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~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

(Two of the hottest erotic writers team up again to bring you a red-hot tale of cuckold passion!)

~ Tommy ~ 

I thought that seeing my wife perform her exotic dancing would cure my obsession with her past. 

But it's only made things worse for me. 

I can't stop thinking about her previous life - and her past lovers. 

The more I learn and the more secrets I uncover, the deeper I fall down the rabbit hole. 

But how deep does this really go? 

And what will be left of our marriage by the end? 

~ Siobhan ~ 

I believed that I could relive my past without any strings attached. 

But performing is a drug and I am an addict. 

I swore that I was finished and would never go back to that life. 

The life I once led is catching up to me again. 

Even my husband is getting tangled in that wicked web. 

And all my secrets threaten to spill free. 

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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1

Tommy

Did we go too far last night?

The question swirls around my exhausted mind from the moment I wake up. There’s no doubt that last night was one of - if not the - most erotic nights of my life. The thoughts and feelings and memories of it will rattle around my mind for many years to come, I have no doubt. And yet I can’t help but keep returning to that question.

Did we go too far?

Just a few days ago, I learned my darling wife’s shocking secret: she used to be a stripper at a club down in Harlem and my world changed forever. The sweet, gentle, shy ballet-dancing wife couldn’t have been a sexy dancer. It didn’t make sense. I couldn’t understand it. But the thoughts wouldn’t go away. I had to know more. I needed to know more.

So I persuaded Siobhan to take me there.

At first, all we wanted to do was visit the club where Siobhan - under her Misty persona - used to work. One thing led to another and Siobhan ended up dancing on stage in front of her spellbound audience of aroused black men - and me, her husband. The sight of Siobhan sliding those long black gloves down her smooth, creamy arms will live in my sexual memory forever. The way she captivated the entire audience with slow, steady, sensual reveals of her bare arms blew my mind. I can still recall the gasp of aroused delight that ran through the crowd when she unzipped her gown and let it slip to the stage, revealing her almost-naked body.

That was all I believed would happen. Siobhan herself had told me that it was illegal for a dancer to get fully naked on stage in a place that sold liquor, yet she slid her thong to the floor and allowed fifty total strangers to admire her nude body. Every time I thought she had peaked, Siobhan continued to push the boundaries.

But the show wasn’t over yet. After Siobhan’s performance ended, I went backstage with Malcolm, the club owner. Things quickly spiraled out of my control. Siobhan confessed another shocking secret: she used to fuck her former boss after each dance. I became a passenger in my own body, watching my wife relive her wild days. She mounted Malcolm and sank onto his huge black cock and rode him until she came harder than I’ve ever heard her cum before. Then Malcolm pounded my sweet little wife and emptied his balls into her tight pussy.

And I just stood there, too stunned and aroused to say anything.

Most men would probably wilt or scream when confronted with a sight like that, but I had never been so turned on in my life. All three of us were so swept up in the moment that we never even stopped to discuss it. I watched Siobhan turn into Misty and become her true, dirty self

Once Malcolm had finished, I took my turn and reclaimed Siobhan for myself. I felt her warm, stretched, used pussy around my cock. I felt another man’s cum lubricating her once-tight tunnel. I’ve never felt anything like it before.

So, once again, as I lay in bed, waiting for my morning alarm to begin chirping, I can’t help but wonder that question.

Did we go too far last night?

Stripping is one thing, but Siobhan fucked another man right in front of me without any hint of shame or embarrassment. If anything, she desperately wanted it. She fucked Malcolm with intense, burning need and she loved it. I can’t lie, I loved it, too. I never, ever thought that watching Siobhan fuck another man would be the most extreme sexual delight of my life, but here we are. Even now, with a clear head the following morning, those memories cause my cock to throb with pleasure beneath the sheets.  I close my eyes and all I can see is Siobhan riding her black lover, her back to me, that wonderfully tight pussy gripping his massive, thick shaft. Seeing my wife give herself to someone else like that - a huge black man, and without any resistance or hesitation at all - was both the most stomach-churning and intensely arousing sight of my life.

The alarm begins to chirp. I reach over and turn it off. Siobhan stirs next to me, laying facedown on her pillow. I gently ease the sheets away to reveal her naked back. The same back I watched last night as she rode her black lover-

“Morning, sweetheart.” I kiss her shoulder. So warm. So soft. I inhale her scent. She smells clean. The first thing she did when we got home last night was hop in the shower and wash off those intoxicating aromas of sex and sin.

Siobhan rubs her eyes. She looks at me and smiles. But then a shadow flickers over her face. The smile fades, replaced by a look of shame. Her eyes drift away from me.

“I have to shower.”

She climbs out of bed and dashes into the bathroom. I get a brief glimpse of her naked form before the door closes and locks, preventing me from joining her. I sit up and sigh. This seemed like a great idea at the time, but Siobhan seems to be regretting it, no matter how many times I reassure her that we’re still okay and everything is cool.

I get up and start dressing for the day, my mind preoccupied with Siobhan and what she might be doing on the other side of that door. Does she regret doing what she did last night? Or does she regret that I saw it all? In one night, my entire perception of her has been completely changed forever, but not necessarily in a bad way. If anything, I’m more in awe of her than ever before. She didn’t just act sexy last night, she totally owned it. I’ve never seen Siobhan so completely in control of her own femininity and sexual prowess. She had the entire audience captivated with every little movement, every tiny flick of her wrist. I’ve seen a few exotic dancers before, but none of them had her grace, poise, elegance, and seductive charm.

Before last night, Siobhan hadn’t danced in eight years. You would never have guessed by watching her. She slipped back into her old job as effortlessly as sliding into a comfortable pair of shoes.

I finish getting dressed just as the shower turns off in the bathroom. Usually, I hear Siobhan humming to herself around this time, but today there is only silence. Whatever is going on with Siobhan, it’s got her rattled. I busy myself with making toast for us to enjoy before I have to leave for the office.

Just as I push the last piece of bread into the toaster, my phone buzzes with a new message. I unlock the screen and read it.

Hey, this is Di! Hope you don’t mind, I took your number while Misty was working last night.

I swallow. Before I can reply, another message appears below the first one.

Thought you might want to see this picture I snapped.

For a second, I hold my breath. Then the photo arrives and my jaw drops.

The picture is taken from behind the stage, looking out at the crowd. In the center of the frame is Siobhan, standing tall, her naked figure silhouetted in the stage lights. Below her, I can make out the faces of all the men in the front row. I see their lusty, delighted, hungry expressions. But directly beneath my wife - between her parted legs - I can see my own face. I’m staring at Siobhan with a look of pure, total love. And I can also see the face of Malcolm, standing beside me. He looks at Siobhan with a smirk, as if he knows what will happen just ten minutes after the photo was taken.

Before I can process what I’m looking at, another message appears, pushing the photo further up the page.

So glad you guys came last night! Can’t wait to see our girl in action again! P.S. - don’t tell anyone about the picture. NO PHONES IN THE CLUB!

The toast pops, snapping me back to reality with all the suddenness of a gunshot. I flinch in surprise. The bathroom door opens and Siobhan strolls into the kitchen, clad in a white bathrobe with a towel coiled around her hair. She nods at the phone in my hand and says, “Who are you talking to?”

Siobhan

Tommy looks up from his phone as I approach him and smiles - a crooked,  halfway-embarrassed smile that makes me nervous. “What?” I ask as I walk toward him.

“Check it out,” he says, holding up his phone. I take it from him and see myself onstage, backlit and facing away from the camera but it’s clearly me. I don’t think I’ve ever seen myself naked in a photo before.

“Who took this?” I ask, floored. The use of cellphone cameras in the club is strictly prohibited and if they catch anyone trying, Javonte or one of his bouncers will not only confiscate and destroy the phone, they’ll throw the photographer out of the club and they won’t be nice about it.

“Di took it from backstage,” Tommy explains. “She just sent it to me.”

“Where did she get your number?” I ask, wondering all sorts of things at the moment. Is this already spinning so out of control that my husband is texting and doing who-knows-what-else with my old friend who happens to be a stripper?

“She must have grabbed it when we were, uh, indisposed in the back room,” Tommy says, clearly nervous. And feeling guilty? Then again, who am I to get jealous, given what happened?

I hand the phone back to him and fold my arms across my chest. “I guess we really need to talk about last night.” He nods and looks at our kitchen table.

“Have a seat?”

“Coffee first.” I go to the pot which is full, thank god. I didn’t have much to drink last night but I feel quite hungover somehow. I pour myself a cup and sit next to him. “You don’t have to leave already, do you?”

“I can be a few minutes late,” he says as he reaches for my hand. I give him a squeeze.

“So,” I begin. “In the cold clear light of a new day…” I hesitate to see if he’ll take the reins of the conversation. I want him to tell me how he’s feeling about what happened now that we’ve slept on it, but he just stares at me. “How are we?”

“As a couple?” he asks and I nod. “I said it all last night, Siobhan. Nothing has changed. Last night was amazing.”

“Only in a good way? No regrets? No second thoughts?”

“Are you having regrets?” he asks.

“I asked you, Tommy. Don’t evade the question by turning it back on me or we’ll be talking in circles forever.”

He nods again. “No, Siobhan. I’m not having any regrets.” He smiles and keeps staring at me but then he looks alarmed. “That’s okay, isn’t it?”

“What? Yes, of course,” I tell him, wondering if I’m being honest with him or myself. Do I wish that he wasn’t okay with what happened last night? Can I admit that to him if it’s true?

“Really?”

I blow out a breath and look away from his eyes. “I guess there’s a part of me, deep down, that kind of wishes you were a little upset about it.” I look at him. “How screwed up is that?”

“No, I get it. You want me to go all caveman and be angry, right? I think that’s totally understandable, to be honest.”

I squeeze his hand again. “No, not really. I mean, yeah, a part of me, a really small part, wouldn’t mind you being a little more possessive. But that makes no sense, because I really liked what happened last night, and if you had a problem with it, I’d never do it again. That you don’t have a problem with what happened, well, that’s probably the best outcome I could hope for, so what’s my problem?” I tilt my head and give him a weak smile. “I’m making no sense, am I?”

“You’re making total sense, Siobhan. I get it, I really do. Who doesn’t want to have their cake and eat it, too?” He smiles again. “I have mixed feelings about the way I’m reacting, too.”

“Really?”

“Oh, yeah. A small part of me, a really small part,” he grins and I roll my eyes, “is screaming at me.”

“What’s that small part saying?”

“Be a man, you pussy!” he shouts, rocking me back slightly. “Sorry, sorry. But it’s true. I kind of feel like I’m letting you down. I’m letting us down, really, by being okay with this. Better than okay with it.” He gives me another sheepish look. “It’s like, this proves I’m not worthy of your love, because I won’t fight for you.”

“Fight for me? Tommy, please. Any of those men last night could literally kill you.” I grip his hand again. “And I don’t know this for a fact, but I’m pretty sure they could make sure I never get your body back for a proper burial.” I wink at him to let him know I’m kidding. Sort of.

“Yeah, I don’t doubt that. I mean, when I first showed up at the club I thought Javonte was intimidating as hell. But then, Malcolm. Jeez, Louise. I’ve never known a man like that before. He’s like pure masculinity. I’ve never seen anything like it. And even though Javonte is a lot bigger and stronger than Malcolm, I’d put my money on Malcolm in a fight.”

I nod. “That’s because Malcolm would do anything and everything to win. But I get what you’re saying. It’s one of the reasons…” I look at him.

“What?”

“That I have a hard time saying no to him.”

Tommy just stares at me. “Then don’t.”

“What do you mean?”

“Don’t say no. He wants you back, right? He wants you to dance at the club.”

“Probably.”

“Probably? Oh, come on, Siobhan. After the way you worked that crowd last night? Not to mention what happened after you left the stage. He’d be crazy not to want you back.”

“Did he say something to you, Tommy?”

“He didn’t have to. I’m telling you, he’d be thrilled if you danced for him again. Even if it was just occasionally. Like, when you have to get it out of your system or something.”

“And you’d be okay with that?” I give him my hardest, most intense look. He almost laughs at me. He does laugh at me.

“Trying to get tough with me, huh, little lady?” He pulls me to him and I let myself fall into his arms. “Look, I’ve got to get to work or the boss will have me pulling double shifts and then how would I be able to come to your next show?” He gives me a sly grin.

“So, you want me to go back and you want to come with me? Am I understanding you correctly?”

He wraps his arms around me and pulls my body tight to his. “Last night was the most amazing experience of my life, Siobhan. Why wouldn’t I want to do it again?”

“Oh, I don’t know, Tommy. Because it’s so nasty, what I did. What we did.”

He kisses me hard and then lets me go and sprints for the door. “That’s what I liked about it,” he says just before he leaves. “Misty.”


2

Tommy

It’s harder than usual to concentrate on work this morning. Not just because we were out so late last night, but because my mind keeps wandering away to other, more interesting thoughts. Actually, scratch that. My mind isn’t wandering, it’s sprinting away. No matter how many times I drag my attention back to these oh-so-riveting spreadsheets and formulas, the image of that photograph bleeds into my mind like a dark stain soaking through a white cotton sheet. The shapely silhouette of my naked wife seems to float through the air before my eyes and it’s driving me crazy.

I keep glancing at my phone, expecting to find a message from Siobhan at any second, but none arrives. Is she feeling the same way as me right now? What I said earlier was completely true. I do feel like a failure of a man for not fighting harder to prevent Malcolm from fucking my wife. But there are two perfectly valid reasons why I didn’t step up. The first is that he could pop my head like a grape without breaking a sweat. The guy is bigger than me, thicker than me, and probably has thirty pounds of extra muscle at least.

The second reason why I didn’t stop them is more shameful, but also the more important reason. Seeing them together was deeply, intensely, and desperately sexual, probably the most erotic experience of my entire life. His black hands on her white skin. Her thin, pale lips pressing against his thick, dark mouth. His huge black cock stretching her tight pink pussy open. I’ve never experienced anything like it before. I couldn’t tear my eyes off them and I didn’t want to stop it, either. All three of us wanted them to go through with it.

And just like that, it’s impossible to focus on my tasks. The blood I need for clear thought and decision-making has flowed south, causing my suit pants to tent beneath the desk. It’s uncomfortable and there’s nothing I can do to stop it.

Eventually, I give up trying to concentrate and unlock my phone instead, choosing to admire that incredibly sensual picture of Siobhan. What a wonderful sight. Not just her stunning figure standing naked on stage, but the few visible faces of her adoring crowd. Including mine. Everyone is looking up at her with complete wonder, eyes wide. They want her, they need her, they crave her. All of them desire the woman I married.

Was that the real reason I let another man make love to Siobhan without putting up any resistance? Maybe it was just a natural extension of the feelings that surged through me as I watched Siobhan slide her clothing to the floor; that sensation of letting go and relinquishing control over to someone else, to other men. That loss of control somehow turned me on almost as much as watching her strip or get fucked.

I close the photo and see a little green dot next to Di’s phone number, indicating that she’s online now. I type a quick note thanking her for the picture and send it. Then I close my eyes and try to get my head back in the game.

My attempt at peace is shattered in less than ten seconds when my phone starts ringing. I look down at the screen and see Di’s number calling me. My heart leaps into my throat. I stab the answer button with my thumb to stop the noise and curl up in my chair, as though this will stop anyone else in the office from overhearing the call.

“Hello? Di?”

Her voice is as mischievous as ever. I can see her knowing smile in my mind as she speaks.

“Good morning Tommy. I hope you had as much fun as I did last night.”

I swallow. Memories of the night flash through my mind in a matter of seconds. The office melts away around me, replaced by a blurry vision of the club. I see the stage. Misty. Naked breasts. Cheering men. Malcolm. Misty and Malcolm. Their bodies entwined.

“I can tell by your breathing that it’s a yes.” She laughs, the sound somewhere between genuine delight and wicked mockery. “I told you our girl was good, didn’t I?”

“Yeah, yeah, yeah.” I glance around the office, my heart thumping so loud that surely everyone can hear it. Nobody is looking in my direction - everyone seems absorbed in their work - but I swear all their ears are listening intently. “Hang on a second.”

I clutch the phone to my chest and scurry across the office, keeping my eyes in front and trying to attract any extra attention. Nobody looks up at me as I walk through reception and head into the quiet, echoing stairwell.

“Sorry about that, I’m in the office.”

“Oh, how the other half live…” She chuckles in amusement. “How’s the rat race these days, Tommy?”

“It’s, uh, it…” I clear my throat. “How can I help you, Di?”

“I just wanted to call and thank you for bringing Misty home to us last night. I’ve never seen the place so enthusiastic about a single dancer before.” Another small chuckle. “I hope you had as much fun as the rest of the Johns?”

“Yeah.” I’m almost breathless. Misty. Naked. Dancing. Stripping. “It was… spectacular.”

“You know, it’s a shame you guys left so early. I had dozens of guys asking for private dances with Misty. She coulda cleaned house last night. So much money…”

Now a new seed is planted in my mind and immediately begins to grow and bloom. My wife - Misty - in a private booth with a black man, grinding her hips into his lap…

“Well, you know, we had to leave. We had to go home. We have work.”

“So boring.” There’s a theatrical pout audible in her voice now. “My Misty is all grown up and boring now.”

“Maybe we’ll come back.” I don’t know why I’m saying this. We haven’t discussed it in great detail, beyond hopeful wishes this morning. “I wouldn’t mind it.”

“I bet you wouldn’t.” Now her tone turns teasing. “Have you ever seen her dance like that before?”

“No.” The word leaves my mouth as a sigh. “Never. It was…”

There are no adequate words to describe her performance. The tantalizingly erotic, highly sensual, utterly mesmerizing dance changed my entire life. I wasn’t watching my wife strip on that stage. I was watching Misty embrace her true sexual nature.

“I know what you mean.” She chuckles again. “And I know that Malcolm and Javonte loved having her back, too.”

Di giggles down the phone like a naughty schoolgirl with a secret she wants to share. All I can think about is Malcolm. His huge, black body. His massive black cock. The sounds my wife made as she rode him to climax.

“How… how do you know that? Did they say anything?”

“Let’s just say they were both even more enthusiastic than usual last night.” Her seductive whisper sends a shiver through me. “Honestly, I’m a little sore this morning. But it was so worth it. I should buy Misty some flowers to say thanks…”

My throat feels tighter. A million thoughts are fighting for space in my brain right now and there are thousands of questions I want to ask Di. I start with the most urgent.

“Do Malcolm and Javonte have sex with all the girls?”

Her answer is a flirty, knowing chuckle.

“That’s one of the perks of the job, Tommy. Almost as good as the money. Almost. Did she let you watch?”

My voice is hoarse. “Yes.”

“You’re well-trained. I had a few boyfriends before who tried to act all tough to Malcolm and the boys.” She sounds almost wistful. “They thought I belonged to them.”

“What happened?”

“Those boys ate through straws for a couple of months and wound up single again pretty quick.” She exhales a deep, happy sigh. “I don’t belong to anyone, but Malcolm has a better claim than most… if you know what I mean.”

I swallow. I know exactly what she means. I witnessed it first-hand last night. Malcolm effortlessly staked his claim on my wife and she gladly went along with it. Hell, he inserted himself into my marriage and I didn’t lift a finger to stop him.

“And Javonte? Him too?” My heart is racing again.

“No.”

“No?” I can’t hide my surprise. “You mean he doesn’t get involved?”

“I mean no, I’m bored of all these questions.” That mischievous edge returns to Di’s voice. “If you want to ask me anything else, you know where to find me. But my time isn’t free, you understand me?”

“Please, I-”

“See you later, Tommy. And tell Misty she killed it last night!”

The phone clicks off, leaving me in the silent stairwell with only my heavy breathing for company.

Siobhan

I call my ballet instructor after Tommy leaves for work and tell her I can’t make it into the studio today. I don’t give her a reason because I really do hate to lie and I’ve done enough lying by omission lately to make me feel miserable. I just can’t deal with her today, so I switch my phone off as soon as I sent the text. I don’t want to deal with anyone right now.

I don’t know if Tommy can tell but last night changed me. Or maybe it made it impossible for me to continue to tell myself that I’m content with the life we’ve lived. I love my husband with all my heart, but that’s not what this is all about. The sex with Malcolm last night was beyond great but it’s not about the sex, either. I loved it but I can certainly live without it - I’ve lived without it for eight years and never really missed it. This is not about the sex. Not even close.

I lie on the bed, our bed, and go over last night in my mind as I touch myself again. I already climaxed in the shower but it’s not about that, either. I just love touching myself as I think about what really mattered to me last night, what I’m scared to admit but what I feel in my bones. As much as I want to fight it, I know I’m going to lose that fight. I’ve already lost it. I know that.

What is it about performing that does this to me? Not just performing but being the best at what I do. I’m a decent ballet dancer, better than most, but not the best. Not even close. If I continue doing what I’ve been doing, I’ll keep getting parts in the company or small supporting roles, but I’ll never be a prima ballerina in a major company. I think I’ve known that for years but it took a pandemic and the disruption of the whole profession to make me face the cold hard fact that I just don’t have what it takes to fulfill my dream in toe shoes. I’ll always be second-rate, an also-ran, a loser.

But last night - oh my god. Last night brought it all back for me. What it’s like to be the absolute best. To have an audience eating out of my hand, all eyes on me, every man there wondering what it would be like to be with me, knowing they never will but unable or unwilling to admit that it won’t happen. But they can dream because that’s what the club is all about, giving men something to dream about. And that something is me.

I edge myself as I relive last night, bringing myself close to an orgasm and then backing off again and again. It’s been years since I’ve done this, too. It’s too much and not enough at the same time, which drives me crazy and makes me so horny as I tweak my nipples and tease my clit while thinking about what I did to that audience. I’ve denied myself this sensation for years and now that I’ve breached the fortress I built around my own sexuality, I’m wallowing in a dopamine high unlike anything I’ve ever experienced in my life. I had no idea this would happen or I would have done it a lot sooner. Or never done it at all.

I turn and look at the clock on the nightstand and realize that it’s getting late. I’ve got my own students coming in for summer lessons in an hour and I don’t want to disappoint them or give up the money they pay me for teaching. I have the time so I redouble my efforts to climax, thinking about Malcolm instead of the audience. The memory of his thick black cock in my pussy is all I need to initiate a most satisfying orgasm. I get dressed and out the door in a flash so that I’m not late for my first student of the day.

I love teaching. The thrill I get from seeing little girls, and the occasional little boy moving their bodies in time to the music is something I’ve always loved, almost as much as my own dancing. But today, for some reason - can’t imagine what that might be - I’m just not feeling it. The kids aren’t either, probably because the studio is hot and stuffy in a summer heat wave that is overwhelming the air conditioning in the building and we all just want the hour to be over. When it is, I put on a happy face for the moms that pick up their tiny dancers and turn on my phone for the first time in hours.

And I see a message from Malcolm.

~ I want you back, Misty ~ is all it says. That’s all it has to say.

I know as sure as I’m sitting at my desk in the small office behind my studio that I shouldn’t call him but I do anyway. As I said to Tommy, I have absolutely no ability to say no to that man. His phone rings once before he’s on the line.

“Hey, girl,” he says in that deep voice he uses when he wants something. “Took you long enough to get back to me.”

“I have a life, Malcolm. I can’t just drop everything and come when you call.” I instantly regret my word choice.

“Now, we both know that ain’t true, don’t we?” he rumbles and I can hear him smiling right through the phone. “So, you coming back? You ready to stop wasting your time with that cracker and all that shit?”

“That’s my husband you’re referring to, Malcolm and I’m not wasting my time.” I don’t feel nearly as sure of myself as I sound. “I left for a reason, if you recall.”

“No, Misty, I don’t recall. I don’t have a fucking clue why you booked on me without a fucking word. But I forgive you, girl. You want to come back, I’ll let you come back. And you know you want to. You had those fuckers last night wrapped around your finger. We almost had a fucking riot on our hands when they found out you weren’t available for lap dances, not to mention the Champagne Room.”

“I told you I was only going to do one set, Malcolm. Remember?”

“That don’t mean shit, Misty. You say one thing but you act like something altogether different, you feel me? I got your number, girl. You always were a princess and from what I saw, you still are. You love that shit, not to mention my cock in your pussy. You love that, too.” He laughs. “So, what do you say? You coming back, Siobhan?” His use of my real name rattles me.

“I have to go, Malcolm,” I tell him in desperation. The man knows just how to push my buttons.

“You let me know, Misty,” he says with a tone that says it all. “I’ll make it a special night. You just give me the word and you’ll be my star attraction. Again.”

Shit.
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Tommy

We sit facing each other across the small dining table, not saying anything. Cars rumble past the building on the street several floors below us. Sometimes a truck passes and the room rattles with the vibrations. Siobhan picks at her dinner with mild disinterest. I’ve known her for so long that I can read her body language. There’s something on her mind. The question is, what? And is it the same thing that’s on my mind?

I haven’t been able to concentrate on a single damn task today, not since my brief conversation with Di this morning - a conversation that I haven’t mentioned to Siobhan. I’ve never felt this unfocused and disorganized in my entire life. It’s like all my thoughts seem to bend and warp back to the club, no matter where they begin. Maybe it was a terrible mistake for us to go there. Maybe it wasn’t.

“So, uh, how was your day?” I offer a small smile over the table, desperate to break the strange heavy tension hanging over our heads.

“It was fine.”

Fine. I know that word so well. I hate that word. When a woman says that something is fine, she means that something is horribly, terribly wrong, and it’s usually a man’s fault. I scour my brain, trying to think what I might have done since leaving the house this morning. We seemed to part on pretty good terms earlier, despite both being shaken by our collective experience last night.

I slowly chew a mouthful of my food, watching Siobhan across the table. Her eyes are distant. Unfocused. She’s thinking about something - something that’s pulling her away from the present moment with me. Whatever it is, it’s my duty as a husband to soothe her worries and make her feel happy again.

She lets out a long, sighing breath. I put down my cutlery and walk around the table and get down on one knee next to her. Siobhan looks at me, confusion furrowing her brow. I take her soft, gentle, yet impossibly strong hand in mine and look into those beautiful, expressive eyes.

“What’s wrong, babe?” I kiss her fingers. “Please. You can tell me anything. Have I done something?”

“No.” Siobhan shakes her head. “No, I promise. It’s not you. I promise.” She places her other hand on top of mine, so we’re completely joined together. “Listen, are you completely sure that you’re okay with what happened last night?”

“Yes.”

I say the word as slowly and firmly as I can, desperate to assure her that there is nothing to worry about.

Her beautiful eyes now have a touch of pain in them. My darling wife is troubled. She says, “How can you be okay with it? I had sex with another man. I basically cheated on you.”

“You didn’t cheat.” I kiss her fingers again. “I was there, babe. I saw it, so you didn’t cheat. I let you do it. I… well, to be honest, I wanted you to do it.”

“Why?”

“Because I wanted to experience that part of your life. The sexy dancing part. I wanted to live it all with you.”

“Even the part where I had sex with Malcolm?”

I look her in the eyes and give a definitive nod. “Especially that.”

Relief floods across Siobhan’s expression. Her hands squeeze mine in thanks. She takes a deep breath and finally says the thing that’s been bothering her all night.

“I spoke to Malcolm today.”

“Oh?” I can’t hide my surprise. Or my delight.

“He wanted me to come back and work for him. Said I was the best. He… he wants me to be his star dancer again.”

“And what did you say?”

“I told him no.”

I nod to show that I respect her decision but disappointment wells up inside my chest. Maybe it was stupid of me to think that this once-in-a-lifetime experience would be something we could repeat whenever we chose. But, damn, did I hope…

“Okay, sure.” I nod again and force a smile. “If that’s what you want.”

“I don’t know.” Siobhan chews her bottom lip. Whatever is on her mind, it’s causing her unbearable turmoil. She looks genuinely torn. “I said no because I thought… us, Tommy. Our life together.”

“What about it?”

Siobhan laughs in disbelief, the sudden explosion of mirth catching me by surprise. She says, “Are you serious? C’mon, Tommy!” She gestures at the apartment around us. “We’re married. We live together. We have real jobs. I can’t drop all that and go back to stripping!”

“Why not?”

She blinks, her mouth opening and closing as if trying to form a sentence, but nothing comes out. Her brow knits together. “Because… I…”

“I saw you on stage, Siobhan. I watched you. I’ve watched you do ballet for years and I’ve never seen you look so happy as you did last night. When you danced at the club, I saw this look in your eyes that I’ve never seen before. It wasn’t just the thrill of dancing, was it?”

She shakes her head, looking me in the eyes. I can read her thoughts.

“You loved it, didn’t you?” I squeeze her hands, reassuring her. This is a safe space and she can be honest with me.

“I did.”

“And when you and Malcolm - when he - I mean, you loved that too, right?”

She nods, a blush slowly creeping across her cheeks. It’s not a blush of shame. I can almost sense her body warming at the mere memory of Malcolm’s body.

“So what’s the problem?”

Siobhan thinks for a moment. Then a curious expression spreads over her face. That cloudy distant look fades from her eyes. She shakes her head and says, “I don’t know. Because I’m married. We’re together. When I’m on stage - when I turn into Misty - I’m somebody else.”

“Yeah, you took off your ring. I noticed.”

Another blush. “They don’t pay to see unattainable girls dance.”

I shrug and smile. “I didn’t say it was a problem.”

“So… you wouldn’t have a problem with it?” Her eyes search my face for any sign of hesitation or indecision. “You would be okay with me dancing a few nights a week?”

“As long as I get a good view of the show.”

“And what about after I leave the stage?” Her tone suggests that she’s not just talking about the act of walking behind the curtain, but something else. “Are you okay with that, too?”

“You mean Malcolm?”

She nods.

I stand up before my wife and place her hands on my groin. For a second, she looks confused. Then she feels the firm bulge beneath my clothing and her eyebrows lift in surprised delight.

“Really?” She looks at me as though she’s never touched my erection before. “This isn’t just about me stripping?”

“No. This happens every time I think about you and Malcolm together. I can’t explain it.” I shake my head, struggling to find the words. “I don’t know if it’s because he’s so huge and masculine or because he’s so big or because he’s a black guy. It doesn’t make any sense.”

Siobhan’s hand begins to slowly move around my bulge, squeezing me here and there, sending pleasant tingles through my body. I keep talking.

“Something about watching you get fucked like that really drove me crazy and I can’t stop thinking about it. I saw you act like a stripper and that was so hot, but then I saw you become a slut too, you know? And it was wild.”

“How wild?” I see a telltale gleam of erotic interest in her eyes.

“Didn’t you feel it when we had sex right after?” My mind flashes back to the moment. Malcolm left us alone in the room together and Siobhan begged me to come closer. I mounted her like a man should mount his wife and fucked her with all my passion. “It was so intense.”

“Yeah, it was…” The erotic gleam in Siobhan’s eyes turns wicked and teasing. “From what I could feel of it…”

I look down at my wife and see a flush of warmth cross her face. She gives me a wicked smile and unbuttons my pants.

“What do you mean, what you could feel of it? Did you not…”

Siobhan guides my manhood free and lets her delicate fingertips glide along the shaft, tracing every ridge and bump. She takes my pulsing cock in her hand and holds me in a loose grip.

“How do I explain this?” She clicks her tongue, deep in thought. “This is what it’s likely normally between us, right?”

She pumps my cock with slow movements, her soft hand sliding up and down so I can feel her fingers and palm glide over every inch of me.

“But after Malcolm fucked me, it was more like this…”

Siobhan loosens her grip. Now her hand glides back and forth and I can barely feel it. My jaw drops. I know what she’s trying to say.

“You mean you… He…”

She makes a wicked chuckle. “Yeah, that’s what I mean.”

My cock pulses in her hand. I grab Siobhan by the arm and pull her out of the seat. Her eyes flash in triumph. I pull her away from the table, our half-eaten meal now forgotten, and into the bedroom.

“Oh, did that excite you, babe?” Her voice is teasing with faux-innocence. “Did you like that?”

I shove Siobhan on the bed and pull her pants and underwear down, not bothering to remove her socks. There’s no time for that. I have a burning, intense need and I can’t wait. I push my face to her pussy and trail my tongue up and down those swollen lips. She’s not just wet; she’s soaking.

“Fuck…” She groans the word with throaty passion, encouraging me to delve my tongue between her puffy lips and taste the sweet nectar of her lust. I clutch her thighs and keep her legs open. “I’ve needed this all day, baby. All day.”

I kneel on the floor next to the bed and look up at her gleaming eyes and smiling face. She continues talking as I caress her yearning pussy with a furious tongue.

“I’ve been so turned on all day. I can’t stop thinking about being on stage and how hot it was to take my clothes off for all those guys.”

She pauses for a moment to exhale a low moan. I circle her sensitive clit with my tongue, gently applying enough pressure to make her tremble.

“I felt so fucking sexy up there, with everyone looking at my body. My pussy was so wet! Mmm! So… wet!”

A gasp of passion explodes from her parted lips. She grasps my hair and pulls me in closer.

“And you loved it too, didn’t you? I saw the way you looked at me. You loved watching me turn all those men on with my body…”

My reply is a groan of approval that sends little vibrations through her tender clit. She gasps. Her hips begin to roll back and forth, gently grinding that sweet pussy into my mouth. I lap her creamy honey with determination now, alternating between circling her clit and pushing my tongue inside her aching entrance.

“They all… wanted me… didn’t they?”

Her voice is getting thicker with passion. The more she talks, the more I lick her pussy. Siobhan’s body is on the cusp of climax.

“But - mmm! - they didn’t get to fuck me!” She’s almost gasping at every word now. “Only you got to fuck me! Only you and - and - Malcolm!”

With that final cry, Siobhan climaxes in my face. Her sweet pussy floods with pleasure and lap up as much as I can, thrusting my tongue into her warm hole and making her entrance spasm with every sensation. She moans louder, grinding her hips into my face and making sure I don’t pull away for a second. I wouldn’t dream of it.

Her climax subsides. She releases my hair and leans back on the bed, her face flushed with exertion.

“Are you gonna fuck me now?” Her expression dares me to do my worst. “Are you gonna fuck me like he did?”

I growl and throw myself on top of Siobhan.

Siobhan

Tommy is like I’ve never seen him before, consumed with lust for me. He pounces on my body and slams his dick into my wet hole. His hips piston into my thighs as he fucks me hard and fast. I cradle his head in my hands and bring his lips to mine but he’s so focused on fucking me that I stop trying to kiss him. I’ve just climaxed so I know I won’t again but I don’t care. He wants me and that’s such a relief. It’s only now that I truly realize just how worried I was that I’d ruined everything.

“Fuck me, Tommy. Fuck me like Malcolm did.” Every time I mention his name, my husband seems to react, tensing and grunting as if he’s reliving what he saw last night. I moan and gasp as if he’s overwhelming me. To some extent, he is. I’ve always loved the way he makes tender love to me but this is anything but that. This is new. This is raw, unbridled desire and I love it.

“All those men, they wanted me,” I whisper as he batters me again and again. “All those men, they were dreaming of doing this with me. All those men, they wanted to fuck me and cum inside me. They wanted what you have, Tommy. Cum inside me. Cum in me.”

He arches his back and moans, his essence spilling into me, filling me up and flooding my already sopping pussy. I grab his body and hold it close to mine as he cries out and spasms. He thrusts again and finally collapses on my body, drenching me in his sweat and heat. He pants hard and I caress his body with my arms and hands. I wrap my legs around his and hold him close, feeling him with every inch of my body. I love this man so much. I just love him so much.

“God, that was incredible,” he whispers between gasps for air. “I don’t know where that came from, Siobhan.”

“Shhh, it’s okay, Tommy. It’s okay, I loved it. You were so good and I loved it.” I hold him as he calms down and keep whispering in his ear. “I love you so much, Tommy. I just love you so much.”

Finally, he flexes away from me and breathes a huge breath. “God, when did it get so hot in here?” I smile and brush the hair from his eyes. “We’re soaked,” he announces as if he was telling me something I didn’t know.

“You were so, I don’t know, something,” I whisper with a big smile. “I loved that.”

“I loved when you grabbed my hair like that,” he says with a shy smile as if he’s embarrassed as he looks down at my body.

“You did? I wasn’t sure if that was too much.” I touch his chin and make him look at me. “You’d tell me if it was, wouldn’t you?”

“No, I loved that. It was so… primal. Like you just wanted me to lick you and nothing was going to stop you from making it happen. It was so hot.”

I smile at him. “You liked that? Me getting all assertive with you?” I shake my head. “I was afraid you might hate that.”

“No, I loved it. It told me how much you wanted it, wanted me. I loved it.”

I kiss him again and he kisses me back. We roll onto our sides and just enjoy kissing each other for several seconds, luxuriating in the glow of our newfound sexual energy. We’ve always had a good sex life but tonight is off the charts. I tell him so.

“I know what you mean,” he says, seemingly embarrassed again. I lean back and put my hand on his cheek.

“What is it?” I ask.

“It’s just, I don’t know. I loved it when you got aggressive with me. But when I did it with you, it felt like I was stepping over a line somehow. Like I shouldn’t do that to my wife.”

“Really? Why would you say that, baby? I loved it.”

“I guess I felt like an imposter, babe. Like I was trying to be something I’m not. That’s not me. I’m not that guy.” He looks away again.

“Where is this coming from, Tommy?”

He looks away again. “From last night. That’s how Malcolm made love to you. I was just trying to be like him. But I’m not like him, am I? Not even close.” He shakes his head.

“Tommy, what are you doing? We just had some of the best sex we’ve had in years. Why are you ruining it?”

“I’m not trying to, Siobhan, but it’s true and you know it is. Malcolm fucked you, really fucked you last night. You can’t deny it. I saw it with my own eyes. What I did just now wasn’t even close to what he did with you last night.”

“So what? He’s not my husband, Tommy. You are. You’re everything to me and that’s all that matters.” I try to touch his cheek again but he turns away from me.

“It’s not that simple, Siobhan. I can’t fuck you the way he does and it was stupid of me to try. I can’t do that.”

“So? I don’t need that from you, Tommy. Don’t you see that?”

He looks up and the pain in his eyes startles me. “As long as you have Malcolm,” he whispers.

“No, don’t say that,” I yell at him. “It’s not right and you know it. I married you, Tommy. I walked away from Malcolm and that life and I will do it again if you keep talking like that.”

“No!” he yells at me. “Don’t do that. I want you to be with Malcolm. I loved watching him fuck you, Siobhan. It was the first time I really saw what it’s like when you’re fucked like that. I know I can’t do it. Hell, I just tried and I failed miserably. You have to fuck Malcolm.” He breaks down in tears and I reach out to hold him but he pushes me away. “It’s all been a lie. A fucking lie,” he sobs over and over.

“That’s not true, Tommy.” I want to grab him and shake him but he won’t let me, so I wait. It seems like the only thing to do now is to let this pass and try to put it behind us. I have no idea why things turned so dark so fast for him but he won’t let me console him, so I don’t. Maybe that’s a mistake but I have no idea what else to do.

Finally, his sobs trickle away and he’s just staring at the bed between us. I continue to wait. He looks up, sheepishly, and I want to grab him and hold him and tell him it will all be okay, but for some reason, I don’t. I hold back. I stay completely still.

“I don’t know where that came from,” he whispers looking down again, as if he can’t bring himself to look at me. “I’m sorry, Siobhan. I’m really sorry.”

“For what?” I ask in as neutral a tone as I can.

“For everything,” he says so softly I can barely hear him.

“What are you talking about, Tommy?”

“I don’t deserve you.” He won’t look at me.

“You know that’s not true,” I insist. He looks up for an instant but then looks down again.

“Yes, it is. I saw it with my own eyes. I saw you dance for all of those men and how much it thrilled you. I saw you fuck Malcolm and how much that thrilled you. I don’t do anything like that for you. I’m safe and boring. I’m dull and lame and I have no idea why you settled for me now that I’ve seen what you’re really like. I always knew that you were settling for me somehow, I just never understood why. Now I know and it sucks.”

I stare at him without moving until he looks up. When he does, I raise an eyebrow. “Are you finished?”

“Yeah.”

“Good. Now you listen to me, Thomas J Cooper. I did not settle for you. You need to get that idea out of your head because it is so not true. I love you. I love you so much it amazes me. You are such a good man and nothing is more important to me. I can’t believe I need to tell you this. Maybe that’s on me for not telling you how much you mean to me. So let me fix that right now - you mean everything to me, Tommy. Everything. I can’t imagine not being with you.”

“But…”

“No, stop. Don’t do that. I let you talk, now I get to talk and you listen.” Finally, he’s looking me in the eyes. “What you saw last night was a glimpse back at the life I had before we met. A life I left behind because I knew it wasn’t good for me. I kind of knew it then but I really know that now. What you saw last night was all the good stuff but there’s a lot of bad things, too. Things I had to get away from and I did.”

“What kind of bad things?” he whispers.

I blow out a breath. “I was losing myself. I was disappearing, turning into something I didn’t like and I had to get out completely to stop it. I knew it was my last chance to stop the slide and I barely made it out before I couldn’t get away.”

“Did Malcolm try to trap you?”

“No, I don’t think so, not intentionally, at least. I just wasn’t good at holding back. I got carried away. So I had to quit completely.”

“And what about now? Do you think you can go back but not get carried away?”

“I don’t know. I’m not sure I want to risk it.”

“But you’re considering it?”

I nod. “There’s a part of me that wants to. I know that. I’m just concerned that it’ll be too much again, like the last time.”

“You were young then, and desperate. It’s different now. You’re different now.”

“And I have you.” I smile and cup his face in my hands. “So why risk it?”

He stares at me for a long moment. “I guess because it’s so hard to resist.” He smiles that cockeyed smile of his and I have to laugh.

“For you or for me, Tommy?”

“Both of us, I guess.”

I shake my head and lean back. “Why do you want this so much? It’s kind of crazy, you know?”

He gives me a tight smile. “Yeah, I know. It’s totally nuts. But I don’t think I’ve ever been so excited in my life as I was last night and I hate the idea that it might never happen again.”

“It’s a powerful thing, isn’t it?” I ask, knowing all too well. “It’s like a drug.”

“Worse,” he says with a laugh. “Much worse. And much better.”

I tilt my head. “Better how?”

“Because nobody ever OD’ed on adrenaline, Siobhan,” he says with a smile.

Now it’s my turn to laugh. “Maybe not directly, but the search for the next big high can be just as destructive in that world, too. You’d be amazed, Tommy.”

“Show me,” he whispers.

“What?”

“Show me how. I want to try it and I think you do, too. Maybe we can be just a little crazy since we’re in this together. And either one of us can pull the plug if it’s getting to be too much.”

“Do you know how nuts you sound right now?” I ask, no longer laughing.

“Yeah, I think I do. But I’m tired of being safe and boring and lame. I think you are, too.”

I side-eye him hard. “Do you, now?”

He smirks and side-eyes me right back. “I do, Misty.”


4

Tommy

“Are you still sure about this?”

Siobhan holds her phone out to me, a number on screen ready to be dialed. Morning sunlight gently washes over the bed, giving her a beautiful, ethereal glow. We’re sitting up against the headboard. Neither of us wants to get out of bed just yet. It’s a beautiful Saturday morning.

“Yes. I’m sure.” I give a firm nod. “Let’s do this.”

She takes a breath to steady herself, then hits the green dial button. Her phone begins connecting the call. She puts it on speaker so we can both hear the call. After four rings, the call is finally answered and I hear a rich, rumbling voice on the other end of the line.

“Hello?” Malcolm sounds tired. I guess he isn’t used to seeing this side of the morning - the post-dawn side.

“Good morning, Malcolm.” Siobhan is trying to talk in her normal, natural voice, but I notice a slight sultry lilt to her words. Maybe she can’t help herself when talking to this man. If that's true, I can’t blame her.

“Misty…” I hear a tired smile in his voice. “The last time I heard your voice this early in the day, we’d been fucking all night.”

Siobhan’s cheeks turn pink. She glances at me. I nod for her to continue. My shorts already feel too constricting for this conversation.

“I remember,” she says, a faraway look in those beautiful eyes. She hesitates for a moment.

“What do you want? Don’t tell me you called just to fuck up my beauty sleep.”

“No, I wanted to…” She swallows. Even though we’ve discussed and agreed and rehearsed what Siobhan is going to say on this call, it’s tricky for her to find the words. “I wanted to ask if maybe I could come to the club tonight?”

My manhood throbs. I push the covers away to try and get some air on my skin. This room feels ten degrees warmer somehow.

“Come to the club, huh?” His tone suggests that he’s already guessed the reason for this call, but he’s content to play along. “As a visitor?”

“No.” She looks straight at me. “I want to work tonight.”

“Work.” He repeats the word, tasting and savoring it. “You want to come back?”

“Maybe.”

Siobhan’s soft lips are parted. Her eyes gleam. This isn’t just excitement or erotic anticipation. This is hope.

“Full-time?” Malcolm sounds more awake now. More alert. I can hear him sitting up, probably in bed.

“Part-time. I don’t want to do this every night. I have a life.”

Malcolm clicks his tongue, either thinking hard or offended by her pushiness. He says, “I can work with that.”

“Great.”

“But when you work for me, you work for me, understand? You don’t get to turn up when you want and do a turn on stage. You work the floor too. You give dances. You take requests. Even the Champagne Room.”

He waits for a response but one doesn’t come. Siobhan is looking at me. I give another silent nod.

“Sure.” Her eyes are filled with delight.

I adjust my position on the bed. My shorts feel way too tight. Why am I getting so worked up about this phone call? It’s not like anything is happening right now. All they’re doing is discussing work. Nothing exciting.

Siobhan sees the tenting bulge in my shorts and stifles a smile. She reaches out with her free hand and touches it, sending ripples of warmth through me.

“Good. I’m glad we could agree on that, Misty.” He gives a soft chuckle. “Is the white boy tagging along with you?”

“You mean my husband.” Her hand grasps my shaft. I clench my jaw to stay silent. “He’d like to come along and make sure I’m safe.”

Malcolm laughs down the line. Maybe the thought of me trying to protect Siobhan from a baying mob of horny black men is amusing to him.

“He can come. But he’ll pay to get in.”

“Sure.”

“Double.”

Siobhan looks at me again for approval, her hand carefully teasing and manipulating my manhood beyond full hardness and into pleasure. She unbuttons my shorts and eases my aching totem free.

“All right,” she says.

“And I gotta know he ain’t gonna be a bitch, you feel me?”

Siobhan caresses my aching manhood with a skillful, delicate hand, allowing me to enjoy the warm softness of her tender touch. She smiles at my restrained reaction, delighted at how I’m struggling to stay silent.

“What do you mean by that? He can handle it.”

“Lots’a guys say they can handle it.” Malcolm turns scornful. “You remember that dumbass who was dating Di a few years back? He thought he could handle it too, look what happened to him.”

Siobhan bites her lip, watching my face closely. She keeps stroking and teasing my aching cock. It’s borderline torture now. Malcolm continues talking.

“Once you come back here, you work for me, get it? I don’t give a shit about that white boy you married. If has a problem watching you work, I’ll deal with him myself.”

“He won’t be a problem.” Her grip tightens around my shaft. She starts to pump me faster.

“No, he won’t. Not for me, anyway.” Another dark chuckle. “So long as he doesn’t try and stop me fucking you.”

I cover my mouth now to silence a deep, throaty moan of sheer pleasure. Siobhan’s hand and her eyes and the way she’s talking to Malcolm are driving me wild. But now I’m imagining Malcolm fucking Siobhan too and the thought threatens to send me over the edge.

“He won’t get in the way, I promise you.” She gives me her biggest, most intensely sultry expression, that hand pumping my cock with determination. “He actually wants that.”

“No shit? Man, I’ll never understand white boys. But I guess he can’t fuck you the way I can, huh?”

I clasp both hands over my mouth now. Siobhan’s talented hand dances along my shaft, partially teasing and partially pleasing me. Each movement makes me throb harder for her. I am putty in her hands - just like all those men who watched her strip the other night.

“No, Malcolm. He can’t.”

“Right answer. I’m gonna send a little something over to you for tonight. What’s your address?”

Siobhan tells him. Malcolm tuts.

“Too white for my blood. I’ll see you at ten. Stay fresh until then.”

He ends the call. The moment the line drops, Siobhan releases my cock. I turn onto my side, ready to take this teasing to the next level, but she places a hand on my chest with a teasing smile.

“What? What’s wrong?” I put a hand on her thigh. “We’ve got plenty of time until tonight. We could do anything.”

“We could… but you heard what Malcolm said. He told me to stay fresh. That means no sex, not before I start work.”

My jaw drops open. “Are you serious?”

“As a heart attack.”

“We can’t do anything until… tonight?”

“Nope.” Her smile is bright and teasing. “Not until I’ve danced.”

“Fuck.”

“Later…”

Siobhan rolls out of bed and throws me a wink, before disappearing into the bathroom and locking the door.

~~~~

The day drags by slowly, livened up by a single interruption just after midday when somebody buzzes the intercom from downstairs. Siobhan lets the caller into the building and gives me a mischievous smile.

“Malcolm’s package is here.” Her excitement is contagious.

After one long minute of waiting, we hear three sharp raps at the door. Siobhan opens it and steps back to let Javonte into our apartment.

“Nice building ya got.” He casts an eye around the space, pausing on the framed wedding photo. “Not bad.”

“Hi, Javonte.” Siobhan greets him like an old friend, with a big hug and a kiss on the cheek. He grins at me over her shoulder. “Did Malcolm send you all the way here?”

“You know how it goes, Misty. Boss wants, boss gets.”

Maybe it’s my imagination, but it feels like Javonte gives me a sideways glance as he says that.

“Malcolm told me to bring you this.” Javonte lifts a neatly-wrapped dress box with a large pink bow tied around the lid to keep it secure. “Said you’ll need this for tonight.”

Siobhan places a hand on the box. Her expression is curious - as if she knows what’s inside this parcel, and she missed wearing it.

“Thank you, Javonte.” She takes the box with a smile.

“What’s in it?” I can’t resist asking. My curiosity is piqued.

Siobhan gives me another one of her teasing looks. “You’ll find out tonight.” She takes the box and disappears into the bedroom.

“You comin’ along too?” Javonte frowns in my direction. “We ain’t gonna have issues, are we?”

“Not from me.” I raise my hands in a display of innocence. “I’m just gonna watch.”

“Uh-huh.” He sizes me up again like he did outside the club a few days ago. “You know it’s different on Saturday night, right?”

“Different how?”

He shrugs. “More of a party atmosphere. The boys, they’re still there to see titties, but… they want to have a good time, too.”

I swallow. The crowd was lively enough the other night. It sounds like this is going to be something completely different.

“Malcolm fucked Misty, didn’t he?” He looks at me with mild disdain, as though unable to understand why a husband would give up his wife so easily.

“Yeah, he did. I watched.”

“You a cuck or something?” His question makes me pause. “I don’t give a shit either way what you’re into, I just wanna know you ain’t gonna try and act tough later.”

“No. I’m… I don’t know yet. I just liked watching.”

“Shit, man.” He shakes his head with a soft chuckle. “I don’t know any brothas that’d be okay watching their woman with some other nigga. White folks make no sense.”

I don’t even try and explain myself. Thankfully, Siobhan saves me the trouble. She returns from the bedroom with a spring in her step.

“It still fits! I can’t wait to wear it, thank you again, Javonte.”

She gives him another hug. This time, his hands linger on her waist when they separate. He looks her up and down with undisguised hunger.

“How about you give me a thank-you for bringing it all the way over here?” He grins to make his meaning clear. “I coulda been pulled over for being in white country.”

Siobhan laughs. She pats his hands. “I’d love to - believe me - but Malcolm told me to stay fresh.”

Javonte removes his hands from my wife and rolls his eyes. “Boss wants, boss gets.” He turns to the door and lets himself out. “See you later, Misty.”

He closes the door and leaves us alone again. My cock aches once more.

Siobhan

After Javonte left, Tommy follows me around like a lost puppy all afternoon. Usually, he goes to the gym on Saturday but not today. Every time I look up from what I was doing, he’s staring at me, the expression on his face somewhere between excited and scared.

I know the feeling.

It was one thing to go to the club the other day with no expectations of anything happening and then getting caught up in the rush of events. Today, I know what’s in store for me - a full shift, three or four sets on the runway, working the floor for table dances, and the Champagne Room, all capped off with Malcolm fucking me. I’m still mixed on how I feel about Tommy's enthusiasm for his wife being with another man. I can’t quite dismiss my disappointment that he’s not more possessive. It feels like a betrayal, more so than my being unfaithful to him. I know that’s a bald-faced rationalization but I can’t deny the way it hits me. I’m not saying it’s fair, not by a long shot, but it is the way I feel.

I also feel so turned on by the prospect of working the runway again. One set is a tease - a whole night is such a rush. I know a lot of dancers wind up hating the job but I never did. I always loved the way stripping made me feel. I felt guilty about it at first, for sure - until I started stripping I thought of myself as a good girl. Once I began taking my clothes off, and more, for money, my whole self-concept changed and I saw myself for what I was and after a while, a pretty short while, I didn’t feel guilty about it at all. I felt empowered.

But now there’s a whole other layer of attitudes and emotions swirling around in my mind. Now, I’m a married woman and I’m not doing it solely for the money. Tonight I’m doing it because I want to - because I loved doing it - and because my husband is not only okay with it, he’s totally into it. Or so he says. And I choose to believe him.

“What time does your shift begin?” Tommy asks me as the sun sets.

“Whenever I get there,” I tell him, only exaggerating a bit for effect. I had a standing agreement with Malcolm back in the day that whenever I wanted to dance I got to dance. I can only assume that the same rules apply now.

“How long will we be there?”

“I guess that depends on how things go, baby. I don’t have any idea, really. I could be done after a few hours or I could go until last call.”

“Which is when?”

I smile and touch his cheek. “You never went out with your buddies and had to be thrown out, did you?”

“You know that’s not me, Siobhan. What is it, like, two in the morning?”

“Four, baby. New York is the city that never sleeps, remember?” I pat his cheek in a patronizing way and he blushes. He’s so damn cute.

“So we might stay all night?” he asks when he recovers.

“No, probably not. I’m not twenty-two anymore.”

“But you used to dance all night?”

I cock an eyebrow. “Well, that and other things.”

“What things?” he asks while almost wincing.

“You’ll see, baby. You’ll see.”

~ ~ ~

I drop Tommy off in the main room before heading back to the dressing room alone. The noise level is greater than I remember, even for a Saturday night and the girl onstage isn’t even doing that good a job. She does have big tits though, something that makes up for all kinds of artistic deficiencies, a crutch I’ve never been able to lean on. I’ve always had to actually perform to make up for my lack of physical endowments.

“Misty!” Di screams when I enter the dressing room. “I can’t believe you're back full-time, girlfriend,” she gushes.

“Part-time, for now,” I tell her as we hug. She’s already made up and dressed for the runway so I sit at her makeup mirror and begin preparing myself for my first set.

“Hey, that’s the current prima donna, Misty,” she whispers as she glances at the dancer that has just returned from the stage. “She’s miffed that you’re back, by the way.”

“I don’t remember her,” I tell Di honestly.

“Oh, I don’t mean to imply that she knows you. She’s just, you know…” She shrugs and smiles. “She’s just used to being the top dog these days.”

“Well, I’m not looking to displace anyone, Di. I just want to do my thing and get along.”

“And I’m sure you will, hon. Now, I gotta go - they’re playing my tune.” She rushes to the door as the music swells in the main room.

“So, I hear you used to dance here a million years ago,” the bottle blonde with the big breasts says as she sits right next to me.

“Something like that,” I tell her while keeping my eyes on my mirror as I apply my makeup.

“Don’t get any ideas, bitch,” she hisses. “This is my club now.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” I side-eye her and she snaps her head around to her own mirror.

I open my box and take out my favorite outfit from years ago. I still can’t believe that Malcolm held on to it after all these years. Actually, since he was in jail for most of that time, I should probably give Javonte the credit for his sentimentality. I’ll sort all that out at some point, I decide.

“Oh, you’ve got to be kidding,” my buxom neighbor says with a withering tone as she peers into the box. “Seriously?”

“Whatever,” I tell her as I lift the costume from the box. I kick off my shoes and strip out of my street clothes, roll the sheer white stockings up my legs, then situate the white garter belt on my hips and buckle it into place. I slip on the white thong before I clip the garter straps to hold up the stocking. I pull an almost-sheer white teddy over my head and finish off my look with a medium-length bridal veil that I use to pin my hair up so that my long tresses cascade down my back when I remove it. I stand to check myself out in the full-length mirror at the end of the row of makeup mirrors and I have to admit, I still look good in my favorite outfit all these years later.

I make my way to the curtain behind the stage so I can watch the end of Di’s performance. She’s got them all riled up for me as she finishes her third song, bless her heart. I glance at Javonte who’s manning the curtain and he smiles and nods at my friend on stage. I smile back at him and lean close enough for him to hear me if I shout. “She’s still amazing, isn’t she?”

“Always,” he admits. “But she’s got nothing on you, girl.”

“Thanks, Jay.” I touch his arm. “I really appreciate that.”

“Find me later, Misty. We can get reacquainted for real.” He winks at me as Di’s song ends and she’s through the curtain with fistfuls of bills in her hands and hanging from her G-string. She catches my look and gives me a wide-eyed smile. “Knock ‘em dead, Misty,” she says breathlessly as she rushes toward the dressing room. My number comes up on the sound system and Javonte pulls the curtain back for me to make my entrance. I take a breath and step onto the stage.

My set went well, not as good as last night but fine, all in all. Tommy wasn’t sitting at the edge of the stage and Malcolm was nowhere to be seen, which I found rather disappointing. The crowd was certainly into me and I made a nice haul - I can’t believe the way the money has escalated since I danced eight years ago. All in all, it was a good first set on my first real night back.

“You looked fantastic out there, Misty,” Di says when I get back to the dressing room. “Come on. Stash your cash and let’s go do some table dances before my next set.” She pulls my hand as soon as I lock my take in the drawer of our shared makeup table and practically drags me into the audience. I glance at the stage where a redhead who is sporting a full, blazing red bush that is poking out from behind her tiny G-string is getting a lot of attention from the crowd. She’s still wearing her top so she must still be doing her first number in her three-song set, leaving Di and me two songs to drum up a little one-on-one business.

“What’s the going rate these days?” I ask, embarrassed that I don’t know.

She doesn’t bat an eye. “Twenty on the floor, a C-note in the CR,” she stage-whispers over the pulsing music. I’m back in my wedding night teddy and she’s wearing a kind of Catholic schoolgirl uniform that the nuns would severely disapprove of but the men at the tables love. Hands reach under her skimpy skirt as she playful bats them away until someone flashes a twenty and she wraps her arms around his neck after she snatches the cash. I move on without her, intent on doing my first table dance in plain sight of where Tommy is sitting.

“Misty, you look better than ever,” a man with a twenty in his hand a big smile on his face says as I look around. “Stay for the next song,” he tells me and I grab the twenty from him and tuck it in my stocking where it's attached to my garter belt. I wrap my arms around his neck and pull him close as I straddle his legs with mine. I notice Tommy sitting two tables away and he’s staring holes in me as I entertain my patron. I smile to myself and really put on a show for both men. My patron is smiling but my husband is not - I figure that’s as it should be. He’s never seen me do this before so I’m sure it’s a double-edged sword for him.

“Where you been, Misty? We missed you,” my patron says as I sway and tease him, my covered breasts almost in his face. I reach down to lift my teddy and expose my nipples which he tries to lick but I pull away from him and wag my finger in his face. Both of us know the rules on the floor and he’s not really trying to break them, although I’m sure if his tongue happened to catch my hard nub he’d be fine with it. Truth be told, so would I.

I know the song that’s blaring through the sound system and when it’s about half over I back away from my patron and turn my back to him, looking over my shoulder and giving him my best coy smile. I ease my backside into his lap and grind my ass into his erection as he presses his hips forward to get as much contact as he can from our dry humping. Just before the song ends he makes the mistake of putting his hands on my hips so I stand up and spin around, giving him my sexiest finger wag one more time before I slide away from him. He doesn’t reach for another twenty so I look around for someone else to dance for during the next song. I look at Tommy and he’s still not smiling but he motions with a nod toward the man sitting at the table right next to him who is holding a twenty between two fingers. I smile at him and make my way over.

“Is that for me?” I ask the man who nods without saying a word. As the next song begins, I toss my teddy on the small table and move my body like the ballet dancer I am, so different from the dance I just performed for my last patron and different from the way I moved on the stage during my set. I don’t do it often because less is often more in this business, but with my husband watching from a few feet away I pull out all the stops. I bend and pose with a ballerina’s elegant grace to the delight of my new patron and all the tables in the vicinity. I’m sure the dancer on stage is noticing that I’m stealing a good bit of her audience but I don’t care - this is where I really shine. I lean in and tease my patron with my breasts, my nipples grazing his cheek and he has the presence of mind not to screw it up by lunging for them. He lets me dance for him, which I do. He lets me tantalize him, which I do. He lets me run the show, which I absolutely do.

As the song reaches its midpoint, I turn around again and ease back between his legs. My bottom, naked but for the string between my cheeks, graze his thighs. I slide it up and feel his rigid cock through his pants, knowing full well that Tommy has a perfect view of how I’m teasing the man who just paid me to do so. I look over my shoulder again and smile at both men, my eyes dancing back and forth between them. I can’t believe how much I love this. I just can’t believe it.

When the song ends, I notice that every man around me is holding up money, anxious to be entertained, teased, and tempted. One of them is holding up two twenties so I go to him. I keep up the level of my performance and everyone is holding up forty dollars when that song ends. I could stay right where I am for the rest of the evening and take home more money than I make in a month teaching little girls how to plié and pirouette but I know I’m due back on stage at some point. I don’t want to upset the delicate balance of camaraderie and competition that is always present amongst the performers at a gentlemen’s club, even if I know I’m destined to do just that.

A thought strikes me as I’m wrapping up my last table dance of the set. I pull my stack of money out of my stocking and stand there amidst my many patrons and admirers, counting the bills, something that is just not done. I finish counting and then sashay over to my white husband, the only white man in the room, and hand the money to him before kissing him full on his mouth. He looks at me dumbfounded but doesn’t flinch when I touch his face, smile, and walk away. I head straight for the bouncer, whom I don’t know but I know I can trust or Malcolm wouldn’t have hired him, and point back at my husband. “Make sure he doesn’t get mugged, okay?” I whisper in his ear. He looks over at Tommy, then at me, and nods. I kiss him on his cheek. He smiles, as do I.

As I turn to make my way back to the dressing room I run straight into Malcolm.

He does not look pleased.
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Tommy

Have you ever been so hungry that even the thought of food makes your mouth water? That’s what it’s like for me sitting in a booth in the club, watching Siobhan work. My eyes follow her as though she’s a plate of delicious food, just beyond my reach. I sit perfectly still and grip my knees under the table as she dances on stage, looking so innocent and sensual in that white lingerie. Once Siobhan begins to roam the floor giving lapdances to the many, many men clamoring for her attention, it’s almost impossible for me to stay still.

When she begins to perform for the man seated nearby, I almost explode with lust. Watching the love of my life grind her thong-clad ass into the lap of a total stranger while her bare, hard nipples brush his cheeks just inches from his parted lips is an experience that I will never forget. It was intense watching Siobhan fuck Malcolm; this is almost as mind-bending.

Siobhan finishes making her way around the room and pauses. She counts the wad of bills in her hand. For a crazy moment, I consider raising my hand and adding another twenty to that stack, but Siobhan makes her way over to me with a coy grin on her face. She hands me the money and gives me a full, passionate kiss. I’m too dumbfounded to respond before she slips away, whispers something to a bouncer, and heads through the door to the backstage area.

“Holy shit, son!” An older black man looks down at all the cash clamped firmly in my hands. “Are you her pimp or somethin’?”

“No, I’m…” I don’t finish the sentence. It’s too much hassle to explain myself and this crazy relationship right now. “Yeah, I’m her pimp.”

“How much?” The man slides into the booth next to me, his eyes keen and gleaming. “I’ve wanted a crack at that white ass in my own bed fer years. How much to fuck her? Does she swallow? What about that ass - is it off-limits? My old lady don’t do anal.”

I’m spared the embarrassment of trying to respond by the arrival of a heavyset black bouncer - the same one Siobhan spoke to as she disappeared backstage. He jerks a thumb over his shoulder.

“The boss wants a word.”

His tone is smooth but firm. I already know not to refuse this man or try to disobey. He’s not asking me to come with him, he’s telling me that I’m going to take a walk. I stuff the money in my pockets and stand up.

“Shit, man, we wasn’t finished!” The older black man shakes his head in disappointment.

I follow the bouncer a short distance across the floor to the door that leads behind the magic curtain. One or two eyes trail me with curiosity, either wondering why the only white man in the club is being singled out like this, or watching my padded pockets for a chance to strike. The bouncer opens the door and places a hand on my back to cut off my retreat. I walk through the door and find Malcolm waiting for me, his nostrils flaring.

“Did I do something wrong?”

“I’m gonna hold out my hand.” He glares a hole through my skull. “And count to five. When I get there, every fucking dollar Misty gave you is gonna be in my palm.”

“Huh?”

“One.”

He holds out his huge black hand. I grab the money in wild fistfuls and dump it all into his hand. It’s an impressive stack. The singles and fives Siobhan earned on stage. The many, many twenties she accepted for her lapdances. In all, there’s gotta be at least one, no, two hundred bucks in Malcolm’s hand.

“Five.”

He closes his fist around the money, crushing those green bills with thick, powerful fingers. The fury in his eyes fades, but not by much.

“She does not give you money. Not ever. She don’t work for you, she works for me. So this here-” he holds up that full fist, “-is fifty percent mine. By right.”

“I’m sorry, I didn’t know.”

“The fuck you didn’t.” He removes a single dollar bill from the wad in his fist and hands it to me. “This is the penalty for trying to fuck me over. Misty knows that. Or she should fuckin’ remember.”

As if on cue, Siobhan steps out of the dressing room, still in her beautiful white outfit. Her face is also furious, the cheeks red with shame. It seems they’ve already had their argument.

“For God’s sake, Malcolm! I already said I was sorry. I just wanted to show Tommy how good this place can be, nothing else.”

“Uh-huh.” Malcolm has the tone of a man who has been screwed over many times before and learned bitter lessons from each experience.

“I just thought it would be hot if he held the money.”

“I don’t give a fuck what he finds hot. He is just one lonely-ass cracker motherfucker; I care about the rest of them. I don’t want anyone else distracted while they’re watching you. Got me?”

“I got you.”

Malcolm turns those dark, burning eyes on me now. I swallow and say, “I got you.”

Siobhan exhales with frustration. “Great, now I’m all worked up and I’m supposed to be onstage in, like, four minutes.”

“You better calm down then.” Now Malcolm’s thick lips curl with a knowing smile. “How does Misty like to find her zen?”

Her eyes meet his and some unspoken message passes between them. She glances at me. The look in her eyes is familiar. She had that same look a few nights ago, right in this same hallway, before Malcolm took her into a side room and made me a cuckold.

“Here?” She glances up the hallway. A few girls mill around at the far end, either returning from the floor to freshen up or heading back out for another set of dances. “Now?”

Malcolm looks at his watch. “Three and a half minutes.”

“What are you talking about?” I look between them, trying not to seem overly excited. My mind is already wandering with possibilities.

“Misty got a special way she likes to settle her nerves before a dance.” His knowing smile starts to border on mocking. “Why don’t you show your husband?”

Siobhan gives me another glance - nervous, yet excited. I swallow. She sinks to her knees and unzips Malcolm’s pants. I inhale a sharp breath in shock, about to protest that this is too sudden and unexpected or too public or some other feeble excuse that I should make right now.

“What’s the matter, white boy?” Malcolm shrugs. “You got somewhere else to be?”

I close my mouth and watch from the sidelines, observing my wife ease her boss’s big black cock free from those tailored suit pants. It seems even larger in this situation; thicker than her wrists, longer than her face. Siobhan’s white fingers seem so pale against that ebony-black member. He’s already beginning to swell and thicken at her touch.

“Shit, Misty. The place ain’t been the same without you.”

My wife smiles up at him. She parts her lips and guides that thick, dark head into her mouth with obvious excitement. A throaty moan escapes her mouth as she closes her lips around Malcolm’s meaty cock. He grins with delight.

“Close your mouth, white boy. I ain’t giving you a taste.”

I shut my gaping mouth and stare at them in utter shock. I’ve watched them fuck, but somehow this is far, far more intense. It’s intimate and dirty and probably the sluttiest thing I’ve ever seen Siobhan do. Hell, Malcolm didn’t even ask for this blowjob, he just hinted that she should give it to him.

And she did. Without complaint.

Siobhan moves her head back and forth, giving Malcolm’s black cock a passionate, drooling massage with her mouth. She’s always been talented at giving oral, but it seems that my wife has been holding back all these years. What I’m witnessing now is a blowjob queen retaking her crown. Hands, lips, tongue, throat - all of them work to pleasure Malcolm in a wild frenzy of hunger, as if she can’t decide what she wants to do first, so she’s doing it all at once. Any normal man would cum in seconds under this relentless passion, but not Malcolm. He looks down at my kneeling wife with a delighted grin.

“That’s where you belong, Misty.”

She makes a dirty, yearning moan of approval around his black cock, her tongue gliding along the dark skin and leaving a shiny, silvery trail in its wake. She moves faster, sucking him harder, jerking that cock into her willing mouth. I’ve never seen anything this wild before, even in porn.

Then Malcolm looks at his watch. “Shit, we outta time. You gotta go do your thing.”

Siobhan disconnects from his cock with a wet pop, sadness and disappointment in her eyes.

“Don’chu worry, Misty. We’re gonna finish this later.”

She stands and smiles with satisfaction. Just a couple of minutes ago, Siobhan was angry and frustrated and ready to argue. Now she’s transformed. I see arousal and hunger and pure lust in her eyes.

“I’ll hold you to that,” she says. She winks at me and heads toward the stage.

I turn to the door, ready to take my seat in the audience. Malcolm puts a hand on my shoulder, tucking his massive erection back into position with the other. His pants bulge and it’s not discrete.

“Where you going, white boy?”

“To… to watch?”

“Not from out there. I can’t trust Misty not to put you over the johns, so you’re gonna watch from back here with me.” He sees something in my face and laughs to himself. “I got the best seats in the house. Not just for the stage. For everything. By the way, you like watching her suck my cock?”

“Yeah.” A touch of shame creeps into my heart. It’s wrong, but I liked it.

“Good. That’ll cost you a dollar.”

I hand him the last of Misty’s earnings. He takes it with a grin and pats me on the back.

Siobhan

I finish my second set disappointed that Tommy never reappeared in the main room while I was onstage. I’m comforted by the fact that my take from the set was even bigger than the first time around even though I broke a stripper’s cardinal rule of never repeating a routine in the same night. No one seemed to mind that they’d seen my ‘blushing bride’ costume and dance just an hour or so ago.

When I get back to the dressing room to stash my cash, I ask Di if she’s seen Tommy.

She nods. “I saw him going with Malcolm and heading in the direction of the control room, hon,” she says with a smirk. “Hey, by the way, I wanted to ask you. Would you mind if I had a little fun with your hubby tonight? Seeing as I saw you in the hall with Malcolm before your set.” She gives me a look and a sly smile.

“Yes, Di. I would very much mind, so you keep your hands off my husband, okay?” I don’t have to explain what’s going on between Malcolm and me and Tommy - not to Di or anyone else.

“Okay, okay. I was just asking,” she says with a huff. “Sheesh.” I’m sure I hear her mumble something under her breath but I don’t have time to press her on it - I’m due out on the floor after my set. I know that if Malcolm is in the control room with Tommy I know he’ll be on me like white on rice if I don’t get out there before the next girl’s first number is ending. I race toward the door as fast as I can in my stripper heels and almost collide with the bottle-blonde prima donna who thinks she owns the place.

“Slow down, sister,” she almost growls at me. “Before you hurt someone.” I turn my head and sniff as I rush past her and head back to the floor. I look around for Tommy again but to no avail - he’s got to be watching on one of Malcolm’s many monitors. So I assume he’s got eyes on me as I work my magic again, extracting table dance after table dance from the crowd of black men in the audience.

An older black gentleman offers me my now-standard fee of forty dollars for a table dance but then whispers that he’d rather take me into the Champagne Room instead. I smile warmly and offer him my hand, then I lead him to the door where another bouncer is standing guard. My new admirer pays the entrance fee to the bouncer and we go inside together. It’s been so long since I set foot in the room but I can see immediately that it hasn’t changed at all - there are padded bench seats all around the perimeter of the mirrored walls and a separate sound system that plays much sexier music than the main room. The lights are low by design as I lead my customer to the far end of the room - we’re sharing the space with three other couples at the moment which is close to capacity for the relatively tight quarters. All the women are completely naked and all are having some sort of carnal relations with their customers. Mine gives my hand a squeeze when he realizes what he’s in for. With my free hand, I grab a condom from the basket by the door - I doubt I’ll need more than one for this guy.

“How much for a blow job?” he asks me as soon as he sits on the bench and I begin dancing for him. I like a man who knows what he wants and just goes for it.

I lean in and whisper in his ear. “Another hundred if that’s all you want,” I tease him with my breasts. I’ve already lost the teddy and the G-string as I wave my nipples in his face and he smiles as he watches me.

“And if I want more?” he asks.

“Three hundred for my pussy, five hundred for my ass,” I respond with a sexy smile.

“Really? That’s pretty steep,” he whines but I pinch my nipples to distract him.

“No one’s forcing you to do anything you don’t want to do,” I tell him as I reach for his belt. He stands so I can liberate his modest erection. As I’m doing so, he digs in his pants pocket for his cash and produces another C-note. I grab it and tuck it into my stocking as I sink to my knees and lick the tip of his leaking member. I hold his eyes with mine as I swirl my tongue around his head and cup his hairy balls in my hands - he’s clearly of a generation that doesn’t see a need for personal grooming. As I suck his cock and massage his balls his demeanor doesn’t change - he’s not smiling but he doesn’t look unhappy, either. Focused, is what I would call it if I had to. He’s quite focused. Who can blame him?

When he closes his eyes and leans his head back against the glass I look at the mirror behind him. I know it’s a one-way mirror in the control room right off Malcolm’s office and unless I’m sorely mistaken, my new/old boss and my husband are standing just a few feet away on the other side of the glass watching me go down on this complete stranger. I wink at the mirror to let Tommy know that I know he’s there.

“Do I get to cum in your mouth?” my customer asks with an urgency in his voice. Usually, men as old as him take forever to climax but not this time. I nod with his cock in my mouth and he smiles, finally. I feel him swell almost immediately and position the head just inside my lips so he doesn’t drown me. When I taste the first shot of his cream, it’s more a dribble than a spurt but it goes on for a while. I swallow every drop.

When he’s finally finished, I stand up and pull on my costume while he tucks his wilting penis into his boxers, zips his trousers, and buckles his belt. I take his hand to walk him out and he kisses my cheek at the door. I contemplate kissing his mouth just to rattle him but I don’t want to risk making a scene on my first visit to the Champagne Room so I just smile and blow him a kiss. He hands me another twenty and I squeeze his hand before letting him go to find his way back to his table. I head for the dressing room.

As I’m walking past the hallway to Malcolm’s office where I’m guessing he and Tommy just watched my performance in the Champagne Room, I see the door open and the two of them step into the hall. I look closely at Tommy to gauge how he’s processing what I’m sure he just saw me do. I’m not surprised to see that he looks slightly shell-shocked. Malcolm is smiling, a tight, almost evil smile that I’ve seen many times before when I worked for him before I met Tommy. He waves me over.

“I really need to change my costume before my next set, Malcolm,” I tell him while walking toward them. “I’ve already worn this twice.”

“You’ll have plenty of time, Misty,” he assures me. “I was just thinking you should give your husband a kiss.”

I glance at Tommy and his eyes go wide, confirming what I already suspected - he saw everything. He doesn’t flinch but he’s not exactly reaching for me, either. I look at Malcolm.

“Really, Malcolm?” I ask with a frown. “Really?”

“I insist,” he says as he folds his arms and steps back to watch. I slink into Tommy’s arms and hesitate for a second before I brush my lips across his. He doesn’t pull away from me so I kiss him again, not deeply but more than just a peck - more of a nibble. He puts his hands on my hips and pulls my body into his. I wrap my arms around his neck and hold his head in my hands. I know what Malcolm wants - I just wanted to see if Tommy wants it as well. I’d have to say he’s a bit undecided so I just go for it. I kiss him deeply, passionately, my tongue searching deep in his mouth. He’s a bit reluctant at first but soon enough he kisses me back, pushing my tongue back into my mouth and practically devouring me. I finally break from the kiss and put my lips right next to his ear, the one on the other side of his head from where Malcolm is standing and watching. “Thank you,” I whisper so only he can hear me.

“I love you, babe,” he whispers to me.

“Okay, you proved your point,” Malcolm says. “Go change into something less virginal, Misty. And work it, you hear?”

I turn to him and smile so sweetly it almost makes my teeth hurt.

“Whatever you say, boss.”
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I watch Misty - not Siobhan; this is Misty, her incredibly sexual inner self - walk down the hall to the dressing room, still reeling from what just happened. I watched my wife suck a stranger’s cock and swallow his cum and I kissed her right after. Salty bitterness clings to my tongue. This is the first time I’ve ever tasted semen and it’s not my own. Should I feel weird about that? Disgusted, maybe? Is there something wrong with me?

“That’s the price for bein’ back here, white boy.” Malcolm sneers at me. “You wanna watch Misty in action? I’m gonna make you taste it.”

He directs me back into the office and sits on his comfortable leather chair, watching the monitors that broadcast sensual action from all over the club. I see customers enjoying private lapdances inside discreet booths; the latest dancer performing her wildest routine on stage; and men negotiating prices with the girls out on the floor. Almost every angle is covered and each of the screens displays an intense amount of sexual delights.

But my eyes are drawn away from the monitors, to the wide window that looks into the small, comfortable Champagne Room. When we first entered the office, Malcolm explain that it was a two-way mirror and nobody could see us from the room. It took me a few minutes to stop feeling like a creepy voyeur watching the various couples come - literally - and go. Watching Misty suck her client’s cock from back here was excruciating. And incredible. And painful. And so, so fucking erotic.

“What happens in there?” I look back at Malcolm, scanning the screens for any sign of trouble.

“Hmm?”

“In the Champagne Room. What happens?”

“Anything.” He grins, that dangerous, knowing flash of teeth that makes me feel uneasy. “So long as they pay for it.”

“And Siobhan? I mean, Misty. She seemed… familiar with the room.”

“That surprise you?”

“Yes. No. Has she been there before? Like, a lot?”

Malcolm barks with laughter. “Some nights, I couldn’t get her to leave.”

I flinch in surprise, my eyes wandering, looking through the window at that room, trying to imagine all the wild things my wife has done with her clients. My imagination is not strong enough to picture it.

“What has she done?”

Malcolm gets out of his chair and joins me at the window. He has that cruel smile again, the same one he wore when ordering Misty to kiss me a few moments ago. He jabs his finger at various parts of the room while talking.

“Over there, I watched Misty take a brotha’s virginity. Right there, she got fucked up the ass by one’a the biggest cocks I ever seen outside’a porn. That spot there, she let two guys fuck her pussy and mouth at the same time. Never seen a white bitch cum that hard before. She loved it. And over there-”

“Please…” My head is spinning already.

“Nah, nah, white boy. You wanted to know. Over there, she got on her hands and knees and let a whole train’a niggas take turns. I made almost ten grand off her alone that night.”

“Fuck.”

“Yeah, she yelled that a lot. Nobody was more surprised that she up and quit than me. That girl’a yours - she’s a natural-born whore.” He shakes his head with a smile, as though recalling some fond memory. “I seen her do things that would make a pornstar blush. Shit, I even had to ask her to scale it back a few times, ‘cuz she was doing too much and not charging enough.”

A flush of warm anger floods my gut. “That’s my wife you’re talking about.”

He sneers at me again, his posture changing to something more aggressive, challenging me to stop him. “Yeah, she’s your wife now. But before that, she was another one of my whores. And she was one of the best I’ve ever had. Both in my bed and on the floor.”

His eyes flash dangerously. I stare at him with my fists balled. Seconds pass. Finally, I exhale and let all my anger go. He’s just trying to provoke me. I turn back to the window and watch as a black man sits down with a fresh white girl. She’s bottle-blonde and has enormous fake tits. She tosses her thong in an empty seat and mounts her client, taking his average-sized black cock into her pussy without any difficulty. It’s impossible to watch without imagining my sweet, wonderful wife doing the same thing with someone else.

I allow my eyes to rest on the blonde woman’s gently grinding, writhing, gyrating body for a moment, feeling an absurd sense of guilt for doing so. There’s a dark blemish on the stripper’s pale hip that catches my attention. I squint, trying to see it better. It’s not a blemish. It’s a tattoo. Some kind of flower.

“Speak of the devil.”

Malcolm’s voice tears me away from the window and back to the monitors. He points at one of the screens. It’s Misty, walking back into the club. But this time her outfit is completely different. Gone is the innocent, shy, virginal bride look. Now she’s turned full vamp. I see black lips and dark, smoky eyes. A black bra that boosts her petite chest more than I’ve ever seen before. Thigh-length black boots with six-inch heels. A black thong that only accentuates the tightness of her incredible legs and ass. I stare at the woman on screen, barely able to believe that this is my wife. She looks completely different.

“Hmm.” Malcolm glances at his watch. “Still some time before her next set. I wonder how much she’ll make between now and then. You wanna put some green on it?”

“Huh?” I can’t stop watching the screens, tracking Misty across the club as she turns head after head. His voice is distant and muted compared to my thumping heartbeat.

“I said, you wanna bet how much she earns before going onstage?”

“No. I don’t have any money.”

He chuckles and pats his pocket. “I’ll give you a loaner if you need one.”

I shake my head. All my attention is on the sensationally sexy woman gliding across the floor in her black get-up that practically screams that she’s here to fuck. She strolls around the staring, slack-jawed customer with grace and confidence and stops when a large black man interrupts her path. They talk for a moment. I see their lips moving but I don’t hear a sound. She holds up three fingers. He pauses, then nods. She takes him by the hand and they start walking across the floor.

“Damn, you see that? Motherfucker’s not playing around.”

“What happened?” There’s a sinking feeling in my gut. I don’t know if I want to know.

“He agreed to drop three hundred to fuck her. And she’s gonna do it before she gets on stage.”

I swallow hard and watch them on the screens, walking across the floor, getting closer and closer, and -

Misty enters the Champagne Room with her latest client. She glances at the bottle-blonde with the fake tits and her nose wrinkles in irritation. Misty looks up at the window - her eyes searching for me - and she smiles. She guides her client to the seat right up by the glass and sits him down. I can hear their muffled voices through the thick glass.

“Three hundred bucks means you get to fuck my pussy.” She unclasps her bra and massages her perky breasts right in front of him. “Unless you wanna throw an extra two hundred and claim my tight, white ass instead?”

Her eyes are fixed on him, but her smile is for me.

“Naw, not this time, girl. I been waiting too long for dat pussy.”

“Then wait no longer, baby.” She looks up to the window, right at me, watching secretly from behind. “Now you get to fuck me.”

Misty eases her thong to the floor and flicks it into the air with her foot, catching it with practiced ease. She straddles her client on the couch, pushing her breasts into his face and groaning with theatrical lust. The black guy sitting beneath her doesn’t care if she’s exaggerating or faking anything. He’s here to fuck.

From this angle, I can’t see their hips. I can’t see my wife sliding her body into his lap and accepting his black cock inside that petite body. But I can see Misty’s face. Her eyes half-closed and her sensual black lips part and I know that expression and what it means. My wife’s pussy is stretching to accept a lover. The love of my life is sinking her body down into the lap of a total stranger - a stranger who threw down three hundred bucks for the experience - and her face is telling me how good it feels. She doesn’t know this guy from Adam and he’s fucking her bare, unprotected pussy with his black cock. The other people in the room pay them no attention. Everyone is enjoying their own separate pleasures. My wife is just one of many.

“Jesus Christ…” I stare through the glass, watching Misty begin to rise and fall in her lover’s lap. She leans back in his lap, giving an over-the-top performance of erotic bliss - but not that over the top. I know her well enough to see that she’s loving this. She might be putting on a show for her client - and me - but the passion is real.

Misty places one hand on her lover’s shoulder and massages her breasts with the other, riding him slowly and surely, allowing his cock to glide in and out of her tight pussy - and by now, after two sets on stage, it must be molten-hot and almost dripping with arousal. Her face is the picture of sexual euphoria.

“Yes, baby.” Her voice is a sultry, erotic whisper, but I can still hear it through the glass. “Fuck, your cock is so big…”

She begins to bounce in his lap now, riding him with delicate skill and a ballerina’s grace, allowing all her weight to rest on that one central point before rising again to start the process over. My cock aches in jealousy. My stomach churns in humiliation. My heart burns with love. That’s my wife over there, fucking some random guy for money with the biggest smile on her face.

“Fuck, Misty!” The black guy groans with pleasure. He keeps his hands on the couch, gripping it tight as he enjoys the ride of a lifetime. “God, yo’ fuckin’ pussy so tight!”

“And you’re so big!”

She says the words so easily and with so much conviction that even I believe her for a moment. But there’s no way this guy could be bigger than Malcolm. No way in hell. She moans in erotic passion and starts to bounce harder, gripping his shoulder for support and letting her hair shake and sway with the motion of their lovemaking. As her movements quicken, his throaty breathing deepens.

“Oh, fuck,” I say, unable to stop myself.

I hear a snort of derision. Malcolm is standing beside me, also watching Misty in action. He sneers again and says, “If you start jerkin’ off in my office, I’ll beat the shit out of you.”

“Fuck, yes, baby…” Misty’s exaggerated moans pull my attention away and all I can do is watch as she expertly brings her client to the brink of rapture. “You’re fucking me so good!”

She leans forward now and pushes her nipples into his face. While he’s distracted by such a wonderful sight, Misty places a hand on the glass, smiling at her reflection - at me. I put my hand to hers. God, I wish I was on the other side of this pane right now.

“Do you wanna cum for me?”

“Y-yes!” It sounds as though he’s struggling to hold on to his sanity.

“I’ll make you cum, baby! But you can’t cum in my pussy, okay?”

“Mm-hmm!”

She fucks him with rapid, intense rolls of her hips for a few more moments, until his gasps become strangled, and begin to choke, still looking and smiling at me through the glass. At the last moment, she hops off his lap and kneels at his feet, out of my sight.

“What’s she doing?” I don’t mean to sound so frantic, but I can’t hold it back.

“Swallowing,” Malcolm says, sounding vaguely disinterested. “She can’t go on stage with cum runnin’ down her leg, you feel me? Nobody gonna tip for that. Besides…” He gives me a wicked, conspiratorial smile. “I’m the only motherfucker that gets to cum in these bitches. And Javonte too, I guess.”

The man nods his head in pleasure and moans with ecstatic approval. I can just see Misty’s hair bobbing up and down in his lap. I can only imagine how good it feels for him.

Then, finally, the act is completed. The man gives a soft laugh of approval. Misty stands and pulls her clothes back on, licking her lips with a smile. Her client zips up his pants and hands her a bonus tip.

“Fuck, that was worth every penny. I wanna make you my regular.”

“You know where to find me.”

She winks and he leaves the room. Misty looks at herself in the mirror and readjusts her hair and smudged lipstick. She smiles through the reflection to me and then heads back to work.

Siobhan

When I exit the Champagne Room to do another lap around the floor, I’m approached almost immediately by another customer who wants a private one-on-one session. I take his hand and walk him to the bouncer at the door, wait for him to pay the entrance fee and we go inside. I walk him all the way to the end of the room, again knowing that Tommy is watching from Malcolm’s office. Something about the fact that my husband is watching makes this even more exciting and nasty than it was back in the day, and I wonder if I’ll be able to drag Tommy here every time I’m working here. We’ll have to talk about it.

“You’re the one who used to dance here years ago, right?” my new customer tells me as he hands me three hundred dollars. I don’t try to upsell him as I’m really not prepared to take him in my dark passage. Luckily, he doesn’t bring it up so I just strip off my clothes and go down on him, as if he needs any help.

I suck his modest cock for the rest of the first song and then climb into his lap, settling on his rigid member and moaning for his benefit as well as Tommy’s. We’re the only couple in the room at the moment so I can really go all out. I grind my pussy into his pubic mound and it really does feel good even if he’s less impressive than the last one. I still can’t believe how much I’ve missed fucking strangers for money. Maybe a little too much.

“I need you to cum in my mouth instead of my pussy,” I whisper in his ear when I feel his member swelling inside me. “I still have another set to dance and I don’t want to be leaking all over the stage.”

“Sure, whatever,” he says with a catch in his voice. “Long as I get to dump my load somewhere inside you.”

I slip his cock out of my pussy and get on my knees, slurping his wet member into my mouth before he douses my face with his seed. As soon as he’s safely between my lips, though, he stands up. Uh, oh. I think I know how this is going to go.

He growls as he grabs a fistful of my hair, “Take it, you fucking whore. Take it deep.” He jams his cock deep in my throat as he begins to spurt, choking me, gagging me. I let him. I love it when the men who use me really use me like this. I have no idea why. I thought I was done with this but clearly, I’m not. I still love it. God help me.

“Fucking cunt.” He grabs his cock with his other hand and wipes the last traces of his seed across my lips while still gripping my hair viciously. Of all the men I’ve been with in my life, black men are the only ones who treat me like this. “Fucking bitch,” he says at last, finally letting me go. I fall back onto the floor, my ass on the filth that is the Champagne Room carpet late on a Saturday night. He pulls his pants up and walks out, leaving me gasping. It’s only fitting. I am a whore. I deserve to be treated like one.

I glance up at the mirror and wonder if Tommy is still watching. I think he probably is and I wonder what he’s thinking. Is this what he expected? Is this what he wanted to see? His wife used and degraded by a man who paid a few hundred dollars for the privilege? I can’t believe how easily I slipped right back into this mindset, how quickly I went from being his demure, almost reserved wife, to this. What the hell is wrong with me? How could I think that I could do this without sinking all the way back down to the place I once crawled out of? What is he going to think of me? I can only imagine.

Finally, I stand up when I hear another couple open the door, the music from the main room mingling incongruently with the different music playing in here. I pull on my costume and glance one last time at the mirror, knowing that Tommy is standing on the other side of it, watching, wondering who this woman is that he married. Wondering if he made a huge mistake. Wondering if he’ll ever be able to look at me the way he used to.

When I exit the room, the bouncer stops me. “Javonte is looking for you, Misty. You’re up next on the runway.” I smile and nod but inside I’m just not ready to go on stage. I need to find Tommy and talk to him, to find out what he saw and how he feels about it. Suddenly, I’m convinced that this whole thing was a huge mistake, one I already regret and can’t help but feel has maybe, possibly, ruined my marriage. What the fuck was I thinking? I look up at the runway and the dancer is wearing nothing but her G-string so she’s got to be on her third number and ready to exit at the end of the song, one I know well and it’s winding down. I almost run to the door that leads backstage only to be stopped by another customer.

“Hey, Misty. How about a visit to the Champagne Room?” he asks as he waves a fan of hundreds to emphasize his intent. “I been waiting, you know?”

“I can’t right now,” I tell him as I work my way around him. He grabs my hand but I try to yank it away. “I said I can’t right now,” I yell over the music and the bouncer on the floor is on us immediately.

“You heard Misty, bruh,” the bouncer, who is twice the customer’s size, growls at him. “Don’t push your luck.” The man lets go of me and raises his hands in mock surrender.

“Been waiting, that’s all,” he whines as I hurry away. I bolt through the door next to the stage entrance and although everything in me wants to turn left and find Tommy, I know I’ve got to tell Javonte that I can’t go on right now. I turn right.

“Misty, you're up next,” Javonte says when I reach the curtain at the back of the stage. “Where the hell you been, girl?” he practically snarls.

“I can’t right now, Javonte. I’ve got to…”

“Fuck that, Misty. You’re up. Don’t be fucking with me.” He nods toward the stage curtain and I hear my first number come up on the sound system. Shit, I have to do this. I nod and straighten my bra to make my entrance.

When I walk through the curtain, the men in the audience actually applaud, something that never happens at a strip club. Suddenly, my energy is renewed and I strut down the runway with focus, all the distractions of the Champagne Room left behind. The faces of the men at the edge of the stage, and the cash they’re waving at me, practically begging to give me, thrills me once again. My smile is heartfelt and sexy and I’m sure it shows.

I slink around the stage, fully dressed, for my first number, teasing and flirting as I go. I lose my bra as my second number progresses and play with my breasts and nipples to the delight of the crowd. My G-string is stuffed with fives and tens by the time I leave the stage after my third number and I smile at Javonte when I exit through the curtain.

“You might want to check on that bitch husband of yours, Misty,” he tells me, ruining my mood in an instant.

“Why, what’s wrong?” I ask as I stack my money from what should be my last set of the evening. “Is he okay?”

“I’m sure he’s fine but I just saw Crystal slip into Malcolm’s office during your last number.”

“Crystal?”

“The blonde with the bolted-on tits,” he says with a look that fires me up like never before.

Who the fuck does she think she is?

I race to the dressing room to secure my tips and then dash to Malcolm’s office. I push the door open and see the bottle-blonde with her arms around Tommy’s neck. He’s leaning away from her but he’s not exactly struggling to get away.

“What the fuck is going on in here?” I scream, drawing looks of surprise and fear from both of them. The blonde recovers quickly and puts her hand on her hip as if she’s daring me to take her on. She’s probably been in a dozen catfights before and won them all but I’m so pissed off that I’m ready to throw caution to the wind and tear her apart.

“Siobhan, calm down,” Tommy yells at me as he finally moves away from the tramp. “Nothing happened.”

“Get the hell out of here, you fucking bitch,” I scream at her. She smirks and saunters around me to the door.

“Catch you later, loverboy,” she tells Tommy with a smarmy smile. I grab the door and slam it as soon as she clears the threshold. I turn back to Tommy with my fury at full boil.

“What the fuck, Tommy? What the fuck?” I say over and over.

“I was just watching you onstage when she showed up, Siobhan. She wouldn’t leave me alone and she sure as hell wouldn’t leave.” He walks tentatively towards me. “I’m sorry, Siobhan. I’d never do anything, you know that.”

Just as suddenly as I flared up I calm down. And feel like a complete idiot. “No, it’s okay. I shouldn’t have reacted like that. I know you wouldn’t touch that slut.” I melt into his arms and we just stand in the middle of Malcolm’s office, ignoring what’s happening on the monitors and through the one-way mirror that overlooks the three couples in the Champagne Room breaking all kinds of rules. And I’m complaining about that harlot throwing herself at my husband.

Fuck.

“I know this is totally unfair of me, Tommy,” I whisper to him. “I know it is but I can’t help it. I just can’t stand the idea of you being with another woman. Not her, not Di, no one.” I look up at him and almost break down. “I don’t know why I feel that way with everything that’s happened the last few days but I do. I just can’t stand the thought of you being unfaithful to me. Even with all this.” I wave at the strippers servicing their customers just a few feet from us. “Can you ever forgive me?”

He holds me close and whispers, “There’s nothing to forgive, Siobhan. I don’t want that woman or anyone else. I have no interest in other women. I just want you.”

“But that’s so unfair to you.” I hold him even tighter as the tears pour from my eyes.

“No, it’s not. I’m fine with it, you’ve got to believe me. I don’t want you to feel guilty about any of this, babe. I really don’t. I’m fine with it. In fact, I absolutely love it.”

I look up at him, my eyes wet and my mouth quivering. “Really? How do you do it? It would kill me to see you with anyone else. How does it not bother you to see me in there with complete strangers?”

“I have no idea, babe. I just know it’s exciting as hell and I don’t want you to stop. I love the way it looks and the way you look when you’re doing it. I just do. I don’t know why but I love it so much. You have to believe me, babe.” He bends slightly to kiss me and I hold him so fiercely.

“I don’t deserve you,” I whisper when we finally break. “I don’t.”

“Yes, you do,” he whispers back. “I’ll always be yours and yours alone.” We hold each other as we listen to the sounds of sex coming from the Champagne Room and the background beat of the sound system in the main room.

Until the door opens.

“Misty,” Malcolm says with Javonte in tow. “Where you been, girl?”
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Siobhan breaks off the hug as though we’ve been caught doing something illegal. She steps away with a furious blush and looks at the floor. I stare at her in wonder. How can a woman who takes her clothes off on stage for money - a woman who openly fucks other men for money - blush when she’s caught hugging her husband?

“Malcolm, hi. Did you like my dance?”

“Sure.” He gives a nod, moving closer. Behind him, Javonte closes the door and locks it with a small but audible click. “It was good, as always. Ya still know how to work the crowd, don’t ya, Misty?”

Siobhan says nothing. She glances away, to the window looking at the passionately cavorting couples beyond. One girl is riding her client. Another is on her knees between a man’s legs, furiously stroking his black cock into her mouth for the climax. The last girl is bent over the couch on her hands and knees, getting fucked from behind by a black man with a crazed, desperate look in his eyes. The muffled sounds of mingled pleasure filter through to this small office. My pants are uncomfortably tight.

“How long do you want me to stay tonight?” Siobhan sounds distant. “I’m kinda tired, you know. First day back and all. I’ve done my three sets.”

“Sure, sure.” Malcolm sounds friendly, but it feels forced. “I get it. Tired. It’s almost one-thirty in the morning. But before ya go…”

“I know, I know.” Siobhan pats the air in a placating gesture. “I put all the money in my tips box. We’ll split it, like always.”

Now Malcolm puts his huge dark hand on Siobhan’s shoulder and smiles at her. He says, “That’s fine, I know ya will, you’re good like that. Actually, I had three other small matters to bring up first.”

His grin widens and I begin to feel a sense of unease. The muffled sounds of passion float through the air, filling the silence.

“First,” he says, “white boy owes me some money.”

“I do?” I stare at him, wondering when the fuck we agreed to this and what I’m paying for. “Why?”

“Well, I just bumped into Crystal out in the hall back there.” Malcolm is taking his time getting to the point and loving every second of it. “She’s a great girl. Tight pussy, loves swallowing.” Siobhan bristles at my side but Malcolm ignores her, keeping his dark eyes on me. “Crystal said that you just got a little hands-on with her. Copped a feel?”

My jaw drops. “No! No way! She just barged in while I was watching Siobhan on camera and pushed herself against me and, and-”

“Shut the fuck up.”

His stern command slams my yammering mouth shut.

“You expect me to believe that a woman like Crystal - smoking hot, massive tits, tight ass - would throw herself at a guy like you? Get the fuck outta here with that.”

At the back of the room, Javonte snorts with suppressed laughter. He folds his arms and leans against the door, acting like a sentry.

“So we got two choices, white boy. Either you pay up for touching my girl, or…”

He leaves the sentence hanging in the air. A cold chill runs through me. I suddenly recall with vivid detail that Malcolm has only recently gotten out of prison for harming a client that didn’t pay up… and I don’t have any cash on my person.

But before I can throw myself to the floor and beg his forgiveness, Siobhan steps between us, fire blazing in her eyes. She says, “Crystal’s a fucking liar and if she touches my husband again, I’ll make her eat those fake tits.”

Malcolm turns his cold gaze toward Siobhan. She continues, unafraid.

“If you want the money, take it out of my earnings. But keep that bitch away from Tommy.”

The boss mulls her proposal over for a moment, chewing his cheek. Then he nods and says, “Aight, I can live with that. But you don’t touch my girls unless you pay up first, you hear?”

I nod, breathing hard. Feels like I just dodged a bullet. Or a massive right hook.

“What else do you want?” Siobhan jabs a finger at Malcolm’s barrel-like chest. “You said there were three things. That’s only one.”

“The other two are kinda connected.” His dark expression lightens, softening at the edges. He cups Siobhan’s hand in his. I marvel at how large and powerful his fingers look next to her dainty, slender hands. “Firstly, there’s the matter of my balls. They’re still blue from earlier, Misty. You started something and didn’t finish it. Know what I’m sayin’?”

She nods. I can sense the fire cooling inside her already.

“And the final thing is that my boy Javonte here…” Malcolm jerks his head in the manager’s direction. “He’s waited a long time for you, too. And I promised him a turn.”

My stomach backflips. This big, burly motherfucker is seriously offering out my wife - my wife - to other men without even asking one of us first? I should get in his face about this, but the truth is that the casual way he tells us that Javonte is going to fuck Siobhan excites me almost as much as watching her negotiate prices on the club floor.

Malcolm still has Siobhan’s hand in both of his. He raises her delicate fingers to his lips and kisses them, soft and slow. Unexpectedly gentle for such a hulking man.

“What do you say, Misty? Like old times?”

Siobhan looks at me. Her eyes have a hint of hesitancy - but only a hint. The rest of her expression is filled with pure, lusty excitement.

“Don’t look at him, girl.” Malcolm cups Siobhan’s chin and guides her eyes back to his face. “He don’t call the shots here. I do. And if he’s got a problem, he can wait in the alleyway. I’m sure nothin’ bad will happen to a white boy at one-thirty in the morning in Harlem.”

His other hand glides around her waist, the black fingers seizing and gripping that perfectly sculpted ass. She almost melts at his touch and rises on her toes to bring their lips together. But before they kiss, Malcolm pulls his head away.

“You been swallowing cum tonight, don’t go givin’ me those kisses. Save them for him.”

His huge hands grope her ass, kneading the firm, toned flesh with casual ease. It’s harder for me to watch another man pawing at her like this. Somehow it was easier to witness through the window, like there was a degree of separation between us. Now, up close and personal, there’s no hiding or pretending.

“Are you gonna fuck me, Malcolm?” She gives a coy tilt of her head, somehow sounding totally innocent. As though she hasn’t spent the night acting like a wild whore for anyone with enough money.

“You know I am. And Javonte too. Think ya pussy can still handle the two’a us?”

“Let’s find out.”

Siobhan sinks to her knees in one graceful motion, reminding me of all the times I watched her perform ballet and fall to the floor with that same movement. Her hands seize Malcolm’s belt for the second time tonight and she quickly removes his pants and shorts, allowing his hard black cock to swing free like a battering ram. My eyes widen once again at the sight of it. It seems so impossible that any man could be this size or that any woman could handle a monster like that.

But for Siobhan, this is nothing. She guides Malcolm’s huge black cock between her soft pink lips with minimal effort, moaning with lusty passion as he slides along her tongue. I watch with unblinking eyes, my chest tight with jealousy and angst. Watching her fuck random clients is one thing, but this is different. They have a connection. There’s something between them that I can’t quantify but definitely exists. It’s like the wind. I can’t see it but I know it’s there.

“Fuck yeah.” Malcolm places his hand on Siobhan’s head, guiding her movements as she sucks his cock deeper, deeper, deeper, until almost every thick, hard inch is buried in her mouth. My jaw hangs open in stunned disbelief.

At the back of the room, Javonte snorts again. I glance at him and see a wry smirk. He shakes his head, still unable to understand what kind of man would be okay witnessing something like this. I couldn’t explain it even if I could find the words. The bulging tent in my pants is all the explanation I can give.

Siobhan moans again, louder this time. I’m familiar with that moan. That sound tells me she’s red-hot and raring to go. Any sane man would pick up the pace and take her now, quickly, with urgent thrusts. At least, that’s what I would do.

But Malcolm is not like me. He’s patient. Content. He knows how this night is going to play out and is happy to take his time getting there. He guides Siobhan’s head back and forth, slowly fucking her drooling mouth with firm, considered strokes, pushing the thick purple head to the back of her throat. His black cock glistens with silvery spit. A strand of saliva hangs from Siobhan’s bottom lip. She moans again. And again.

Malcolm takes his time enjoying her warm, wet mouth. He keeps his movements slow and restrained, filling Siobhan’s mouth at a gentle, leisurely pace. Her moaning intensifies. I can’t even imagine how wet and turned-on she is right now.

“How’s my fucking cock for ya?” He knows she can’t answer. Not with that monster filling her throat. All she can do is groan in approval and keep sucking, her hand massaging his full, juicy black balls, each one the size of a goddamn orange.

Siobhan extends her other hand to the side and gestures for Javonte to come closer. He smirks at me again - this time it’s more of a dismissive sneer - and steps up to Siobhan’s waiting hand, standing next to Malcolm. Now both large, powerful black men are looking down at my white wife on her knees and nobody needs to ask what’s going to happen next.

Javonte eases his pants and shorts to the floor so my wife can grasp his rock-solid cock. It’s almost as impossibly large as Malcolm’s. Almost. But it looks even thicker, with a powerful ridge running along the underside and a gentle upward curve in the shaft. Her hand barely fits around the base of his cock.

Now she turns her full attention to this new member, guiding it inside her mouth and expertly sucking Javonte with quick, eager bobs of her head. Meanwhile, Siobhan keeps her other hand on Malcolm’s hard cock, always massaging and stroking him. She’s a natural. Two men, and she’s keeping them both satisfied at once like it’s the easiest thing in the world. Just when I think I can’t love her any more than I do…

“Fuck, it’s good to have you back, Misty.” Javonte stands with his hands at hips like a gunslinger, watching my wife’s pink lips glide back and forth along his shaft, getting his cock nice and wet, just like she did to Malcolm.

Meanwhile, I’m standing here feeling like the horniest chump in the world, nursing the most painful erection of my life. No matter what intense sexual scenes are taking place on the other side of the window, my eyes are firmly glued to Siobhan.

“She’s better than I remember,” Javonte says to Malcolm. “Think she’s been practicing?”

Malcolm looks at me with a dismissive gaze. “On him, that cracker-ass motherfucker? No fucking way.”

Siobhan eases her head away from Javonte’s cock - maybe to say something in my defense, maybe to catch her breath - but Javonte guides her head back into place without resistance. She continues sucking him as if nothing happened.

“Yeah,” Javonte says. “Nobody sucks cock like this if they’re used to having big ones at home.”

Heat flushes my cheeks. I’m not used to being mocked to my face like this but I also have no comeback. If I claim to be big enough, they’ll demand proof and, well, we all know how that will go.

Siobhan finally leans back and smiles up at her two bosses, her hands continuing to stroke and massage their spit-coated cocks. There’s a look on her face that I’ve never seen before; sheer, exuberant, delighted wonder.

“Are you gonna fuck me now?” Her voice is sultry and full of lust.

“You bet that sweet ass.”

Malcolm reaches down and helps Siobhan to her feet. The two men let their hands roam across her pale skin, casually groping, fondling, and caressing my wife without a care in the world. Her eyes half-close in delight. They unclasp her bra and slide her thong to the floor, leaving the long boots in place

Two black men. Two hard cocks. One white wife.

Siobhan

Once Malcolm and Javonte have me naked except for my boots I feel as if I might cum just from the way they’re touching me. Their big, rough, black hands slide up and down my flanks, the tips of their fingers play with my nipples and my clit, and their bodies press against mine, sandwiching me between them in an orgy of sensuality that stuns me. I feel lost, overwhelmed, and helpless, which is so intense on its own but made more so by the realization that my husband is standing a few feet away, watching. I’ve always been thrilled by being watched but this takes that thrill to a whole other level. I’m stunned by how much I love this.

“How do you want me?” I whisper to Malcolm. “I’ll do anything you want.” I don’t say that lightly as I know just how brutal he can be. And with his right-hand man to show off for, I know I’m opening the door to a wild ride. But that’s exactly what I want to do. I want him to have his way with me. I want them to have their way with me.

Malcolm looks at Javonte and smiles. It’s an almost evil smile, one that scares me and thrills me all at once. “You sure?” he asks when his eyes come back to mine.

“I’m sure, Malcolm. I’ll do anything,” I say loud enough for Tommy to hear me. “Anything at all.”

“Spitroast to start,” he says as he steps back and away from me to strip off his clothes. Javonte steps behind me and wraps one of his arms around my waist, pulling my body close and positioning his hard, wet cock between my cheeks. He moves his hips enough to slide his cock up and down in the cleft of my ass while he wraps his other hand around my throat and squeezes just enough to get my attention. I feel lightheaded as the pressure of his fingers restricts the flow of blood to my brain but he eases up before I begin to lose consciousness. I’ve never done breath play before but clearly, he has and it’s scary and incredible.

“Come here,” Malcolm says when he’s naked and he grabs my hair and bends me over at the waist forcing Javonte to let me go. He guides his cock into my mouth and it’s all I can do to breathe around him as he pummels the back of my throat in a slow, steady rhythm of thrusts and withdrawals. I focus on Malcolm’s cock until I feel Javonte nudge my pussy lips apart. He slowly sinks deep into my wetness from behind and quickly gets in sync with Malcolm. Javonte reaches for my hands and pulls my arms back behind me, pinning me on his cock with each thrust while Malcolm gags me simultaneously. I’m completely helpless, fully in their control, exactly where I want to be.

“She wet enough?” Malcolm asks as they ravage me.

“Oh, yeah,” Javonte says. “Don’t need no lube.”

“Then make the switch,” Malcolm says.

Javonte pulls completely out of my pussy and lets go of my arms. He grips my hip with one hand and positions his wet cock with his other hand at my asshole while Malcolm continues to fuck my throat. If I wanted to protest I couldn’t but I don’t want to. I told them I’d do anything and I meant it, even if it means getting my ass reamed for the first time in years.

Slowly, inexorably, Javonte penetrates my dark passage. He’s taking it slowly but I wince at how he’s stretching my sphincter until all at once his head pops through and my anus tightens around his shaft. He eases forward, filling me slowly but completely - god, it’s been a long time since I felt a cock in my ass. Tommy has never expressed interest and I never wanted that from him anyway. There’s something so degrading about being taken this way that I was content to leave it behind when I left. But now it feels so right. And surprisingly good.

“Fuck, she’s tighter than a drum,” Javonte says.

“Let’s stand her up,” Malcolm says as he withdraws from my mouth. I gasp for air but squeal as he lifts me by my hair. He looks at me and smiles, a wicked, lascivious smile that once again scares me and thrills me. I love being used but I’m not sure I can take much more. Not that I have a choice.

“Grab her legs and lift her up,” Malcolm says to Javonte who grabs the backs of my thighs and slings me into the air, impaling me on his cock. I squeal again as he buries himself deep inside my ass while Malcolm thumbs my clit with one hand and positions his cock at my cunt with the other. He steps forward and penetrates me, filling my hole and pressing his cock against Javonte’s, with only the thin membrane between my passages to separate them. When he’s fully embedded in my vagina I moan from deep within me - I’ve never felt this full before. It almost feels as if they’ll tear me apart but god it feels so fucking good.

Then it gets better when Malcolm thumbs my clit again. Almost as soon as he touches me, I climax, hard. I’m panting and moaning as I wrap my arms around his neck and my legs around his waist. I pull him close, pressing my breasts against his chest. Javonte continues to lift my body with his hands so that he and Malcolm continue to fuck me in both of my holes, a completely unique and devastating sensation. I gasp and moan even as my orgasm wanes - the stimulation of their rock-hard cocks is overwhelming.

“I can’t,” I finally whisper to Malcolm. “I can’t.”

“Sure you can, Misty,” he says. “But we can cut you some slack.” He lifts me off of Javonte’s cock which plops out of my asshole before he lowers me to the ground and his cock withdraws from my pussy. I wobble on shaky legs and he holds me up as he talks to Javonte.

“Clear some space on my desk,” he says as he walks me toward it. Javonte sweeps the files to one side and Malcolm has me sit on the desk and then lie down on my back with my head hanging over the edge. He inserts his cock in my mouth while telling Javonte not to fuck my pussy. “That’s mine, J-man. Fuck her ass again.”

I feel Javonte pick up my legs and sling them over his shoulders as he positions his cock at my anus again. He enters me quickly this time and I try to grunt but with Malcolm’s cock already lodged in my throat I can’t. I almost panic and flail my arms until Malcolm grabs them and pins them under my breasts with one hand while he fucks my throat.

I am completely helpless and at their mercy.

And I love it.

“Fuck, she’s better than I remember, Malcolm,” Javonte says as he fucks my ass unmercifully. “We gotta keep her around this time.”

“No worries, J-man. I got a plan.” I can barely hear what they’re saying but I tremble at those words. I want to push him away but I can’t. If I could tap out I would but I can’t. All I can do is be used by these two men.

I feel Javonte’s cock swell in my ass as he fucks me before he roars and shoots his load deep inside my bowels. Malcolm buries his cock deep in my throat and I wretch and turn my head to steal a breath as drool erupts from my mouth and runs down my face into my eyes. Malcolm pulls away and smears my drool over my face with his erection while he laughs at me.

“You look so fucking good, Misty. We should send you back out on stage looking like this. The boys would love it.”

He walks around the desk and jams his hard cock into my pussy. He grasps my legs and fucks me hard while thumbing my clit again but I’m beyond another orgasm. I’m exhausted and sated but I know he’ll fuck me until he’s had enough. He always did. He always will.

“Hey, cuck,” he says out of the blue and I’m suddenly aware of Tommy again. I turn to look but my eyes won’t focus. I have a vague notion that he’s there but I really can’t see him. “You ever think that sweet wife of yours was this much of a slut for black cock?”

My shame overwhelms me but Malcolm doesn’t let up. “We used to fuck her every damn night when she was here before. She ever tell you that, cuck? Or did she tell you what you wanted to hear? This is who she really is, cuck. Take a good fucking look at the woman you married because this is who she really is.” I strain my neck to look up at him and he’s smiling at me, a wicked, knowing smile that shames me and thrills me no end.

The sound of Malcolm’s thighs slapping against my ass fills the room and he’s moving the desk with each thrust, he’s fucking me so viciously. His thumb is no longer on my clit - both hands are wrapped around my thighs. I reach down and finger myself, proving that what he said to my husband is true. I’m a slut, a fucking black cock whore who can’t help but touch myself as I’m being ravaged by my boss on his desk. I hang my head over the edge of the desk again as I finger myself. I can’t look Tommy in the eyes as I wonder - can I possibly debase myself any more than this?

Yes.

Yes, I can.

“Javonte,” I call out. “Come here.” He walks around the desk and I reach for him. With my free hand - I keep fingering my clit the whole time - I grab his flaccid cock. He lets me. He knows what I have in mind and he lets me do it. I pull him toward my mouth and I lick his still-wet cock. It tastes awful but I suck it fully into my mouth and he begins to harden again. I gag and wretch, but it’s not long before he takes control and fucks my mouth and throat with his filthy cock.

“Fucking shit, Misty,” Malcolm says. “You are one disgusting whore.”

I can’t disagree.
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Tommy

They’re moaning and writhing and convulsing in pleasure together. All three of them. I’m not just witnessing Siobhan - Misty, whoever - fuck two black guys. I’m watching her become a complete whore in front of my eyes. It’s not enough that she sucked both their cocks. It’s not enough that she got spit-roasted in the air just feet away from me. It’s not even enough that she took a black cock in her tight ass and let him cum inside her while she moaned and sucked Malcolm. No, all that was just the warm–up.

“Fuck, she’s even nastier than I remember!” Javonte laughs, delighted with my wife’s performance. She sucks his cock, despite what he’s just done to her tonight, and moans with approval. Malcolm, meanwhile, holds her by the hips and plunges his mammoth rod into her stretched cunt with a wide-eyed expression of pure triumph.

“This was worth eight fuck’ years of waitin’, God-fucking-damn!” He shoots me another look, his expression telling me that fucking my wife is the greatest satisfaction of his life.

“She ever do this for you?” Javonte grips Siobhan’s dark hair, not letting her pull away or change her mind. His cock is already getting hard again thanks to her eager mouth and unflinching whore behavior.

My throat is pinched shut. All I can do is shake my head and try not to look as pathetic as I feel right now, but that’s impossible. There is nobody as pathetic as a husband standing to the side while his wife gets rammed from both ends by two huge black cocks and she moans like a whore and opens all her holes for them without complaint.

“Nasty - fucking - slut!” Malcolm’s furious pounding seems to be reaching its boiling point. His enthusiastic strokes slam into my wife’s cunt with so much energy that the desk rattles and shudders beneath them. For a wild moment, I wonder what would happen if it splintered and shattered, but the answer is obvious. They’d keep fucking her amid the debris.

Siobhan moans a furious, passionate response. She’s not just enjoying this; she’s loving it. Truly loving it. I’ve made her cum before and I’ve heard her groans and squeals of delight, but this is on a whole other level. These are the sounds of a whore in rapture. Even her pussy is making more noise than usual. She’s soaking wet and every powerful thrust of that monstrous black cock only makes her wetter, stretching that swollen pink entrance wider and filling her to the absolute limit. Watching the three of them fuck with such intensity and lust causes a single thought to rattle around my brain and echo off the silent walls:

How can I ever compare to this?

It’s unthinkable that my meager cock could do half of what their cocks are doing. Not only are they bigger, harder, and thicker, they’re both fucking her with more intensity than I’ve ever managed. They’re fucking my wife like she’s a piece of meat, just a whore to be used and thrown out.

God, why does that thought make my cock ache even harder?

Siobhan’s muffled wails reach a crescendo. She’s stroking Javonte’s cock into her mouth with one hand - pumping him so fast that the fist is almost a blur - and frantically stroking her clit with the other. Malcolm’s thick fingers almost sink into her delicate white thighs in his ferocity. Javonte fucks Siobhan’s mouth with effortless ease, as if he hasn’t just sprayed a load of cum in her ass.

“Fuck-!”

My wife’s muffled wail shoots through me like a bullet. It’s a passionate, plaintive cry. The sound of pure ecstasy. A moan unlike any I’ve ever heard before. It’s raw, pure, and full of lust.

“I’m gonna fuckin’ cum in you, bitch!”

Malcolm unleashes a furious, masculine growl of sheer, primal pleasure and his body starts to convulse. He loses control and those desperate strokes become wild, savage thrusts, as if he’s trying to split Siobhan in half with his cock. Judging from the sounds she’s making, it doesn’t hurt at all.

“Fuck…!” Malcolm tosses back his head, teeth bared, reminding me of a beast howling at the moon. He plunges his huge black cock into the depths of Siobhan’s yearning pussy. The constant, echoing slaps of their colliding bodies comes to a sudden and jarring halt, replaced by Malcolm’s throaty cry of pure bliss. “Aw, fuck - yeah!”

Siobhan’s gagged moans rise in pitch. I can hear how much she loves being filled by Malcolm’s warm, thick cum. I can see his orange-sized balls contracting and squeezing to pump her full of his load. His shoulders clench with the intensity of his orgasm.

Meanwhile, Javonte groans and fucks my wife’s open mouth in a frenzy, as though he can’t get enough of degrading her like this. There’s a frenzied look in his eyes that tells me he’s also on the cusp - again. Siobhan’s frantic, whorish moans and squeals and whimpers of delight are almost too much for me to bear.

After a few moments longer, Javonte eases his cock out of Siobhan’s throat, leaving her gasping and mewling in its wake, and sprays a short, thick spurt of cum across her flushed face. She coos and groans in delight. Now she’s taken a load of cum in her pussy, ass, and over that beautiful face.

And I just stood here and watched.

“That’s the fuckin’ stuff, right there…” Malcolm beams in delight. He slowly pulls back and lets me see how stretched and used my wife’s pussy looks now. Her swollen pink lips are parted wide and her entrance is gaping and there’s a thick pool of creamy white cum trickling out and  mixing with a similar trail of fluid running out of her used ass. The sight is as shocking as it is arousing.

Malcolm slumps back into his chair, naked, his cock glistening with Siobhan’s cream. Javonte steps back and leans on the desk for support. Both men look utterly spent, all their energy burned up in the act of fucking my wife.

“She still it, don’t she?” Malcolm says, to nobody in particular.

Siobhan is still splayed out naked on the desk, her swollen holes spread open and gaping before me. My cock hurts to look at her. She slips a hand between her legs and gently massages that used and juicy cunt with two slender fingers, letting out a little gasp of pleasure. Even after everything she’s taken tonight, Siobhan still needs more.

“Ain’t you gonna fuck her?” Javonte shoots me another of his dismissive sneers. “Shit, if that was my girl…”

I don’t wait for him to finish. I shove my pants to the floor and lunge forward, taking my place between her spread legs, just where Malcolm stood moments ago. My cock almost leaps into the air. Javonte and Malcolm make dark sounds of amusement, but I don’t care. I grab my cock and push it into that swollen, creamy, messy cunt with a cry of shock.

Her tunnel is stretched and loose. That familiar tightness is absent now. But I can feel the intense warmth of how aroused she is, combined with the sticky slickness of Malcolm’s cum. This is the second time I’ve fucked my wife in the aftermath of another man and it feels even better than before. I let out an involuntary moan and start fucking Siobhan, desperately mimicking the intensity Malcolm just demonstrated, but my efforts are a feeble and pale comparison.

Siobhan smiles up at me from the desk. Her eyes are glazed and her cum-spattered lips and cheeks look as if they’ve been frosted. The sight makes my cock throb inside her frictionless tunnel. But all I can do is keep pumping and thrusting and doing my best to prove that I’m not a complete loser.

I lean over the desk, mounting her as best as I can, my knees digging into the wood. The desk squeaks beneath us. I grit my teeth and keep driving my cock into her pussy with all the desperation in my heart.

“You like that, baby?” Siobhan licks her frosted lips, giving me her sexiest whore eyes.

I respond with a grunt of exertion. “Can I fuck your ass?”

She hesitates for just a moment. “No.”

I moan in fury and frustration but it’s already too late. My orgasm arrives far, far too early. There’s no way I can hold on any longer. After everything I’ve experienced tonight, this is too much to bear.

Siobhan smiles at me with those cum-coated lips and coos with delight as I erupt inside her, becoming the second man to empty my load in that used and stretched pussy and the fifth or maybe even sixth man to fuck her tonight. Even the amount of cum I shoot into her body seems significantly less than what Malcolm was able to produce.

Time stands still for a moment. Siobhan’s eyes gleam in pleasure. Then I ease back and stumble, sitting on the floor as the crushing weight of what just happened settles onto my shoulders. This was far, far, far beyond anything that we agreed to do together. Who are we? Who is my wife?

Siobhan sits upright and sighs with pleasure. She’s flushed with delight and has the cum of three men dappled over her pale skin. She smiles at us and says, “Just like old times, huh boys?”

Malcolm and Javonte chuckle, but I remain silent. I stare up at the woman I married, unable to recognize her. Is Misty really the secret identity of Siobhan? Or is Siobhan the camouflage that Misty wears?

Siobhan

I stare down at Tommy as he sits on the floor, his pants around his ankles and his face riddled with confusion and post-nut clarity. It’s quite a sight, my husband looking up at me between my two bulls and bosses, laughing at him, well, smiling at least. I’m floating after the most satisfying sex I’ve had in years and not anxious to see it end but it’s late and Tommy looks like he’s at the end of his rope. I glance at Malcolm and motion for him to lend a hand. Both men bend down and lift my husband up by his arms.

“Thanks, boys, for everything,” I say as I slide forward on the desk and my feet touch the floor. I feel the cum of three men pouring out of my holes and down my thighs as I stare at Tommy again. I’m about to turn to find my costume when Malcolm gives me a wicked grin.

“Give your wife a kiss, cuck,” he says in a low tone. He looks at me and nods. “Come on, she deserves it. Show her there are no hard feelings about what you just saw us do to her.” He nudges Tommy toward me. I can’t believe I’m doing this but in this as in everything else, I can’t say no to Malcolm. I stretch my arms out and Tommy eases into them. The look on his face is priceless - a combination of lust and agony. I can’t say I blame him.

“You don’t have to kiss me if you don’t want to,” I whisper. I mean it, too. I may be a slutty whore but this might be too much, even for him. He closes his eyes for a few seconds and when he opens them, he nods, reluctantly. I kiss his lips lightly. I won’t force myself on him and he seems to understand - I can see it in his eyes. He’s fighting it and that’s fine. I can’t blame him one bit.

“I love you,” I whisper as I hold onto his shoulders. “I love you so much.” I kiss his lips gently again and pull away but he grabs my face with his hands and mashes his lips against mine. His tongue penetrates my mouth in a near frenzy of wanton lust that shocks me and thrills me. More than that, it touches something deep inside me. He’s going all out to prove to me that he loves me no matter what because this is a lot for any man to take. And the passion of his kiss tells me he’s okay with it.

For now.

But we will need to talk later, just the two of us.

Of that, I’m certain.
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