things usually
work out to meeting him six or seven times a year, usually at a
hotel between our homes. Katie is always eager to get together.
Dion is such a good fit she stopped seeking other
partners.

During our annual beach vacation,
since he is closer to the beach, we get together more frequently.
Our typical beach weeks usually includes three or four nights out
of 14 in which I watch my wife give herself to her black lover,
sometimes taking as many as three loads of his cum in an
evening.

As Dion has continued to be her only
black lover, I sometimes jokingly refer to him as her boyfriend.
She disagrees. “A boyfriend takes you out on dates, and it is more
serious emotionally,” she says, “Dion is my lover, not my
boyfriend.”

While we go to lengths to be discreet,
Katie long ago admitted stated she gets hot at the idea of being
seen in public on the arm of her black lover. Not to mention that
she has an adrenaline rush from the risk of possibly being seen by
someone we know.

The entire boyfriend angle began to
become more erotic to me. Her admitted arousal at being seen on her
black lover’s arm put them put them in the boyfriend/girlfriend
class by my definition—not hers.

We took a baby step. At our next get
together with Dion, while sat on the couch I moved behind Katie,
who was standing facing Dion, at my request. To the surprise of
both, I slid the straps of her low-cut dress off her shoulders,
pulling the straps down to bare her breasts to him, undressing my
wife for him. I reached from behind and cupped underneath her
tits.

“We have been doing this
for a while. Tonight we are going to approach things a little
differently,” I said. “Tonight, Dion, until you leave, these
breasts are yours to play with as you desire. They’re yours till
you leave, she’s yours till you leave. Tonight she is no longer my
wife but your girlfriend and treat her as such. Katie, tonight he
is your boyfriend. I will try to stay out of the way.”

Katie walked to him, her dress still
down to her waist and he pulled her to him, kissing before leading
her to the bed and stripping her completely. What I had said had
added a need and urgency to their desires, and much quicker than
usual Dion was fucking her hard and fast.

They were soon cumming together, in
half the time of their usual sex act. He came inside her and she
moved to the bathroom to drain as much of his cum from her pussy
before we went to dinner.

I hung back While Dion and my wife
entered the restaurant together as a couple. I sat away from them
as if I did not know them while we waited 30-minutes for our table,
obvious to everyone there she belonged to the black man beside her
tonight.

During dinner they sat together in the
booth opposite me, holding hands.


CHAPTER FIVE - DATING IN PUBLIC

 


That night Katie was insatiable after
we returned to the room, more excited about being out in public on
the arm of her black lover. It was intense.

After the first experience went so
well, and was so enjoyable, the next time Katie and Dion went to an
elegant restaurant 30 minutes ahead of me, sitting in the bar
together as a couple, this white wife and large dark black man
while I waited in the hotel room. I eventually arrived and we took
our table for dinner, but again this new approach greatly increased
her arousal.

We have repeated the scenario a few
more times.

Whenever we do Katie dresses the part
of a black man’s date, wearing lowcut and semi-revealing dresses
that she rarely wears with only me. The more she is in public alone
with Dion, the hotter she becomes. The love making between the two
of them after such an outing is frantic in intensity and
passion.

I arrived at the restaurant later than
expected and they had enjoyed an extended time in the restaurant
bar together as a couple. When I first saw them, before they
noticed me, the thought entered my mind that anyone would know that
white woman displaying the large amount of cleavage was doing so
for the pleasure of the black man beside her, and they indeed were
a couple.

Back in the room after dinner, as they
merged their naked bodies in a twist of black and white legs, arms,
and his hard cock buried in her welcoming pussy, I sensed there had
been a change.

Dion was no longer fucking Katie but
this time I had the feeling they were making love together. I
mentioned it to my wife afterward. “Yeah, I know,” she said. She
had felt it too.

“Sex with someone is the
ultimate intimate act, especially when they come inside you. There
are feelings that emerge. It is natural.”

 



CHAPTER SIX - ESCALATING- GOING SOLO

 


Last year we added a third Spring week
at our beach timeshare location, with plans to rent the first week,
as the weather is often better toward the end of our stay. Katie
kept putting off lining up the rental.

Instead, since our first week
coincided with my grandchild’s school break, Katie, our daughter
and grandchild scheduled the first week at the beach together while
I remained at home. I would join my wife for the final two
weeks.

My daughter left three days early,
leaving Katie alone at the condo. I was not surprised when my wife
called and asked if I objected to her inviting Dion over without me
there. I did not object but did request she video any sex using the
go-pro she had with her.

I saw the evidence of her elevated
level of excitement when she ditched going to the beach long enough
for a pedicure and manicure. That, along with getting her pussy
waxed smooth, is something that she considers almost mandatory
before meeting her black lover.

Dion needed no further incentive. As
soon as he learned she was available, he was there. My daughter
left in the morning; he was at the condo with Katie that afternoon.
He left about 10 p.m. after fucking her once.

He has other obligations that prevent
him from staying overnight, otherwise that would have
occurred.

They also made a date for the coming
Saturday.

Dion arrived Saturday around 10 a.m.
and took Katie to a winery, where they consumed two bottles of wine
before they returned to the condo for a full day of sex.

Katie filmed two of their fucks, and
later as I viewing admitted they had not filmed everything. They
fucked once before they started recording. “When we first got back
to the room we were so hot for each other we got carried away and
didn’t remember to film it,” she said.

She said they spent the day naked,
cuddling or fucking, not dressing until the last minute before he
had to leave.

I joined her at the beach after her
two dates with Dion, and as she was retelling the specifics, she
told me, “I need you to help get him out of my head.” The time
alone with him affected her.

I told her to give the intensity of
her dates a few days to cool down and we would revisit it. She was
OK two days later, but admitted during their time alone she had
told him, “I love you but I cannot fall ‘in love’ with you.” He
said he understood and felt the same way.

The remainder of our vacation was how
we usually hosted Dion, him fucking Katie while I
watched.

Dion returned three times over the
next two weeks, and each time I was reclaiming her pussy before he
had made it to the parking lot.

Now there was a noticeable difference
in their lovemaking. They were much more in tune with each other,
more intimate and intense, and I mentioned it, trying to put my
finger on it. “I’m totally comfortable with him and what we are
doing now,” Katie said.

 



CHAPTER SEVEN - PLANS FOR A SOLO DATING
WEEK

 


Shortly after we returned from the
beach last year, I saw Katie looking at her calendar. She mentioned
that our daughter could not join her the first week of vacation,
(all talk of renting that week out to someone else had gone by the
wayside), and she announced she wanted to go to the condo solo for
the first week—with plans of hooking up with Dion alone.

I suggested more videos, but this time
she said, “I want to go there with no rules, and without recording
or filming anything, no distractions.”

I was certainly out of my comfort zone
with this new scenario and not initially enthusiastic. One holdback
was I had a gut feeling how Katie would describe a get-together
with Dion. Instead of details she would say, “We fucked. That’s
it.” At least with a video I could enjoy watching.

This was something new for us even
though I should have seen it evolving. The more I thought about it,
the more I got on board. I had never explored the angst of waiting
while I knew my wife was out with a lover. I thought this would be
a good opportunity to explore that side of things and make her
happy at the same time.

I could see myself at home wondering
as Katie was meeting Dion and not knowing what was happening until
afterward. Maybe getting a steady stream of teasing photos and
texts. This solo get-together would certainly be a different
twist.

I relented. I told her that she should
go and enjoy being a black man’s woman for a week. “He could come
fuck me all he wants,” she said, and after a couple of days of
second guessing herself, she embraced the thought of a week alone
with her black lover.

Dion and I exchanged emails laying the
groundwork, starting in January.

 


I wrote to him:

Here’s the latest on the
plan first formulated last year when she was by herself at the
beach—in particular she wanted to do our first entire week that way
this year, by herself, except of course you as an invited guest as
your schedule allowed.

To be honest her there for
a week alone is something we’ve never done and it is somewhat
intriguing to see how it plays out. New and different always works
well for her. I wasn’t sure when she first mentioned it, but after
a lot of thought about it I’m on board totally, and most
importantly it is something she wants to do. “

We're firmed up on her
being there the first of our three weeks at the beach
unaccompanied. She's driving down alone with all the beach gear,
most of which she will leave in the vehicle, arriving Sunday
p.m.

Her schedule will be
totally open, and you may consider her on loan for whatever
activities the two of you may devise. lol.

I mentioned that I would
want some pictures, and one day I wanted... and she interrupted me.
"No. No rules. No things I need to do." Again out of her shell.
Smile here. I think I described that to you is having a horny woman
at your whim or something like that.

So if things go as
planned, and nothing seems to stand in the way of that, the big
thing on fun that first week is your schedule and availability.
She'll be around, with the only limitations being her saying, "No",
and properly presented even that has been known to waver at times.
(You don't have to tell her I said that, by the way).

 


I added in a later email
him:

While there are no rules
from my side I will add that it would be nice if along the way I
was to receive:

A video or two

Some photos (sending a
digital camera with her. I am interested in how someone else sees
her through a viewfinder).

A periodic update text
direct to me, a few words about the subject at hand. Not a group
text with her.

I’m attaching a photo of
Stella Hudgens which might give you an idea of how I might hope to
find her boobs when I get there. They do not hurt, by the way.
(The photo was of a woman with her tits
covered in hickeys. I wanted him to mark her for me to see she had
been his for the week. The second I attached was Katie in the hot
tub in a totally sheer wet fishnet top, displaying her tits
enticingly.)

Also one other of an
unnamed model entitled, "Coming soon to a condo near
you."

Let us know how you can
maximize the aspects of this schedule. She did ask Sunday if I had
heard from you. (Pix is from Sunday).

 


He answered:

Please let the lady know
that I can't wait to see her. I can drop by on the first day she
gets there, but if she needs a day to settle in, I can come by
Monday. I plan on visiting 3 times that week including the winery
outing, but that will depend on my schedule at this end. You can
tell her I said, and I quote, "I can't wait to get my hands...and
mouth...on you!"


CHAPTER EIGHT - GLITCHES AND THE BEACH

 


Obstacles arose. My original plan was
to drive halfway to the beach, have Dion meet me halfway from the
other direction and he could drive my wife the rest of the way to
the condo. I had every expectation that after he helped her get her
bags into the condo that he would not be leaving until he had
received an eager sexual reward in the form of an enthusiastic fuck
from my wife who by then would have sat beside him for a couple of
hours, her pussy wet in anticipation of that very moment. Only did
not happen. Dion could not meet us halfway.

Events got in the way for both us and
him. Time for Plan B. I bought her a plane ticket for Sunday
arrival with the plan for me to drop her off at our airport and her
renting a car at the beach the first week—and still be available to
Dion as much as she wanted.

Dion was planning on meeting her plane
and starting the week off right. He was intrigued, as I mentioned
in an email to him, to have a horny white wife at his beck and call
to enjoy every whim his mind could envision for a week. “On loan,”
I said. “Remember I want her back at the end of the
week.”

Katie prepared herself for the coming
week. Pedicure and manicure and a fresh waxing of her pussy to make
it flawless smooth.

As the time for her departure
approached, yet another conflict arose. Katie had a very important
business meeting Monday she could not dodge, even though our
vacation week started the day before on Sunday. She had no way to
get to the beach except for me driving the entire way.

Once I arrived there would be no way
to rationalize me to drive seven hours to the beach, leave Katie,
drive seven hours home the next day, and a few days later driving
back to the beach for my two weeks there. Katie was available to
Dion with me there.

I know she wanted to try going solo,
but all the twists and turns we would have to go through to make
that happen did not seem possible.

We cancelled the plane ticket and
instead we would drive to the beach together on Monday after her
meeting and spend the rest of our beach vacation as we usually do,
beach in the day and hosting Dion for a sexually enhanced evening
with my wife three or four times. “It was not meant for me to be
with him for a week solo,” Katie said, with no enthusiasm. I felt
disappointment in her voice.

 


***

 


Driving to the beach on Monday I
received an unexpected call. An urgent business deal popped up
requiring my presence at home early Wednesday morning. I would be
leaving her alone and returning home.

I delivered Katie Monday night, we
unloaded and unpacked, and early Tuesday morning I left to return
home, leaving her solo. She was getting her near week as a black
man’s woman after all.

Initially Katie had given up on the
solo time with Dion and said wanted me to return Wednesday. I said
seven hours in each direction for three straight days would be too
much driving, and maybe her solo time was going to work out after
all.

“Well come back Thursday,”
she said.

Dion was lined up for Tuesday night.
So began my first time as a husband sitting alone at home, knowing
my wife would be entertaining her black lover and fucking him
tonight.

I called her at five o’clock and she
said he would be there at seven. She updated at 5:30 and said Dion
had contacted her. He wanted more time with her tonight and would
be there at six. Katie said she was getting ready now.

I asked her to send me a selfie once
she was dressed. I received a shot to my phone of my wife with her
hair down, smoky eyes, and a red top that was unbuttoned all the
way down and tied at her waist, displaying a lot of breast and
cleavage, clearly braless. All this sexiness for someone else
tonight.

I complimented how hot she looked, and
after she hung up I sat waiting, wondering, and imagining. No more
selfies, no photos, no texts, nothing. It was tougher than I
thought.

The silence dominated the room. I was
too distracted to read or watch TV. I was consumed with
waiting.

Time crept by, and I looked at the
clock every 30 minutes, imagining what position she might be in
now, or what they might be saying or doing. My mind replayed
watching them in the past. I imagined scenario after
scenario.

I wondered how their coupling might
differ from what I had witnessed. I wondered if he might break
tradition and spend the night, as I had told her she had complete
freedom to do whatever she wanted that week, she could play
single.

 


***

 


What followed was the conversation
described in the opening to this narrative.

A 9:30 call told me it had been a
four-hour date that she described as “Great, it was sweet, not
hurried.” Katie claimed the bottle of wine she consumed and the
drinks with him after his arrival had left her too drunk to
remember the details I craved.

My detailed questions that followed
pulled a few facts out of her. She had cum four times, squirting,
and he had cum inside her twice. They had been too busy to take any
photos, per my request. And they had another date scheduled and I
should delay returning to the beach. Instead of Wednesday as she
had first asked, now she told me, “Do not come back until Friday.”
Her next date was Thursday.

I continued my questions.

“Did you enjoy you
date?”

“Yeah. Hey, could I date a
white guy?”

“Who? If you wanted, I
guess.”

“No one, just had that
thought.” I recalled that in a conversation after I had left her
alone for her solo week that I suggested that between dates with
Dion to keep being single idea in mind, she could go to the Tiki
bar downstairs and see if someone might buy her a drink. She later
admitted, “I thought about it, but I didn’t.” I did not know if
that had prompted her statement or not.

“Well enjoy your date
Thursday,” I said. I hung up disappointed in the lack of
details.

This had been no fun at all for me.
However, I had asked Dion to call me after he left to give me his
side of how fucking my wife had been, but he didn’t call. Again I
sat frustrated, in silence, with no erotic details of the night
other than my wife saying it was great and knowing she had several
orgasms and he had nutted inside her twice.

I called Katie the next morning,
asking if she could recall anything more after she had sobered up.
“I was deep throating him, taking it all the way down my throat,
and I did remember, at one point I told him I wish I could have a
baby with him. That really turned him on. Dion said, ‘me too’ as he
was cumming inside me.”

Later that day I received Dion’s email
account of the evening alone with my wife. He thankfully added more
details. And it was erotic to hear another man, a large black man,
describe how he had so well fucked my pretty white wife, and was
looking forward to fucking her again without me around.

 


Dion wrote:

I arrived at about 6:30,
and she greeted me in a red top with nothing underneath. I could
tell she was turned on; her nipples were already hard. I wanted to
jump in the shower right away, but she suggested that we talk
a bit first-- which we did, for almost a half-hour.

She made us a couple of
drinks. We talked for a while. Finally, she stepped in really close
and suggested we change the subject. We kissed for a long, slow
time, then she knelt in front of me and took my cock in her mouth
for what seemed like forever. When she felt my legs start to
tremble, she slid her hot mouth off me and pointed to the
shower.

When I came out, she'd
moved our drinks to the bedside table, and we started kissing
again. I went down on her, but after a few moments, she grabbed my
head and whispered, "I want you inside me." I complied --
gladly.

 


We changed positions every
few minutes -- first me on top with her legs spread wide, then her
on top with her knees folded under, then her on top, squatting,
bouncing up and down on top of my cock, then me on top with her
ankles over my shoulders. I went really deep, hard and
fast -- even getting her to say, "Fuck me hard. Fuck me
HARDER!"  This might sound like hyperbole, but I assure you,
it's not: that woman is AMAZING. We fucked for a little over an
hour -- I think Katie came four or five times. 

We took a break; she'd
made a beautiful charcuterie plate and we finished our drinks
while we ate. We talked some more. It started getting late, so we
moved back to bed, and it was even better than before. (We had to
put a towel down; our first encounter had left a BIG wet spot, and
the bed linen was soaked through.)

When I went down on her
this time, I tried tonguing her anally, but she wasn't having
it.)

We finished with her on
top, cowgirl position, with me squeezing her gorgeous, soft
tits and her hands on top of mine, encouraging me to squeeze even
harder. She got this rolling thing going with her hips, and she
rode the cum right out of me. The creampie poured out of her when
she climbed off to lay beside me.

We cuddled for a while and
spoke about plans for getting together again. Speaking about you,
she said, "I love him so much for allowing this." 

I could tell she was
getting sleepy -- and truth to tell, so was I. We kissed goodnight
and I got back on the road. We had a wonderful time.

I can't wait to see her
again! Thanks for everything!

I noticed he relayed nothing of my
wife declaring she wished she could have a baby with
him.

 



CHAPTER NINE - THEY’RE NOT DONE. DATE 2

 


Thursday morning Katie went for a
pedicure and manicure and told me she had laid out a roast so she
could cook for him. (She didn’t want to take the time to go out in
public and wait on food, she wanted to be able to get straight into
the bedroom).

I called at 3:30 and told her to
enjoy, telling her to let go, tease, be bold, send photos, and do
so guilt free, that I loved and trusted her and to enjoy being his
woman, but remember she was on loan and she was mine again when I
got there.

I also texted Dion and told
him “Enjoy the subject on loan, no need to
call, the email narrative was much better I think. I will look
forward to reading that. Especially interested in unexpected things
said in the heat of the moment.”

Again it was a long boring evening for
me. She sent a photo of herself in a rather plain top that she said
she would not be wearing when he arrived.

The waiting was no better and
certainly not erotic, maybe even more frustrating knowing that I
could not expect her to give the details in the manner I needed,
and with no video or photos to anticipate I was in a void. I did
not like that feeling. This was not erotic or even fun.

Katie felt otherwise though. The call
after he left Thursday was as brief as the Tuesday night
recalling.

“It was good, but hurried,”
my wife said, describing how Dion had fucked her only minutes
before. “It was much better Tuesday.” Only adding “We went down on
each other for a very long time.” I hung up the phone and went to
bed. I did not want to do this again, I though. Waiting and too
brief descriptions is no fun.

 


I was waiting for Dion’s recap and got
a more detailed account the next day.

He wrote:

The lady had prepared
dinner. We had a long, leisurely dinner accompanied by a bottle of
wine, by the end of which we were both feeling a little buzzed. I
went to the bathroom to freshen up, and we moved to the
bed.

After a long, unrushed
foreplay, I realized something: Katie LOVES to be finger fucked
while she has a cock in her mouth. I knelt on the bed beside her
head while she deepthroated me, and she squirted buckets into
my hand as I thrusted one, two, then three fingers in and out of
her dripping, buttery pussy. She came hard, moaning against my
cock-- at least twice. She was very vocal this time, but not very
verbal -- moaning, grunting, gasping -- she loosed the
occasional "Oh yes, that's good," or "yes -- yes-- YES", and
toward the end, when I had her legs over my shoulders, our eyes
locked and she said, "I want your cum in me." 

She wrapped her big, soft
thighs around my waist, hard. I held on for as long as I could,
until finally, the seed came pouring out of me. 

We lay in the afterglow
for a long, quiet time, our breathing slowly evening out. I gave
her a long, last kiss and told her the road was calling. She
reminded me that we needed to take some selfies, and when we got
off the bed, she made a little giggle and stood close to me and
whispered breathlessly, "You filled me up. I can feel it pouring
out of me."

We took a few selfies in
the bathroom -- I hope you like them. Thanks again for
everything!

 


That was for Thursday, and I arrived
on Friday. The photos they had taken were on the digital camera.
They shot only three, in the bathroom looking in the mirror, Katie
in front, Dion behind her, a contrast in black in white, cupping
one white breast with a dark black hand, the other white tit bare
and free, both naked, white in front, black in back, both smiling,
smiling like they had been fucking for the last couple of hours,
which they had. One was blurry. All variations of the same pose.
That was it.


CHAPTER TEN - WATCHING: NIGHT 3

 


Dion was scheduled to take her to the
winery for a Saturday date. I would tag along but my wife would
clearly be on his arm, dressed in a top that would be revealing. It
didn’t happen. It rained and the music event there was
cancelled.

There were other scheduling conflicts,
but events aligned on Thursday when Dion arrived to fuck my wife in
front of me for the first time during our beach
vacation.

We shook hands when he entered, shared
a drink and talked. Dion is the kind of guy who would be someone to
hang with sharing a nice bourbon, even if we were not sharing my
wife.

Katie sat beside him on the couch,
waiting for the coming moments when she would enjoy all his
attention. Her attitude as she took the seat was different, as if
she instinctively knew this was her seat versus every other seat in
the room. I sensed it. Even though I had joined my wife at the
beach, she was still his tonight. Their collected time together
while I was gone had not yet ended.

I took the chair opposite them. There
was nothing spoken of his previous week alone with my wife, and it
was like all the other times he visits when we are on
vacation.

After some “how are you doing”
conversation, Dion excused himself for a shower as I set up my
camera and Katie quickly stripped and crawled under the cover
naked, awaiting him. She was lying on her side, facing the bathroom
door from which he would emerge in a moment, nude.

I was standing on the back side of the
bed, opposite the door, watching the black man open the door and
step into the room with his cock already stiff in anticipation. I
snapped a photo of him framed in the doorway with foreground a
naked white woman with the spade on her lower back awaiting him
joining her on the bed—and pushing that hard black cock into her
wet white pussy.

 


***

 


Dion came out of the shower dripping
and Katie volunteered to dry his back. Dion turned his back to her,
sitting on the bed, as she rose out from under the covers, her
breasts jiggling, her nipples thick hard buds.

After drying his back Dion turned to
face her, pulling her to him for a kiss, laying her back on the bed
with him on top. Between long devouring kisses he paused
occasionally to suck her nipples, each in turn, caressing the other
breast as he did. She smiled a warm smile encouraging his caresses
as they locked eyes. My wife instinctively opened her legs for
him.

Taking the invitation, Dion kissed
down her belly and started gobbling her pussy, sinking two long
black fingers inside her, seeking her g-spot as he did. I watched
for him to add the third finger as he said he did Thursday night,
but I did not see it happen.

Katie laid her head back with her
mouth slightly parted and eyes closed, her chest lifting and
falling in heavy breaths as Dion circled her clit with the tip of
his tongue. After licking her pussy like an ice cream cone, Dion
rose to his knees, his cock at her mouth.

Katie rolled to her side, sucking his
cock as he supported and guided her head with one hand, his other
hand seeking and finding her pussy, again forcing two long black
fingers inside her. His fingers were glistening and soaked with her
wet juices with her legs open.

When my wife started moaning louder,
Dion loomed over her, between her open legs. I could see my wife’s
white hand wrapping around his hard black cock and positioning it
at her pussy, dragging the head of his cock between her pussy lips,
and with the head of his cock inside her, she removed her hand and
Dion stabbed his cock into my wife’s wet pussy with a
moan.

Katie has said her favorite moment in
being fucked by another man is when his cock first goes into her
body. “There’s no better feeling other than an orgasm,” she has
said.

Katie pulled up her knees to her
shoulders, her arms under his biceps and grasping his shoulders as
he fucked her in a steady stroking, sometimes hard, sometimes fast,
sometimes rotating his ass in a small circle. Katie was emitting
short gasps and whimpers each time he slammed his pubis against
hers, all the while he plunged in and out of her belly he was
varying between kisses and kneading her breasts. As they kissed
harder, Katie moved her hands to each side of his head as their
tongued dueled.

Dion became more vocal with his groans
and moans, whispering things to my wife that I could not hear, and
he picked up the pace as Katie wrapped her legs around his waist,
locking her legs at her ankles as he fucked her in this position,
their bodies bucking against each other like they were in a sexual
rodeo, breaking only as Dion changed position.

My wife’s lover laid back with his
cock rock hard, jutting up. My wife eased over him, sucking on his
hard dark chocolate cock like it was delicious, firming his cock
even harder before moving up to straddle him, cowgirl, never
releasing her grip on his cock still wet with her saliva, guiding
the head of his cock to her pussy and lowering her body on to his
thick black dick.

With his cock imbedded deep inside
her, Katie began rocking her body against his, her hands reaching
behind her for support, gripping near his knees, fucking herself on
his black cock, her back arched, as Dion squeezed her forward
thrusting breasts.

My wife’s brunette head was back and
her eyes were closed, a bead of sweat on her forehead, and she was
moaning in short loud gasps, exclaiming, “Oh, Oh, Oh” loudly. Dion
was encouraging her bouncing on his cock with his “Yes, Yes. Come
on, get it, get it. Get that black cock. Work that pussy, fuck me
hard.”

Dion cupped his hands under her tits,
squeezing from underneath on each side without covering her
protruding hard nipples, the move forcing her hard nipples even
more prominent. “Oh God, so full,” she moaned.

Katie leaned over for a long kiss, not
moving or rocking, his cock still solidly inside in her pussy. They
continued kissing. Dion starting to move slower, at the same time
rolling my wife to her back, kissing her as he moved between her
legs, then lower to lick her pussy until she came,
squirting.

Moving higher again, positioning
himself between her raised legs, she pulled her knees up to her
chest as Dion guided his cock into her pussy. “Your pussy is so
wet,” he moaned as he leaned over, holding his weight off her with
his arms, never ceasing jabbing his cock in and out of her wet
pussy.

Katie reached for his ass and pulled
him into her as they fucked, slowing the pace at times for long
passionate kisses, grunting or gasping each time their pubis
slammed together. As their passion rose Katie’s breathing was
coming with a guttural rasp. The room took on the faint odor of
sweat and pussy juices.

“I love it, I love
thrusting into that tight pussy,” Dion whispered loud enough for me
to hear.

“Give me your cum, cum in
me,” Katie urged, going into what I call her slut mode. “I love it.
Put all your cum in this tight pussy. Give me that black cock,” she
begged.

“That tight white pussy’s
for Daddy, so good. You can take it.” Dion was saying
louder.

“Yes,” Katie moaned, their
whispering drowned out by the slapping sounds of their colliding
bodies. As he came inside he gave what sounded almost like a growl
turning into “Oh Yes, Oh Yes,” and gasps, his body convulsing as
Katie drained his cum from his body to deep inside her
own.

Dion collapsed, his head resting
between my wife’s bare breasts, but not through, rising up to suck
a nipple and move up for a kiss, rolling off her and dropping his
hand to her pussy, his finger rubbing her clit as she continued to
kiss him, her arms around his neck and shoulder, giving little
humming sounds.

“You are amazing,” Dion
said, one hand rubbing her breast, the other resting on her lower
abdomen, about at the spot where deepener inside, his sperm was
coating my wife’s womb, the swimmers seeking a fertile egg that
they would not find, but from the position of his hand there I knew
his mind was on the fantasy of impregnation, his hand rubbing
gently where her belly would swell if a baby had been
made.

They rested, still on the bed, naked,
clinging to each other.

“That was wonderful,” he
said. “I gotta go wash off.” He leaned in for a kiss and Katie
clung to him as they kissed. They continued kissing as Dion’s hand
slid down her belly to her pussy. He raised to his knees on the bed
as my wife rolled to her side, taking his cock in her mouth. He put
his hand on the back of her head and pushed her head further on his
cock. She was not done.

“You have such a dirty
cunt, I love it,” Dion said. “I love to fuck your mouth Katie, I
love it.” He was hard again and fucking her mouth with his cock in
small strokes. “Get it all,” he urged. “It’s hot like
that.”

Again, she yielded he pussy to his two
probing fingers, her pussy making sloppy squishing sounds with a
load of cum already deposited there, and she squirted again,
soaking the bed.

Katie rolled to her back after she
came, gasping, her chest rising and falling deep breaths, her pussy
displayed and waiting, yearning, for that black cock to penetrate
her again.

Dion moved between her as they kissed,
breaking to suck her nipples before moving higher. Katie reached
between his legs and guided him into her pussy, the one already
bearing one load of his cum. Katie begged with no prompting,
pumping her hard until she moaned, “Oh yes, cum deep in me,” and as
if on cue Dion gave another loud groan and nutted in my wife’s
belly a second time.

Katie continued kissing him as if she
didn’t want to let him go, but finally she released him.

“I must go this time, wild
woman,” he said.

A shower and a good-bye kiss later, he
was gone, and I was soon reclaiming my naked wife in the same bed
on which she had fucked her ebony lover bareback twice, adding my
cum to the two loads already inside her body. We had 12 days left
on vacation, and he would be returning in three days.

 



CHAPTER ELEVEN - WATCHING-NIGHT FOUR

 


The next time Dion came back to our
vacation condo there were fewer preliminaries: a much briefer
conversation, a fast drink, before he excused himself for a quick
shower. When he is in the shower is Katie’s cue to get her clothes
off and get in the bed naked to wait for him, which she hastily
did, neither of them wanting to wait for foreplay kissing and
undressing tonight.

Dion came out of the shower and
lowered his charcoal body straight into the reaching arms of my
wife, kissing, wrapping her legs around his, their bodies
intertwined, kissing and caressing for long minutes. She was
playing with his cock while he sucked her nipples into hard
erasers, and slid down to tongue her pussy, his left hand reaching
for her breast and pinching her nipple with one hand, rolling her
nipple between his thumb and forefinger, his other on her belly
until she reached his wrist and pulled his hand to her other
tit.

I was snapping photos and she
complained about the shutter noise of the camera, distracting her
for a minute, but only a minute as Dion pushed his face into her
pussy and slid two fingers inside her, massaging her g spot. She
was arching back and moaning, one hand on his head, the other on
his bicep. She had a quick orgasm and she pulled him higher, in
fucking position as he kissed her, her legs around his ass,
reaching for his ass.

Dion guided himself to her pussy and
impaled her with his cock in a single burning stroke. Katie gave a
gasp as his cock filled her. He was slowly plunging in and out as
her hands roamed over his back. She has mentioned often she loves
the velvety feel of black skin as she is being fucked.

“Yes,” he said. “You’re so
tight.” Her head was near the top of the headboard, so he pulled
out, his cock hard and coated with her juices, and pulled her
further down the bed.

Leaning forward again Dion sucked her
nipples again, kissed her and reached for her wrists, locking
fingers with her and pulling her arms over her head, holding them
there as he entered his cock into again with no guiding. “You’re so
hot,” he whispered.

“Oh, Oh, Umm, Umm,” Katie
was moaning in response to his thrusts. My wife raised her knees up
as he was slamming into her, pulling his cock almost out and then
shoving his black dick in, long strokes and then moving forward for
a long passionate kiss while the rising and falling of his ass
between her legs never ceased.

Rising on his haunches, Dion released
her hands, still thrusting into her as his hands roamed over her
chest, gripping one breast as he did, before releasing her tit and
moving his arms under her knees, with her legs on his shoulders and
him on his knees.

Dion stopped moving his body, looking
down at his cock inside my wife, and slowly at first Katie began
moving, arching her body up, pushing her body onto his cock,
lifting her body off the bed with her legs, fucking herself on his
cock as he held her legs, unmoving.

That was when I knew she was his for
this moment. Lust had taken over her being. Katie was no longer my
wife, on her back arching her body to imbed his cock deeper inside
her, a hot, horny passionate woman lost in everything but the
sensation of that black cock inside her.

As she slowed Dion began thrusting
forward, their bodies meeting with a pop. The position bounced her
boobs back and forth in a long rocking motion with each stroke of
Dion’s dick. Their passion was unrestrained, two wild creatures
mating.

Katie responded in loud monosyllables
to his hard fucking and bouncing of her tits. When she slowed he
moved forward to lock lips with her again, squeezing her breasts
hard with both hands, pounding his cock into her hard as she held
her hands on his ass, pulling him into her as he rammed into her
faster, a “Yes, Yes” punctuating his efforts.

Dion wanted my wife on top and he
rolled to his back. Katie moved over him, sucking his erect cock,
her hand grasping the base, rolling it around in her mouth. “Oh
yes,” he moaned and then moving her hand Katie his cock all the way
down her throat.

“It is so hot when you suck
me like that,” he said. “It turns me on, I love it.” Dion’s eyes
were rolling back in his head as she deepthroated his cock. “Take
it all, take it all,” he begged.

Her black lover moved his hand to her
head, grabbing a handful of her hair so he could watch his cock
disappearing into her eager mouth. “Oh that’s good, that’s good,”
he said. Adding, “Yes!”

When she pulled off for breath he
nudged her around into a 69 with her on top. “Turn around, I want
to eat your pussy while you suck me,” Dion said.

Their mouths glued on each other’s
genitals with mixed moans, sighs and grunts as my wife writhed her
naked body on top of Dion. He started fingering her pussy with two
fingers instead of licking her pussy.

They changed positions again. Dion
remained on his back and Katie moved to his side, on her knees at a
right angle to his body, leaning over, sucking his cock until Dion
tugged on her arm.

“Ride my black cock,” he
said, gripping his cock at the base as she moved over him ready to
sink his cock into her, but found him losing his
erection.

Katie rolled off him and they lay on
their sides, kissing, his hands on her ass. He pushed Katie to her
back, rose to his knees as Katie began sucking his cock in an
effort to get him hard again faster, his hand behind her head while
he actively fingered her with his black fingers.

I handed him the go-pro and he held it
close to her face as she sucked his cock, never pausing his
fingering, handing me back the camera as he stiffened and crawled
between her legs again, kissing as his hand reached to his cock and
popped it into my wife. “That slutty white pussy’s so wet,” he
whispered to her. “My cock loves sliding in your white
pussy.”

“Oh Yes,” Katie encouraged.
In response she put her heels on his ass as his rutting continued,
long strokes with a pop each time their bodies collided but then
holding his cock inside her he kissed her. Katie locked her legs at
the ankles behind his back.

Dion reached for her wrists, pinning
her arms above her head, looking in her eyes as he slammed into
her, rocking the entire bed, grinding his body into hers. He kissed
her as they fucked, long consuming powerful kisses, slamming into
her, making a loud popping sound of fucking, faster and
harder.

With a loud groan that was
unmistakable Dion spurted a thick load of his seed deep inside my
wife.

Dion held his cock inside her as he
regained his breath, kissing her, down her neck, with her feet
still on her ass. She began kissing his nipples to arouse him, and
he responded, beginning to pick up the pace and fuck her again
without ever pulling out. He lasted only a few strokes before his
body spasmed again and filled her pussy a second time.

They cuddled like teenagers, kissed
longer as he nuzzled her soft breasts, his half-hard cock resting
on her leg. Katie tried to suck him hard again but it wasn’t
happening tonight. He kissed her good night and excused
himself.

I fucked my wife’s pussy filled with
the cum of her black lover.

 



CHAPTER TWELVE - NIGHT FIVE- BREAKING THE
RECORD

 


During past beach vacations the most
nights Dion has got together with us was four nights. We were to
break the record. Dion was more than willing to come fuck my wife
for one more night.

This night was different from the
previous four, two I had watched, two happening before I arrived.
All four had been confined to the condo, even though she had wanted
to go out—when he got there the need to get his black cock inside
her overrode the stated plans.

This night was different—as Katie
wanted to be shown off by her black lover, in public on his arm, as
his woman. She wanted her public date before we returned
home.

When he arrived we took an Uber to an
upscale Italian restaurant—me, Dion, and his white date, my wife
Katie.

Tonight Katie was wearing a thin blue
top that displayed her nipples prominently, and of course with no
bra since she was with her black lover. She wanted him to show her
off.

They sat together on one side of the
table, occasionally she was wrapping her arm around his bicep, and
later while talking about our trip next year when she told him we
might not stay for the full three weeks she leaned over into him.
“Well I do want to be with my lover,” she grinned looking up at him
lovingly. He smiled and put his arm around her.

It was a good meal, two bottles of
wine, and we Ubered back, with she and Dion in the back seat and me
in the front. They usually hold hands in this situation but I
didn’t turn around to see.

In the room Dion went straight to his
shower, and came back into the room naked, wondering why Katie was
still dressed.

“I want to see you peel her
out of that top,” I said, and he did, kissing her as he lifted it
above her tits as she was stroking his cock. He started playing
with her tits as he kissed her, breaking the kiss only to allow him
to pull the top over her head, my wife now topless, standing, with
the nude black man.

Katie stood as Dion tugged down her
skirt and panties. Naked, they kissed again as Katie propped one
foot up on the couch, the move opening her legs and inviting his
hands to drop lower. He did, fingering her pussy as they continued
kissing. She grasped his cock, tugging on it gently, coaxing it
into rigidity. It was erotic foreplay, the black man and white
woman nude, clutching their bodies together with one arm around
each other, their tongues dancing and kissing as he was plunging
his fingers in and out of her wet pussy making a soppy sound as she
stroked his hard black cock.

When they broke the kiss Katie fell to
her knees and started sucking his cock, looking up into his eyes as
she did. Dion wanted something different and helped her up. She led
the way into the bedroom.

Katie lay back on the bed as Dion
joined her and began kissing, their bodies pressing together. Her
white hand was playing with his balls and shaft of his cock. He
buried his face into her crotch, resuming his fingering of her
pussy, his other hand squeezing her right breast as he did. She put
one hand over his to encourage his hard squeezing of her
breast.

Katie’s eyes were closed and she was
panting, her left hand resting on his head while he sucked her
nipple. Dion was sucking hard on her nipple, pulling his head away
as he sucked, tugging her breast away from her body, stretching it
out. He would let go and her tit snapped back into position, then
he did the same thing with his fingers, twisting slightly. Then it
was her other tit’s turn.

The foreplay brought on a sense of
urgency and he moved up higher and kissed her, his cock seeking her
pussy that has come to accept his black cock so well. Their bodies
were in perfect alignment and the coffee skinned lover entered my
wife’s waiting pussy without the need of a guiding hand.

Dion now claimed her pussy as his for
the night and she yielded it to him, readjusting their bodies until
they were locked together. She pulled her legs higher, her heels
resting on the top of his ass as they kissed and fucked at the same
time. She gasped each time he would stroke in.

Moving to his knees without breaking
contact, he put her ankles on his shoulders, moving higher to lift
her lower back off the bed, holding her hands tightly and fucking
her as she fucked back with the same motion. “I love the way you
fuck me,” she panted.

“Love to fuck you, yes,”
Dion said in gasps. Leaning over her, his cock was almost straight
down going into her, what Katie calls “the breeding position.” Dion
kissed her on the mouth, a lot of tongue, and sucked her nipples,
all the time plunging his cock into her. Changing position slightly
he put both her legs on one shoulder and maintained that position,
her ass completely off the bed as he thrust into her. Her grunts
were coming gusts and raspy.

“I love it so much that you
give me your dick,” my wife gushed to her black lover. “Oh yes,”
she hissed as he continued fucking.

Dion rose to his knees, kissing her
from the side while his fingers fucked her to a squirting orgasm.
“That’s it, that’s it,” she gasped as she had a panting orgasm.
While he still fingered her she rolled to her side and took his
cock into her mouth. Her pussy was making soppy sounds from how wet
she was.

“Oh that’s hot,” Dion was
saying, getting off on making her squirt. She was cramming more of
his cock into her mouth as she did.

Dion rolled to his back and Katie
moved over him on her hands and knees and sucked his cock more.
Dion was holding her hair out of her face so he could watch his
cock being sucked by this hot white wife. Hungrily she crawled up
on his body and guided his cock into her again, thrusting her
pelvis forward on his cock.

“That’s it, get it, get
it,” Dion was urging and Katie was almost hyperventilating. He had
a firm grip on her tits and she was holding his wrists hard against
her boobs as rocking her body back and forth on his cock, she came
again. As she came she leaned over him and kissed him.

“I don’t wanna cum like
that,” Dion said, rolling Katie to her back into missionary
position, laying on top of her, kissing, reaching down and guiding
his cock into her. Dion told her in grunting words, “Get you
pregnant, putting my seed inside of you.” Dion started slamming
harder into her. “Gonna pound you.”

“Oh I love what you do so
much, so nice being between my legs, I’m cumming. Oh yes, Oh
yes.”

“I love you inside me, I
love you inside me,” she moans and whispered, “give me a
baby.”

Dion moved over her again, to the
breeding position. “You’re such an animal,” she told him. Again he
held his body still while she fucked herself up against him. He
started pounding her harder, “Yes, fuck me,” she screamed. She
came.

They paused, and Katie rose on her
haunches, pausing to pull her hair back with a hair band, giving
Dion a better view as she sucked his chocolate cock without him
needing to hold her hair out of the way. She leaned over and
guzzled his cock into her mouth. “You’re so sexy,” he said as she
sucked his cock again. “You’re so hot.”

My wife was grunting in pleasure as
she bobbed her head up and down on his cock, grasping it at the
based as she did. “I love it,” Dion said. She straddled him again
and fucked herself to another orgasm. Dion was showing no sign of
softening.

With barely a pause Katie rolled to
her back and he moved over her and entered her again. They kissed
and as they broke the kiss she whispered, “Shoot your seed inside
me.” That was all it took. Dion came quickly and she whispered,
“what your cum is making.” And added “I’m just so ready. Feels so
good.”

“You love this black cock,
I love it.” Dion answered.

Dion started moving in and out of her
again as she was gasping, “Give it to me,” he said.

“Yes. Oh yes.”

Dion leaned over as if to kiss her,
and confirmed what was on his mind with his cock in Katie in that
position with his mouth to her ear said in a low tone, “Talking
about making a baby with you is so hot. It’s great.” He interlocked
his fingers with hers, both hands, pinning her arms over her head
and held his body still, letting my wife fuck herself on his hard
cock as she shoved her body from the bed onto his cock.

Releasing her hands, he kissed her,
slowly starting to move in and out, Katie’s legs still wrapped
around his waist, increasing his thrusting, lifting his body off
her, bracing on his arms while she reached forward, her hands on
either side of his face. He stiffened his body and was slamming
into her hard, their bodies making popping sounds as they hit
together.

Dion put her back in the breeding
position, his cock going straight down where gravity would pull his
cum deeper into my wife’s body, lifting her so high that her tits
were resting higher, toward her face, fucking her faster and
faster. “Cum in me, I want to you cum inside me,” Katie moaned, and
seconds later with a long groan he again spewed his seed into my
wife’s pussy.

Katie rolled to her side, and he
kissed her, his hand again dropping to her pussy to finger her,
kissing her nipples and sucking on them, then kissing down her body
while he fingerfucked her hard and deep with two fingers, moving in
a circling motion as if to rub all the sides of her wet pussy,
pausing to lick her clit as he did, his other hand squeezing her
breast.

Katie rolled to her side and began to
suck his cock, her hand on his ass as he continued fingering her,
rubbing her juices up over her clit.

Dion was almost recovered, and with
his cock in her mouth Katie could sense him getting harder, and
they repositioned as he rolled to his back, her hair band now gone,
again lifting my wife’s hair to watch his black cock as she bobbed
her head up and down, grasping his cock at the base and sometimes
moving her hand away and letting his cock go all the way down her
throat. When she does that he throws his head back and moans, “Oh
God.”

When she knew he was rock hard again,
Katie straddled his cock, guiding his black cock into her body, her
feet flat on the bed bouncing up and down for a while, then move
off her feet to ride him with her knees on either side of him,
sliding back and forth on his cock, rocking her pelvis while he
reached up with his long arms and grasping a big soft tit in each
hand until she came on his cock.

Deanne leaned forward to kiss him and
with her body extended he rolled her to her back, again licking her
pussy and repositioning to, with guiding, glide his cock into her
already well fucked and cum filled pussy without using
hands.

Dion took her harder now, fucking her
hard, my wife’s legs rubbery from the pounding, her breasts
jiggling and bouncing from the hard fuck, eliciting “loud Oh, Oh,
Oh.” Her nipples were rock hard buds that did not
soften.

Dion slowed, thrusting slower,
lowering his body onto hers, kissing her, his hands hard behind her
head as they kissed, slowly probing in and out. He moved her into
the breeding position yet again. “I love it when you fuck me like
that,” she groaned, a few seconds later adding “I love your black
cock.”

Wanting to make it last, Dion again
rolled to his back for my wife to suck his cock more, again she
rode his cock for a few minutes, and again she was spreading her
legs and inviting her black lover to cram his cock back inside her
wet pussy. Each stroke now when he slammed home she was making soft
grunting and “Ah’s” punctuated with and occasional “Yes” that would
drawl into a hiss, her arousal increasing as she neared her
orgasm.

Katie’s noises were best described as
whimpers combining with the groans of Dion as he was coming inside
her.

Katie kept her hands behind his head,
smiling, staring into his eyes as he drove his cum into her. Dion
had cum but he wasn’t through, pausing only a few seconds and
realizing he had not softened (likely with the assistance of some
blue pills). He began fucking her hard again, faster, cumming again
quickly. He held his cock inside her with no effort to withdraw as
they cuddled, whispering words I could not hear, and kissing. With
his cock falling out of her pussy soft, he raised to his knees,
sitting back on his haunches.

My wife did not want the night to be
over, and she was going to try again. Before he could get off the
bed Katie was taking him in her mouth, cleaning his cock with her
mouth and ingesting whatever remained of his cum and her pussy
juices.

With his right hand he fingered her to
yet another orgasm as she lay on her side sucking him, one leg up
to give him access. She rolled to her back after she
came.

Leaning over the bed he kissed her
with a lot of tongue, kissed each boob, sucking her nipples hard,
leaving them wet from his sucking, and kissed her again. “I have to
go this time,” he said, clearly reluctant to go. He ran his hand
over her boobs, down lower to caressed her abdomen where he had
placed several loads of his cum, and with a final kiss rose off
her.

Despite their increasing talk about
him knocking my wife up with a black baby—it is all talk, as she
had a tubal litigation after our second child. Impregnation is an
impossibility now. Thankfully, because if she was fertile and she
was sincere in what she told her lover as they fucked, it would be
a real possibility.

Katie wife remained naked on the bed,
making no effort to cover up until Dion emerged naked from the
shower, smiling as he looked at the naked white woman he had just
fucked, kissed her again and was gone.

I took advantage of a well fucked
white wife to add my cum to his.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN - VACATION OVER

 


After her fifth fuck Friday from Dion
she had broken the record on how many nights Dion had hooked up
with her during vacation. The next day was checkout, but we stopped
at the winery Dion and Katie had gone on a date last
year.

As we were sitting there, she received
a text directly from Dion. They do not usually text directly, but
that habit has relaxed over the past weeks. “The Derby is today,
and speaking of riding, last night was amazing,” Dion
texted.

I agreed, he had certainly ridden my
wife hard, and she had ridden his cock just as eagerly.

Katie responded. “Yes it was. We are
at the winery. Wish you were here.” I knew she was recalling her
time on his arm last year.

“Me too,” Dion texted.
“Wine brings out a different side of you.”

“My husband said it makes
my legs go up in the air,” Katie responded.

Katie had worn a thin top that was
almost see through in the bright sunlight, you could see the lines
of her bare breasts, but her nipples were obscured. As we left the
winery I positioned her in the sun and sent the photo to
Dion.

 


***

 


On Mother’s Day Katie received another
text direct from Dion. (We had originally planned to meet him
before we realized it was Mother’s Day). “Happy Mother’s Day you
gorgeous creature,” Dion wrote.

“Thank you,” Katie texted
back. “When can I see you? I need a Dion fix.”

 


***

 


When we finally had a pause in our
daily lives for some quiet time together, Katie told me. “I want to
see a video of us.” The “us” to which she was referring was my wife
fucking her black lover. This was something she used to be turned
off by my even mentioning. Now she wanted to see it. I found it on
the computer.

“Us?” I asked, just to make
her say it.

“Me and Dion,” she said. We
began watching.

“What do you think when you
see yourself doing that?” I asked as we watched his ass rising and
falling between her legs.

“After I notice my body’s
flaws I remember how good it felt,” she said. Thus opened I asked
her, “How would you describe yourself?” My thoughts were along the
line of confessing how much she liked it, and she summed it
up.

“I’m definitely a Queen of
Spades,” she said. “I have the real spade tattoo on my lower back
to prove it,” adding “and I am a black cock slut for
sure.”

I nodded. Indeed she is, and I love
her for being able to let go and enjoy fucking black men, and even
more admitting she enjoys fucking black men.


CHAPTER FOURTEEN - CONTINUING

 


Our next planned meeting with Dion is
in a couple of weeks, the first open opportunity in two months, and
we are returning to an expensive upscale restaurant where they have
gone ahead as a couple and I arrived late.

The last time service was slow, and
Dion later said he had better ways to spend that time.

The plan is this time I will drive,
and they can enter together while I wait on the valet. We will tell
the waitress we are on a schedule and have limited time so please
do not tarry. I kidded Katie that I might try to shock the waitress
and say, “My wife and her boyfriend can’t wait to get back to the
room so we need to hurry.”

This upscale restaurant is a major
date night restaurant, with most of the attendees dressed out in
their best clothes. The women there have a high percentage of
braless women or in cleavage exposing clothes, and there is a lawn
alongside a large river with a walkway bordering the river. Diners
will walk there before or after their meals and are in the view of
everyone sitting inside the restaurant who have a view of the
river.

Katie has said she wants to walk along
that walkway with Dion, in view of everyone. I told her I will stay
at the table and call her if the food comes to cut down on time and
Dion can show off his hot white wife date.

I suggested at some point, say when
the check is delivered, she excuse herself, go to the restroom and
come back to the table and hand him her thong.

“I can do that,” she
said.

Once the check comes, I will be the
chauffer and suggest the two of them get in the back seat. I’m
interested what will happen with Dion knowing the white woman
spilling out of that sex dress is wearing nothing else, and there
is nothing to stop him sliding his hand under that hem and going
straight for her pussy.

I know her, they will be making
out.

The only question I have in my mind is
if she will suck his cock as we ride back, or if she will say “keep
driving a few minutes.”

Of course that is the plan, and we all
know how plans work. They could just as readily sit chastely in the
back and build up the tension until they are both naked with their
bodies joined on the hotel bed.

 


***

 


I prompted Dion to anticipate Katie
asking for some expansive role play. I am considering suggesting
the two of the quit dancing around the subject and role play that
she is fertile and he is trying to knock her up. I just need to
find the right minute to drop that into the
conversation.

 


***

 


In texting with Dion, I told him that
she did want to go to the upscale restaurant despite his saying he
had better ways to spend the time, and because she wanted to be
shown off. I told him that.

 


He agreed:

On top of the ambiance, the food, the music, she likes to be
taken out and shown off!

 


I answered:

Affirmative on being taken
out and shown off. That's something I always kind of suspected but
she has actually come out and admitted lately. If she has something
that gets her a little hotter and she enjoys, then I'm all for
it.

One scenario that I think
will work at Ray's is I'll drive, you two can go into the bar and
get seated, we tell the waitress we are on a schedule, and once
orders are in you take her outside for a walk along the river (and
let her be shown off so to speak. I'll stay at the table and call
the instant the food arrives. That should cut down on the timeline
too. Open for other ideas by the way.

 


Plans are back on for the
first week of vacation in MB solo next April, so you might want to
be thinking of showing off opportunities. I can honestly say that
sitting at home wondering was a bit of a bummer so I'm going to
need photos, video, and of course one of your exceptional
narratives. Her description of what happens is basically, "It was
great. We did it. That's it," does not do much for someone sitting
home alone lol.

We have a while to get all
this down and right.

Don't know if I have said
this before but it is appreciated how amiable and tolerant you are
with the games we like to play.

 


He responded:

After all this time, we're
more than friends -- it's always a pleasure to spend time with
you two!

 


I wanted to give Dion more background
so I told him:

I've been sitting here
thinking about the shown off thing and not sure I expressed that
right and would like to elaborate on what I think is behind
it.

We started dating when I
was 16 and she was 14, married at 19 and 17, first kid two years
later. At one point some of her friends would come to town for a
girls night out for dinner, drinks, and they started comparing
sexual experiences. They could not believe that Katie’s number was
only one.

She mentioned that, and at
one of those down cycles in every marriage she blurted out that by
marrying her so young that I had deprived her of her dating
experiences. Yeah, she was right, but she had agreed and said yes
at the time--as much as any 17-year-old can be held responsible for
their decisions.

That was one of the things
behind our getting into the lifestyle. Enabler me.

Another part of her psyche
is she always likes playing on the edge, being a little daring
(rarely in her clothing choices but sometimes, as you have
enjoyed). If it is a little taboo that is exciting for her. Not
necessarily taboo today, but something that was taboo during our
dating years. There was a period in her high school years in which
it became a popular thing for interracial dating. She said later
that she had been envious, because she had always had an interest
and curiosity. So add that to the things contributing to our
getting into the lifestyle.

So a part of going out
with someone other than me is a bit of enjoying an experience she
missed, something a little taboo from her early years, a popular
fad that she missed and she can dabble and a satisfied curiosity.
She gets a rush out of the danger of being seen by someone she
knows, despite the almost impossible chance of that happening. And
no matter how much I encourage her to dress hot and sexy, she seems
far more willing to show some flesh during one of our meets with
you that other times.

After she had indulged a
few times in the lifestyle I asked her if it was what she had
expected. "It was everything I had dreamed of and more," was her
answer.

And most important is she
really likes fucking you. You are the perfect fit for all the
above, and the most important thing is she says, "I'm comfortable
with Dion." She can let go with you. Hope that gives a little more
insight.

Probably elaborated more
than I should but with my goal of her enjoying as much of life as
she can, maybe the above can help focus all of us in the best
directions.

 


He answered:

I agree on all counts.
Once, after we visited the winery on one of our solo visits, she
confessed that part of the thrill of just the two of us was the
chance, however slight, of discovery. She said, "I guess the
thought of being caught out turns me on. "

 


As I told Dion, the plans are already
underway for her solo week next year—with her being taken out in
public more by Dion. He has stated that is what he has planned
anyway. And after the fact, Katie told me she had texted him on
Father’s Day and wished him Happy Father’s Day. I didn’t ask why
she would pick that day to send Daddy this message, but I think I
know.

 


***

 


Our next get-together with Dion was
three months later.

When I called for reservations at the
restaurant I described above, they had no seats available, so
instead we opted for a second choice with none of the ambiance,
which set the tone for the entire night. It was not as intense, but
still good. He fucked her twice.

I watched them fuck and he spread her
apart with his fingers, proudly displaying the massive creampie
pouring out of her pussy. (I am not a creampie eater, just not me).
We went to dinner, returned, and I turned on the video camera as
they snuggled under a sheet.

I left the room for a minute, and
while I was gone on the video she tells him, “Next vacation he’s
not coming the first week and I will be there for the entire week
by myself.”

“That will work,” Dion told
her, wasting no more time cuddling and moving quickly between her
legs. She reached down for his cock and guided him into
her.

We are returning to the beach one more
time this summer, and will meet with him then, which was what I
expected.

 


 


What I did not expect was my wife
having family members with some health issues and her desire to
visit them—coincidentally only a 90-minute drive from Dion. We were
looking at two possible dates and had discussed that it would be
easy to meet him then.

I was working when my wife called. “I
wanted to let you know that I was texting Dion. I copied you.” A
few minutes later she also said, “I want some alone time with you
tonight.”

I went to the text message, and she
had initiated the communication, telling him we would be near him
and asking if he would be available.

His answer was instantaneous,
“Absolutely!”

 


That night I went to the hot tub first
to remove the cover, and she came with drinks a few minutes later,
in her white terry robe. She peeled it off to display she had
chosen a top that she has never worn without me requesting she wear
it. Not so tonight. She took the initiative. It is a very narrow
string bikini with a large queen of spades covering most of each
cup.

“Let me guess,” I smiled.
“You’re ready for your black cock fix?”

“It’s been on my mind, Yes,
I am,” she said. And soon that is what she will be
getting.

 


***

 


I had read some erotic stories along
the line of the excitement a man feels when there is the danger of
his wife being taken away—by giving her permission and
encouragement to get more emotional, closer, say she loves her
black lover.

I gave the subject a lot of thought
and realized in the stories I read that it was as if those stories
were reaching out to me. But it scared me too.

Deanna’s track record is not good at
keeping her emotions in check with lovers. She has tended to get
over the edge.

This time though we I read her
excerpts from the stories, explaining they pointed out things that
I did not articulate as well as that author. She listened and said
she understood.

“You can let go and not
hold back,” I told her. “All that really matters in the end is that
you come back to me and never forget where home is. You can be his
while you are there with him, but remember you always have to
return to me.”

There was one passage in the story
that hit home in which the wife was still staying with her lover,
there is some doubt if she will return to her husband, but she
pulls her husband aside and tells him she will be returning home to
him in a few days. As she turns to go into the room where the lover
she has been living with for several days awaits, she turns to her
husband and says, “I’m not giving him my love, I’m not telling him
I love him.”

The husband gives a sigh of relief
until she adds, “But I am giving him everything else.”

My wife was nodding. “All you need to
do is let go,” I said.

“I’ll try,” she
said.

 


***

 


I didn’t know if her understanding
matched mine, but we finally got together with her lover last
weekend, taking a night while she was visiting her family out of
town. It was different.

Dion took a shower while she got in
the bed under the cover naked and I set up some lights and a
camera. They made love. Not fucked, although they did that too, but
they were kissing constantly, even as he was pounding her
pussy.

Any time he paused for a rest she
would cuddle for a minute before sucking his cock back to hard and
they were at it again.

I would estimate engaged in some form
of a sexual act non-stop for over two hours. He never got soft. He
came inside her, didn’t withdraw, and would start back up again. “I
can’t get enough of you,” he said at least a dozen times. There was
no way to keep up with the number of her orgasms, and I know he
came inside her at least three times.

With her calves on his shoulders he
rocked her back until he was fucking her straight down, mumbling
something I could not make out about making babies. It was hard to
understand over the moaning of my wife as he fucked her in this
position.

When he came the last time, he told
me, “Get a camera ready for this creampie. I think I’m setting a
record.” He was right. He withdrew his cock and his cum gushed out
and poured down her pussy. I was snapping photos quickly as it
did.

When he left Deanna told me, “He said
I was beautiful as he was on top of me. He has not said that in a
long time.”

“Well you are,” I
said.

“Ready?” she grinned,
laying back on the bed, her cum filled pussy facing me.

I had already dropped my pants and
pushed my cock into the slickest pussy I have ever felt. I asked
her, “Can you even feel it?”

“Yes, I can,” she smiled.
“It feels very good. I did let go and not hold back like you asked
me to.”

Even as I was still inside her I told
her, “You were not fucked or even made love to this time,” I said.
“You were bred.”

“I know,” she
smiled.

“You’d better be glad you
had your tubes tied or you’d have a black baby already starting to
grow in your belly after that.”

“I know,” she smiled. “It
was incredible.”

 


The next day she hands me her phone.
She had texted him that night, “Thank you for a wonderful evening.
I am going to sleep with the feeling of you inside me.”

 


My only thought at the time was if he
fucks her like this for a week at the beach without me there to see
it—I will have missed out on a string of fantastic
fucks.

But like all things in the future,
they do not always go as planned. There will likely be more to this
story in the future.

 


THE END







 


(The end of the April to October
story—There’s more year to come, but that is another story yet to
be enacted or written.)

 


This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, business,
events and
incidents are the products of the author's imagination. Any
resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is
purely coincidental.


 


 


OTHER TOP INTERRACIAL
THEMED BOOKS

By Erik D. Astor

 


Amanda the Signing Bonus,
Author's Cut

2023 Edition - 22% larger
than the original

Amanda thought it was a quick busman's
holiday. Travel with her husband and his boss as a girl Friday
while they close a deal worth millions with an African President.
But she is thrown into the mix when the President insists that use
of her for the weekend as a part of the deal.

 


Kaylee Becomes a Queen of
Spades

Arriving at the island a
monogamous wife but Kaylee's world is going to change.

The Caribbean vacation for Brett and
Kaylee is a life changer as she black men lead her into the world
of a Queen of Spades

 


Shay Spirals
Down

Shay goes down the black
cock rabbit hole.

Shay's newly indulged interracial
sexual explorations spiral out of control after she is blacked for
the first time, and the more she gets the more she
wants.

 


Lisette's Hooker
Gamble

It Can Pay Off in More
Ways Than One

Lisette costumes as a hooker for a
party--meets a real pimp--and things get out of hand from there as
she considers trying it out for real.

 


Eleanor's
Training

Urged to let go, how far
will she take it?

He wanted a trained wife for black
cock and that's what he got!

 


Rachel's Trial
Separation

Their ruse to explore wife
dating without creating a local scandal doesn't go as
planned

Rachel married young and wonders about
missing the dating experience. Fixer husband Scott suggests Rachel
try a few innocent dates to satisfy her curiosity, but a neighbor
spies on Rachel with another man on her date. When a housesitting
opportunity arises, their solution is a fake trial separation.
Rachel can go out without attracting gossip. But Rachel satisfies
another secret curiosity, black men, loves it, and begins to look
on the separation as perhaps more of a sexual exploration
beginning.

 


Ten Dates for My Wife:
Author's Cut

The original book
re-edited, the story extended, over 12,000 additional
words!

EXTENDED STORY. 12,000
MORE WORDS THAN THE ORIGINAL EDITION.

Ellen makes a bet with a single friend
in which she is challenged to go on 10 dates with other men to
prove that Ellen, who married young and had no dating life, prefers
married life to single life. Her husband Des goes along. As the
dating progresses Ellen finds herself changing, desiring to take
things further, to yield to her temptations. When Des gives her a
hall pass he removes many of her reservations, opening a new erotic
world for Ellen--and she wants to experience it all.

 


The Leasing of Lindsay:
Authors Cut

(Second Edition) The first
edition was only the start.

Chad's new assignment is assuring
client Max he has everything he wants: dinner: nice restaurant,
ambiance, and a hot escort, with Chad along. Chad's solution is
taking his wife Lindsay along, posing as Chad's hired escort, so he
can charge the cost of two hookers to his entertainment expense
account, and pocket the difference. Chad doesn't anticipate his
huge black client demands a swap of escorts for the second round
and Lindsay has no choice but to play it out. Her first night with
a black man is only the beginning.

 


Going Once, Going
Twice-Book 1

Wives auction themselves
for temporary ownership is only the beginning

Erin Murry is shocked when her husband
Robert becomes the auctioneer for a company that auctions willing
beautiful women to wealthy men as companions from a weekend to even
longer. When Erin insists on witnessing an auction she discovers an
intriguing world of wives eagerly participating for outlandish
sums. Her growing curiosity lures her into considering offering
herself for auction, to have the experience, and soon realizes her
husband Robert also harbors a fantasy, one of auctioning the sexual
services of his wife to another man.

 


Going Three
Times-SOLD!-Book 2

White Wife Erin is
Auctioned

Erin puts herself up for auction,
trading 30 sex-filled submissive days in exchange for half of her
final bid price. The firm that produces the wife auctions hires her
auctioneer husband to call the bids.

Erin's plan is to be won by the
seductive Brit, Edward, who convinces her to offer herself for
auction. Their plan goes awry when a rich black man outbids Edward,
and his sexual plans for her is to transform this shy white wife
into a slut more to his liking.

 


Blacked: One Bar Too
Far

A Fantasy Game Becomes
Real

Vickie Stratton impulsively buys a
revealing blue dress as a surprise for her husband, to challenge
his complaining of her shyness and modesty. With her husband late
for their dinner, Vickie waits in the bar, where she delights in
the attention and drinks. Winston, a direct black man, commands her
attention and she has devilish idea of teasing her husband by
boldly flirting with the black man. Her husband sits on the other
side of the room observing and texting Vickie as their bar game
becomes real and her black friend guides the once shy wife into
opening her slut side.

 


Lydia's Black
Submission

Diva Lydia pays the price
for trying to defraud her black neighbors

Leron Frank invents a new device worth
millions, but employers Lydia and husband Don attempt to steal
rights to Leron's patent. Their plot is discovered by Leron and his
lawyer cousin, Carter, only days before Lydia and Don's company is
to go public. With millions at stake, the couple offers to do
anything to appease Leron and not disrupt their public stock
offering. The demand? Lydia's sexual submission to the two black
men for 60 days. Don and Lydia do not know, but soon learn,
Carter's favorite hobby is turning straight-laced elite white wives
into black cock sluts.

 


Marcia Crosses The
Line

Marcia's website fan from
the past has new plans... for her

When the webmodel trend shifted to
more explicit content, Beautiful Marcia retired from posting her
glamour photos. Now, ten years later, Al, a successful black man
captivated for years by Marica's photos from that old website,
hires a research firm to find her, with his single goal of
eliciting more from Marcia than she ever offered as a webmodel.
When he discovers she is a now hotwife active in the interracial
lifestyle, his goals change. Now seducing her is not enough, he
wants to make her his whore.

 


Travels of a White
Wife

Interracial Hotwifing was only the
beginning

Eva dreamed of exotic trips for years,
and her husband Brad tried to provide them, but finances prevented
her travels. When they meet Thomas, the black world-traveler gives
Eva the opportunity to travel the world for free, as a hotwife, on
the arm a black man who wins the bid for her in a private charity
auction. Brad gives Eva the gift of his permission, but Eva takes
things far beyond what Brad could have possibly
envisioned.

 


Kristen's Hooker Fantasy
Goes Real

Going to Nevada to be
legal prostitute seemed like crazy fun.

Kristen has a hooker fantasy, and her
husband Gordon's thinks it is hot. With his encouragement she is
heading to the Ranch for a two-week fantasy fulfillment. What
Gordon does not know yet is that Kristen has a black cock fantasy
too, and Delmond Brown is going to fulfill her fantasies, but
Delmond will use this inexperienced white wife to fulfill fantasies
of his own.

 


Private Choices

Rasing money to pay off
her black blackmailer

For Megan life boils down to choices.
She chooses to have an affair, but when a blackmailer presents her
with photos and videos of her affair and threatens to tell her
husband, Megan has a new set of choices she must make. Will she
defy the blackmailer and see her trusting husband learn of her
cheating or will she do whatever it takes to satisfy her black
tormenter? The choices are fewer for Megan, who now has to come up
with money in any way she can.

 


Solomon King's White Wife
String

White Wives Make the Best
Whores

Solomon King combines his business
savvy of pimping with Dante Murray's pastime of seducing white
wives to create the perfect market niche, taking proper white wives
and turning them into sluts for black cock. Then he pimps them out
the black men who think married white pussy is best. Simone,
Aubrey, and Carly are three such wives, each irresistibly lured in
different ways into the web of whoring for Solomon King, each with
their husband's knowledge and encouragement.

 


Solomon King's White
Harem

Turning white wives into
his whores

Three white wives have succumbed to
Solomon King's unique persuasions, advancing in intensity until he
demands the unthinkable, proving their devotion to him by allowing
him to share their bodies with his friends, for a fee. With three
white wives willing to sell themselves for him, Solomon sees a
unique market niche, white married women available to black men
with no complications. He has more customers than willing white
wives , but that is about to change.

 


Solomon King's Pleasure
Business

Anyone can enjoy these hot
white wives--for a fee.

Solomon King pimps a select string of
white wives escorting wealthy clients with their husband's
approval, with everyone getting all the sex anyone could want. Then
customer demand exceeds supply, a rival demands he sell his string,
and a cartel demands part of the action. New women are seduced and
lured into being his whores to supply his market, but his pleasure
business has become more business than pleasure.

 


The Owning of
Veronica

Housewife, part-time
model, discovers what it means to be black-owned.

Modeling was only supposed to be a
part time job for shy housewife Veronica. When her natural sexiness
blossoms in front of the camera, she attracts the attention of
agency owner Evan, who lusts to make Veronica black-owned. His game
is to accomplish her submission with her husband Troy's permission
and encouragement. As her modeling success takes more and more time
away from home, will Veronica give in to becoming black-owned? Does
Troy realize being black-owned by Evan includes sharing, whoring,
and pregnancy risk?

 


Allison
Acquired

Her revealed interracial
fantasy gets real.

It is a sweet deal. Stephen gets
Lorenzo's name on a lucrative contract, and the large black man
gets an unrestricted weekend each month with Stephen's wife
Allison. Only Allison knows being at the whim of a black lover is
the realization of a long-time fantasy, and she's eager to live
that fantasy to the limit, and beyond.

 


Laci’s Black
Game

A white wife goes black--and
blacker.

What Laci thinks is erotic fun with
her black lover is actually much more. Laci unknowingly becomes a
pawn in a competition among a group of wealthy black men. Points
are won for each step in converting a white wife into a full-bore
black cock slut. Laci's lover is close to the lead, and must
convince Laci to take the ultimate step of her submission to
him.

 


Accidental
Whore

The hooker game gets
real

Richard and Brianna initiate an erotic
game. Brianna takes a seat at the bar in a convention hotel dressed
like a working girl, teasing the men who approach as Richard
watches nearby. But this time it doesn't go as planned and the game
turns in an unexpected direction. Cedric, the pimp, doesn't see a
game, he sees a white girl intruding on his turf, and turns the
couple's innocent game into Richard's nightmare. Brianna may have
different ideas about what is and is not a nightmare.

 


SOLD!

Does the highest bidder
get his money's worth?

The auction was for charity-five hours
of his wife Kate's time at a strip club. Richard's plan is to win
his wife but it goes awry when a legendary sports figure wins Kate
and demands his money's worth. Getting what he wants is only the
beginning of Kate's exotic and erotic adventure.

 


Beyond Going
Black

Her first black Dom is
only the beginning for Bridget.

Bridget receives the gift of freedom
to experience another man for the first time as her anniversary
present. Her husband has no idea that her choice will be a
demanding black man for whom sex with a white wife is not enough,
he has to take her beyond that, to own her. Bridget is going to
play it out to see where being black-owned goes. It is a new
Bridget, for better or worse.

 


Jungle Lust

Janna discovers the
pleasure a black man can give.

Janna is mortified when the wealthy
black art patron recognizes that she is the nude model in her
husband's photo exhibit, having been hurled into the hostess role
at the gallery when her husband is sent on assignment to the
Amazon.

Janna becomes intrigued when Laurent,
the handsome black man patron, buys all her photos and initiates
his seduction of this shy housewife. Laurent wants more from Janna:
explicit nudes, posing, and to convert her into his black cock slut
and private whore.

 


An Uncontrollable
Urge

Is a military deployment
too long to leave a pretty young wife alone?

A deployment is a long time alone for
a beautiful young wife like Jennifer. When some of his fellow
soldiers give their wives permission to play, Evan is encouraged to
give Jennifer permissions of her own, and he does, if she has an
"uncontrollable urge." Evan is wounded before they work out the
details, and when he awakes from a coma weeks later he learns
Jennifer has gone far beyond what he had anticipated as she
satisfies more than a few of her uncontrollable urges, guided by
Evan's black Army buddy. Evan's only question? What now?

 


A Black Man's Guide to
Sexing White Wives

With a special section for
white husbands on convincing your wife to go black

Leonard Taylor is an expert at
seducing white wives and turning them into black cock sluts. He is
asked to write a how-to guide for the other black men in his
mandingo group, but when his latest white wife project, Deanna,
discovered the manuscript she sees the potential of publishing his
guide for others intrigued by the white wife/black lover dynamic.
This book even includes a "How to Turn Your Wife on to Black Cock"
section written by Deanna's husband.

 


Olivia's Conversion: A
Slut in Seven Days-Book 1

Prude Wife to Slut Wife In
One Memorable Week

Barry wants his pretty prudish wife to
open up and fulfill his expanding sexual fantasies. He takes his
frustration to an online forum where he finds others who share the
struggle of convincing a wife to broaden her sexuality.

 


Olivia's Conversion: More
Days-Book 2

Becoming a slut in 7 days
was only the beginning.

Olivia is enjoying her slutdom,
including being black owned.

 


Cheryl's Passage to
Black

Remaining on vacation when
her husband is called home a new black friend transforms
her.

An island vacation for Cheryl turns
into a live interracial adventure far beyond her boundaries when
her husband returns to the states for a work emergency. He will be
surprised at the woman he finds when he returns.

 


Black On The Road
Again

Interracial Sex is Best
While Traveling

It was a simple trip to a wedding -
until Danielle and her husband bump into her black lover Gerald and
his two friends. Danielle decides to ride with Gerald, until the
snow puts everyone off at an unexpected stop along the
way.

 


No Rules

A husband swap with no
rules but a black pimp stepping up their game.

Tracy and Amber swap husbands for a
week's vacation, but Tracy can't know that a black pimp might have
other plans about how she will be enjoying her vacation, and that
her "no rules" vacation would send her on sexual adventures far
beyond her widest imaginings.

 


Substitute
Husband

Leaving his wife with a
black man while he returns home for a business
emergency.

A critical work problem forces Don to
bail on a long promised overdue vacation to Mexico beaches. Erin is
disappointed and devastated, until Don jokes she will find a black
lover substitute for Don. Elon's goal? Be sure Erin earns the title
of Black Cock Slut.

 


 


White Wives Of The Black
Orchid-Book 1

White Wives of the Black Orchid
Series

What would your wife do
for enough money to never work again—after a year as a
whore.

Nicole was living out her interracial
fantasies with her black lover Curtis, until he made the offer. One
year on a private island resort at the whim and desire of any black
man there. It was too much to turn down, but as Nicole jumps in
with both feet, her husband Kyle begins to see it is not only about
the money.

 


Fifty Shades Of Black-Book
II

White Wives of the Black Orchid
series

Nicole returns to be the
sexual toy of any black man in Owanda.

Nicole couldn't stay away from Club
Indulgence, the black man's resort devoted to sex with white wives.
She's not alone there, Hannah Trent and Candace soon join her in
stepping beyond bounds that none of them could have
envisioned.

 


Paradise Transformed:
White Wives of the Black Orchid, Book 3

A government change in
Owanda turns Club Indulgence upside down

Club Indulgence is a remote tropical
island stocked with white wives well paid to spend a year at the
sexual whim of any black man there. What is a sexual paradise at
first turns into a nightmare when Owanda's ruler is overthrown and
the new resort manager has his own ideas of what a sexual paradise
should offer.

 


Transforming Hannah
Trent-1

Hannah’s new job with a
hot black boss is her opportunity to satisfy her black man
curiosities.
Shy Hannah finally
admitted to Spence of her long-time curiosity about black men,
their sexual role-playing takes on new heights of excitement. When
Hannah takes a new job with a black boss, he has desires and
fantasies of his own. Only he will act on them. How far is Hannah
willing to let him take her? Or are her desires uncontrollable
now?

 


The Progression Of Hannah
Trent - Book II

Hannah has gone black—and
now she opens her slut side for some real fun.

Hannah has been shared by her black
lover, but that is just the beginning as he guides her into
exploring the full limits of her slut side, and beyond. The
question soon becomes how far will she take it.

Renting My Wife, Candace

A phone sex operator’s
favorite black customer takes her for real.

Duane started as her favorite phone
sex customer, but he was soon in her head and introducing her to
the world of submission, and living out-those special unrealized
fantasies. Day by day he is taking her deeper into special night of
new partners and the satisfying of her longtime curiosity about
black men.
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