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Introduction






My story begins shortly before the end
of my last deployment—but the pre-story will give you a better
understanding of what has happened. It will be put into focus how I
came to be watching my wife Jennifer wearing nothing but a G-string
on a strip club stage while three large black men stood in line to
stick a 20 dollar bill into the thin string of her G-string. The
first man in line took the 20 folded, pulled out the front of her
G-string for a good look down at her pussy, smiled, said something
to the men behind him. “No shit!” I heard one say, and he did the
$20.00 and pull the front of the G-string, as did the guy behind
her. The last guy must have said something nice because Jennifer
removed his glasses and pulled his head between her breasts, moving
her body back and forth rubbing her boobs over his face. She then
moved back to the brass pole, leaning against it, her long legs
further out, rocking her pelvis toward the audience as if she was
getting fucked. The bright stage light made the gold nipple ring
through her right nipple absolutely gleam. I shook my head and took
another long drink of my ginger ale. I needed a shot, or at least a
beer, but it is important to keep my head clear in case one of the
black men leering at my wife needed their ass kicked before the end
of the evening—and I was the one who did it if they crossed over
the line—as I am the bouncer here.

As she came off the stage and walked
through the tables, I watched the larger of the black men who had
been tipping take Jennifer by the hand and lead my wife behind the
curtain to the lap dance area.

This is a damn long way from the shy,
prudish girl I had married. But therein lays the story.


Book I






I consider the beginning of this story
is the first time I ever laid eyes on the cute brunette cheerleader
with long black hair that fell south of her bra strap and glistened
in bright light. The face in framed can be described in a single
word—gorgeous.

I had transferred to this school when
Dad had been transferred, which was a real bummer half way through
your junior year in high school. At least it was a bummer until I
saw Jennifer. She was in her red and blue cheerleader uniform, one
of those short skirted ones that showed her long slender legs that
seemed to go on forever. When I saw here I absolutely came to a
dead stop. She was involved in a deep conversation with a couple of
other girls and I couldn’t move. That was when she walked into me,
knocking me back a step.

“Excuse me,” she said
without looking up. And when she did I knew I was gone. Full lips,
wide deep blue eyes, model cheekbones, and then there was that
smile, a warm innocent smile that would melt stone. She looked me
in the eye, giggled; step sided a step to her right, and walked on
with her friends with her head back down and not looking
back.

“Hot huh?” I heard a voice
beside me say. I looked up to see Derek, a guy down the street I
had been jamming with in his garage.

I met Derek when I had been
reconnoitering the neighborhood my first day and walked by the gray
house a few doors down when a blast of sound emanating from a very
loud garage band hit me. I stepped up to the closed garage door to
listen, when the music stopped and the garage door rose. I shocked
them, they were not expecting anyone to be standing there, but I
stammered a quick, “Hi, sounds pretty good. Hope you don’t mind my
listening in?”

The compliment helped, and when they
found out I was a picker too, I retrieved my Dad’s Les Paul Gibson
and from the moment they laid eyes on that golden finish, I was in
the group. I think it was more so they could drool at the ax, and
play it from time to time, that cemented the deal—along with the
story that my Dad had bought it directly from Les Paul when they
played a gig together back in the day.

“My God, she’s the most
beautiful thing I’ve ever seen,” I said to Dereck as Jennifer
turned the corner.

“Well good luck. I know of
four guys that have dated her and quit because she may be pretty
but she’s cold as ice.”

“What do you mean?” I
asked.

“Ice queen. Well she’s hot
up to a point—and then no go. Look at her; she walks with her head
down most of the time. In a conversation with a group of us she
hangs back, just listens. Weird man. Something just not connecting
in there for that girl.”

“Maybe she’s just shy?” I
said.

“Shit, you may think that,
but let her get out in front of everyone leading cheers and she’s
the most vibrant girl out there. It’s as if she is two people, I’m
telling you. You’re new here, so I’m only trying to school you.” He
looked at me, reading my face and laughed. “You’re gonna make a run
at that aren’t you? I can see it in your face.”

“We’ll see,” I said. And
everyone did see. Looks were one thing. The shyness and holding
back was another. But when I saw how she was as she led cheers, how
energetic, she was on. That finished me off—she was more than the
beautiful girl I fell in love with at first sight. Even if I had to
ignore the shy side otherwise, it was ok. I didn’t get the
disconnect between the two girls in one. She was the one I watched
cheerleading, and also the one that took a good 15 seconds to
answer when I asked her out on a date the first time. At first I
thought it was ploy to make me repeat it, so I did. But I later
figured out that was not the case. She was shy on a near obsessive
level.

I had enough sense to take things
slow, with respect, without pushing, enjoying her company and her
friendship first. And then slowly she started to loosen up with me.
But it took patience and more time than I had ever spent on any
girl before. But it started to pay off. First a boob grab outside
her top, and then finally on a hot day she wore a thin camisole,
with a shirt over it naturally, but no bra. And when I felt the
soft flesh when I touched her breast I soon had my hand underneath
her top and discovered that my girlfriend, because she was that by
now, had breasts that that were soft, larger than one might think
from the conservative clothes she wore to dress them down, a lot
larger actually, and capped with large areolas with eraser size
nipples that got rigid at the first brush. They were sensitive, and
as I soon discovered they were so very sensitive they were like a
trigger to turning her own.

There was another reason I was taking
things slow and respectful too though. I was in love. Unabashed,
whole hearted, head over heels in love. And to my amazement—and
total delight—she returned my attention. We soon became “the
couple.” Other girls envied her having a boyfriend so devoted, the
guys weren’t quite as envious, as she still had the reputation as
an ice-queen and still dressed the part, downplaying any asset she
had except those that were impossible to conceal, like her
beautiful face and those long, long legs.

The guys were always asking, “You
doing any good with that?”

I always refused to give the details,
I’d just say, “You know how she is, but I’m a stubborn SOB, so I’m
still trying.” The reality was after five months of dating, one
summer night up a dirt road by a corn field we ended up naked in
the back bed of my Dad’s pick-up truck. I had thrown a foam
mattress in the back, we had been making out and she had
progressively let me go a little further each date, top off, skirt
up, my pants down rubbing my boxer covered cock against the thin
white cotton of her panties—and her getting off like
that.

I think that may have been the first
indication that I really knew I had a hot girl on my hands. She was
keeping her wanton side bottled up inside. I just needed to find
the key to open it up.

That night I had put my hands inside
her panties and fingered her to an orgasm, and I could sense as she
laying there in that warm summer night air that it was time. I slid
her panties down, kicked off my boxers and she didn’t move, just
lay there with her eyes closed, not squinting but more in
anticipation. I didn’t go down on her, I wasn’t that sophisticated
in my lovemaking at that age, but I knew enough to fumble a condom
on, rub the head of my cock up and down her slit, coating it with
her juices, and then slowly insert my cock into her, the first cock
she had ever let go there. I pushed harder, and my self-control
vanished, her pussy felt too good, too warm, and too wet. I
couldn’t hold back. I shoved my cock into her all the
way.

To this day in my mind I can see that
initial look of shock on her face, her eyes opening wide, a brief
moment of fear and then a warm smile crossing her face, a smile of
accomplishment that morphed into a smile of pleasure, with a chorus
added to the moment of moans. There was nothing in the world to
compare with that moment.

After that first time we fucked every
chance we got, and learned more about good sex by steady
experimentation, oral sex, 69’s, you name it. Soon after the first
time she started on birth control pills and it was bareback from
then on, making each sex act that much better.

Jennifer loved it too. I had a sex
fiend on my hands—enthusiastic, multi-orgasmic, loved giving blow
jobs, and it was all just for me—she wasn’t into letting anyone
even glimpse at what I had, and wasn’t really comfortable in
undressing in any light brighter than dim darkness. Her drab
conservative clothing didn’t change. It was a total disconnect to
the way she was alone in the dark. I didn’t understand those two
different sides of her and it bothered me. It wasn’t a big thing
overall, just a minor nuisance in an otherwise OK life.

It wasn’t a surprise to anyone when we
got married shortly after graduation. I took a job at the local
industrial company, went to school part-time, she did the same with
a job in a sales office. We struggled financially, but finally
managed to put a down payment on our own house, one we both fell in
love with, with lot of little cosmetic things we were doing that
was making it a showplace. Kids were down the road. The payments
were all we could handle—but life was good. I would work hard, come
home to a nice supper, and my beautiful wife would fuck me
cross-eyed in the dark. Not every night of course, but twice as
much as most people from the way they talked in the break room at
work.

That was when disaster struck. The
company shut down and laid everyone off. I was out of a job, and we
had no money to make the payments on the house. What she made
barely covered enough to keep the lights on and a tiny bit of food
on the table. That many people suddenly unemployed on one spot made
new jobs in our small town non-existent, and then I bumped into the
Army recruiter.

 



Book II: In the Army

 


We talked and when he found out I was
into firearms, did some basic gunsmithing on my own, he came up
with the plan that I would be guaranteed a job as an armorer—that
meant while everyone else was out there running around in the bush,
I’d be in a nice air conditioned work area repairing and
reconditioning rifles, pistols, and machine guns. There was a nice
bonus involved, and after some long realistic talks with Jennifer,
we agreed it seemed like a logical option.

OK, I’ll tell the truth here, I was
told I’d be kept stateside, at the base a couple of hours away—and
I could stay at home after basic training and commute. And it
worked that way for the first year. I loved it. Working with guns
all day, driving home to a beautiful horny wife, and the house
payment secured. We were even able to lay some money
back.

It was the second year when things
turned to shit. The Army term is for turning things to crap is
“deployment.” What it really means is they take your government
owned ass, stick it on a plane and drop your ass thousands of miles
away, in a plywood shack doing exactly the same thing you were
doing stateside—only here you share a room with two other guys in
the same plywood shack. We had it better than most, because the
camp where we were had Wi-Fi, and Jennifer and I could Skype a
couple of times a week. There was such a demand for computer links
and Wi-Fi time and we were so far out in the boonies that we were
allocated a couple of hours a week max, and it was tough but at
times we could text a little on cell phones, but too often you
would text and it would come through hours later, if not a day or
two, depending on the half-assed communication system
there.

My two buddies were Halloren, an older
guy from Texas, married with a couple of kids, and a big black dude
Tray, who became my best friend when he had stepped in when I was
about to take on two assholes from the company billeted next to us.
I had been reading a letter outside, looking at my favorite photo
of Jennifer, taken at the lake in her conservative one piece
swimsuit, but one that despite her modesty could not conceal her
model’s body. One of the guys looked over my shoulder, make a
comment about her tits, and I squared off, shoving him back about
six feet with a single push, stumbling before he fell ass first
down in the dirt. I dropped the letter and the photo.

There were three of them. The white
guy pushed down had me by 30 pounds and a good 9 inches in reach,
but the one that concerned me was the Hispanic guy behind him who
stepped back and shoved his hands down in his pants, like he was
searching for something—like a knife.

“Chill bros,” I heard a
booming voice behind me. “We ain’t supposed to be fighting each
other. You don’t know this man at all, you don’t know anything
about his wife, and you don’t say shit about someone’s wife when
you don’t know what you are taking about.” The men seemed cowed by
Tray’s massive size. “Now apologize to the brother and get your ass
along.”

“Sorry, didn’t mean nothing
by it, meant it as a compliment, but I was out of line,” the white
guy stammered, brushing off his pants. He looked up at Tray and
back at me. “We good?”

“We’re good,” I said. Tray
nodded and they went away. He introduced himself and I had a
friend—and he had one too. Tray bent over and picked up the letter
and the photo, glancing at the photo, handing it back me with a
grin. “Little brother, she does have a nice rack, you lucky
bastard.” I was “little brother” from that time on. It happens in
war zones.

“I think I’m pretty lucky,”
I answered. “The problem with that asshole, it was the way he said
it,” I said motioning over my shoulder at the three men still
visible walking away.

 


***

 


I soon fell into the rhythm of being
away from home. I was safe as far as the combat was concerned, at
least I assumed, so our biggest fight was with boredom. Repairing
the firearms was routine. Spring broken—replace it. Stock crushed,
replace it. New machine gun comes in, clean all the parts, pass it
along to test firing before being issued. Halloren, Tray and I had
the same shift. Halloren would test shoot the ones that needed it,
Tray was the records man, and I did the actual repair. We had a lot
of time to talk, and we did. We had converted one of the empty
store rooms into to a makeshift lounge. We had a small table, a
worn out couch, and a piece of an easy chair. We added a coffee
pot, and after the day’s work we would crash there—sometimes until
lights out. It wasn’t long before we probably knew more about each
other than anyone else. There was a trust and openness of shared
secrets, shared goals, and shared boredom. Brothers in
arms.

Halloren had just barely made it under
the wire for enlistment age before being too old. His company
making ring binders had closed, the economy was crap where he
lived, and as he said, he had discovered when helping care for his
sick father that the VA benefits made a few hitches in the service
worth the time. So at an older age than most of us, he went for
it.

Tray’s situation was totally
different. He had come up hard, on the streets of New Orleans,
where he had indulged in most of the vices available to young men
hustling to stay alive. He was quick to brag that his best
attribute was taking advantage of opportunity. “Just lay back till
something comes along, because if you’re looking for it, it will
pop up sooner or later.”

It was on the New Orleans street he
learned he had an exceptional ability to convince people to his way
of thinking. He convinced the local drug middleman to give him a
package—a few of which he turned quickly, and was eventually
caught, luckily for him with only the very last of what had been a
large package. The quantity he had been carrying was on the border
between a charge to distribute versus mere possession. He gained
the aid of an Army recruiter in convincing the judge that justice
would be better served with a stint in the Army rather than another
guest of the Louisiana penal system—and with the promise to never
set foot in Louisiana after his discharge, the judge agreed. Tray
had signed his enlistment paper in front of the judge.

Now Tray was trying his best to figure
out how to get out of the Army and get back stateside.

In the course of six months there was
no subject among the three of us that went unexplored. They made a
lot of fun of me when they discovered I had married my high school
sweetheart. Tray wasn’t married but had so many women he stayed in
contact with Halloren and I referred to them as his “harem”. Tray
had to keep a schedule of who he was Skyping or calling.

Party night was whenever one of us
received a care package from home, which was always highlighted by
a couple of bottle of apple juice—which was not apple juice but a
similar colored bourbon or Tennessee sour mash whiskey someone back
home had shipped us, disguised as apple juice to get by the
inspectors.

It was one of those nights into the
second bottle of booze that we entered into tone of our favorite
subjects. Fucking.

Tray had received a sext message on
his phone. “How you like that?” he smiled, turning his phone around
to us. A skinny blonde was totally nude, and had written on her
torso. “This is waiting for you, Tray.” He grinned.

Halloren dug into his pocket for his
cell in response, tapping at the screen. “OK, how’s this?” He
turned the phone to me, and there was a photo of a petite blonde,
her hands underneath her boobs, smiling, on her knees in the center
of a big bed. Her pussy was bare, and the lighting was harsh from a
flash. I recognized the woman from other photos he had on his wall.
It was his wife Geena. She was pretty. Geena appeared to be in her
late 30’s, average height with a frame that lent itself to thin
except for a small paunch just under her navel that make her look
more human and feminine than a flat bellied model. She had smallish
breasts just right for her frame, with small nipples that were
erect and dark brown.

I handed it on to Tray. “Damn
Halloren, you’ve been holding out. She’s hot.” Tray took his thumb
and flicked to other pictures on the phone. Halloren jumped, and I
looked over as Tray flicked through the photos. There were several
other poses, one of her touching herself. The next one was Genna
astride a guy’s cock, in his lap, facing the camera in reverse
cowgirl. There was a man’s face visible in the back and it was not
Halloren. “Sheeeeeiitt” Tray hissed out through his
teeth.

I expected Halloren to leap for the
phone but he just sat there, that same silly grin on his face. I
grabbed the phone from Tray and handed it back to Halloren,
embarrassed. “Hey,” Tray exclaimed.

“Sorry,” I said as I handed
the phone back. “I didn’t plan for that to happen.”

“No problem,” Halloren
said. There was an awkward silence, and Tray broke it.

“All right man, you can’t
leave it there. What the fuck?”

Halloren deadpanned. “Not a lot to say
that the photo doesn’t. We have a great sex life, and when I found
out I would be over here for a year I didn’t think it would be fair
for her to do without for a year just because I’m stuck here. So we
had “the talk.” She has my permission to play from time to time if
the feeling strikes her.”

“No shit?” I said. “You not
worried?”

“About what? About her
falling in love or something? Nah, I know the girl. It is just
recreational. Actually she held off for three months with me
encouraging her. Now she’s averaging once every three to four
weeks. We have certain parameters so it is not as if she’s cheating
or anything. I’m in the loop. I know when she goes out, and I enjoy
her filling me in on the details.”

“Damn,” I said, “I had to
encourage Jennifer to go out with friends and family sometimes and
not just hang around the house in case I called.” I laughed. “She’d
never understand this.”

“Your wife is sending you
pictures of her fucking someone else to you?” Tray asked Halloren.
Halloren nodded. “That’s confidence in a marriage.”

“I know.” Halloren grinned.
“Besides, she’s is a great fuck. I don’t see anything wrong with my
sharing the wealth while I’m gone.”

“Obviously she’s OK with
it,” I said.

“You saw the picture, what
do you think?” Halloren said with a sly grin.

Tray is competitive and didn’t want to
be outdone. He went back to his phone and flipped to another couple
of pictures, showing them to us. One a curvy redhead and an
athletic blonde with wavy hair. Both were nude in reclining poses
on a bed. “I’m down with it,” he said. “Here are a couple of wives
I was doing before I left. We still stay in touch. They send me
these pictures; say they are keeping up my morale while I’m over
here protecting their freedom.”

“The least they can do,”
Halloren agreed.

I looked at the two photos, both
pretty women in their late 20’s, but white. All the women Tray had
shown had been white. Tray noticed my shock.

“I like a white woman’s
enthusiasm,” Tray said, turning to me. “To tell the truth they’re
easier, and for them it is like doing something exotic—at least
that is what a couple of them told me.” He paused and looked at me.
“OK brother, get your photos out. Your turn.”

“I don’t have any nude
photos of her,” I said. “Hell I don’t even have any of her in a two
piece swimsuit.”

“No shit? Surely you have a
few?”

“Truthfully, I wish. That
would be hot. But she’s obsessively shy,” I said. “Always has
been.”

“Girl that looks like that
is shy?” Tray asked. He shook his head. “Damn, what a
waste.”

“Yes.”

“And did you and she have
‘the talk’ before you left?”

“What talk?” I
said.

“The talk about what you
were going to do to relieve the sexual tension of being apart for a
year. Halloren here had it, obviously, and they are making it work.
I know a bunch of guys whose wives gave them a pocket pussy for
jerking off as part of their going away kit. Some guys’ wives will
put on a show for them on Skype, while he pulls his pud. What did
you and she decide?”

“Nothing. It was never
talked about. Jennifer would never consider anything like
that.”

Halloren smiled. “You got to work on
that. Get the girl to open up, get her out of her
shell.”

“She’s always been like
that. She is beautiful but doesn’t believe that she is. And at the
same time one of the shyest most withdrawn women you’ve ever seen,”
I said. “Don’t think I haven’t tried,” I countered. “I don’t know
what else to do.”

“You tried telling her
rather than asking?” Tray said. “Some women prefer not having to
weigh the decision to be good or bad. Doing something demanded
means they don’t have to make the real decision and they feel less
guilty.”

“Make’s sense,” I said.
“You learn than in a psychology class or something?”

“Yeah,” Tray grinned, “SONO
University.”

“Where’s that?” Halloren
asked. “Not sure I know it.”

“Streets of New Orleans U,”
Tray said.

We were out of liquor by then, and
left it at that. The strange thing was I dreamed that night of
receiving nude photos of Jennifer, being able to look at them off
and on through the day.

 


***

 


I knew it was a lost cause before I
even started, but after talking to my buddies I knew I had to try.
Jennifer was on the screen, wearing a plain white blouse, thin
enough that I could see the solid white bra underneath.

“Hey baby,” how about
taking your bra off?” I said. The shock on her face told me the
answer. She ignored me.

“Talk to me, Evan,” she
said. “How are things there?”

“About the bra…maybe a few
buttons opened.”

“Not tonight. You know how
I am about things like that. I wish I could but I can’t.” She
hurried to end the conversation and turn the screen off.

 


***

 


I was unjamming a grenade launcher.
The 40mm brass hull refused to eject, and I had soaked it in
solvent during dinner and went back in after my shift to see if I
could free it. I was still prying on it when I heard the door open.
I leaned back in my chair and peered through the crack that looked
out on the hall.

In the ensuing weeks since seeing the
pictures of Halloren’s wife, I noticed Halloren and Tray off to the
side a times, handing their phones back and forth, smiling. As I
had nothing to share, I kept my distance, but I was envious. I had
even suggested to Jennifer on one of our Skype chats that she send
me some hot photos—but there was nothing doing. I kept on it, but
the best I had done was getting her to not wear a bra and unbutton
a couple of blouse buttons when we Skyped. While not many men would
have gotten turned on from that, I knew what a stretch it was for
her, and that alone made it much more erotic for me.

We had a pile of damaged M4’s with a
variety of problems stacked in the corner awaiting various parts
from the quartermaster. The day the parts arrived I was unpacked
them, checked them against the manifest, and once everything had
been checked in there was one large box remaining. Tray had been
helping me, and I remarked, “This one is not on the bill of lading
or the requisition form,” I said, opening it, staring at a solid
dozen lower receivers for M4’s.

Tray smiled. “Not on the invoice
huh?”

“No.”

“Damn, you know what I
could get for those back in the States?”

“About 15 years, I’d
figure,” I said. “This is the only thing that keeps an AR15 from
being a full auto. Drop readily available AR parts into this
receiver and you have a full auto rifle—and are in violation of ATF
regulations.”

“I know, but you know what
those would bring on the street?”

I bit. “No, how much?”

“I could get about $1000
each for them.”

 


***

 


I changed my tack with Jennifer. I was
going to bring up my wanting her to send me some sexy selfies, and
I knew better than to ask for a nude one, but hey, sometimes you
ask and you get it. So I was pumped to do it—until I saw her face.
As soon as the screen came up I knew something was wrong. Her face
was strained and serious. The first question was the important one.
“What’s wrong? Are you OK?”

“I’m fine baby,” she said.
“Somebody stole the car while I was in at Walmart, the police
chased them, and they wrecked the car.”

“Damn,” I said. And since
we only had the once vehicle I asked, “What are you
driving?”

“A loaner, cheapest thing I
could rent.”

“Why are you upset? The
insurance will cover it won’t it?”

That was when she sobbed. “Well, I
knew we were tight on money, so I took a high deductible to keep
the rates down, a big deductible. $5,000.”

“Five thousand dollar
deductible?” I screamed, which brought on another bout of tears
from her. I turned into fixer mode.

“How much do we have in
savings?”

She hesitated again here. “Well you
know they cut my hours back, so I’ve been having to dip into
savings to pay the bills.”

“How much?”

“We have about $1100 there.
We’re $3900 short.” I knew the family didn’t have it to lend, the
bank was out with the house loan, car loan, and furniture loan
maxing out our credit. The credit cards were maxed out before I
left. “What am I going to do?” she asked.

“I’ll think of something,”
I said. The conversation was brief after that downer. It was a two
minute wrap up on family and home and I logged off.

 


***

 


I mentioned the problem to
Tray.

“Damn man, that’s crap.” He
paused. “Want me to do something with those lower receivers? We’ll
split it 50-50.”

“How would you get them
back to the US?” I asked.

“Don’t ask so many damn
questions,” he said. “You in or out, you need the cash or
not?”

“I’m in, I don’t think I
have any other option.” We went into the armorers room, I handed
him the box of receivers. “How quick can we get the money for
this?”

“Where you need the money,
here, or at home?”

“Home.”

“Give me your address,”
Tray said. I did.

Three days later he came into my work
space. “What time does your mail run?”

“Around 9 a.m.” I said.
“Why?”

I’ll have someone put an envelope in
your mailbox tomorrow afternoon, after the postman
runs.”

“What?” I said,
stunned.

“I may be stuck here, that
doesn’t mean I don’t have some friends here and there. Receivers
made it.”

The next morning we had a good link to
be able to go back and forth and I texted Jennifer. “Check the
mailbox after lunch. I think I have fixed your problem. Don’t ask
questions.”

That afternoon about 1 p.m. Eastern
time I received a text. “OMG! How? Thank God.”

“Can’t tell you about it
till I get home,” I texted back. “Don’t ask. I had some help. My
buddy here.”

“Well, be sure he gets my
thanks and gratitude. Give him a big hung for me. I was at the end
of my rope with no answers,” came her answer.

I laughed. “No problem.” I went
through my contacts and forwarded her “thank you” statement to
Tray’s phone, with my own quip. “I’m not going to give you a
hug!”

“UR welcome” came the
response. “Glad to help.”

“Who is NOLA3? That just
came up on my phone?” came the text from Jennifer.

“The friend who helped us.
I forwarded your thank you to him.”

“O…” the link broke. Our
iffy communications link was down again.

 


***

 


When Jennifer and I Skyped two days
later I got around to asking her something that had come to me as I
thought about her receiving the money. Why she had been home to
check our mailbox that time of day?

“They’ve cut me back to
three days a week now,” she said. “I don’t work on Thursdays and
Saturdays now.”

“I didn’t know,” I
said.

“It’s life. I didn’t want
to worry you. It is tough, and I don’t know how but we’ll get by
somehow,” she said. “I love you.”

“Well I need to get my mind
off of all this,” I said. “After coming up with that cash the least
you can do is let me soon those beautiful boobs of
yours.”

“You know…”

“I know. Do this for me.”
Jennifer paused. I threw in another push. “Come on, just for a
second. Think how relieved you were when you got the money. You owe
me a flash as a real thanks Jen.” She nervously looked left and
right to be sure the blinds were down, grasped the bottom of her
top and lifted it above her breasts, hooking the tips of her
fingers on the bottom of her bra and lifting it as well. Those big
creamy white breasts spilled free and I got hard at the very idea
of it. She held the top up for a two count, and pulled her top
down. Her face was flushed red.

Success! Damn. Wow. “Thanks, I loved
that. I’ll dream about nesting my head between those boobs.” I
said.

“Don’t think I’m going to
get in the habit of that,” she said. “This was a special occasion.
You can tell your friend that I have fulfilled my obligation to you
for the money.”

“What?”

“Your friend Tray. After I
thanked him for the money he texted me and told me that instead of
a hug for him I should flash you my boobs next time we Skyped. So I
did.”

I was stunned. Tray had not said
anything about it. I couldn’t understand why he could ask her to
and she would do it for him, but she had denied me so long. I
recovered quickly though. “What do I need to do to get a nude photo
emailed to me?” I pushed.

“Not in this lifetime,” she
said. “Good night.” Then she paused and gave me devilish grin. “It
will take more than what was in that envelope.”

“Good night love. And
thanks for giving me such a positive image to think about as I go
off to sleep.”

“It makes me miss you more.
Sweet dreams,” she smiled. “I love you.”

“Love you too.” I
said.

 


***

 


That night was a party night.
Halloren’s wife has set a package with liquor. There were six
bottles of apple juice, with one containing liquor. “Any new
pictures?” Tray asked.

“A couple,” Halloren
grinned. “New friend.” He passed the phone over to Tray and me.
They were more photos of Halloren’s wife in the act with another
man, smaller than the first one. He was a tanned well-built guy
with blonde hair. He was fucking her doggie style, and she was on
her hands and knees, her face turned away from the camera. The
lighting was harsh and bright.

Tray pulled out his phone in response
and displayed yet another white wife, this one with large heavy
breasts, older, a little thicker in the waist but a gorgeous face
with full lips. She had a tattoo on her pubis that I couldn’t make
out. “This is one of my long time regulars,” he said. “She got that
tat because I asked her too.” His voice got lower and he added as
an afterthought, “Really pissed her husband off.” He changed the
subject.

“Any luck with getting your
old lady loosening up any?” Tray asked. “Seen any tits
yet?”

“I wondered when you were
going to bring that up. Yes she flashed me. She said to tell you
she had fulfilled her obligation you had demanded.”

“You complaining?” he
said.

“Not at all. I would have
never dreamed it possible.” I said. “Thanks, I think.”

“Congratulations. Can’t
wait until you get some nudes of her to show us.”

“She said not in this
lifetime,” I laughed.

Tray had a knowing smile and said it
in a lower voice. “Looks to me like you need me to give her some
outside encouragement, little brother. I encourage her along a
little and looked how that turned out.”

Maybe it was the liquor, or the
frustration of no getting my prude wife from budging off her
reluctance, with me this far away. “Maybe you should keep
encouraging.” I had not be able to get her to lighten up, maybe he
could. What could it hurt?

“If you don’t mind, I can
do that.” Tray said. “But I need a payoff. Any nude photos of her
come your way Halloren and I get to see ‘em?”

“Hell yes,” Halloren
said.

I don’t know if it was the excitement
of the possibility, or the buzz from the liquor, but I agreed. “OK.
Done.”

Tray and Halloren just whooped and
high fived each other. I didn’t understand.

Halloren picked up on my questioning
look. “Whether you know it or not, your wife is not the only one on
the goody-goody we-don’t-do-that team. You have some loosening up
to do yourself.”

“But don’t you worry little
brother, your two brothers are here to help you along too.” Tray
laughed and almost in a giggle turned to Halloren. “Before we leave
we have brother giving that long legged wife of his permission to
ease the pressure of waiting just like you did.”

“Fat chance,” I told
him.

Halloren was fiddling with his laptop
and turned it to where Tray and I could see. The screen lit up and
there was Geena nude on a bed in video. Her breasts swayed as she
moved around on the bed, positioning herself in the picture. She
smiles at the camera and says “I hope you enjoy this.” A stocky
black haired man moved into the picture, his back to the camera,
and Geena glanced at the camera, positioned them sideways for a
better view of her sucking his cock.

Geena sucked his cock and kept
glancing at the camera, making eye contact for a while. It was easy
to tell when she forgot about the camera when her breathing became
audible and raspy. Her lover was holding the back of her head and
fucking her mouth slowly, until her lover pushed her back on the
bed and with no further foreplay guided his cock into her and began
fucking her hard and quick.

There wasn’t a lot of finesse in the
fuck and there was not a lot to see from the single camera on a
tripod mount. Geena was grabbing his ass, obviously enjoying it,
making some pleasurable moans and gasps, but it did not appear he
was going to much effort for her pleasure other that squeezing her
breast so hard that she yelped once, or kissing her as they fucked.
It was not long before he was rushing, pumping her faster and
faster, and then with a long moan clenched his ass and obviously
began cumming inside her. He collapsed on top of her and lay
there.

Despite the single angle of the
camera, despite the lack of finesse in his fucking, watching them
fuck and knowing it was not professional porn, knowing it was
Halloren’s wife made it one of the hottest things I had ever
witnessed. My cock was straining against my pants.

Then as we all sat there transfixed
watching the two people fuck, Geena’s lover did not pull out, but
slowly began pumping again. He moved her around, pushed her legs
up, and as he began to fuck her again his cock became covered in
froth, and his cum was pouring out her pussy and dripping to the
bed as they continued fucking. It was a repeat of the first time,
and this time he held inside her until he went soft and rolled to
his side. More cum poured from her pussy and dripped on to the
bed.

Geena’s lover disappeared from view
and the camera zoomed in on her dripping cunt, then moved up to her
face. Geena looked up at the camera, smiled, “Love ya baby,” she
said. “I hope you enjoyed that—I sure did.” The screen went
black.

There was a long silence when it
ended. “Damn, nice,” Tray said. Halloren smiled and closed the lap
top. I excused myself and went to my bunk, going to sleep as I
dreaming of what I had just watched.

 


***

 


As the next evening wore on we got
alcohol philosophical. We ended up watching Geena getting fucked a
second time. “You gave your wife permission to get strange cock.” I
asked Halloren, “Do you get the same privileges?”

“Yeah, but not much
opportunity here,” he said.

“Shit,” Tray laughed, “You
just don’t know where to look.”

“Here?” I asked. “You’re
surely not talking about the native girls?”

“Hell no,” Tray said.
“There are plenty of girls here. Your fellow soldiers. Like That E3
brunette working in supply.”

“She’s gorgeous all right,”
Halloren said. I’ve talked to her a couple of times. She’s married.
Doesn’t have any interest in doing anything except finishing out
her tour, going home and making babies.”

Tray had a smug look. “I wouldn’t be
so sure,” he said. “A year is a long time for anyone that age to do
without dick. It’s not natural.” He went to his cell again,
punching in a code that unlocked private photos. “You two look
here.”

We looked over his shoulder and it was
Stephanie, the E3 from supply, in a tent, nothing on but a camo
shirt, and it unbuttoned all the way down, both breasts visible,
wearing only her dog tags draped over her soft round left breast.
She had a swimsuit model’s body, and without the trappings of her
military garb was beautiful. “You’re fucking her? I don’t believe
it.”

Tray grinned, “Believe it. I sure am.
Like I said, there’s plenty of pussy here if you just know where to
look and how to get it.” He paused looking over to Halloren. “I’d
share her with you but to tell the truth she draws the line at
other white men. Girl has developed a definite preference for
chocolate.”

“Does she have an open
marriage too?” I asked.

“Her husband doesn’t have a
clue, but I have a feeling she’ll get around to bringing it up once
she gets home,” Tray said. “She poses for me for the photos and
sends them to her hubby. He thinks she is doing it only for
him.”

“All the women you play
with have open marriages? I mean I’ve read about it but what are
the odds two of the three of us are into that?” I said.

“It’s more widespread than
you think,” Halloren added.

“Shit man, it is the
21st century, it’s just a fuck. A lot of couples have come to
understand it,” Tray said. “Biggest segment seems to be married
couples whose kids have left for school and they are empty
nesting—they have the time and have been so busy raising kids and
in a crowded house that all of a sudden they have the time, the
privacy, and the realization that they are getting older and if
they are going to take advantage of playing around it was time they
did it—but people of all ages are into it, just depends on their
sexual inclination. Hell, some of those women in their 40’s and
50’s are still smoking hot—and the know how to fuck.”

“Swingers? Wife swappers?”
I ventured, tossing a questioning look to Halloren.

“We tried it a time or two,
but it is a lot harder to hook up with four people of a like mind
than you think. We didn’t like the parties, so while we were not
against it, it was more waiting for the opportunity to come to
us—and it didn’t,” Halloren said.

Tray smiled at me. “You asked how it
gets started? Just like this. You’re getting intrigued. He is,
isn’t he Halloren?”

“Well it is intriguing—I’ve
read about it, primarily in online erotic stories, but I thought
they were just that. Stories.” I admitted, “I have no expectation
of anything like that ever happening in my life. I’m not sure I
could get my head around it.”

“People say that until
they’ve actually watched someone, especially their wife, getting
fucked. It is the hottest thing imaginable—at least for me,”
Halloren said.

“Shit, I bet you’d get off
watching that prim little wife of yours take a big hard cock,” Tray
said to me. I started to speak but he interrupted. “Don’t say
anything, little brother.” He held up that huge black hand. “You’re
human. You don’t have to admit it—but I know, and Halloren
knows—because we’ve been there.”

Halloren nodded and glanced back down
at Stephanie’s photo on Tray’s phone that he still held in his
hand. “Damn, she is nice.”

“OK, how come we didn’t
know about this? Thought we weren’t holding anything back in our
conversations here,” I said.

“Subject just never come
up,” Tray said. “And you know, I don’t fuck and tell. Tonight the
subject has come up, and I told you. No holding back.”

“Details,” Halloren
smiled.

“Shit, not a lot to say
about it. Had to go over there a few months ago, got to talking, I
made the pass, and she accepted. Seems she’s been without any cock
for six months in a hot young thing like that—well that’s just too
long to do without.”

“So hubby is
oblivious?”

Tray laughed louder, “Dumb fucker
doesn’t have a clue. The man expects a woman that looks like that
to be celibate for a year? Bullshit. I don’t see that happening
this day and time. She was ready for it to happen—was just looking
for the right man and the right place—and I happened to be
there.”

I pondered that for a moment. “A woman
that looks like that to be celibate for a year” was too much to
expect, according to Tray. Well he didn’t know my Jennifer. “Good
pussy then?” I asked.

“All pussy is good. Her
pussy is great snatch now though. I’ve brought her along. You have
to do that with some women. I told you her husband is a dumb
fucker—and not very imaginative either. I’ve fixed all that for
both of them. Hell, he won’t know what hit him when she gets back
home.

“He sent a relatively
inexperienced wife over here and is getting back a full bore slut.
Girl has few limits now, but it has taken a while to get her to
this point. I guess that is another reason that I haven’t brought
it up. Getting her to that point. If she knew I was showing you her
photo and telling you about what a good fuck she is, she would just
laugh. She would have been pissed three weeks ago.”

“Brought her along?” I
asked

“Oh hell, you white boys
don’t have a clue do you.” He motioned to Halloren for another
drink. “Since you are my brothers I’m going to explain to you how
it works. First you meet a white girl, and you work on those
politically correct things—she’s gonna talk a black man because
she’s a racist if she doesn’t. You don’t even have to bring that up
anymore, it’s implied. You and her start talking—and you are a
gentleman, and the you start getting suggestive in the
conversation, quicker than most white boys, and soon you are
talking about sex. This stage can take anywhere from two days to
about three weeks, but I’ve never had it take any longer than that
with any white woman I’ve seduced.

“You slowly get more
explicit, you get around to asking her if she’s ever had a black
man, perk that curiosity. Hell, they all curious. If they have had
black cock, hell you are already in. Keep working on that trust
side of things, and then like in a restaurant, or in a moment when
the two of you are alone when she delivers papers to your office,
you kiss her. Nothing more. And you brag to her about the quality
of that kiss for a few days. Then you get the date. Again gentleman
early on, watch how she acts liquored up—and maybe you don’t push
first night. If she goes out with you again she is already done.
Next day she starts wondering why you didn’t push it—and second
opportunity she is gonna try harder—and that when she gives it
up.”

“You say all women are like
that?”

“All the one’s I know, and
that is quite a few, and it crosses ages, economic status, and
marital status. I’m sure there are exceptions to the rule among
white women, I just haven’t met them.”

“Go on,” Halloren
said.

“Once she gets my big black
cock inside her, well girth is better than length. Takes a while
that first time but if a pussy will stretch to let a baby out it
will stretch to take my big cock. The most a pussy expands other
than birth is when she is horny, so it works. The key is to go slow
and let her body accommodate my cock before getting nasty. I can
control the depth if it hurts and I go too deep. I can go a long
time, and I don’t stop until the girl cums, and I don’t stop
putting the dick to her until she cums again.”

He grinned, “And when they like it,
they want a little more, you know? Plus there is a natural rush and
excitement of it being someone different, and something that only a
few years ago a good girl didn’t do. Thing is you tell them, “You
wanna be a good girl or a naughty girl? Naughty girls have a lot
more fun.”

“You do that with
Stephanie?” I asked.

“Exactly like that with
her. After those first couple of fucks is when you start stepping
it up.”

“Stepping it up?” I didn’t
understand.

“Yeah, pushing, always
pushing, always going to the next level, keeping it interesting,
always keeping her guessing what’s next. You never give her a
chance to get settled into a routine, stay after it.” I must have
had a blank look on my face.

“OK, I know you’re not
seeing it. It is like this. Next time you fuck her you put her in
doggie style, grab that hair and pull her head back while you are
hammering it. Slap her ass as you are fucking her. A little more
time and tie her hands behind her and fuck her, tie her to the bed.
Shit like that. Thing is you don’t ask, you just do. If she is
really freaked she’ll let you know pretty quick. She says, “No,”
you stop.

“Then it depends on where
you want to take it. Share her with a brother—big step there, but
at some point you have to do it just to see if she will. Collar and
leash her and tell her that symbolizes her giving control of her
pussy to you—she may have wedding rings and all that, but when she
hands you that collar and leash for you to put on her, hell, it’s
your pussy. You could have her turning tricks if you wanted to.
Most pimps understand this. Most brothers understand this. Hell,
it’s nothing for an old friend to pass along a white girl he’s
fucking and share her with another brother.”

“They don’t
object?”

“You don’t ask, you tell.
Thing to keep in mind here if she is even a little bit sub she’ll
go for it. She wants to please, and deep down she wants to get
another dick too. If a girl don’t, it’s time for another white
girl,” Tray said. “But here’s the funny thing bro, I’ve not had
anyone object yet. Then one day you get tired of the same ole
pussy, either pass her along, send her back home, keep it on the
line to still tap from time to time, but you spend your time with
the next girl. Never burn no bridges though, you may want to hit it
again sometime, so you always stay in touch, always be the man,
just like these women staying in touch with me. Hell, I can hit any
of them once I get back home. They waiting on old Tray to bring
this big black dick around again.”

“Seems too easy,” I
laughed.

“It is easy enough,” Tray
agreed. “Especially if you like white pussy as much as I
do.”

“OK, so where is Stephanie
in all this?”

“The difference with every
woman is where you want to take her. You know where a pimp wants to
go with it. He takes it there. A player just wants to play with it
a while, takes it in a different direction, somewhat of a challenge
to see how far a man can take her. Stephanie is open for damn near
anything I want. She’s a true submissive and gets off on that and I
picked up on it early. Man can screw that up by asking her what she
wants. I tell her what she wants, and then she wants it. Mostly I
have her talking, always talking, making her say shit long enough
until she starts to understand it too.”

“Like?”

“Like she is a slut and
loves being a slut and getting big black cock. I mean she does
anyway, but her saying it makes it reinforce, you know. Shit, my
black dick is not the only one she’s gonna have inside that cunt
once she gets home.”

“What do you think about
what Tray just said?” I asked Halloren.

“From what I’ve observed in
this world about it, he’s dead on.”

 


***

 


Captain Booker came into the arms room
a few days later. The small black man had a stern look on his face.
He looked at me. “In the shipments that have come in here lately,
you’ve not seen a dozen extra M4 lowers have you?” I nearly
panicked, but managed to mutter, “No sir. Are some
missing?”

“They did a random
inventory at the distribution center. They’re short a dozen and
they are going nuts. The clerk there says the only explanation is
they got shipped to someone accidentally. They shipped to eight
arms repair centers that day. We’re one of them. Command wants me
to prowl around and see if we have them.”

“Haven’t seen them sir,” I
said, relieved that they had no specific record of where the
receivers were.

 


***

 


Halloren wasn’t there later that
evening when Tray and I were talking. I relayed what the Captain
had said.

“Sounds like we’re in the
clear then,” Tray said.

“Those aren’t going to end
up in gangs or anything are they?” I asked.

Tray sat upright. “You think ‘cause
I’m black that I’m gonna put those guns on the streets? Natural
thought cause I’m black and came up on the streets huh? To tell the
truth if I was it is a little late to be asking that question isn’t
it?”

“No. Just
curious.”

“I told you the less you
know about this the better, but since you are still worried about
it I gave them to a grunt headed home who knows how to smuggle shit
back. He goes back and forth regularly, some kind of inspector
shit. He is in an out of Ft. Stewart, has family in Kentucky, so it
wasn’t much of a stretch to get him to drop an envelope off at your
old lady’s house. We’re just lucky the timing was
right.”

“OK,” I said, “And I know I
owe you one for that.”

“Damn right you do,” Tray
laughed. “And don’t worry about those guns ending up on the street.
The serial numbers could have come back on us. No, I have a contact
that runs gun shows and those lowers are now hidden away in the
private collections of either collectors or hardcore
preppers---those just-in-case types. We’re ok till the shit hits
the fan in some kind of Zombie shit.”

“OK, I won’t worry about it
then.”

“Good.” Tray changed the
subject. “How things going with you, got that pretty wife of yours
showing you the goodies to keep your morale up yet?”

“She is flashing me from
time to time and has even worn a sheer top for our Skyping,” I
said, hesitating. “I don’t know what has gotten into her but I’m
not complaining or changing anything.”

“You’re telling her what
you want.” Tray said. He then smiled that quirky smile of his
again. “Course I’m texting her every now and then giving her some
encouragement.”

“What are you saying to
her?” I asked. I was curious, jealous, and a little pissed that I
wasn’t fully in the loop on this.

“Trade secret,” Tray said.
“You like the results or not?”

“Nothing not to like about
the results.”

“That’s right. Now enjoy
the results and be happy for now, all in good time my brother,”
Tray said. “I want to see a nude photo or two of that hot bod when
she gets around to sending it though.”

“I wonder if this is all
just too sick,” I said. “Halloren and his wife are OK playing
around, You’re doing Stephanie in supply, even though she’s
married, you have a group of white wives sending you pictures all
the time, and, well to tell the truth now that Jennifer is flashing
every now and then I find myself wanting her to do more. The way
we’ve both been so concentrated on each other…uh, it is like we are
missing out in a way.”

“You get hot at the idea of
her fucking other men?”

“No, not that, but
certainly more open to doing horny stuff with me on
Skype,”

“Like playing with herself
while you watched?”

I ignored Tray’s quip. “You have five
more months,” Tray told me. “You may get her around to opening up
some more.”

“Yeah maybe,” I said. “But
every tiny advance is a struggle, and tiny steps when there
are.”

“There’s always something
else to try,” Tray said, “Just put your mind to it.”

 


***

 


Two days later we had a big push to
get some new SAW belt-fed machine guns unpacked and ready to issue,
in a big rush for an operation that was getting ready to start and
I worked late. If someone was going on an operation I wasn’t going
to be the reason they didn’t have every advantage that we could
give them. It was tedious, and a 1 a.m. I got up to stretch, walked
back down toward a storage room, and the door was half way
open.

I could hear the sounds and moaning
before I saw them. There was heavy breathing, grunts, the rhythmic
sound of flesh slapping against flesh. As I neared the next sound
was a definite female whimper. They were talking back and forth and
I began to make out the words. Through the partially open door I
could see a nude black body with two slender white legs extending
on either side of his waist. White arms were locked behind his
neck, and a rather nice breast lolled to the side peeking
out.

It was Tray, and from the glimpse of
black hair I was sure it was Stephanie. I stood there transfixed. I
had never watched anyone fuck before. I had watched pornos, but it
was nothing to compare. With every clench of his ass and the
forward move of his body I would hear a slap of their flesh and
then an expulsion of air in a grunt. As Stephanie sucked in air it
was almost a growl, a grating gasping sound. “Yes, Yes, fuck me,”
she was saying in a singsong voice.

“Whose pussy is this?” Tray
asked, never slowing down in the fucking of her. His voice was more
guttural, more demanding than I was used to hearing. Stephanie was
responding eagerly to the dirty talk.

“It’s your pussy. All
yours, fuck me Tray.”

“Good wet white
pussy.”

“Yes. Yours.”

“Get your white pussy lubed
up. My black cock is going balls deep inside it,” Tray
gasped.

“All in, black cock inside
me, fuck me, oh oh oh, yeah, like that,” Stephanie’s legs moved in
a bicycle motion, as if she was trying to crawl up Tray’s body. He
moved position, shoving her legs in front of his shoulders and
leaning her back onto the supply table. As they shifted it was
almost a sideways view, and that was when I saw the size of Tray’s
hard cock plunging into Stephanie.

Now in the military it is not uncommon
to see another guy’s cock, in the shower, taking a piss in the
field, and like most men there is always the quick glance for size
comparison and then looking away. I understood that black guys have
bigger cocks when they are soft, because their dicks don’t shrink
as much as other races I had heard. By size proportion Tray had to
be carrying some serious weight but—the closest way to describe it
was a black cock as big around as a water bottle. I wasn’t sure of
the length, but when he pulled out there was about 8 inches out of
her pussy and the head of his cock was still inside her. I didn’t
see how he had not torn her pussy open.

Her eyes were closed and she had a
trancelike expression on her face. Tray slammed his cock hard into
her. He drew back and gave her ass a hard slap that left the red
outline of his hand on her ass. She moaned. It was not a moan of
pain.

“Like big black cock,
fucking you hard?”

“Love it, you know I love
it.” Tray pulled his cock all the way out. I didn’t see how a woman
the size of Stephanie could take a cock that thick and long inside
her had I not witnessed it. Stephanie grasped for his ass, trying
to pull him back inside her. “Pleaseeee” she said in a whine. “Put
that big black cock back inside me.”

Tray grasped his cock at it’s based,
stepped closer and slapped his cock down on her clit. She jumped
and moaned in pleasure. “Oh yeah.”

“You want it in
you?”

“I want it in me. Deep in
me. Put that black cock inside me.”

“And what will you do to
get it?”

“Whatever you want, just
fuck me.”

“Whatever I want, my
slut?”

“Whatever you want lover,
just put that big cock inside. My pussy needs it. Give it to
me.”

Tray pushed his cock down over her
clit, closer, popping the front ¼ of his cock inside her and
shoving forward in a slow thrust.

“Yess, my black cock,” she
said, pulling herself up to kiss him hungrily, moving her legs from
his shoulders and putting her heels against his ass, pulling him
into her. Tray was moving faster now, pumping in and out, his
breath raspy.

I knew I should leave them alone but I
couldn’t. It was fascinating. The look on Stephanie’s face was one
of pleasure, pure surrender, and bliss. The thought raced through
my mind that it must be an amazing thing to be able to put a look
like that on a woman’s face.

“I’m cumming, fuck me,”
Stephanie groaned, “faster.”

“In you or on you,” Tray
said.

“Inside me. Cum in me. I
want you to cum inside me.”

“You like my black cum
inside you?” Tray asked.

“I love black cum inside
me, fill me full,” she gasped, and also amazing to me was they were
cumming together, loud, she was screaming and he was groaning and I
took a step out of the door way, hearing them expelling air and
heaving to take air in, talking quieter, but still
clear.

“That was a great fuck,” I
heard her say. “Damn I think you’ve ruined me for white
cock.”

“Like that black cock don’t
you girl. You a black cock slut.”

“I am a black cock slut,”
she said. “Your black cock slut.” She lowered her mouth toward his
cock and started sucking him hard again.

“Yeah, you’ve earned the
title,” Tray said. “I don’t bestow that title lightly.”

I eased on out the door quietly. They
never knew I was there.

 


I lay awake a long time that night,
the vivid images stuck in my brain. As I dozed off in those moments
when you’re just about almost asleep the woman getting fucked in my
mind ranged from Halloren’s wife, to Stephanie again, to some of
the women whose pictures Tray had shown me—and later, when the
image in the dream became my own beautiful Jennifer on her back
with those long legs wrapped around a back guy’s ass, it did not
wake me up. Based on that I realized that it had not been a
nightmare.

That part of the dream was the part of
the dream I remembered best. It was unsettling.

 


***

 


The next day I still was not really
cognizant of what I had seen when I saw Stephanie and Tray, and how
it had affected me.

Maybe it was over stimulation or
having things repeated to me so much that even though I didn’t like
the idea the constant repetition had weakened my resistant. I was
warring within my mind whether I should (or could) say something to
Jennifer about what Tray and Halloren were doing and talked about.
Maybe she would be more likely to really get crazy on Skype if she
knew a lot of other people were indulging too.

More than that was this gnawing
question, was I being fair to Jennifer? It was eating away inside
me, this discomfort, the subtle feeling that I needed to say
something to her, to let her know that I had trust in her. That was
the word, trust. That was how that conversation started.

That was the day we got the memo that
some solar flares were predicted that could knock out a lot of our
communication at odd times, and as we were at a time when missions
were at a slowdown and insurgent activity was in a slump, the
commandant issued us a holiday gift of two hours each for phone
conversations. I knew what I wanted to say to Jennifer. I had
texted her to be sure she was free and reserved my time slot so it
would be early evening for her, 7 p.m., with made it 2 a.m. my
time, and it also insured that no one else should be around. I
didn’t want to do this by Skype with a limit on the time and the
distraction of seeing my beautiful wife on the screen, with my
strong desire to see her totally naked and touching herself. The
thought of that naked body that consumed my dreams and thoughts
coupled with her reluctance to show it off to me, her own husband,
along brought with it the resentment and anger that I had to keep
hidden. Talking on the phone for this would be better.

I heard the phone ringing. When she
said hello I told her I loved her.

“I know that, and you know
I know that. I love you to—more than you probably even know. How
are you?” Jennifer said.

“I’m fine, good in fact.
They told us with the coming solar flares predicted we should let
our families know that we might be out of touch at odd times and to
not be alarmed, and it is slow here so they gave everyone extra
time.” She paused, waiting for me to continue. It was awkward and I
told her so. “I’m so used to seeing your face, distracted by your
beauty, and wanting to rush everything in that it seems strange to
talk on the phone.”

“Yes it does.”

“I am not certain, but I
think I like it better sometimes though.”

“Me too,” she said,
“because I’m stretched out on the couch with my head on a cushion
rather than having to sit up hunched over a computer screen.
There’s something to be said for that.” I could hear the rustling
and clink of ice. “And I’m enjoying my second glass of wine so I am
relaxing.”

“Hard day at
work?”

“I am working for a bunch
of idiots. I wish I could find something better, but you know how
the job market is here. I’m scrimping and saving, even picking up
anyone needed a temp without having to go through a service. I’ve
made a little extra that way.”

“Something will turn up,” I
said.

“How are your friends
there, everyone still getting along in such close
quarters.”

“Yes, they are brothers in
arms,” I said. “In ways I think they are closer than brothers—and
we fight less with each other than real brothers. I think it is
because we know we should be tolerant of each other. Different
strokes and all that.”

“Well I know one of the
guys is black and the other is older, so they have different
approaches to life.”

“You don’t know the half of
it.”

“Tell me,” she giggled, “I
have time. Anything interesting you’ve been holding out on me?” I
knew she was at least nearing the second glass of wine, suspecting
she was using her favorite wine glass, the one that I joked with
her about and called the small fishbowl.

“I don’t know if you could
stand the shock.”

“Probably not but hey,
spark up my night,” she giggled again, taunting. I smiled inwardly
because I knew her reaction to what I was about to tell
her.

“Well Halloren told his
wife that since he would be gone for 12-13 months that he had
confidence in her and their marriage that if she had the
overwhelming need to have sex, even though it would be someone
else, it would be ok with him.”

“Wow.” Jennifer gasped. “I
mean I’ve read about things like that, but for real. Wow. I can’t
imagine.” But of course she wouldn’t, I thought.

“Well she did,” I said.
“And does. Part of the rules of it is keeping him in the loop, so
she sends pictures, he says.” I didn’t tell her Halloren was
showing the pictures to Tray and me.

“Oh my God!” she said with
another gasp.

“He said she didn’t do
anything for the first three months, but the longing got to be too
much, and for the last six months she has done it from time to
time.” The shock of it was sinking in—and from the tone in her
voice it was not the disapproval I expected. Actually it was with a
hint of intrigue.

“Well missing you is
difficult,” Jennifer said. “I think about you, about us, in bed, a
lot.”

“At least you have the toys
I bought before I left.”

“I do. And I have used a
couple of them a few times. Some are still in the
packages.”

I laughed, “Ah ha, a confession!
You’ve been holding out on me.”

“Before you start I’m not
going to do that while you watch on Skype. I’ve read how those
things can be hacked.”

I knew that was coming. “How about if
you do it and let me listen?”

“Damn, you don’t give up do
you?”

“Well it gets difficult
missing you here too,” I admitted.

“I wish I could,” she said.
“I have been working on my shyness. I wanted to surprise you when
you got home. I’ve read some books and even talked to a shrink on
the base about it. But not on Skype, baby.”

I was stunned—and pleased, and told
her so. I had the perfect wife in so many ways, in her looks, her
love, but the lack of confidence and shyness had always bugged me.
And here she was working to get beyond it. Before I left she
wouldn’t even talk about—just get angry if I brought it up,
dismissing me with a, “That’s the way I am, get used to it. You
knew how I was when you married me.”

“What did the shrink
say?”

“That’s private medical
conversation,” she retorted. “You’ll just have to see if I have
shown any improvement when you get back.”

“You told me about
Halloren, what about your other roomie, Tray? Don’t tell me he has
his wife sending him dirty pictures too.”

“No, Tray’s not married,” I
said. “But he does have some of his girlfriends sending him nude
photos of them. He says they do it to keep up his
morale.”

“Poor baby,” she said, “I’m
sorry you don’t have a wife or girlfriend to send you dirty
pictures. You are stuck with me.”

“Well…”

“Don’t go there buster,”
she said sharply. “You know how I feel about that.” I didn’t know
if it was the opening I needed, but I took it anyway. To be honest
I had worked this through in my mind that what I was really doing
was helping my cause along of getting her to be nasty on Skype. By
getting her resisting a limit far beyond getting nasty on
Skype—then Skyping might be more doable.

It was not that I expected her to
understand, and certainly not to act on, but I was going to
initiate “the talk,” to let her know it was something she didn’t
need to feel pressure about—giving her freedom to address her other
mental things she was working to get beyond. I took it as a way to
express my trust and pride in her, which hopefully she would reward
with some hot sexy Skyping.

“I do know how you feel
about it. But I want to say something—so don’t interrupt. Let me
finish first. I don’t ever want you to do anything you are not
willing to do. There are certainly things I wish you were willing
to do, but I’d say that is true in all marriages, and it applies to
both of us.

“If you can’t you can’t. I
respect that. What kind of ass would I be if I couldn’t give you
the respect to make a decision like that? Even if it is contrary to
my desires.”

“Thank you for that,” she
said. “That’s sweet.”

“That is not what I was
getting at,” I continued. “Halloren and his wife and some things we
have talked about keep popping up in my mind. A year is a long time
to be apart. And I respect you, our marriage, and I trust you. At
the same time a year is a long time to do without sex except for
masturbatory options. So what I want to say is that if you felt an
uncontrollable urge that might be tearing you up inside because you
told me you wouldn’t be with anyone else, while I am here I want
you to understand if you wanted to, it would be ok. I trust you
enough that I know you would still be mine when I get
back.”

The phone was quiet for a good long
minute and a half, maybe longer. I knew she was stunned, and I knew
the longer she was quiet the more it was sinking in. I knew she was
still there from the ice in the glass I heard through the
receiver.

“Wow.” Jennifer said with a
gasp. “I never expected that.” Again there was a long pause as she
tried to carefully word her response in a way that wouldn’t piss me
off and start an argument or compromise where she stood. I had been
with her like this so many times I could close my eyes and see her
face wrinkled up in thought and those wheels turning.

“I don’t see myself doing
anything like that, I don’t really need to. I need you.” Again a
long pause, “But I do love you for having that trust in me and
being able to say it. And nothing is going to happen in that way,
just so you know. Are your drinking?”

“Stone sober.”

“I can’t believe you really
said that.”

“I meant it.” I said. “I’ve
thought about it a lot. I’d never looked at it from the way
Halloren does. I’m not saying I would want you to, or that it
wouldn’t bother me, but like I said, it you had a situation in
which you were torn, really wanting to but holding back only for
me, it is ok to yield to your desire. What you want rather than
what I want.”

“OK, I understand, I
think,” she said.

“But I would want to be in
the loop in some way,” I said.

“You just said that to try
to get me to send you dirty pictures,” she accused. She knew me too
well. I would have thought she was pissed had I not heard the laugh
at the end.

“Maybe,” I joked
back.

“Keep dreaming baby,” she
said.

“I dream about it all the
time,” I said back, truthfully.

I heard the beep on the phone that
announced our time was almost up.

“You dream about me fucking
someone else?” she asked.

“I have,” I said
truthfully. Time was almost out. “I guess I have to go,” I said. “I
love you.”

“I love you too,” Jennifer
said. “I don’t have a problem waiting to be with you. Just you.
Understand?”

“I understand,” I
said.

“But thank you for having
that confidence in me. Besides I wouldn’t have the nerve to do
anything with anyone else even if I did, as you say, have an
‘overwhelming desire.’”

“I know, but felt it was
only fair that you know you have that freedom.”

“OK, goodnight my love.” I
heard the phone click. When I hung up the phone I sat there and
looked at it a long time, wondering if I was crazy for saying what
I had just told my wife. I dozed and when I woke up in the middle
of the night I kept hearing her words, “I wouldn’t have the nerve
to do anything with anyone else, even if I did…” It dawned on me
that she had not said that she would not!

 


***

 


The suicide bomber at the front gate
scared her and tripped her over the edge. She was crying when her
image came up on Skype.

“I saw the news. I heard it
was your forward base. I’m afraid,” she said, “I’m afraid I’m going
to lose you.”

I didn’t tell her Halloren had been
near there, took a piece of shrapnel in his ass and was now on his
way home. That wouldn’t help anything.

“I’ll be all right,” I
said. “I was nowhere near there.”

She sucked in a long breath. “After
what you said the other night, I thought about it, I thought about
it a lot, about how I have been, about how you would like me to be
more open, and how I’ve been denying my husband the ability to see
me the way he wants me.” There was a pause. “I thought about if you
had been killed would I have regretted not doing more of what you
wanted me to do that I let my shyness stand in the way.” She took a
deep breath. “I owe you this.” She leaned back from the camera for
a full length view and shrugged the shoulders off her thin
camisole. Crossing her arms, she pulled the thin fabric lower,
exposing her breasts, those breasts I love to touch, to suck, to
slide my cock between, and anytime—everytime, loved to see. She
began to caresses her breasts, pulling on her nipples, her head
back and eyes closed. “I’m imagining those are your hands,” she
said.

“Wow!” I said.
“Fantastic.”

“For you love,” She said.
“Once I found out you were safe I decided that I need to do more
for you. To let you know I want to please you.”

“Oh Jennifer, you do, I
can’t begin to tell you how hot this is.” She was breathing
heavier; it was obvious her exposure to me had been a big step for
her, and one that was exciting her. I could see her face flushing.
Her hand went lower and I knew she was touching herself—but I
couldn’t see. I didn’t want to break the mood and give her a chance
to pull back inside her wall so I didn’t suggest backing up or
moving to screen so I could see her doing that. Watching her play
with her boobs and pull on her nipples while I watched was already
over the top.

I heard the creak of a door behind me,
glanced up to see Tray stepping through the door and moving to the
left, out of the camera view but still able to see the screen, a
silly grin on his face. He held his index finger up to his lips
schussing me. I was too far into the moment to protest and tried to
ignore him. I don’t know why I didn’t turn the computer off, but I
didn’t. Tray’s eyes were fixed to the screen.

It wasn’t 15 seconds before I saw the
familiar facial contortions on Jennifer’s face that told me she was
cumming, her breathing was in rhythmic “oh, oh, oh” her lips formed
in a that familiar near perfect circle, flushing, and then a total
release, gushed exhale, and relaxation. She smiled a thin smile at
the screen. “I’m done, good night love.”

“See, that wasn’t so bad
was it? I thought it was great.”

“I did it for you,” she
said. “Good night my love.”

“Night.” The screen went
black and I turned to Tray.

“What the fuck?” I was
pissed.

“Hey, I had left my ear
buds in here,” he said, holding them up from the desk. “I wasn’t
spying—but shit man, a woman like that rubbing on those tits…I mean
those are damn near perfect tits your wife has, you lucky bastard.
Don’t expect me not to look. Thanks for not blowing it and letting
on I was here. Great tits.”

It didn’t help much; it wasn’t as if I
was going to try to kick his ass about it either, as big as he was.
And it was a compliment in a way.

“Yeah she does have nice
boobs,” I said. “But don’t you think for an instant this will ever
happen again without some serious repercussions from me, friend or
no friend. You might whip my ass but you have to sleep and don’t
have eyes in the back of your head. I’d get you one way or the
other.”

“I believe you! I get it,
little brother,” Tray laughed and started backing out the door, his
hands up. At the door he half turned and smiled, “I ain’t gonna put
you on the spot but I bet you got at least half wood knowing
someone else has seen those pretty naked titties of that quiet,
pretty wife.”

“You’re wrong. Get the fuck
out of here,” I told him, throwing a clip board toward the door. It
was closed before it flapped against the wall and fell to the
floor. I didn’t explain why I had said he was wrong though. I was
not at half wood but full-fledged completely rock hard.

 


***

 


Tray was shaken by Halloren being
wounded too. The next week he started talking about it. “I’ve got
to get out of here man, I’ve got to put my mind to that. My country
is calling me home.” He was quiet, and remarked, “I’m going to miss
Halloren.” He grinned, “But I’m going to miss seeing those hot
photos of his wife getting fucked by those different guys
too.”

“Yeah, she’s hot all
right.” I agreed. “The more pictures you see of her the better she
looked.”

“We need to get him to keep
sending us pictures of her,” Tray said.

“Think he would?” I
ventured.

“Never know till we ask.”
We both laughed. “How you doing with your wife?” Tray
asked.

“We’re good.”

“That wasn’t what I meant.
Is she showing off the kitty, got you watching below the waist
yet?”

“Jennifer is trying. She
did a full view for an instant at sign off.”

“Any pictures or video
caps? Looked like you were getting pretty close the other
night.”

“Hell no, but I remember
the deal,” I grinned. “And just for the record watching her on
Skype is not in the deal.”

“I told you that was an
accident,” Tray said.

“Well Skyping with her has
obtained a new level. I never dreamed she would go along as far as
she has.”

“Just takes a little
encouragement,” Tray smiled a knowing grin. “Wanna see some of the
pictures my girl in Slidell just sent me?” He extended his
phone, the image of a pouty brunette cupping two large boobs and
smiling on the screen.”

 


***

 


The shit hit the fan for Tray a few
weeks later. The Captain always spent his Wednesdays kissing ass at
Division Headquarters, and we wouldn’t see him any that day. The
problem for Tray was this was the time he was fucking Stephanie, on
the Captain’s desk. That day the Captain came back early, came in,
and walked on that pretty brunette with her legs up in the taking a
big black cock.

The fact they were both smoking some
of that strong hash we could get locally didn’t help things, and
the Captain was taking it very serious. He wouldn’t even talk to
Tray, just confined him to quarters. For some reason he did not
throw him in the brig.

Tray didn’t seem bothered. “Man,
they’re gonna send you to Leavenworth,” I said.

“Nah,” he said,
unconcerned. “Wasn’t enough hash left to prove shit, and while
fraternization between men and women in a war zone is on the
prohibited list, since we are both E3’s it is not like someone is
pulling rank so no big thing there, maybe bust me down a stripe. I
think the biggest crime was my cum dripping out of Stephanie’s
pussy onto the Captain’s desk. That really freaked him out. He made
us clean that up and wipe it off with anti-bacterial wipes. It was
funny looking back on it.”

“You’ll think funny when
they have you breaking rocks up with a sledge hammer.”

“We’ll see,” Tray
said.

Next day after shift I walked in and
Tray was packing. “You leaving? What’s the verdict?” I
asked.

“It’s all good,” Tray said
with a large white tooth smile in sharp contrast to his dark face.
“We had a meeting with a JAG, and the Captain was about to start a
court martial until I started talking. Short version of it all is I
am taking a general discharge and they are sending my big black ass
home. Plane’s out tonight. I’m out of the Army after less than a
year and ready to start a new life.”

“Damn, I don’t see how you
pulled that off,” I said.

Tray grinned, “You know I got a way
with words.” With a small laughed he added, “And passing Stephanie
along to the captain didn’t hurt anything.”

“Passing her
along?”

“Yeah, she in into the sub
stuff, and I knew she’d get off on being passed along. I thought
about passing her to you but like I said, she’s spoiled for black
cock, and shit you probably would be the Boy Scout and not give the
girl what she needs anyway. Halloren gets wounded, so it works out.
I tell her I’m giving her pussy to the Captain, she’s ok, keeps
getting black dick. And it kept her out of the shit over this
incident too. Win-win-win, including the Captain.”

“Only you could pull that
off,” I said. “You going back to somewhere other than Louisiana, I
trust.”

“For sure, I was serious
what I told the judge. Never in Louisiana again. But I have a lot
of friends (he coughed there and I knew he was referring to the
women he was in touch with) that I would like to keep close. I’m
thinking Birmingham,” Tray said.

Tray handed me a handwritten card with
his email, and a phone number. A second number said, “Back up.”
“Sometimes I change phones, but if you can’t reach me call that
second number. They will always know how to reach me and will give
you my current number. I use a lot of disposables, just seems to
save time.”

“I’ll stay in touch,” I
said. “When I get home we’ll get together and hang some. Birmingham
and Atlanta is not that far apart.”

“True that,” he said. “I’ll
plan on it.”

We locked hands and he pulled to too
him, our shoulders touching, three taps on the shoulder with our
palms and then break. I hated to see him go.

 


***

 


Halloren being wounded and Tray being
sent home should have meant I would be getting a couple of new
roomies, but they didn’t come. After a few days I went to the
Captain’s office, where I was surprised to be greeted by Stephanie
as his new clerk. The Captain came to the door and I asked him when
the new guys were coming in.

“They’re not,” he said. “I
was told to scale back. We’re out in the bush less, so for you I
need you to handle it on your own. You can do that for me can’t
you?”

“Yes sir,” I said,
saluting.

“Good, carry on,” he said,
turning to go back into his office. Just before he left he turned
to Stephanie. “I need you help in here just a moment.” She rose
slowly and gave me a sly smile. Tray must have said something about
my and Halloren’s knowing before he left. Anyway she did give an
extra twist to her ass as she went through the door—and a fine ass
it was too.

 


***

 


With me having things to myself I was
able to Skype more, and piece by piece Jennifer was opening up
more. I was able to adjust the time when we Skyped to where it was
more convenient for her, and I discovered that giving her enough
time to have dinner, and a couple of glasses of wine, she was much
more into showing me her goodies, and I was loving it. About once a
week if I handled the conversation well, asked her at the right
time, and caught her in the right mood I would end up with her
scooted down in a chair, naked, one hand rubbing her breast, her
pussy open and wide to me, rubbing herself into a hard orgasm. That
usually meant I was getting off as well.

I was amazed that it was happening,
and I knew had Halloren not gotten hit about the time I had “the
talk” with her, I would still be as frustrated as I had been. Maybe
all things happen for a reason, I thought.

Jennifer would be up today and down
tomorrow about it, sometimes having the guilties, telling me she
shouldn’t be doing it, it wasn’t right—and then other times it was
as if she was as eager to do it as I was to watch.

After years of being on the shy
it-is-wrong to enjoy sex side I was hoping that I might see
movement toward the other side—but about half the time enjoying it
and half the time it bothering her was all she could muster. That
was 50% better than she had been, so I contented myself with
that.

At least she was willing to try for an
enjoyable at the time even at the risk of feeling guilty about
it.

I had begun marking my calendar for my
return home. I had marked it in reverse order, so each day I could
see how many more days it was before I was due to rotate home. It
was 131days left that I heard from Tray.

 


***

 


“We need to Skype man,”
said the text. It was from Tray. It had been eight weeks since I
had seen or talked to him, so when it was my turn on the computer I
clicked on the link he had sent, and there was that smiling ebony
face. He looked different in civilian clothes and I told him
so.

“Shit, I just wasn’t cut
out for the military—but it kept me out of the joint, so for that I
am grateful.”

“How are you doing?” I
asked.

“I’m good. Really good. Had
a couple of favors to call in once I got home, one old debt coughed
up some money he owed me, so I’m covered until I can get something
going.”

“You’re not back in New
Orleans are you?”

“Hell no!” Tray laughed.
“The judge explained it to me what would happen if I was caught
back there, and I believe him. Louisiana has seen the last of me.
Shit, there’s 49 states left for ole Tray to be run out
of.”

“I stopped by and saw
Halloren though,” he said. “He is coming along with his healing.”
Tray snickered a mischievous laugh and didn’t offer anything
more.

“What? I’ve seen that damn
look before bro. What have you been up to?”

“Well the way Halloren was
hit in the ass he can do much movement—as in fucking.”

“And…”

“Well you know he was
letting his wife get some strange dick while he was overseas so she
wouldn’t do without?”

“Yeah.”

“Well it is not just
overseas,” Tray said, smirking.

“You didn’t!”

“Yeah I did. I was invited.
She looks better in person, and is a hell of a fuck.” He laughed,
“And she never had a black man before—so we killed two birds with
one stone. I loved breaking in a white girl.” There was a chirp of
an incoming text that had an attachment. It started downloading and
I went back to texting with Tray.

“So you called me wanting
to brag?” I said.

“No, I need a
favor.”

“You know I owe you.
Shoot.”

“Well I have this job
interview, it is a competitive thing, all the candidates and their
wives are being considered in Atlanta over a two day thing.
Interviews in the day, and social things Saturday and Saturday
night.”

“Well good luck. I can give
you a good recommendation letter but I can’t think they’d give a
shit about someone like me. I live there but I don’t know any of
the bigwigs.”

“That’s not it bro. I’m one
of the few without a classy wife to take along as arm candy. I am
going to stand out like a sore thumb at the times I should be
blending in.”

“And…”

“Well I want to ask you if
it would be all right if Jennifer went with me to those two
dinners.”

“Why you…What the fuck! You
bring this up just after telling me you nailed Halloren’s old lady?
No damn way!”

“No, nothing like that. I
know how things are with you. This is all above board. I just need
to have feedback from what the wives are picking up in their talks,
give me a report back, might give an edge and can help me land the
job.”

“Just dinner?”

“I know what you are afraid
of, and I promise I won’t make a run at her, without your
permission,” he added quickly. “And I know how you talk about how
plain she dresses and stuff so I’m willing to kick in $500 so she
can buy something new. Dinner is on the company and these are top
notch restaurants. She will be safe with me, I promise, little
brother.”

I thought for a moment, and realized
that one thing about Tray was I did trust him. And he knew nothing
about “the talk” I had with Jennifer. But did I trust him with
Jennifer? I weighed the options. I trusted him, and with Jennifer
as prudish as she was would be, and the setting, all business, the
meal, and home. And she would get a couple of nice elegant meals
out of it, at places we could not afford. I caved. “It’s up to her,
but I don’t mind.”

“Kool. I’ll wait to I hear
from you after you’ve talked to her.”

“OK, no promises, you know
that?”

“I do, and I do appreciate
it. Thanks. This would be a big help to me.”

After he hung up I went to my phone
and opened the attachment on the text. I couldn’t tell who it was,
but it was the full length of a large black man’s body, from a
slight angle, lying between a white woman’s wide outspread legs.
Her leg closest to the camera was down on the bed, the other leg
had her knee up. One breast was visible, as was the base of a thick
cock half way inside her pussy. The black cock was glistening with
her juices. He wasn’t using a condom. Her hair was what let me know
it was Halloren’s wife. And the body I had seen earlier—balls deep
inside Stephanie. Tray had actually fucked Halloren’s wife. I
laughed and for a long moment missed the company of my two Army
buddies so far away.

 


***

 


Jennifer was sitting in front of the
computer’s camera topless, smiling, and comfortable from her
expression. She was more used to showing off for me, finally at
ease with it. She had a flesh colored dildo in her hand. I had not
seen it before.

“Like my new toy,” she
said, holding it to the camera.

“You order it?” I asked,
wonder where she got it.

“No, Helena had a sex toy
party and I went. Everyone bought something, and Evan, you wouldn’t
believe some of the things they make, I mean, damn. I bought this
one because it has something called cyber skin. It feels realistic,
like a real dick. Like your dick.” She teased, “Wanna watch me use
it?” She trailed it down between her bare breasts, out of the
screen, and the screen tilted, showing her holding the rubber cock
beside her pussy. Her doing this was too much for me; I pulled out
my cock and began stroking. I moved the laptop screen down so she
could see me.

“Look what you are doing to
me,” I said.

“Oh baby, I so miss
you.”

I saw her left hand, wedding ring
bright alongside the large engagement ring I had sold my outboard
to pay for, bright red fingernails, and that warm soaked pussy with
her hand nested in the tuft of soft brown hair, her other hand
wrapped around the long realistic looking cock.

This was the first time we had talked
since Tray’s call, and I had not mentioned Tray wanting her to
accompany him to his interview. The moment didn’t seem right, and
no way in hell I would bring it up with her naked on cam with a
rubber cock in her hand. I had more important subjects on my
mind.

I watched her pump that dildo in and
out of her pussy, encouraging her as she responded in
kind.

“I wish that was my cock
inside your pussy.”

“I wish it was too. I
imagine it is you when I do it.”

“Good. You can imagine how
hot it is to watch you do this. I love seeing you opening
up.”

“For you baby, watch and
enjoy. Look at my naked body that is all yours, one that can’t wait
to feel you on top of me and inside me.”

Jennifer looked up and saw that her
screen was filled with me stroking my cock. “Damn your cock looks
so big on the screen. I miss it, oh, oh, oh.” With that she started
cumming, writhing her body, arching off the chair while pressing
the dildo hard into her and holding it there.

We turned the cameras back to our
faces as we caught our breath. She was sweating, her hair was
wet.

“Damn, that was great,” I
said. “Thank you.”

“Sorry it has taken so long
to get to this point—but I loved it too.”

“We can do it again
sometime?”

“We can,” she smiled that
warm giving smile that I loved.

I didn’t bring up the favor Tray
requested until she set the dildo aside and referring to the cold,
put a terry cloth robe on.

“That was great,” I said,
adding hopefully, “You buy anything else at the party?”

“Yes.” Jennifer said,
hesitating.

“Well I was going to
surprise you with it the next time, but since you asked.” I saw her
leaning over beside her chair; the robe falling open to expose her
breast in an enticing angle, reaching into to what I could tell was
her black and white 31 tote bag. I was stunned when she held up a
realistic cock much larger than the other. It was black.

“Oh hell,” I
said.

“Yeah,” she laughed, “Isn’t
it wicked.”

“It’s so big,” I
said.

“Yeah, it hurts at first
but I get used to it, and it feels wonderful. I like looking down
at watching as I do it to myself.” She looked straight at the
camera. “See, I am working on things, I’m making
progress.”

“You’ve already used it!” I
said.

“Of course, first night I
brought it home, I was curious and well I didn’t want to try it in
front of you and have to stop because I couldn’t take it. You
wouldn’t have liked that.” My cock was rock hard.

“So are you going
to…”

Jennifer laughed, “No, not now, but
next time. This will give you some time to think about it and let
the anticipation build up.”

“It’s building already,” I
said.

“Good,” she
laughed.

I knew this was not the time to bring
up Tray’s request that she accompany him to the dinner parties for
his job interview.

 


***

 


I couldn’t ignore Tray’s request. I
wasn’t sure how I was going to convince Jennifer but well I had to.
“I need you to do a favor for me,” I told her in a phone call the
next day.

She had the caution and hesitation in
her voice that I was used to, that tone that told me she was
already ready to balk. I was in a 25-75 chance already. I would
have liked to pass but I didn’t.

“What’s the favor?” she
said. Jennifer didn’t say she would, she said she wanted to know
what it was.

“You know Tray, my buddy
here?”

“Yes.”

“He’s home now, and he’s
applying for a job in Birmingham, but the recruiting interviews are
in Atlanta, a good job, he says, that he’d really like to have. The
interview is a weekend long thing with several of the candidates,
and a part of it is a couple of dinners. Most of his competitors
are married, and he’s afraid that his being unaccompanied by a
woman at these two dinners will put him at a
disadvantage.”

“OK?” she said.

“So he wants to take you to
dinner with that group those two nights.”

“When? I have a lot to do.
I can’t.” I knew that was a stall. “I don’t even know
him.”

“This coming weekend. The
sudden time frame is part of his problem getting someone to go with
him. He asked and I thought you might enjoy a night out for a
change. These are two of the nicest restaurants in town, once we
couldn’t afford even if I was home.”

“Forget what he wants,” she
said, “What do you want me to do?”

“I want you to go and have
a good time.”

“I don’t have anything to
wear,” she said, always an effective dodge for her. I knew that one
was coming.

“Can you find something
nice, elegant, and maybe a little sexy for $500.00?”

“Of course, but I can’t
spend that kind of money…”

“Yes you can. Part of the
deal is you have $500 for clothing.” I could see the wheels
turning. Nice dinner, new clothes.

“I could shop and get a
couple of extra outfits too…” her mind drifted off absent
mindedly.

“He did help us get that
money when we needed it so bad,” I threw in. “Doing this would be
like returning the favor,” I said.

“And you don’t have any
problem with me going out with a black guy?” She said. “No problem
if we’re seen by someone we know?”

“Not him,” I
answered.

“If he promises I can leave
whenever I want. No questions asked.”

“Sounds like you’re in,” I
grinned.

“If you think I should and
you’re all right with it, I guess so.”

“I’m good. I’ll text
Tray.”

I heard her sexy giggle just before I
hung up. “What?” I said.

“Oh I was just thinking – I
will have been out to dinner with a black man before you will be
able to watch me play with my black toy.”

I fought the panic welling up inside
me. I would have preferred her not putting those two things
together.

 


***

 


Jennifer was excited. I could tell the
minute her image came up on the screen. I could see the gleaming in
her eyes, the ready smile. She was up and peppy. I had made sure I
would be reachable when she got home the first night of the
interviews with Tray. “How was your evening?”

“Great,” she smiled.
Jennifer had changed into a flannel PJ top, but in deference to me
had it unbuttoned all the way down, revealing an enticing swell of
both breasts. She wasn’t showing her nipples yet, teasing me. “Tray
was a perfect gentleman, the dinner was magnificent, and, that’s
not all! I’ve been offered a job by the same company, one that will
pay about 40% more than I’m making. And you know how I hate my job
now.”

“Doing what?” I asked,
suspicious.

“Waitressing and some
office work that is a lot like I am doing now, but it is a very
upscale elegant restaurant/club chain. Bigger tips,” she grinned.
“And there is a lot of room for advancement,” they said.

“Sounds like you want
too.”

“I do,” she said. “I tired
of being hand to mouth on every bill. It’s not as if the government
is going to give you a raise over there. We have to do something to
dig out of this financial hole.”

“Nearby?”

“A little farther drive,
about 45 minutes out with the traffic in that direction, but worth
it. The have just opened their club here.”

“Sounds like you’re good to
go,” I smiled, not questioning her judgment. She was level headed
and if it was a better job I knew it would be a better job. “When
do you start?”

“Next weekend,” she said.
“And they have a clothing allowance, I get to buy more clothes too,
but I wanted to run it by you tonight first.”

“Why would I object to you
taking a waitress job?” I asked, curious now. She was stammering as
she told me.

“Well it is sorta like a
Hooters, we have to wear skimpy costumes.”

“You? In a skimpy costume
in public?” I was almost screaming, yes, yes, yes! I felt my cock
hardening.

“I probably would not have
even told them I would think about it, but Tray was so encouraging.
And this might force me to get further out of my shyness. You’ve
always said I should be proud of how I look and be willing to dress
a little bolder. And we really need the money.”

“Yes!” I said.

“Well I did tonight say ‘To
hell with my shyness’ tonight and I dressed hot. It was a rush. I
got so many compliments, just like Tray said I would. I have never
gotten that kind of attention before. I loved it.”

“A Rush? Oh Hell yes, I
never dreamed…job with you wearing skimpy clothes, in public? I
mean, oh shit, go for it. I want pictures.”

“I figured you would. I am
supposed to give them a yes or no tonight. I will tell them yes.
I’ll send you a picture when I get my uniform.” I saw that lack of
confidence enter her mind again for an instant. “If they still want
me after they’ve had time to think about it. There was a lot of
drinking last night.”

“They will want you. Have a
good time tonight,” I said as she turned off the
computer.

 


***

 


I went straight to my phone and texted
Tray after she signed off. “Jennifer says she had a good time. What
is this about a new job?”

“Hehe,” he texted back, “I
thought that would light your white ass up. The big boss was quite
taken with your beautiful wife. Man, she was hot--dressed up in a
hot dress, low cut enough to show off those perfect tits, the hair
just right, and the right make up, and the results—I mean she is
drop dead gorgeous. I knew she was pretty but gorgeous and hot—I
had no idea. Model material. The boss man likes pretty women in his
places,” Tray added.

“My shy wife working in a
skimpy outfit—in public? I can hardly believe it.”

“Believe it,” Tray said.
“You may need to drop the ‘shy’ part now though. You should have
seen her last night. She owned the room. And confident! Damn.
Straight back, boobs outs, not shirking back. I swear I think the
more attention she got the more she played to it.”

“Such a change in her.” I
texted. There was a long pause, and I thought we had lost the
connection.

“I did help her along with
that a little,” Tray said.

My mind was screaming as my thumbs
flew. “You did WHAT?”

“Now don’t go off the deep
end,” Tray texted. “I just went with her to buy the clothes, she
wanted input on what she should wear, and since I was paying for
the clothes she thought I should help her and have some say so. I
pushed that envelope a little, I admit. I paid for a professional
make up girl by the way.”

Again a long pause. My hands were
trembling. There was more to it than that.

“Go on…”

“I know how you have wanted
her to open up some, you told me that, so I thought I could help
you along a little, encourage her, a lot of compliments, and build
up her self-image. Those kind of things.”

“I know but…”

“You’ve seen a big change
in her playing with you on Skype haven’t you? Enjoying that aren’t
you?” How did he know that? I thought.

“Yes.”

“You’re welcome,” Tray
texted. “I encouraged that. You knew we were texting back and forth
when I was over there.” No I didn’t know the extent of
it.

I was torn all of a sudden. Yes, I
wanted her more open, but was wondering how this was coming about.
I wasn’t sure I wanted Tray involved in any way, and we seemed to
be making progress on our own just fine—at least I thought it was
just us before Tray’s comment. Yes, I felt threatened by Tray all
of a sudden—but turned on at the results too. The turned-on part
overwhelmed my judgment.

“Yeah. Thanks, I guess. I
do want her more open.” Again a long pause. “I love the results so
far.”

“Then you would love going
a little further even more. How open do you want her to be?” Tray
texted. “I can help her along a little; keep you updated by text on
what she may leave out.”

There is was, out on the open. I could
read between the lines. I had told Jennifer she could explore some
if she felt the need—it had been almost 10 months. And now I was
balking at a friend I trusted who had already demonstrated he could
help her get enough confidence she could Skype with me nude and
playing with toys.

That alone was more that I would have
every dreamed. It ways it was like a dream coming true. All my
common sense and caution was erased in the lust of that
moment.

“Take it farther,” I said.
“Get the shy girl out of her shell.”

“No problem: )” was the
text. This time there were no more texts. I was
hyperventilating.

 


***

 


There were solar flares or something
going on that cut out communication for three complete days. I was
going insane. After three days all the texts came through at one
time, each individually dated, with the time. I couldn’t begin to
count the texts from both of them, but I slowly began to read them
and digest what was said. Jennifer’s were in a clump.

Saturday. 4 p.m. “I can’t reach
you.”

Saturday 4:10. “Still trying, text
back when you can. Can you Skype.”

Saturday 5:02. “Tray called. He seemed
a little different.”

Saturday 6:10 “I like your friend
Tray, he’s funny.”

Saturday: 6:45 “Can’t believe I’m
going out to another party tonight.”

Saturday: 6:48 “Do you really trust
Tray? Why aren’t you answering?”

Saturday: 7:30 “Getting ready to go to
the party with Tray. He is a lot of fun.”

Saturday: 7:35 “Tray says he love the
new dress. Tray says he is going to send the pix. I look hot. Tray
thinks so too.”

Saturday: 8:30 “Tray said he can’t
reach you either. Something about the sun fucking up. Text when you
can.”

Saturday: 9:48 “Great paryt. Haivng a
lottt of fun.”

Saturday: 10:15 “Text back. I need to
reach youuu. Nothing worng.”

Saturday: 10:15 “???”

Saturday: 10:16 “Where are you? Text
me.”

Saturday: 10:55 p.m. “You ever had a
drink called “Lights Ooout?” Made with 3 kidns of tequila. It is
great. Can’t wait to make sum 3 you.”

Saturday 11:27 p.m. “Were you serious
about what we talked about?”

Sunday: 12:06 a.m. “I miss you. I need
to hear from you.”

Sunday: 12:07 a.m. “I’m confused. Need
to hear from you.”

Sunday: 12:30 a.m. “Are you really OK
with me opening up more, like you said?”

Sunday: 12:31 a.m. “Oh Evan, I need to
hear from you. Please.”

Sunday: 12:33 a.m. “OK, I’m good.
Nothing wrong. Going to do some running on gut. If I don’t text
back immediately don’t worry. Phone battery is gone, no
charger.”

Sunday: 12:33 a.m. “I love you.”
“Remember that. I will always love you more than
anything.”

Monday: 9:00 a.m. “Sorry about all the
texts last night. I had way too much to drink. I am safe though.
Don’t worry.

Monday: 11:30 a.m. : ) Turned in my
notice at work. Good to see their faces.

Monday: 1 p.m. “Is your texting still
not working? I am going to email so we can Skype.”

Monday: 5 p.m. “Tried to Skype, it
will not connect to you, says not available. I hope you are all
right. I do not like the silence. Text me when you can.”

Monday 7 p.m. “Dinner meeting with the
new bosses at my new job. I hope you text before I get back. I miss
you.”

Tuesday 1 a.m. “Home. Good meeting.
Fun bunch. Tray was there too. Big progress on my shyness problem.
I have to take training for a week before I start at full
salary.”

Tuesday 9 a.m. “Training starts today
at their training restaurant/club in Charlotte. They are covering
all expenses. Neat huh?” Please text back. I really need to talk to
you.

Tuesday 11:30 a.m. “On plane. Wish me
luck! The other girls are really friendly. Not as shy as
me.”

Tuesday: 4 p.m. “First shift tonight.
It is intensive training—dorm there. No phones, no tv, no outside
distractions. For six days! Hope it is worth the trouble. Everyone
else seems excited. Love you. I really wanted to talk to you before
I started this, but we have a lifetime to talk, huh. It has been 3
DAYS!”

There were no other texts from her. It
was Wednesday afternoon. I was going crazy, my mind in overtime and
running through possible scenarios that were frightful. I was 7000
miles away and could do nothing to influence anything. I was
helpless. The solar flare that had knocked out our communications
flared again. I still had Tray’s messages to go through which I
downloaded. I brought them up with a shaking hand.

The first one up was the photo of
Jennifer in her dress the first night. It was marked Friday, 7:20
p.m.

I blew it up, downloaded it to the
computer and blew it up full size. It was my wife, I could see
that, but it was someone else too. The most beautiful woman I could
imagine in any circumstance. Hair back, dark makeup around her
eyes, bright and dark accents of makeup that transformed her into
something beyond beautiful—and sexy. I got hard looking at this
photo of my wife, and it was just her face. I clicked to make the
photo full screen for a full length view. She was in a simple black
dress that dipped low in front in a U shaped that revealed more
cleavage that I had ever seen Jennifer display in public. There
were wide sheer panels in the center and on the side, exposing
nothing indecent, but from their placement impossible to wear a
bra, as if that was not apparent from her hard nipples poking
against the thin fabric of the dress, draping over the shape of her
breast and nipple like that of a statue of a Greek goddess. A
simple black choker with silver edges was around her
throat.

The skirt was shorter than mid-thigh,
with sheer panels on the hips that revealed the thin string of a
thong. She was in heels that were taller than I had ever seen her
in, the angle accenting her long legs, the taunt muscles in those
legs distinct and hard.

Above everything else in the erotic
sense of the word was not her clothing, hair, or make up, but it
was the air of confidence from her facial expression to her pose.
One leg positioned one almost in front of the other, one leg
slightly bent, an unnatural pose that one might often see a in a
model’s photo. But I knew my wife—this pose was natural and
instinctive. I had never seen a sexier woman in my life.

The reality hit me that my wife,
looking like this, had been out with my black Army friend to a
party, drinking, and dressed like this had been offered a job the
first night. I didn’t blame the man. Anyone would have hired
Jennifer just so they could look at her throughout the
day.

I confess that right then I was alone,
knew I would be alone, knew the texting was down, and I pulled out
my cock and jerked off to the hot picture of my wife. Yes, it was
that hot. Jerked off to a photo of her fully clothed. Then I
started shaking, a racking shake nestled in fear, fear of what I
didn’t know. The deepest fear was knowing the universe of
difference between the shy quiet wife I left in Atlanta compared
with the sexy, open, and confident woman I was seeing in the
picture—if she had been able to conquer her shyness and fear to
this extent, what if she had changed her commitment to me and our
marriage to the same degree?

I wanted her hotter and bolder. I
didn’t want to lose her. I was a basket case. I took the last big
of liquor I had in the apple juice bottle and shot it before
scrolling down with my thumb to read the texts of Tray.

Under the photo was a caption: “Girl
looks pretty hot don’t she. Don’t worry, she’s in good hands,
Tray…Good BLACK hands. Text me.”

Friday 6:30 p.m. “You need to text
your lady bro. She is freaking. I calmed her down some and called a
bud on the base here and he told me about the sun spots so I passed
it along. It helped. She had imagined our firebase was being hit.
OK once told the reason. Text when u can.”

Friday 11:59 p.m. “Your little lady
was safely deposited at your home, safe, sound, untouched and
unmolested. I know, doesn’t sound like me, does it? I have a lot of
self-control. She is not as shy as you claimed.”

Saturday 7:00 a.m. “Great night. I
really may have the job and I think Jennifer made the difference. I
owe you. Big boss wanted to hire her too, offered her a hell of a
deal. Don’t be surprised if you hear of a job change. Tonight could
seal the deal.”

Saturday 12:01 p.m. “I know how you
are, probably freaking, and so if you want to talk and can get a
phone call me. You have the numbers. If u can’t don’t freak. It’s
all good.”

Saturday 6:00 p.m. “Just got off the
phone with Jennifer. Had her laughing like you would not believe.
Shyness is fading on the girl. Just needs a little push here and
there.

Saturday 7:38 p.m. “Get a load of
this!” It was a photo embedded. It was not a dress this time but a
short black skirt and a charcoal blouse, very thin and clingy, but
not sheer. There was no need because the blouse was open low, the
sides of her breasts showing a large expanse of white flesh, and if
that was not enough to draw attention there was a long strand of
white pearls falling into the opening between her
breasts.

Jennifer’s hair was down, tousled,
hanging around her face in windblown tendrils. There was a wide
black belt with a brass buckle loose around her waist, hanging down
over her hip at an angle. Her heels were black, high, and with top
straps that buckled around her ankles. There was a trio of ivory
bangles around her left wrist, and what appeared to be small ivory
balls in a matching ankle bracelet around her right ankle. Like the
night before the captivating part of the photo was her expression,
open, sexy, inviting, the way every man prays a woman will look at
him sometime. It was an erotic gaze that would melt any man. I
continued with Tray’s texts.

Saturday 9:30 p.m. “When you were
trying to get Jennifer out of her shyness let me guess--you never
tired tequila? She is party wild. I think your shy girl is gone,
but the replacement looks to be a lot more fun!”

Saturday 11:15 p.m. “Gonna try to get
the little lady out of here before she gets waayy out of line.
She’s a little out of line already but everyone’s loving that.
Don’t worry. I’ve got it covered.”

Saturday 11:30 p.m. “She’s in the
bathroom now, we’re leaving.”

Sunday 12:00 a.m. “Jennifer’s home, in
bathroom now. Will get her situated and safe before I
leave.”

Sunday 12:30 a.m. “Still here, she
thought she saw someone outside.”

Sunday12:31 a.m. “OK bro. Just want to
be sure this is not some weird joke. I know you told me I could go
for opening her up more. She just told me you and she had ‘the
talk’. Holding that out on me huh? She said had told her she could
share that hot pussy if she got, as she said you said, ‘an
uncontrollable urge.’ Text me.”

Sunday 12:32 a.m. “I don’t think
Jennifer would lie about you saying that. I know what you told me.
If any of this is not right text me immediately. Seriously. Getting
you what you want is the least I can do for a brother.”

Sunday 7:45 a.m. “Damn Evan, I mean
damn man. What a wife you got you lucky bastard. She said she’s
gonna take the new job. I got my job there too. Not possible
without you. You want Jennifer opened up—gonna be sure that is done
for you. Least I can do to hopefully return the help.”

Sunday 6:30 p.m. “Dinner meeting with
the new job. They want Jennifer there too. Will get her there and
back safe and sound.”

Monday 9:30 a.m. “Just dropped off
Jennifer at airport for her training in Charlotte. We need to talk
when they get communication back up. Lots—I mean lots—to report.
Much progress. U won’t believe the girl you got when you get home!
You getting short on time aren’t you?”

There it was—at least it was pretty
evident when I read between the lines—nothing official, nothing
confirmed, just that empty feeling in the bottom of my gut that
told me my Jennifer now knew with it was like to have another cock
inside her—and not just a cock but a big black cock that I had
already seen inside of two other white women. The only comforting
thing was there was nothing in what Tray had said or done appeared
to have been done behind my back—by either of them. I had no right
to be mad for seeing come to reality what I had started in motion.
And yes, I would have stopped it given the chance. Now
what?

But like a rock pushed down a long
mountain slope, it doesn’t stop when the guy that pushed in the
first place wants it to stop, the rock stops when it wants to—or
some massive obstruction keeps it from going any further. And the
part of the analogy that bothered me the most was wondering if in
this case like some rocks rolling downhill if this particular rock
was picking up steam and rolling faster.

 


***

 


We got power and communication back on
Wednesday. I didn’t pay any attention to the time, when I saw the
lights come on I grabbed for a phone; I called the Tray’s number
from which he had been texting. It rang six times before he
answered.

“Hey man, you’re back. Glad
communication’s up. You get all the texts updated now?”

“Yeah.”

“Like those photos of your
lady? Girl is smoking hot man.”

I was heaving for air, I didn’t know
if I was angry or just needed to scream but when I got my emotions
under control my voice was lower, calmer in sound than it
was.

“What happened?”

“Oh shit man, I don’t like
that tone,” Tray said. “I was trying to text you, call,
whatever.”

“I know. That wasn’t the
question.”

“OK, OK, I understand.
You’ve been out of touch, no instant communication, and you get all
of this at once. Let’s start at the beginning and go in little
steps just so there is no misunderstanding. You’re my brother man.
You know that. Nothing going on to hurt or of that you don’t want,
so let’s get that out up front.”

“Good to go with that,” I
said. “You said little steps.”

“OK, remember, we did good
with the lowers, you needed some jack, I got it to you quick, in
time, right?”

“Yes.”

“You were complaining about
Jennifer not opening up, being too shy, reserved, and quiet, wanted
to be, let’s say “louder” for the moment.”

“Fine. And yes.”

“OK, look at it from my
standpoint. I have a bro that wants his lady louder, I have that
lady text me and thanks me for helping with the money, so I text
back, and she texts back, and pretty soon we are texting back and
forth—about you. She is worried about you, asking me are you ok and
not telling her, shit like that, and I ease her mind, telling her
the truth.”

“And…?”

“And the conversation gets
around to sex, not with her mind you, but sex and her hang-ups and
your wishes, and she wants to know if you talk about and stuff like
that. I figure I’m doing you a favor so I start working my magic in
a manner of speaking. I mean you know I have a way of convincing
people where they need to be.”

“You do that,” I
said.

“So I am encouraging,
complimenting, building her up, and basically telling her to try
something small and non-threatening and test your reaction. She
did, she liked your reaction. I reinforced to her your reaction.
Look at it like this might be the best way—I was coaching her to
help her be the kind of woman you wanted her to be. She wants to be
the woman you want her to be—and remain herself as well—and wasn’t
clear on how to accomplish it, so I helped things
along.”

I was running the time frame through
in my mind, and things were becoming a lot clearer now. “OK, so in
my timeframe that puts it going on until the time you went
home.”

“Precisely. I had a lot
going on trying to get back up to speed, get a job, stuff like
that. But I didn’t forget you, no. Instead of the texting back in
the US it was easier to call and talk, get the instant feedback of
a conversation—and you liked the results didn’t you?”

“I did. Let me get this
straight, you were coaching her in how to open up more, to get
naked on Skype in front of me.”

“Yeah, something like
that,” Tray said.

“OK, I get the feeling you
just left something out.”

“Well a couple of times I
had her Skype with me first to be sure she could take the step.
Couple of times she balked just when it got interesting—and you and
I both know if she had done that with you that you would have
probably let your disappoint show and put her back where you do not
want her to be. True?”

“Yeah, I guess you’re
right,” I admitted.

“Besides, you said that if
I got her sending you pictures of her naked that I could see them,
right?” Tray asked.

“Yeah.”

“OK, so I’ve seen Jennifer
naked, just like you agreed.”

“Damn you, you twist words
around.”

“Yeah, sometimes I do to
achieve what I am trying to do, and in this case what I was trying
to do was help a brother. You gotta keep that in mind,” Tray
said.

“OK, go on, you’re helping
me by watching my wife Skype naked,” I said.

Tray laughed. “Like I said, something
like that. I have not lied to you or gone anywhere I wasn’t invited
to go though.”

“All right dammit, go
on.”

“Get to the good parts?”
Tray laughed. I could see that white toothed grin plastered on that
broad dark black face as he said it. He was loving this.

“Yes, get to the good
parts.”

“OK, Sweet Jennifer is
naked, legs splayed showing off that pretty pussy to you, rubbing
off a good orgasm, and I get to enjoy it too. You getting what you
wanted, I helped it along, and believe it or not Jennifer is
learning quickly that she is getting off doing this
too.”

“And then what?”

“That is where I stopped
for a while.”

“Your idea about the
dildoes?”

“What dildoes?” Tray asked.
“I didn’t have anything to do with dildoes. Wait!” his voice was
louder. “The girl is fucking herself with dildoes while you watch?
Damn man, I wasn’t expecting that. She’s rolling on her own now it
looks like.”

“You said you
stopped?”

“Yeah, I stopped. Until I
dug up this job interview—and that is all straight up and legit.
Jennifer helped me a lot in getting that job, mostly because she is
so drop dead gorgeous. I don’t think you or her has a good clue how
top-ten-prettiest-girls-in-the-world hot that she is. Hell, the
boss was already talking about hooking her up with a modeling
agency he has an interest in.”

“Then there was the party
and the prep, and I knew you all were tight on money and probably
couldn’t afford new threads, and I knew how she needed to look for
this interview thing, so I went along for the shopping trip. She
modeled each thing for me, until we found the perfect thing that
really shows her beauty off. She liked them, I liked them, and you
can’t tell me you didn’t like those outfits.” Tray said.

“I liked them.” I
admitted.

“So we went to the party, I
treated her just as if you were there with us. Yeah, I flirted
some, put my arm around her waist, pulled her tight dancing, and
yeah I got rock hard and no way she could have not felt it but that
as far as it went. Between the dresses and how they looked, the
fuss everyone gave up for her at the party—she owned it. And the
more attention paid to her, the more she responded, the drinking,
how she stood, how she spoke, walked, I mean it was like a
butterfly crawling out of a cocoon. She said she was doing some
mental exercises the shrink told her to try in little steps but
things were going so well she was taking giant steps that
night.”

“I was in contact up until
then,” I said, “Then those damn solar flares hit.”

“Tray? I appreciate the
time and detail and how things have gone, but before we get cut off
again without me knowing I gotta know man.”

“I know,” Tray said. “I
thought it was what you wanted. That’s what you said. I’ll tell the
truth here, when you said take it as far as I could I figured
unless I heard from you otherwise I wanted to get her top off, play
with those perfect titties (and they are), and there could be some
oral sex involved. I’m kool. I wasn’t going to fuck
her.”

“But you did.”

“Not until she told me you
had given her permission to if she wanted to. Was she
lying?”

“No she wasn’t.”

“So you told her she could
get some strange dick if she really had the urge, but you didn’t
really mean it?”

“I don’t know if I meant it
or not looking back on it.”

“She believed you meant it.
I believed you meant it. And brother I will give you advice
here—for the rest of your life do not tell Jennifer that you did
not mean it. Promise me that.”

“Fair enough, I promise,” I
said. In this I knew he was right.

“Now I have a question,”
Tray asked. “Where does that leave us? You and me? You gonna be OK
with the fact that I fucked Jennifer.”

I was boxed in and I knew it. I had
encouraged him, given her permission, what did I expect to happen?
I didn’t want to lose a friend or a wife over this. I only had one
answer I could give. “We’re all good.” I said. “But I want to say
right here that the primary reason we are good is so far it has all
been honest. If it doesn’t there will be trouble, and I think you
know me well enough to know I don’t joke about crap like
that.”

“I believe you.”

“And now? Where’s she
at?”

Tray laughed. “Can’t shut Pandora’s
box man. I know what you wanted, and you got it. In spades. The
girl is a quick learner.”

“What do you
mean?”

“I mean Jennifer is a
thoroughbred. You know I’ve fucked a lot of white women, and she is
in the top one or two of all time. You wanted her open, she’s open.
The perfect combination of demure and quiet in the sexiest way
possible, and with three drinks and some suggestive talk an
innuendo first, you get the girl naked in a bed and hold on for
dear life. I mean I know you’ve fucked her a lot—but I don’t think
you ever saw her really let go and tell you how she liked to be
fucked, how she could use explicit words and get turned on from the
use of them, the nastier the better.”

“You are talking about my
wife?” I said.

“Wait till you get home.
You will thank me forever for this one—but the reality is I did a
little coaching, was lucky enough to be her first black cock, gave
that tight white pussy a good stretching, and got fucked by a woman
who loves fucking on a scale that I have never seen nothing like
before.”

“That’s hard to believe,
but I don’t doubt you.”

“You can’t talk to her for
a few more days because of her job training, but take my word for
it. Get your ass home quick.”

“Yeah I need
to.”

“Evan?”

“Yeah?”

“I love ya man, but you
need to know this, good chance I may not be the only brother gonna
get some of that. You want me to stay close and keep her occupied
till you can get here? Lessen the chance?”

“You asking me if I want
you to keep fucking my wife so she doesn’t start fucking other men
too?”

“Think about this. You gave
her permission. She took. She liked it. You didn’t tell her to only
fuck your Army buddy. Hear me, brother. She liked it. A lot. Guess
that sums it.”

I was really worried and confused now.
“You think that is a possibility? That she would want to do other
men?”

“Evan, it is beyond a
possibility. What is holding her back? Why wouldn’t she? She didn’t
have a single life. She may think she has catching up to do. You
gotta understand sometimes when you want something there are
unintended consequences that no one can foresee.”

“What do you
mean?”

“OK, in plainer
language—Jennifer is hot, not just pretty, but sexy, friendly, and
like you know an unawareness of how pretty she is. When she was
dressing that down, when she had no self-confidence, when she was
shy, you might say her aura was toned down, dimmer say. You wanted
her more open, hotter, sexier, and now you have that. I mean she
steps into a room and this vibe soaks everybody. Every man in the
room wants to fuck her. After the first night and she had taken the
big step and gave that one-man pussy up to me. Well you know. She’s
getting a lot of attention and she is getting off on the
attention.

“I gave her some room alone
the next morning—let her work through all her feelings—replay in
her mind that you really had given her your permission and it was
what you wanted. By six that night when I picked her up for the
planning meeting with the bosses—they only thing I can say is I
knew I had a good idea what might be going through her head—but I
was wrong. She took a quantum leap beyond that to full bore
hotness—breathtaking is the only way I can say it. You got a
handful when you get home—and if it kills you I guarantee you will
die happy.”

“I want her as safe as
possible,” I said. “Do what you think you need to do until I get
home.” I didn’t want to say it but I did. Considering the options
Tray was laying out. He did try to reassure me.

“I know the lines,” Tray
said. “Girl is yours, gonna stay yours, but I can’t lie, I look
forward to hitting it some more.” I didn’t have an answer for that;
it was too quick, too spontaneous.

“OK. I have to trust you on
this.” I said.

“We’ve been through too
much together. I got your back brother,” Tray said. “And even
though she won’t be able to text back, when she gets back to her
phone after training the first thing she should see from you is
praise, your pride in her opening up, and not to worry, you love
her, are good with it, and can’t wait to get home to show her how
good you are with it.”

“I’m not sure I’m really
there on all this,” I said. “I know some of it has happened in no
way that I could stop it, by a series of unexpected
circumstances—but…”

“But shit Evan,” Tray said.
“I’ve tried to be straight with you so I’ll not stop now. Shut up,
quit thinking, and listen to what I am about to say. Jennifer is
not the quiet shy woman you left. She has finally understood how
hot she is, she has discovered the effect she has on people by
being sexier, flirting more, looking a man in the eye if he says
something suggestive. Jennifer has discovered what not a lot of
women know—and that is the effect she has on men, and how being a
little more forward, appearing more available, lights up a man even
more, and in the exchange that followed each flirt back and forth
ups the ante.

“Before the little lady
would not enter such a conversation. Now she is just as likely to
initiate it and push it. She is in the discovery mode of the power
of her sexuality, and there is a rush in this discovery, a desire
for exploring it. Now throw in that combine that attitude with her
looks, with her showing more skin that you would have ever dreamed,
and now put her in a job where she will be serving drinks to a lot
of men, many of them rich, handsome, young and all of them wanting
to nail your wife—and frankly more than a few willing to take the
girl home for some long term things to see if it might work out.
You have competition now. And what starts off as casual flirting in
that setting can go to something more pretty quick.

“Don’t get me wrong,
Jennifer is still your wife, still loves you, and has a wall built
against things. But the wall she had against the world and the men
in it when you left is a much smaller wall, one that might be leapt
over if you do something wrong that might drive her
away.”

“You’re scaring me,
Tray.”

“No need to be scared—just
don’t be stupid. As I said, you’ve given her a little room while
you’re there. If it eats you up inside once you get back that is
something the two of you can resolve face to face and if you both
want to go back to the way things were, that’s up to you both—when
you are here and argue your point. Right now all she needs to hear
from you as long as you are that far away is that you love her,
you’re proud of her, and she should not have to worry about any
shit from you about anything that has happened.”

“I will do that,” I said.
“Thanks for laying it out for me.”

“Just telling you like it
is brother.” I had a lot to work out in my head before I talked to
Jennifer again. Tray had laid a lot of shit on me, and then, being
Tray, went back to being the Tray I was used to.

“You still haven’t told me
what happened,” I said.

“Oh the details,” Tray
laughed. “Too much for a phone conversation. Let me email that to
you. You want pictures too?”

“What!”

“You know how I am about
pictures man—like the old boy said; have any pictures of your wife
naked? No. Want some?”

“You didn’t?”

“You’ll have to wonder
about it till you get my email, won’t you?” It was a laugh I’d
heard many times.

“One last thing Evan,” Tray
said. “You know I keep fucking that tight little pussy of
Jennifer’s and stretching it out, it won’t be so tight by the time
you get here, and may not go back that way again.”

“Asshole,” I said, because
I knew Tray was screwing with me now. “You just don’t forget whose
wife it is you’re fucking.”

“I won’t brother. Hurry
home. She ain’t the only one that misses your sorry ass, but for
completely different reasons.”

I picked up my phone and texted
Jennifer in as few words as I could what Tray had advised. “Talked
to Tray. So proud of you letting go some. Can’t wait to enjoy the
new you—love both the new and the old you! I love you Jennifer.
Like you texted—don’t you forget that. Always.”

 


I went to bed and didn’t sleep,
bouncing around in that gray area of sleep versus awake, the images
I had of Jennifer and the new ones Tray had added taking their own
directions, expanding, scenarios I had never dreamed now vivid and
real in my mind. I would be better off with the details instead of
my imagination fucking with me like this. I took a Benadryl and
woke up groggy hours later.

The slow period at our firebase seemed
to extend, and there was nothing to do. Nothing. The captain has
said to just stay out of sight so none of the brass would start
thinking up busy work just to keep us doing something, so it was
not a problem to sleep in. I took my first cup of coffee to the
computer and opened my email. As promised there was the one Tray
had said he would send—and my heart stopped. “With
attachment.”

I also saw he had four other emails,
with photo 1, 2, 3, 4 in the subject lines. The bottom email said
“Open first” in the tag line.

The photo was embedded in the email,
so when it opened I was greeted with a full screen picture of a
beautiful blonde with long straight hair. She was in a black
bustier, with garters reaching from it to fishnet stockings, high
black heels, and the back view had a V cut back, almost to her ass.
A single gold chain just under her shoulder blades seemed to be all
that was holding the thing together. Both ass cheeks were totally
exposed, with a one inch wide piece of fabric bunched between her
ass cheeks.

I had to do a double take before I
realized it was Jennifer in a blonde wig. The bustier pushed up her
already ample boobs and made them appear much larger. Most of the
flesh of the top half of cupped breast was exposed, and it looked
as if her breasts would pop free any moment, except for the narrow
two inch wide fabric that made the top half of the cup. I think the
lingerie people call them demi cups. Suffice to say cup or no it
was dangerously close to exposing her areola.

The smile was a come-fuck-me smile.
The open expression and that inviting smile jumped off the screen
at me. Tray was right, my wife broadcast sexy desire—and to some
extent—as much as I tried to deny it—one could feel the vibe from
the picture that this beautiful woman was approachable—and maybe
even available. Under it were there words, “Her work
outfit.”

Tray began his email below the
picture.

Looks hot doesn’t she? She wanted to
be sure I sent this before she left. This is the waitress costume
for a new line of clubs/restaurants called the Last Call Saloons.
Very upscale, high cover, membership and initiation fees that rival
many exclusive country clubs. They are rolling out six at the same
time. Not sure where I’ll be assigned, but Jennifer made it a
condition that she would only work at the one closest to Atlanta
unless she decided otherwise, and while that was outside stated
policy, they went along with it. Atlanta is the central
headquarters for all the others. Not sure beyond that—everything is
hush hush, and my training starts next week and I should learn more
then. Jennifer will be back a couple of days before I go, but
she’ll have a week home before she starts work.

I’m only trying to give you the latest
updates as I learn them.

Now for the details you wanted. OK,
I’ll say it up front, it is one thing to sit around over there
drinking that liquor from the apple juice bottles and describe in
detail about some of the women I’ve fuck—but you know it was just
to take up the time as much as anything—and to do that now to one
of my best friends—and describe fucking his wife, it is kinda
weird. Not that I can’t or won’t, like you asked, but it is
different.

 


I already told you how we were texting
back and forth, I was encouraging her to open up more for you, she
didn’t think she could talk to you about it, so I suggested she
talk to me, I’d give her feedback, and she could show you her
progress. I don’t know why but she wanted to be perfect when she
was in front of you—and when she talked about she didn’t know how
she could do anything and not look awkward, I had her Skype me. She
practiced with me before she did anything with you on
cam.

So we were online intimate you might
say.

I don’t think you, or her, or me
anticipated how turned on she would be showing off—and I know this
may hurt some but it was not only showing off to you, although that
was the goal when she started out, but somewhere along the line she
realized she got off showing off for me, or anyone else. Jennifer
has an exhibitionist side that came out when this
started.

At the time I wasn’t pushing any of
this other than working on your behalf, getting her to a place she
could show off for you. I can’t tell you exactly when that went off
the tracks a little. I know one night when she said she wanted to
get totally naked and get off for you, and wanted to be sure she
could do it. She tried out doing it while I watched. I’m making not
excuses here. You know what she looks like. No man could have
turned that down. That night she wanted me to show her my
cock.

A beautiful naked white women, pussy
spread open, finger on her clit, other on her boob caressing it and
she wants to see my cock? Like I said, no man could have turned
that down.

From what you said I think that may
have been about the time that she went to Helena’s sex toy party
and bought dildos. I didn’t know she had bought a big black one
then until later.

A lot of this was after I got home.
And no, I didn’t make any attempt to see her in person, and it
wasn’t every day we talked, more like every three or four days. I
made no plans to meet her until I the job interview thing. It was
totally legit. I had nothing in mind.

I had done some research about the new
company put together for the interview, several successful men, lot
of money, some sports figure money in it too, and one of the big
guys was an old friend from the New Orleans days. He had moved into
legal businesses with the cash he had earned in other
ways.

Effan is his name, and while he has
gone legal, he still has a lot of street in him—and realized that
sometimes in any business it is good to have someone from the
street who can handle things for him. He didn’t want to be
connected with anyone convicted from the bad days in New Orleans,
and I was clean and we went back to the day together, so he offered
me an interview. It was the other guys that I would have to
impress, and he told me that wives being there was an important
part of the interview.

The interview request also said the
ladies should “dress to impress,” which is why I paid for the
dresses and went along with her to be sure they were sexy enough. I
knew she was coming a long way from the shy girl you described, and
I figured a night out dressed hot, maybe leaning a little toward
slutty could go a long way to putting the old shy girl away for
good.

The quickest summation of it is that
Jennifer is a quick learner. I could see the change in her in less
than 24 hours. From the woman hesitating to try on a low cut top to
the woman owning the room with a confidence like you wouldn’t
believe…I don’t know exactly how to describe it. It was like she
was suddenly aware that she looked so good that every man in the
room wanted to fuck her—and that she had the power to pick and
choose if she wanted—but she didn’t want it, but they were welcome
to try to impress her just in case. And they did. She had all these
rich owners drooling all over her.

Jennifer didn’t rebuff them, just
thanked them for the attention, never said no but said a lot of put
offs like, “we’ll see,” “maybe,” and “really?” Each man there took
it as a promise for something in the future because her smile, the
way she delivered the words, implied that. She wasn’t doing that at
the start of the evening, by the end of the evening she
was.

I was a gentleman like I said. Things
were evolving quicker than I could guide for sure. I was driving
her back to your house when she told me about the job offer. She
was offered the job before I was, so I knew it boded well for me,
so I encouraged her to consider it.

Jennifer was pretty drunk, and as we
drove she leaned over against me, my hand fell to her breast and
instinctively gave her boob a caress, then realized what I was
doing and pulled away. She didn’t act like she had even noticed. I
walked her to the door, and she asked for a good night kiss. So I
did. A nice kiss, pulling our bodies together, long enough to give
me a boner and both of us surprised at the intensity of it when we
broke. She was short of breath.

“Wow,” she said.

“Yeah, wow.”

“That the first time I’ve
ever kissed a black man.”

“And I liked
it.”

“Should we again?” I said,
moving toward her.

“We’d better not tonight,”
she said. Wasn’t sure what that meant but if I was going to be a
gentlemen that night, that was where I would end it. So I did. Saw
she shut her door, drove back to my hotel.

You and I texted the next day. That
was when I asked you how far you wanted to go with opening her up,
getting rid of the shy girl in her. That’s when you said go for
it.

There weren’t as many people there the
second night—I asked why to Effan and he said they had already been
eliminated. That’s when he told it everyone else was more or less a
sure thing; this was more of a final celebration on getting the
staff in place they wanted. It had originally be planned to last
two nights, but in the morning meeting they said the already knew
all they needed to know.

Maybe twenty couples including the new
bosses. A lot of drinking, bartender is egging everyone on, mixing
new drinks, stuff like that. There’s a band, everyone is dancing,
switching dancing partners, and everyone wanted to dance with
Jennifer. Even more so when they discovered she was drunk enough
that they could put their hand inside her top and cop a feel. She
was getting off on it, and it took a while before I realized that
every time someone danced with her they were moving her over into
the dark corner and kept dancing with her back to us and feeling
her up good.

I understand I was supposed to be
taking care of her, but I was distracted myself. Several of the
wives let it be known that they had some kind of arrangements with
their husbands that allowed them to play around some. I was
surprised at the percentage of women there who were into that, but
hey, when in Rome.

I knew it was time to go when Effan,
the man who had put all of this together and is the top man in this
entire multi-millon dollar venture had his turn with Jennifer. I
wasn’t sure until I walked over there but he had opened her blouse
and was sucking on one boob and playing with the other. You wanted
her opening up more—it was happening. And you and I both know how
she gets when she’s having her nipples sucked. She was bordering on
being out of control.

No one else could see since she had
her back to the room, but it was more obvious than I think he
realized. I stood back until I heard Jennifer slur, “That’s enough
for now, Mr. Johnson, other men have asked me to dance
too.”

Johnson saw me and didn’t really like
it but he didn’t object. As she was buttoning up she told me,
“You’ve not danced with me yet.”

“I’m not sure I don’t need
to get you home,” I said.

“I enjoying dancing here,”
she said. “This is exciting.”

“We need to go,” I
repeated.

“Only if you promise to
dance with me when you get me home.”

“OK,” I said, and on the
way home she dozed actually. I thought she might be sobered up some
by the time we pulled in, but I don’t know if it was the delayed
effect or what, but she was drunker. I helped her to the door and
started to leave.

“Dammit Tray, you promised
to dance with me.” So I went inside. She poured us each a long
drink, put on some old soul music and we started dancing—dancing
like she had been dancing in the club. She took my hand and moved
it inside her blouse. “You’ve been staring down there all night.
It’s not like you’ve not seen them before. Touch them. Touch me
like those other guys were touching me. Damn that was hot. Evan
wouldn’t believe me now.” So I did.

Jennifer smiled at me pushing her body
against me. Yeah, I was rock hard by now and not thinking too
clearly either.

“You are Evan’s friend,
aren’t you?”

“You know I am.”

“We have talked about how
he wants me to not be shy, to act hotter?”

“Yes.”

She giggled. “How am I doing
tonight?”

“You’ve exceeded all his
expectations, I’d think.”

“Not all,” she
said.

“Huh?”

“He said a year was a long
time to do without getting fucked. I was able to not even think
about it until all this Skype stuff started,” she said. My hand was
still on her breast, I was using my fingertips, and her breathing
was heavier, as if she was trying to build up to something and
having difficulty doing it.

“A few days ago he told me
that if I really felt an uncontrollable urge to get fucked to go
for it.”

“He’s not told me
that.”

“Don’t take my word for it.
Text him.” That’s when I did text you and didn’t get a response.
When I looked up she told me, “See, I told you.” I didn’t tell her
I had not received an answer. She had taken her blouse completely
off and was standing there in nothing but that tight skirt. Looking
like, well you know what she looked like from the picture, but she
was a little looser, hair mussed up more, I don’t know how to
describe the look on a woman who has let five or six men feel her
up one after the other but that look too. And the most important
look, the one that said it is time to quick playing and I want to
fuck.

“Now dance with me Tray,”
she told me, “But take your shirt off first.”

So we danced, her bare breasts against
my bare chest, swaying to the music. “Do you think I’m too shy?”
she asked.

“Not anymore baby, not
anymore.”

“Think Evan will like the
new me?”

“I think he will love the
new you.”

“He said if I had an
uncontrollable urge,” she said.

“Yes.”

“I do have a confession to
make,” she said.

“What’s that?”

“I bought a big black dildo
at the sex party. I’ve used it.”

“Really! Hot!” I said,
leaning back in shock, looking at those deep blue eyes with her
eyes half closed.

“I have an uncontrollable
urge to fuck you,” she said. “Evan wants me to. I know you want to,
and I want to. Fuck me Tray. Tonight. Right here.” There was
nothing else to say in that regard was there?

She led me up the stairs to the master
bedroom, stripped off her skirt and thong, kept those long heels
on, and came to me, standing by the bed. She unbuckled my pants
while I stepped out of my shoes, unzipped them, and pulled them
down. When she pulled my cock out she hesitated. I don’t know what
was going through her head, could she take it, did she just want to
stare out it, I don’t know, but she held her hand around it,
stroked it, and hers was a look of total curiosity. She stroked my
cock a time or two and then from her knees in front of me started
sucking. I think she came once just from sucking me off.

I pulled her up, picked her up and
tossed her back on the bed. Her legs spread out in the fall and
before she could close them I was burying my face in her pussy. She
was tight, but dripping too. I got two fingers inside her and she
started cumming again. I kept licking her pussy, tongue fucking
her, moving my hands up to her tits and pulling on her nipples
while I did. After she had cum a second time I started to go for a
third but she took my wrists and pulled me up.

“It’s time,” she said. “I
want you inside me.”

I stood back on the floor, grabbed her
ankles and pulled her ass to the edge of the bed, and moved the
head of my cock to her pussy. I’ve never seen a woman any wetter,
but even with that, even after I had coated the head of my cock
with her juices and started to go inside her, there was resistance.
I got the head in and she said, “Yess, oh yes.” I moved in more and
she yelped, and slid in more. Each time I moved into her she
jumped, but after I had half of my cock inside her I felt her pussy
beginning to stretch some. That is when she started to cum again.
“Oh God you are splitting me in two,” she said.

“Want me to stop?” I
asked.

“Hell no, fuck me with that
big black cock, I want it all inside me, but go slow.”

It didn’t take but a stroke or two
then until I was balls deep inside her. “I feel like it is going to
come out my mouth,” she said. I started stroking it, soft, slow and
steady.

It was like my cock inside her had
flicked a switch, she was wiggling her ass, telling me how good it
felt, urging me to fuck her, saying “Oh yes, fuck me, fuck me
good,” over and over.

As we were fucking she told me, “I’m
getting fucked.”

“Yes.”

“You know you’re only the
second cock to ever be inside me?”

“Well thank
you.”

“My first black
cock.”

“Yes.”

“Will Evan be proud of me,
letting go like this?”

“Yes.” I said again. She
kissed me, hard, eager, and I speeded my stroking. Nothing
intentional, but natural, like it does when too people are fucking.
Not talking, not thinking, concentrating on the erotic pleasure and
senses of the moment. She had another orgasm willing around on my
cock as I fucked her, arching her back and fucking me
back.

Jennifer held on to me, my cock still
hard, as I hadn’t cum, and caught her breath.

“Does this make me a
slut?”

“I don’t know. Do you want
to be a slut?” I asked. “Think Evan wants you to be a
slut.”

“Sometimes he does, but
right now it doesn’t matter. It is whether I want to be a slut.” I
know where a white girl wants to go at this point, and I took her
there.

“Do you?”

Jennifer slammed her pelvis against
me, harder. “I think I do. What does a slut really do?”

“Fucks. Fucks a
lot.”

“Fucks black men?” She
asked.

“Then you are a black cock
slut,” I said, “Not just a slut. That’s even better.”

I can last a long time so I pulled
out, ate her pussy some more until she begged me to fuck her again.
I picked up the pace and she went back to these urgent whispers. It
was hot fucking and talking at the same time. I was complimenting
her about how hot she was but she was ramping the talk up. Girl was
wiggling on my cock like and impaled worm on a hook, she was in a
zone.

“Am I a black cock
slut?”

“Not yet.”

“Why, I’m fucking
you.”

“I haven’t cum inside you
yet. You haven’t taken a load of black cum.”

“Then cum inside me. I want
to be a black cock slut. I want you to cum inside me.”

I started pounding her then, each slam
making a popping sound and each bringing a throaty raspy “ugh” from
her. We were fucking so fast it was almost an continual moan. I
couldn’t hold back any longer and started spurting.

“Take it, take my cum you
slut.”

“Yes…cum…black…cock…slut….mmmmm.”

I held my cock inside her until our
bodies quit spasming, then longer, enjoying her warm pussy, and I
could feel my cum oozing out. I pulled out and parted her pussy
lips, watching my cum pour out of her pussy and down her ass,
dripping down to the bed.

“So I am a black cock slut
now?” she asked.

“You are a black cock
slut.”

We cuddled and I held her. She had a
couple of small shivers rack her body. “So what will I be after
we’ve fucked the second time?” she asked.

After we rested we fucked a second
time, running through doggy, cowgirl, reverse cowgirl, face down
and finishing up with me on top between her legs again. She hit a
plateau and must have cum for 10 minutes, never had that happen
with a woman before. Amazing. Dropped another big load. As we
cuddled then she opened up more.

“I’ve always wished I could
do this.”

“What, fuck a black
guy?”

“Well it has been a fantasy
I never told anyone about—but to actually let go like this. I’ve
always wanted to. Even could see it. I think that is why I fought
even harder to resist it.”

“Why resist it?”

“Because deep down I was
afraid I would like it too much. I like being in
control.”

“And now?”

“I like letting go of
control—but I am still afraid I will like it too much.”

“Just like it?”

“No, I love it. That’s the
scary part, how much I loved this.”

We dozed off, I got up first, put some
coffee on and brought her a cup. She was sitting up in the bed,
naked, unashamed, natural. I check my phone to see if there were
any return texts from you. There wasn’t.

“He still doesn’t know does
it?” Jennifer said.

“No.”

“I always thought I would
text or call minutes after it had happened and tell him. I had
planned it that way. I love surprising him—he really gets off on
that—but I’m not sure he knows it. I do though.”

Jennifer looked down at my cock.
“Damn, did I take that whole thing inside me? You cock is bigger
than my black dildo.”

“Yes you did. But not
easily at first. It was a lot easier the second fuck.”

“Have you wrecked my
pussy,” she asked.

“Maybe,” I said back. “It
may be a little looser but it is not going to wear out!”

“Good,” she said. “I like
being slutty.”

“You do?”

“Yes, I think I do. But I
think you soft soaped it last night,” she said.

“What do you
mean.”

“You said that being a slut
was fucking someone else and being a black cock slut was fucking a
black man and letting him cum inside you.”

“Yeah.”

“It really means fucking a
lot of different men doesn’t it?”

“Yes, to most people it
does,” I said. “Do you want to fuck a lot of different
men?”

“I’ve thought about it,
more so recently,” Jennifer said.

“You want to be a black
cock slut?”

“I am not sure. I think
Evan wants me to but he won’t admit it to me or himself,” she
said.

“Jennifer,” I told her, “I
think you are misreading this a little. It is not so much what Evan
wants you to be but more Evan wants you to be what Jennifer wants
to be. He’s wanted you open enough to realize what you really
wanted and say it, maybe even act on it rather than hiding behind
your shyness.”

“So it is not if Evan wants
me to be a slut, but whether I want to be a slut, and if I do Evan
is on board?”

“That’s the way I see it.”
I told her, “But that is a conversation the two of you need to
have.”

“I’ll have to think about
that more,” Jennifer said. “But I want to be a slut this morning.
Treat me like you would a black cock slut Tray. Don’t hold
back.”

“Don’t you hold back,” I
said.

“I will do my best not
to.”

“And that is when she went
berserk on my black cock. Unleashed is the proper word. I slapped
her ass, tied her hands over her head with my belt, watched her
while she fucked herself with a black dildo (I understand that I
was the first to see that—she didn’t tell me until she had already
done it that she had not done it for you yet. Sorry about that.)
She has a sub side, but it is hard to play with that one on one
knowing she’s your wife other than what we did. I think it is
something you can play with a lot when you get back.

“I made a discovery about
your wife too. She loves dirty talk. The more the better. Call her
a slut, a whore, tell her you are gonna cum inside her cunt, order
her to pull on her tits, the dirtier you say it the hotter she
gets. I don’t think you’ve seen that side of her.

“She is on a bubble here
bro. She is hot to the idea of letting go—and where it ends up
really none of us have any real control. It goes where it goes.
I’ll try to take care of her as good as I can till you get
home.

“Don’t worry about you and
her though. She’s solid on that. She wouldn’t even take off her
wedding rings while we fucked. “I’m Evan’s,” she said, “Use of my
pussy is just on loan to you.”


Book III: Attack & Home

 


I had just finished the email, started
to open the other attachments, my mind jumbled, when the first
photo opened. There was my beautiful Jennifer, her eyes turned
toward the camera, a big black cock in her mouth. She was topless,
with her breasts out of focus in the background. The second was a
close up of her breast, Tray’s dark black hand cupping it. The
third was with my wife on her back, legs and arms open, naked, a
thick black cock being guided into her pussy. The cock head was
already inside, and a look of total contentment was on her face. I
opened the last one, and she was on top of Tray, the photo starting
at the top with her smiling face, a unique smile I had never seen
on her face before, her bare breasts, a black hand squeezing on,
and lower still her body impaled on a big black cock, with half of
it disappearing inside her, the shaft that was visible soaked with
her juices and glistening the room light.

I downloaded the images to my SD card,
stuck it in my wallet, and erased them from the computer. That is
when I noticed there was a video attached to a second email. I
started to open it when I heard a whoosh and the “CRUMP” of an
explosion not far away. “Rockets!” I thought, and grabbed my M4, a
canvas bandoleer of six clips, capped my helmet on my head and
started my dash for the bunker.

There was an explosion near me, and
much of what followed was a blur. I saw men in tribal clothes
carrying AK’s inside the compound and opened up on them. Some fell.
The bunker was too far away, but I tried. I saw the Captain on the
ground, not moving. I grabbed his collar and dragged him along. We
fell into the bunker on top of bodies. Stephanie had proper herself
into the corner and had her rifle lying on the sandbag in front of
her, holding it in bloody hands. We didn’t speak. There were still
forms moving inside the compound and the Ma Duce was sitting there,
belt in place, and it felt good to feel the jolt to my hands as
those .50 caliber lead bits of American might started going down
range. I remember the flash and the feeling of flying through the
air, but that was all –except the blackness.

 


***

 


I started hearing voices. I couldn’t
make them out, murmurings first, unidentifiable, and the clearer,
all in a blackness versus sound cycle. The first words I clearly
remember was Jennifer’s voice saying “I love you.” Even through the
darkness I felt the warmth of those words. The next distinct voice
was a “Hang in there brother,” from Tray, and I thought I even
heard Halloren’s voice amidst the others I could not
identify.

 


The light that followed was blinding,
so bright I had to squint my eyes and it didn’t help. The return of
the blackness was comforting. Then slowly the light was no so
bright, and a squint would keep it out, and then it came to the
point I opened my eyelids to a world of blurs. I tried to move and
couldn’t. I panicked as I realized that I was alive and awake, and
couldn’t move. Shit I pray I’m not paralyzed. Then I gave it more
effort and could feel my arm move at command—and I felt a warm hand
grasp it as the blackness returned.

The periods of darkness decreased,
pushed out by the sounds and vision being clearer, and mentally
realizing that in the light and sound world was where I needed to
be, where I fought back the blackness to go. And then there was no
blackness. I opened my eyes and I could see the other side of the
wall in what was obviously a hospital room. My hand was being held
and I turned my head to look into the tearful eyes of my wife.
Jennifer had streaks running through her mascara, and I think I
felt a tear or two as well. “I love you” I stammered through a dry
mouth and she burst out in another flurry of tears, gently leaning
over and kissing my forehead. The smile was the most beautiful
smile I had ever seen. I tried to return it.

“Welcome back,” she said
softly. I know I was smiling then, but I felt weak, so very weak. I
didn’t return to the blackness, it was more a gray, and when I
opened my eyes again Jennifer was still there, different clothes,
no tears, and a broad black face looming at me over her
shoulder.

“I told you he was a tough
son-of-a-bitch, ain’t you bro?” Tray said.

“Damn right,” I answered,
hearing the words come out at no more than a scratchy whisper,
squeezing Jennifer’s hand in mine, and they were blocked out by a
man in a white coat shining a flashlight in my eyes.

“Amazing,” I heard him say.
He looked at me. “You’re a lucky young man. Beautiful devoted wife,
good friends, and luck the envy of any Irishman. Don’t buy any
lottery tickets though—you’ve used all your luck up right here.” He
nodded to Tray and Jennifer and hustled out of the part in the
curtain. “I think he’s back,” the doctor said as he
left.

“What the hell happened?” I
asked.

“What do you remember?”
Tray asked.

“In the bunker at the .50,
then nothing.”

The two of the laughed. “You’re a hero
man. A rocket hit the bunker but not until you did some real
damage.”

“My hero,” Jennifer said,
“In more ways than one.”

“The Captain, Stefanie?” I
asked.

“All good,” Tray said.
“They both say you saved their asses. Captain is now combat
wounded; now he’s got more street cred with the brass. Stephanie is
on her way home.”

Tray held up a Purple Heart. “General
came by a few weeks ago and made a big deal of walking through
passing these out. He pinned it to your pillow. The Captain is ok
thanks to you—and he put you in for the Silver Star, and from what
I hear you’ll probably get it. Dammit I thought I tole you to not
try any of that hero shit and now you done done it.”

“Wasn’t my idea,” I
said.

“Look at this,” Tray said
to Jennifer, “Already getting some of that sense of
humor.”

A solemn thought hit me. Were they not
telling me something. “How bad?”

“Like the doctor said, you
are very lucky,” Jennifer said.

“How lucky?”

“Let’s say you gonna catch
hell trying to go through a metal detector,” Tray laughed, “legs,
ass, back, you’re peppered pretty good, couple of nice scars to
talk about to your grandkids. Two inch scar on your jawbone just
makes you look more badass. Nothing vital hit, no permanent damage
that they can find, big thing was the coma you were in—and you just
kicked that in the ass.”

“How long?”

“Coma? eight weeks,”
Jennifer said. Eight weeks? What had happened in the eight weeks I
was out? All the words of Tray’s last email describing what
Jennifer had said, how they had fucked—and it was eight weeks
later? I felt dread settling like a blanket over my
shoulders.

“When do I get
out?”

“Doc says as soon as you
are good enough to walk out. You start rehab in the morning. Couple
of weeks if you go for the intensive program,” Jennifer said. “Then
we can pick back up on our life together.”

“And you’re free brother.
Medical discharge, 80% disability, and you’re home, safe. Best of
all worlds.”

“What about your job and
the rest of it,” I said, my eyes moving between Jennifer and Tray.
They picked up what I was talking about.

“Plenty of time for that
when you get out. Everything is good. I love you so much,” Jennifer
said.

“Hey, I gotta go to work,”
Tray said, more to Jennifer than me it seemed. “I’ll leave you two
to it.”

“About…”

“I know where you are
headed, Tray told about your conversation with him, and now is not
the time or the place,” Jennifer said, smiling a smile I had never
seen on her, much like the smile in the pictures, but warmer. It
was a fuck-me smile, but I could feel it was a special smile, for
me, only me.

“I missed you so much, I am
so glad you’re home.”

“Me too.”

“And during the eight weeks
I’ve been here?”

“By your side when they
would let me in. Started the new job so I’m working too. They kept
you isolated for a pretty good while. The doctor said talking to
you would help. I’ve had long conversations with you love, went
over and over how to tell you about how it has been since you have
been gone, so I’m at the point I hopefully can tell you without
stammering, worrying, and hopefully even breaking down. But not
here. When you get home. I want your mind on getting
well.”

“I want out of here and at
home with you as soon as possible.”

“I know, me
too.”

“OK we need the patient to
get some rest. This is a lot to take in at once,” the nurse said.
She looked at Jennifer. “I know you want to stay, but this is going
to put him out like a light. You get some rest yourself and come
back tomorrow.” They left and the blackness returned
quickly.

 


***

 


I awoke, had breakfast that no human
could eat, enjoyed a strong cup of coffee, and dozed off. I lay
away and tried to process all the thoughts in my mind before I
stirred. I had been here for nearly eight weeks, but for me it was
one day—and that was one day too long. I wanted out. When I woke
again Jennifer was there, and the doctor was speaking.

“He’s very weak, despite
all of our massaging and moving his body so keep the muscles from
atrophy,” he said. “But he is young, in pretty good shape, and if
you and he are willing to get him to enter the accelerated rehab
program, it is all experimental mind you, but we have had some
great success with it, if you can do that, I would think he will be
back on the street and may 90-95% in about 10 to 12
days.”

“Sounds good to me,”
Jennifer said.

The doctor looked at me. “I want to go
home now,” I said.

“You can’t,” the doc said.
“You’re too weak. You can try our experimental program or we can
put you in standard rehab for about 3 ½ weeks. Your
choice.”

“I guess I’m experimental,”
I said. “Anything to get me home quicker.”

“There is one downside,”
the doctor said. “It is intensive, based on getting up and
exercising at odd hours, keeping your system more or less unsteady,
and therefore you will not have any visitors during that
time.”

“But it has been…” Jennifer
started.

“I understand completely,”
the doctor said. “Maybe I should leave you alone and let the two of
you talk in case you might wish to reconsider.”

When he was out of hearing Jennifer
said, “You’ve been away from me too long baby.”

“I know,” I said, “But
anything to get home quicker.”

She smiled and moved closer. “I know
that look. You know you have this no-longer-shy wife that you want
to play with?”

“You got it.”

“Maybe you need some
incentive, on working hard in this rehab program,” she said, moving
to the curtain and closing it. I could see other beds around us,
obvious I was in a ward. As she stood to close the curtain it was
the first time I noticed how she was dressed. A skin tight orange
skirt that hit her at mid-thigh. No panty lines—either a thong or
nothing underneath. Her blouse was gray, button up, three buttons
undone, it wasn’t thin but clearly no bra by the way her breasts
moving freely as she walked. She saw me staring, and smiled
again.

“You remember your shy
reserved wife?” she asked, “the one you were slowly getting rid by
encouraging her to get naked on Skype with you? The one you always
wished would be bolder?”

I nodded.

“How would you feel if my
shy side had vanished, if you were stuck with a new me?”

“Am I?” I asked.

“Tell me Evan, do you want
me to go back to the way I was?”

“Hell no,” I admitted. “I
just want you to be where you yourself want to be, not the person
you think I want you to be. I want you happy, with me I
hope.”

“Always with you love,” she
said.

“She may be gone. Think you
will miss the old me?”

“I don’t think so,” I
said.

“I had it all set in my
mind how to surprise you with the new me; I didn’t think I would do
it in a hospital. It complicates things.”

“Yeah, I know,” I said,
holding up my arm with the IV.

Jennifer leaned over me, her right arm
holding her body over my head, her left hand unbuttoning her blouse
further. “Touch me,” she said, “I have longed for you to touch me.
I want your hands on my tits.”

I moved my hand inside her blouse,
unimpeded by a bra. Jennifer acting this outgoing told me she had
indeed taken a huge step away from the shy woman I had left behind.
I cupped the familiar softness of her breast, squeezed gently, and
I think I even moaned. She felt so good. “Oh I missed this,” I
said.

“Would the old shy me have
done this?” she asked.

“No.” I moved to her other
breast, cupping it the same, running my thumb over her nipple and
feeling something strange. I moved my hand to her other breast and
from the angle she was over me with the blouse open she might as
well have been topless. I peeked down her top.

There was a small gold ring piercing
her right nipple. Bright, shining, and swinging with her small
movements. “The old me wouldn’t have done that either would she? I
wanted to demonstrate to you how I have done as you wanted and
moved out of my shy shell. Some of the other girls at work were
getting pierced, so I went along and got one too. I hope you like
it—it is for you,” Jennifer said. “Does that do a better job of
explaining how much I have moved out of my shell?”

“Unbelievable,” I said,
“This is too much I mean…” I looked up at her face. “What have you
done with my old wife? You must have possessed her body.” I gave
her gold ringed nipple another stare and a flick. “I, I, I love it.
I just never would have imagined.”

“You old wife is gone,
love,” Jennifer said. “I didn’t like myself then. I like who I am
now. I feel good about myself.”

“I was joking about where
had my old wife gone,” I said. “I’m looking at her.” I smiled, “But
you’ll probably have to take that ring out when you start
breastfeeding and we start a family.”

“You want to do that,
soon?” she asked.

“No, we have plenty of time
for that,” I said.

“Good. I want to enjoy this
new me for a while too. This is all so new and exciting. There is a
lot I haven’t done and want to try. I’ll probably need to be off my
birth control pills for a while before we start really trying
though.”

Jennifer instantly changed the
subject. “I can’t wait for you to see where I work. As my husband
you get a free membership too!” I must not have seemed impressed
enough. “Honey, it costs everyone else $35,000 as an initiation fee
and $2500 a month just to be a member. All drinks and everything
else are added on top of that. It is an honor. The CEO set it up
for you after he heard about everything. And I’ve already gotten a
couple of moves upward at work.”

“OK,” I said, “I
understand. I can’t wait to see this place either.”

We heard steps coming and she hastily
sat down and rebuttoned her blouse as the curtain opened. “Doctor
says you need to take all this excitement in stages,” she told me,
extending a needle into the dripping IV. She looked over at
Jennifer.

“Same time
tomorrow?”

“Certainly. Yeah, it was
about time for me to go to work anyway.”

“Don’t worry hon, you are
not going to miss anything, this guy has a nice long nap headed his
way. See you tomorrow. Doc says that will probably be the last
visit before he put him in the experimental rehab program though.
You have anything to say to him for 10 days, you’d better say it
tomorrow.”

“I think we’ve already said
it,” Jennifer said. She kissed me on my dry lips, looked into my
eyes with a look that melted me, a look that summed up love,
desire, and a feeling wanting to tear out the tubes, jerk her onto
the bed, rip off her clothes and fuck her right there—the staff,
ward, and privacy be damned. I watched her walk away, twisting her
ass in the tight skirt, looking back over her shoulder at me and
smiling as she pulled the cloth of her blouse tight against her
right breast, outlining her pierced nipple. She blew me a kiss and
turned away, leaving me smiling.

I wondered what I was in for
now.

The next day Jennifer told me Tray had
been sent out of town, she had a couple of extended shifts to do at
work, and over the weekend she was going out of town helping them
open a new club. Jennifer had been promoted to the first team of
the company, the ones that they send to work a new club to get
everyone interested and working the local staff in. It wasn’t bad,
she said, they covered all the expenses, fly out for a couple of
days, and back at home. Never more than three days away. So far she
said she had opened three new clubs while I had been out, and would
open another while I was in rehab. Then rehab began.

I pushed too hard in the rehab and
that set me back a couple of more days. As exciting and as intimate
as our first moments had been with Jennifer when I had awoken from
the coma, there was never an opportunity to talk about anything
that had happened between her and Tray. The time didn’t seem
right.

After the setback I was determined to
set a record recovery time—and according to a couple of the doctors
that is exactly what I did. Thanks to their new experimental
program I was on a 24-hour program that encompassed exercises and
therapy in the middle of the night, different times, forcing my
body to adjust quickly. Soon I was feeling almost normal. I felt my
strength was back, I had even talked one of the nurses into
smuggling in a few beers and some small airline bottle of Jack
Daniels, so I was getting my liver back in shape, and I felt I was
ready to go—when the doc took a few days off and prevented my
dismissal. When he was back he took one look at me, shook my hand
and said “Welcome back to the real world. Except for the fact you
are a walking scrapyard I would say a complete recovery.” He handed
me a thick folder of paperwork. “We’ve had a secretary do all your
paperwork, and as of now you have fulfilled your military
obligation to a grateful nation. Your medical care through the VA
is on us, and your disability checks should start within 60 days.
The doctor went to full attention, saluted, and extended his
hand.

“Thank you for your
service, and I mean that. With all the heartbreak I have to treat
and see here, I have to say you are one of the good ones. You’re
ok, and you should have a good life ahead of you. Good luck in all
you do soldier.”

“I’m no longer a soldier,
sir,” I smiled, taking his hand and shaking it. “Thank you for all
you have done for me.” They offered me a wheel chair to the door
but I declined. I was a little weak but otherwise I felt as good as
the day I finished basic training.

Evidently this was ahead of schedule,
as I looked up and saw Tray and Jennifer running toward me. “We
wanted to get here earlier,” Jennifer said, hugging me. Watching
her run to me had been a delight in itself. She was in jeans and a
white tee, but the way her breasts bounced under the tee, the
brushing of cotton against her bare nipples poking them deliciously
toward me, could only make me look more forward to what was to
come.

As we walked out of the hospital, my
arm around my wife, we stopped at the entrance. “There is where I
take my leave brother,” Tray said. “You to have a lot of catching
up to do—undercover work!” he laughed.

Tray looked at Jennifer. “Let me know
what you two want to do. I’m kool whatever. You both know that.
Don’t worry about work tomorrow, but we will need you to open that
new club in Ohio. OK?”

“OK,” Jennifer said,
extending her hands up around his thick black neck as he leaned
over to make it easier. “Thank you for all you’ve done. You know we
love you, right? Both of us?”

Tray seemed taken aback by that.
“Shit, me and your old man are brothers, it’s what bros do. Later.”
He shook my hand again and turned away.

 


***

 


As we walked out into the dark parking
lot I looked around for my beat up Toyota. “Where’s the car,” I
said.

“It’s a surprise,” Jennifer
smiled. “Over the next few days you are in for a lot of surprises
big boy. I’ve had 10 months to plan all this!” She looked around
about the parking lot as if she was searching for our car, and as
she did I noticed for the first time how her posture had changed.
No slumping, her back was straight, adding lift, definition, and
size to her breasts, the small heels putting just the right tilt to
her pert little ass, and her head turning right and left quickly,
animated, the movement waiving her hair, the sunlight revealing red
highlights that I had not noticed before. And every little nuance
made me want her more—and made me more proud of her emergence from
her shyness.

Jennifer caught me looking, and
stopped. “What?” I smiled. “I know that smile,” she said. “You like
what you’re seeing don’t you?”

“Damn right.”

“Well it is all yours, for
your pleasure and wildest desire.”

“OK, let’s start with
where’s the car?” I asked. “Did you lose where you parked it? I
know no one would steal the piece of junk, especially after it was
wrecked.”

“You’re standing in front
of it.”

“What?” She nodded with her
head, a broad smile on her face, her blue eyes wide in anticipation
of my reaction. I was standing in front of a new blue Ford F-150.
The tag read “LST-CAL.” I asked again. “Where?”

“The truck, silly. She
extended me the keys. “Think you can remember how to
drive?”

“We can’t afford this. How?
What?”

“It’s paid for. Now don’t
ask so many damn questions. I’m going to drag all this out as long
as I can just to keep you anticipating what’s next. By the end of
next week it will all be very clear.”

“You are going to make me
wait a week?”

“For some things, yes.
Remember babe I’m calling the shots on this one. Now get in the
damn truck.”

I climbed in, relishing the leather
seats, the smell of a new truck, and the unblemished
interior.

“You like it?” Jennifer
asked.

“I love it, I can’t believe
it.”

“Believe it,” she said,
“And it is time you really met the new me. She kissed me, not the
pecks from the hospital but a long tongue dancing kiss that made my
entire body tingle. It was an eager kiss, one that gave me the
total pleasure of her full lips, and as we kissed she took my left
hand and moved it to her breast. “Touch my tits when you kiss me,”
she said. And we kissed again. Longer, better. There were people
walking by and we ignored them. Something new she would have never
done before. She was rubbing my cock through my pants, and gave a
soft moan when she felt how hard I was.

“I love your cock this
hard,” she breathed into my ear, still rubbing it through my
pants.

“What do you expect,” I
laughed, “nearly 10 months.”

“Poor baby,” she purred,
“let me fix that for you.”

I had not noticed she had unbuckled my
pants until I heard the sound of my zipper being lowered. Her hand
was inside my boxers in an instant, pulling my cock into the night
air for only a second before enveloping it with her warm mouth.
Jennifer had sucked my cock before, but never with this much
enthusiasm, making little sounds of pleasure as she did, bobbing
her head up and down on my cock, squeezing my hand on her breast as
if I wasn’t squeezing hard enough. She tried to slide her hand to
cup my balls, but my pants were in the way.

“Slide them down,” she
said, and I raised my ass and she slid them down. The movement
caused me to slide down further in the seat, my cock straight and
hard, unrestricted from extending to full length. “Damn I’ve missed
my man’s cock,” she said, her last syllables muffled by her taking
my cock in her mouth again. I felt my cock nudge the back of her
throat and then a further movement, my cock sliding down her
throat, her lips pressing against my pubic hair. She moved her head
back and for and pulled off, taking in a big gasp for
air.

I was in a zone of amazement. Jennifer
was exceeding all bounds of my expectations. The old Jennifer never
used the word “cock”, would never have worn a thin cotton tee-shirt
without a bra, and for certain would not even have kissed me in a
parking lot, let alone suck my cock. And now she was deep throating
me? I was in sensory overload, and it was only seconds before she
was picking up on my nearing orgasm. In the past she would have
pulled her mouth off of me, finished me off with her hand or we
would have fucked. Not this time. When I felt my cum rising my
breathing became more of a pant, and with the first spurt she went
after it hungrily—not pulling off but pushing her throat down on me
harder, taking all my cum into her mouth – and swallowing. I had
finished cumming and she was still trying to suck more come from my
cock. She didn’t move her mouth from my cock until I started going
soft.

I was amazed. She pulled off and with
a wide smile on her face leaned back against the other door frame
as I collapsed against my side, tugging my boxers up in case a
security guard came by.

“Wow. Incredible. Like
there are no words. Never in my wildest dreams did I ever dream of
this really happening. Thank you.”

“So you liked
it?”

“Loved it.”

“Good, so did I” she
smiled. “I thought about sucking your cock as you drove, but since
it has been a while since you’ve been in traffic I figured I would
wait to do that until another car ride.”

“You will?”

“A promise,” she said, “as
long as you can keep this truck in the road.”

 


***

 


When we pulled into home I was amazed.
New paint, new trim, landscaping here and there. “Looks great!” I
said.

“I can’t take all the
credit for this, I had some help,” she said.

“Tray?” I asked.

“Some, but neighbors,
friends, even a civic group or two. All in good time, we have to
take this in order love. I don’t want to overwhelm you all at once.
That was a bad bump on your head; Doc said even though your body is
back up to speed, we didn’t need to overload your mind with too
much.”

“And the blow job in the
parking lot so worlds away from the old you is not an
overload?”

“Not even close,” she
smiled. “That’s a blow job from your wife. Now take me inside and
fuck me. It’s been 10 months.”

I paused at the door. “I feel like I
should pick you up and carry you over the threshold,” I
said.

“Save the energy. You’re
gonna need it.”

 


***

 


“Wow,” was all I could say
when I entered the living room. New leather couch and chair, big
screen TV, nicer pictures.

Jennifer didn’t have to ask, she could
tell I loved it. “How? I mean how mu…”

“Just enjoy,” she smiled.
“All in good time.” She led me to the back yard. The fence was
higher, the back porch and deck extended, and there was a bubbling
large hot tub. “Voila!” she said, sweeping her hand to it. A
private hot tub had always been a dream of ours that we had talked
about for years.

“Enough, Jennifer. We can’t
afford it on my pay; I can’t imagine you making enough to pay for
this on yours—plus a truck, and all this new furniture.” For the
first time in our marriage I saw her brace me. She stood firmly,
hands on both hips.

“Dammit, I told you all in
good time and I meant it. Don’t let your mind start doing that
stuff with you. For your reference the hot tub comes from that new
spa manufacturer back home. When the fact you were wounded hit the
local paper they started raising money, and this was donated by the
spa manufacturer. They said you might need the hot water regularly
to help in your rehab. Any more questions?”

“None,” I said, overwhelmed
that anything like that had happened.

“I bet I’m making a lot
more money than you think,” she smiled knowingly.” I looked up at
her and back at the hot tub.

“Yes, I’ve mailed everyone
elaborate thank you notes. I had plenty of time to do that sitting
by your bed in the hospital. You know you didn’t even have to ask.
Now any more questions or you want to see the bedroom?”

“Bedroom by all means.
Please lead on.”

I led the way up the stairs, walked
into the bedroom, and for the most part it was the same. New
comforter on the bed. Same dresser and chest, a bigger mirror in a
different spot. It took a second before I realized from the
position whoever was on the bed could watch themselves fucking. The
walls had been painted a pale blue, but overpowering the entire
room was a near life-size photograph.

Actually it was three photographs. The
first was a version of the work uniform picture of Jennifer with
the long blonde wig. I had already devoured it for days. The second
was about the same, the exact same pose, a white bustier rather
than a black one. Again in a wig, a red one this time with wavy
hair, a sea of red actually. The biggest difference was the demi
cup in the black outfit that had covered her nipples was not there.
The bustier cupped, uplifted, and thrust out her breasts, and ended
just under her nipples, which were boldly open and exposed. It was
as if she was even barer than she would have been naked. The photo
had been taken before her piercing. On her left ass cheek it looked
as if a number had been placed there with a marker. The photo was
the same size as the blonde photo, and all three photos were butted
together in a single frame.

The final one was the same pose as the
other two, no wig this time, although her hair was two or three
shades lighter than I remembered, a waist chain wrapped around her
flat belly, completely flat with no sign of the soft little paunch
I recalled just below her navel. The chain traveled through the
dangling part of a navel ring.

There were no tan lines. Her pussy was
completely bare. I froze. I couldn’t believe it.

“You always said you wanted
a nude photo of me,” she said. “I had them blown up and framed just
for you.”

“I did. I do. Oh, oh hell,
it is spectacular. The whole thing is spectacular.” Then it dawned
on me, she had to pose for those. She was nude for a photographer.
“When…”

“I had a modeling gig or
two.”

“You were nude in front of
a photographer?” I asked.

“The photographer, his
assistant, and a hair and make-up artist. Yes. I tried to tell you
I’ve done a job on my shyness. Maybe I should just show you” I felt
her moving behind me, wrapping her arms around me, unbuckling my
belt from behind.

“You have ten months of
fucking to catch up on,” she told.

“More like nine since Tray
was…” She put her finger to my lips.

“Shussshhhh, now is not the
time or the place. Time to fuck your wife, husband.”

And fuck we did. The finest, greatest,
most exciting, erotic fuck of my life. The combination of time
away, of her opening up, knowing she had done this for me despite
her own reservations and overcoming them, and most important of all
as I look back on it, the erotic expression of celebrating that I
had brushed death and survived. I was alive and I was here, fucking
the most beautiful woman in the world and she was moaning, begging,
and enjoying it like it was the finest fuck of her life.

I can’t recall how long we fucked.
Minutes, hours, into the night, through meals. I had to get my cock
in her quickly and oh what a magnificent feeling that was, entering
her warm and wet pussy. Hard. Soft. It was all a blur of whimpers,
grunts, moans, soft tits between my hands, hard nipples in my
mouth, sucking, biting, hands on my ass pulling me deeper inside
her.

We didn’t talk, we fucked. Jennifer
responded in a way I could have only dreamed. I had so much I
wanted to know about how this wanton slut beneath me, impaled on my
hard cock, had gotten that way, but every time she would shush me
and she would suck my cock or pull me on the bed and we would fuck
some more. In those first hours we did nothing out of the ordinary
sexually that we had not done before, but with much more intensity.
It was as if we were reliving the early part of our marriage,
reacquainting ourselves with our early days and how good that sex
was the way we did it then—only this time so much better because I
was no longer concerned with trying to get Jennifer to let go and
enjoy it. And enjoy it she did. She was insatiable. She sucked my
cock in a 69 while I licked her bare pussy. She rode my cock
cowgirl, reverse cowgirl, all with the lights on and smiling. When
I slowed she would speed up, shoving her body on to my cock. I
could hold my body still in any position and she would fuck herself
on my cock. Jennifer was crazy for fucking.

The biggest difference was the talk.
When I first put my cock inside her she shocked me by being so
explicit. “I missed your hard cock.” She had never talked during
sex before I left. And that first fuck, as my punch of my dick into
my wife began heading toward a crescendo, she begged me, “Cum
inside me. Fill me full of your cum.”

It had to end, and it did, both of us
collapsed, and cuddled.

“I love your shaved pussy,”
I told her. “I wasn’t expecting that.”

“Actually it is waxed,
lasts longer and is a lot smoother,” she said.

I was toying with her nipple ring as
we cuddled. “This was unexpected. I didn’t realize how hot it
is.”

“I debated doing the other
one, but the jury is still out on that. Maybe after this one heals
and quits hurting. I want to be sure I heard you right, these
unexpected things are hot to you?”

“Absolutely. I never
thought I would see it, and you letting go like this makes you the
most exciting, beautiful, sultry woman on the face of this earth.
You always have been to me, but now you are strong enough and bold
enough to let others see it too.”

Jennifer didn’t speak; just lay their
quiet as if she was pondering something. I was content to hold my
nude wife tight against me, making sure it wasn’t a dream and I was
really here and home. I could see myself in the mirror, all the
short and half-moon shaped scars covering my left side. Yes, yes I
am a lucky man—to be alive and to have a wife like mine. Maybe this
new woman with her newfound sexuality would turn off most men—to me
it was the most erotic fantasy I could imagine come to life—a
woman that looked like this naked and willing right here in my
arms. I felt my cock hardening again, and without breaking our
cuddle she raised her leg, moved her hand between her legs and
guided my cock inside her. We lay like that until I could control
myself no longer and began a tiny stroke intermittently, and then
more steady, and finally she lifted her leg while I held her hips
and fucked her hard for long minutes before I came
again.

Jennifer had put a frozen lasagna on
the timer in the oven, and after a quick reheat in the microwave we
ate it, had a bottle wine in the new hot tub, then back upstairs
for a quick fuck, and I dozed off, exhausted.

Jennifer brought me breakfast in bed
in the morning, and mimosas. She was nude, and I commented on it.
“I don’t wear clothes much around the house. But I will cover up if
you’d like.”

“You know better than that.
I appreciate you being nude around me.” I paused, “I am stunned,
delighted, excited, you name it to discover you beyond your shy
modest stage. With a body like yours it is almost a crime to cover
it.”

“Yeah, that’s what…” she
stopped. “I’m glad you think so.”

There was a pregnant pause in the
conversation, and for a brief instant I saw a flashback, I saw my
Jennifer as she used to be, head down, shoulders slumped,
indecision in her mind, hesitation, shyness. For that instant she
had the wall back up. No way I wanted that back.

“Jennifer,” I said,
sharply. The tone jolted her up. “I love you. I love you like this.
I don’t want you back like the way you were, this is much
better.”

“You say that now,
but…”

“But what?” Jennifer lost
it right there, bursting into tears, sobbing, her body heaving,
rolling her naked against mine but nothing erotic entering my mind
or hers.

“I’m scared. I’m
afraid.”

“Of what?” I
asked.

“Of you. Of what you are
going to do, that you going to leave me, or hate me, or, oh hell I
don’t know exactly. I’ve been trying to do what you wanted me
to—and that evolved to what I wanted to do and maybe I went too far
with that and now I don’t know, I don’t know about you, or me, and
I’m scared, Evan. I’m scared for us.”

Jennifer was still snuggled against my
body, but every muscle in her body was tense. “I thought I had it
all under control, all in the right slots, but…”

“It’s all right,” I said.
“We love each other, we can get through anything. I’m committed to
you, you’re committed to me. We’ll make it. I think we need to talk
about it.”

“That’s what I am afraid
of. I’m afraid you won’t love me anymore,” she said.

“Impossible. I promise.
You’re mine aren’t you?”

“I am.”

“Say it.”

“I’m yours,
always.”

“You told me to remember
that—the last text before you fucked Tray, didn’t you?”

“Yes.”

“Did the world end after
you fucked him?” I asked.

“The old world of shy
Jennifer pretty much did,” she said. “When I crawled out of that
bed after fucking a big black man all night long I was a different
woman.”

“No,” I laughed, “not
exactly. You crawled into that bed with a black man as my wife.
After you fucked him you crawled out from under those covers still
my wife, only one with a few less inhibitions.” I paused and tried
to bring some levity to her fears. “And a more a stretched out
pussy.” I was trying to make a joke, recalling the banter that Tray
would throw out. It didn’t work.

She steered the conversation down
another avenue of self-doubt. “Can you tell?” she asked.

“Maybe a little, not enough
to matter, but maybe enough to be erotic that you’ve had a cock
that big inside you.” I paused. “Sorry, I was going for a cheap
joke to break the tenseness.”

“Well he does a nice really
big cock.” I could feel her body easing. I looked down and she
turned her face to me, looking up. “Cheap joke on my part too.” She
smiled at least.

“OK, let’s play it like
this,” I said, thinking back on what Tray had said and advised in
the past. It was time to take more control, test out her sub side.
Tell rather than ask. “You tell me everything without holding back,
and you can fuck Tray as soon possible with my permission—and
blessing.”

Jennifer wasn’t expecting that. “And
if you don’t like what I tell you.”

“You can fuck Tray as soon
as possible. I told you that. Regardless of whether I like what you
say or not. Although I might want to watch.”

“Promise?”

“Promise. Now the truth
Jennifer.” She took a deep breath, marshalling up her courage.
Something was troubling her, no doubt.

“OK, let me start with off
with the truth. I have not lied to you about anything. There are
some things I’ve not worked up to telling you—but if you will give
me some space to process this in my mind, a little time, I will be
sure there is nothing left unsaid. Evan, I’m afraid of your
reaction to what has happened, and being angry with me. And there
is another side to it--and a big part of that is I am afraid you
will be so angry that you will want me to stop being this open,
want me to stop my job, want me stop getting fucked by someone
other than you.”

“I think I just answered
that, didn’t I?” I said.

“You haven’t heard it all
yet.”

“That’s because you keep
refusing to tell me. Try telling me.”

“OK. But it is tough. Maybe
if I broke it down.”

“OK.”

“Know that it will come in
stages.”

“Good,” I said, “I’ll bump
in with questions if I get lost, ok?”

“All right,” she said,
taking another deep breath. “Here goes.” She stopped and her
expression led me to believe she had resolved something in her
mind. I was braced to hear it, but she went for a stall. “Will you
give me a week to get it all out? I might have to show you rather
than tell you parts of it—and that is all I can say right now. Will
you give me that?”

“Let’s see,” I said,
half-joking, I’ve gone months without even seeing you naked, let
you fuck my best friend, and I’ve been in a coma for weeks,
isolated therapy on top of that—what in the hell makes you think I
couldn’t hear it all in segments over a week if that is the way you
need to do it.”

“Not just me but the Doctor
said not to overstress you. I know how impatient you really are, I
guess you have to trust me on the timing of this.”

“I always have,” I said,
and as I said it I saw her shoulders shiver.

 


***

 


It was her second glass of wine again
before she started talking.

“A lot of this you already
know, I think. Tray and I have talked about what you knew and
didn’t know. I mean we sat beside your bed for hours talking about
it, just to be sure when you woke up that we would not leave
anything out. I know you well enough that you have to have all the
details up until the last party, and you saw the photos and the
video clip.”

“I know what Tray said, but
I didn’t see the video clip. That was about the time the attack
came,” I said.

“OK. I will get you that if
you still want to see it after I’m through. There are parts of my,
I don’t know what to call it, let’s call it my emergence from
shyness or emergence out of my shell. Tray doesn’t know about, and
parts of it that he does know about how all this has come about he
thought I should be the one to tell you, not him. Seemed more
right.

“I tried to not miss you at
first. I really did. I stayed as busy as I could, and I lived for
those moments we could talk or text or Skype. But you were always
pushing me, pushing me to show you myself, to expose myself to you,
and I know you are my husband but you didn’t understand how hard
that was for me to do, and I knew when we finished talking each
that you were unhappy with me—and I was angry at myself for not
being the kind of woman you really wanted.”

“You are the kind of woman
I want. Being more open is a tiny, tiny part of the woman I love.”
I said.

“The shrink helped me with
a lot of it. I’ve never told you but I caught my Mom cheating on my
Dad. My Mom was, I guess you would call her a flashy dresser. She
was very pretty. I was 13, and I had been sent home early, a pipe
had broken at school or something.

“This day I didn’t burst in
like I usually did. I don’t know why. The door was partially open,
and when I went inside I could hear her. She was screaming, “Fuck
me, Ed, fuck me.” My father’s name was Brian, not Ed. I peeked
around the corner and the bedroom door was open too. She was
sitting on top of a man bouncing up and down on him, leaning over
and rubbing her boobs in his face. I turned away. I was disgusted.
And I never had a chance to even mention it or talk about it with
her because she was killed in a plane crash the next week. I was
traumatized by it all—and determined I would never do anything that
would confuse anyone that I was like my Mother.

“Being the only female in a
house with three brothers and my Dad, I didn’t have anyone to help
me be any other way.

“That was why I was so shy.
I was almost afraid to Skype with you because of the pressure you
put on me to flash you and things. But at the same time I was
missing you terribly, and wanted to do what you wanted me to do—I
was torn in two directions. Does that make sense?

“Of course it does,” I
said.

“Then when our car got hit
and we were out of money and I was so overwhelmed I nearly had a
breakdown, I mean a real mental breakdown, and I knew it. I could
feel it. And just when it was the darkest, the money showed up like
the answer to a prayer. I was thankful, relieved, and when I
flashed you the first time and saw your reaction and I knew I had
to try to do more of it, but it was so hard for me.

“At the same time Tray had
texted a couple of times and I was using him to get inside your
head without having to talk to you. You two really are brothers and
he does love you as brothers do.”

“He should,” I quipped,
“We’ve fucked the same woman.”

“Hush, don’t start that
now. I thought you wanted to hear this.”

“I do. Go on.”

“You can’t listen if you’re
talking to me.”

“Go on please, I’m
sorry.”

“Tray and I texted back and
forth, so I know you’re ok and not just telling me that so I won’t
worry. He was great for that. And one day he mentioned your
frustration about me not playing with you online, and I told him
about my fear and shyness and he started telling me little things
to do to help that. Go to the base shrink among other things. And
while I was building up the courage to try doing more for you, I
wanted your approval so much I was afraid I would screw it up. So
at Tray’s request I tried flashing, and touching my pussy, and
getting off, I did all that with him first. Tray is your brother
but he became my friend. Not because he had seen me naked but
because is a friend and does things that a friend does, because he
cares. So I kept trying, evolving, doing a little more each Skype,
you know that. I was getting naked and playing with toys--I loved
getting naked on webcam cam with you eventually.”

“I loved you doing it
too.”

“I didn’t just do it with
Tray and you.”

“What?”

“I registered with a
service and webcammed and did phone sex.”

“You? Then? I can’t believe
it.”

“That’s when I really
started coming out of my shell. Tray thinks he is the only reason
but he is not. It was also about the time that work was cut back
and we were even shorter on money than we work, so I had plenty of
time to do it and the more I did the more I wanted to do, showing
off, taking dirty, touching my pussy while a man got off and
hearing him do it. And the money came at a good time.

“Don’t be mad, it allowed
me to open up, as you wanted. And the more new things I tried, the
more exciting it became. Some of the callers wanted really wild
things described and I went along. It was exciting. And after I
talked about it, imagined it, role played it, it increased my
desire to try it for real.

“I had held back so long, I
wanted to try it all. But I couldn’t figure out how to tell you—and
even though I knew it was what you wanted I was afraid of your
reaction.”

“How long were you
camming?”

“I don’t know exactly, a
few months, then someone told me that a video of me camming had
been posted on an amateur site and I was so freaked out and scared
someone would recognized me that I stopped.”

“Where’s the video?” I
said, intrigued.

“Yeah, I figured you would
want to see it. I downloaded it, and was able to get the site to
take it down, so I have the only copy I hope. You can see it later.
Watch it while I’m gone.”

“Where are you
going?”

“They’re opening a new
club, so I’ll be gone Friday and Saturday, back Sunday. This chain
idea is very successful and they are trying very hard to get
established before the competition catches on. It is a part of my
promotion.”

“Tell me about your job,” I
said, “You haven’t said anything about it.”

“I know. Consider it a
surprise too and leave it at that. That’s one of the last things I
want to tell you about. Don’t pester me; I’m doing all I can with
this right now, OK? By the end of next week.”

“OK.” I said. “Go
on.”

“I was emailing, texting,
and talking to Tray, after he got back it was more about getting me
to let go, for me more than you really. There was never any plan to
meet, anything really out of the way that would freak you out—and
then there was the interview weekend. Tray told you all of that. He
showed me the email he sent you.

“Actually he remembers a
lot more about it that I do, but I do remember feeling so
absolutely wicked that I was letting guys play with my tits that
second night. It was like a switch had been flipped and after the
sexy clothes, the attention the night before and that night, not to
mention how aggressive everyone was coming on to me, it was like,
alright, let go for a while and see how you like it. And I did.”
She stopped to let all that sink in and went in another direction.
“I’m sorry if you really didn’t want me to fuck Tray that
night.”

“We’re good,” I said,
thinking there was not a lot of need to try to undo something
already done.

She stopped there, but I had another
question now. She had fucked Tray on the day before I was wounded.
I had been in the hospital for weeks. Most of that time in a coma.
What had happened during that time I was out? I asked
her.

“What do you think
happened?”

“Should I be afraid to ask
that question?” I said.

“Not if everything you have
said so far today is true.”

“It is,” I said.

“OK, I’ll spare you the
specifics because it is more or less more of the same specifics he
and I have both told you. When I learned you were wounded, and in a
coma, Tray came immediately to take care of things where he could.
He arranged my work schedule to get my mind off of things, got
himself transferred here temporarily to be closer, gave me advice,
and calmed me when I needed calming, and he stayed with
me.

There were a few weeks that we
couldn’t get in to see you because of some flu thing in the
hospital. Tray got me through all that. And did I fuck him? Yes. A
lot. Not every day, but a lot. Almost every day at first, no, more
than that at first, like two or three times on a day off. I fucked
him because he is a wonderful fuck, and his fucks were a comforting
fuck when I needed that, and when I needed to get my mind off of
things, he could sense when I needed that to happen. And he kept it
interesting, always something new, always pushing my limit at the
time and getting beyond it.”

“I’m not sure I understand
all that. Maybe I do need more details.”

“I’m not certain I can give
them to you the way you want them. It was natural at the time, I
wasn’t trying to remember details, I was trying to survive the
trauma of having my husband in a coma. I knew that when you got
better Tray would leave and let you and me be together without
interference. He was safe.

“If you had not told me I
could, I would not have, plain and simple, but you told me I could
and you were not awake to tell me I could not—so I did. Is this a
problem now?”

“No, I’m not looking for
problems, Jennifer, I’m only trying to fill in blanks.”

Jennifer was a little pissed and
snappy. It was the first time I had seen that side of her since I
was back, but has always been blunt when she needed to
be.

“Let me say it another way
then. I like black cock. I’ve acted like a slut—and liked it. I let
myself evolve and Tray guided me some, that is how it has ended up.
Tray has a big black cock, knows how to use it and has brought me
along. He has opened up my submissive side. He’s fucked me nine
ways from Sunday: ever possible position, every possible angle and
variation. He has put me in a collar and leash and fucked me. I’ve
taken the collar and leash and asked him to collar me and take
control at other times. When I do that I do anything he
asks.

“I have been at his most
minor whim and desire. He has tied me to the bed and fucked me, and
I sent a nude photo of myself to one of his friends still over
there, because he told me to and I did. His friend wants to fuck me
when he gets home. I told him I would unless you
objected.

“When I was in bed with
Tray sexually I was his, I was there to please him. And I did—and
he pleasured me in return.” Jennifer stopped and stared at my eyes.
“All this stopped the moment you woke up. We both knew that was the
deal. I knew I was on loan to him until you returned—and you’re
here. I’m a slut for black cock. The idea of a hard black cock
soaks my pussy. I would love to keep getting black cock—but that is
up to you, because even though as Tray says I am a black cock
slut--I am your black cock slut.”

Jennifer crawled over top of my body,
reaching down to my cock that was rock hard, positioned her body
over me and lowered her dripping soaked pussy on to my cock. As
quickly as her anger had come it had vanished the moment she
touched my cock. “I don’t think what I have just said bothered you
in the least did it? It turned you on.”

“What makes you think
that?” I asked.

“Must be that rock hard
cock of yours deep inside my black slut cunt.”

“I guess that’s your answer
isn’t it.”

“I love you so much,” she
said. “I really do.” She slid her warm wet pussy onto my cock.
“Fuck me. Fuck this black cock slut, fuck this wet pussy that has
welcomed big black cock inside it.”

“With pleasure.”

“I don’t think we are going
to go forward very well until I get all that has happened in the
last week out.”

“Me either.”

“I need a small favor.”
Jennifer said.

“What?”

“I need to keep operating
under the “overwhelming urge” permission for a few more
days.”

“Why?” I said. If this was
stopping when I got home why wasn’t it stopping?

“It’s complicated. Will you
trust me for another week? It is all a part of being able to tell
you everything. This is tougher than I thought,” she said, wiping
her brow.

“You not through
yet?”

“No, I’m not.”

I might have said “no” if at that
moment she had not started sucking my cock.

“I will tell you all about
anything I do—and remember it in detail,” she said.

I mumbled an “OK,” one week.” If the
die was cast what difference would one more week make?

 


***

 


The rest of the day was spent lazing
around naked, reconnecting with my wife, drinking in the hot tub,
enjoying this new wild and crazy sexual tiger that had been
unleased. Per her request I didn’t ask about anything else that had
happened, waiting on her to get to the point she could tell
me.

It was great to be able to touch those
bare body parts of hers I had only been able to see for so long,
and to discover this woman who had abandoned her inhibitions. I
didn’t tell her but in many ways it was as if I had a different
woman—with all of the good points of the previous one added
in.

I watching her play with her flesh
colored dildo. It is different in person, hearing the gasps, being
able to touch her breasts and play with her nipples while she fucks
herself with the dildo. I asked her to bring out the black one, and
she hesitated. I don’t know if my self-confessed black cock slut
was ready to let me see how the added eroticism of a black cock,
even a rubber one, going in and out of her cunt would turn her on.
It did.

And when I moved between her legs
afterwards, her pussy still loose from being stretched by the black
one, watching my wife’s facial expressions in the passion that only
comes when the pleasure is a natural flow, without holding back, no
limits, without worrying what someone might think or say, but just
letting her lust and emotions rule the moment. I never thought I
would see it. We would fuck, she would play with toys, fuck, and
she would suck me hard again, fuck.

It was like the old days, but better,
more defined, unrestrained old days. I still had the comfort and
love, I could feel that, but I also had a woman who would eagerly
deep throat me, swallow my cum, and then late that night, for the
first time ever, I did her anally. No, that is not exactly
right—she asked me to do her there. She said she wanted to give me
that as a part of my welcome home surprise. It took a lot of lube
and going slow but we did it.

I didn’t ask if she had previewed that
with Tray like she had previewed flashing me on Skype. One thing I
did know for sure about that was if she had taken a cock in her ass
it wasn’t with Tray’s—there are some things that are humanly
impossible and her taking him there as big as he is was—as I
said—an impossibility.

I planned to get up the next morning
and surprise her with breakfast and coffee in bed, but when I awoke
she was gone. Beside me on her pillow was an envelope with a flash
drive. “Camming” was written on it in marker.

I watched it, a blurry screen cap of
my wife stripping slowly, playing with herself, and from what the
screen cap of the computer window said, she had four men watching
as she did. She was using the black dildo.

I watched it a second time, jerked off
as I did. I felt strange that I didn’t have negative thoughts about
my wife showing off to strangers like that. Instead it was a turn
on.

I showered, fixed a quick toast
breakfast, and with nothing but a day to kill thought I would watch
the video again—that was when I noticed that when I scrolled down
there was another file. “Tray 1” it said.

Yes, it was morning, but I fetched a
cold beer and drank it fast. Then opened a second and with some
trepidation opened the file, knowing that what I would see would be
the video that I had been unable to see the night of the attack—the
video of my wife fucking someone other than me for the first
time.

The camera opened with a view of the
bed, no one on it.

“Oh fuck, you want to tape
it?”

“Yes,” I heard Tray’s
voice, “Just ignore it. I’ll make you forget about it.”

“OK,” Jennifer said. “Damn
your hands feel good.” She was slurring her words, speaking slower
than usually too. That was when they two of the walked into the
camera view, standing beside the bed. Jennifer’s blouse was
unbuttoned to her waist, and Tray had one hand inside her blouse
cupping her breast. His other hand was working her short skirt up
toward her waist as he kissed the side of her neck. Jennifer’s head
was back with her eyes closed. Jennifer’s hand was on top of his
pressing his hand harder against her breast. There was no
resistant, just heavy breathing from the two of them.

As Tray got her skirt more bunched
toward her waist her black lace thong came into view. With her
loose hand I watched my wife unbutton the last button on her blouse
and pull it back to expose her bare breast. Tray ran his hand over
her thong covered pussy, and with a single grasp wadded the thin
cloth into his fist and jerked, stripping the thong away. Her pussy
was totally bare.

Tossing the ripped thong aside, he
moved his hand back to her pussy and traced his fingertip over her
clit.

“Oh fuck,” Jennifer said.
“Tonight was so hot. Did you see how many men were playing with my
tits? How fucking hot is that!”

“You liked that
huh?”

“All those black hands on
me. Fuck yes.” I was shocked to hear Jennifer talk like this, but
the woman I was watching was certainly not the woman I had left
behind when I was deployed.

“You are going to get my
black hands all over you tonight,” Tray said.

“Good, I want your black
hands all over me.” Tray spun her around, kissing her, sliding her
blouse off her shoulders baring her to the waist. As they kissed
Jennifer removed Tray’s tie and unbuttoned his shirt, opening it to
press her bare breasts against his chest, her hands moving behind
his back. “You skin is so velvety,” she gasped.

With his shirt unbuttoned Tray slid it
off, breaking his kiss from my wife. “Unbuckle my pants,” he
commanded, and she did, fumbling as she unsnapped and unzipped
them, letting the trousers fall to the floor. His cock was jutting
out in his blue long leg cotton briefs, and he pulled Jennifer
against his body, his hands on her bare ass. She was nude except
for the skirt bunched at her waist and her high heels.

Tray lowered his mouth to suck on her
breasts, pulling his mouth off each nipple in turn, making it rigid
and wet. “Oh hell that feel’s good. I love having my nipples
sucked.”

“Especially by two
different men in the same night?” I heard Tray say.

“Mr. Johnson liked sucking
on my nipples,” Jennifer said. “I felt so nasty doing that in the
open room, even with my back to everyone.” She was swaying and the
slurring remained pronounced.

“Would you have fucked him
if I had not come along?” Tray asked.

“Evan said I could, if I
got an ‘uncontrollable urge’” Jennifer told him.

“And?” I heard Jennifer
giggle.

“I think I’m getting an
uncontrollable urge.”

With that Tray eased her back on to
the bed, where she sat down, and was at eye level with his cock. He
didn’t move, waiting on Jennifer to take it further. I half
expected her to balk, but in a quicker move than I expected she
pulled his briefs down with one hand and wrapped her other around
his long thick black cock. “Damn!” I heard her say. “I don’t know
if I can get my mouth all the way around it.” With her hand at the
base of his hard cock she guided it toward her mouth and engulfed
his cock.

It was Tray’s turn to moan as her
mouth enveloped him. “Oh yeah, that’s it.”

He was looking down watching her, and
she was looking up at him with her mouth full of his cock. “Damn
girl, you suck cock great, you suck it like a whore. That’s my
highest praise.”

“Mmmmm,” Jennifer
responded, moaning at the dirty words. Tray picked up on
it.

“You are a great
cocksucking whore, Jennifer. Suck me good.” Jennifer thus
encouraged started moving her head faster on his cock. Tray put his
black hand on the back of her head and held it there, fucking her
mouth. She gagged and pulled away, and Tray nudged her back on the
bed, dropping to the floor and burying his face into her open
pussy. “I got to taste that sweet wet cunt,” Tray said. “Your wet
cunt is talking to me. You know what a wet cunt is really
saying?”

“Whaaatt?” Jennifer gasped,
his tongue flicking over her clit eliciting a body jerk as if she
had an electrical shock.

“You whore cunt is saying,
‘I want a cock inside me.’ That is what a wet pussy says.” It was
clear Jennifer was connecting, from her drunken haze to the lust of
the moment.

“My pussy says that?”
Jennifer asked.

“Not exactly,” Tray said,
standing, arching his body forward, and sliding his hard cock up
over her pussy. “You cunt is saying, ‘I want Tray’s big black cock
inside me.’ That is what your mind is saying too isn’t it Jennifer?
You don’t want to wonder anymore, you want to feel another cock, a
black cock, don’t you?”

“Yes,” Jennifer said. “I’m
ready.”

“Say it right, tell me what
you want,” Tray commanded.

“I want your big black cock
inside my wet whore cunt,” Jennifer said, moving her pelvis as if
it was searching for his cock. “Fuck me.”

“Whatever the lady wants,”
Tray said. I swear at this point he looks over at smiles, as if he
is grinning at me. Then he moves his cock to her pussy opening,
pushing forward, just enough to let her feel it, and causing her to
jump.

“Oh shit,” she
gasped.

Tray didn’t speak, moving forward a
bit more. “Time to get you black fucked and slutty,” Tray said,
shoving his cock in a slow steady stroke balls deep inside my wife.
She yelps and then the yelp turned to a passionate moan. Tray
started moving in and out.

“You like it, like my black
cock inside you?”

“Love it, it feels soo
good,” Jennifer said. “I’ve never felt it like this
before.”

Tray moved to whisper in her ear and
she responded, I could hear the murmuring but was unable to make
out the words, but whatever he was saying each phrase was making
her hotter, arching her back, whispering back. “Yes, take my pussy,
it’s yours,” I made out. Jennifer locked her legs around him, had
her arms around the back of his neck and Tray bodily lifted her up,
standing erect with her body impaled on his cock, not breaking the
contact.

Tray took two steps toward the blank
wall, and leaning her back against it began fucking her hard
against the wall as Jennifer hung on, moving her legs around him as
if she were climbing a tree, and the movement making her scream and
beg for his cock that much more. “Give me that big black cock,” she
was yelling.

When Tray would bottom out on his
stroke in their bodies impacting the thin wall make a “Whump”
sound, and it soon reverberated over the video, sounding as if
someone was beating on a bass drum and Tray and Jennifer were
inside it, drowning out their words, the sound penetrated every now
and then with a grunted “Fuck,” or a “Yeah, take it.”

Jennifer was cumming and squirting,
the moisture dripping off her body like rain, spraying over Tray’s
legs, and when her body stopped convulsing he turned back to the
bed, placing her down on her back again, standing in the floor and
fucking her hard, holding her against him with a firm grip on each
breast. Jennifer started cumming again, and Tray was making the bed
scoot as he slammed his cock into her, faster and faster until his
body convulsed as well, making no effort to pull out.

I had a thought for a moment that I
wondered if she had gone on off birth control during my absence,
but that question went unanswered for the moment, and Tray slowly
pulled out half way and Jennifer reached down and pulled him back
inside her.

“Slow,” she said, and Tray
began another slow withdraw, has cock coated with her juices and
splotches of his thick cum, and pulling free a stream of cum poured
from Jennifer’s pussy. She lay there without moving, legs still
open, and Tray disappeared from the picture, and then the camera
moved, zooming in on Jennifer’s pussy dripping cum.

“I want to take some
pictures before we start the second round,” I heard Tray
say.

“Anything you want,”
Jennifer said. Then the screen went blank.

 


***

 


Tray called around lunchtime. “Called
to see if you have survived so far or she had fucked you to death,”
he laughed.

“She tried to, and vice
versa. What do you expect man, it’s been 10 months.”

“I talked to her this
morning too. A lot has happened that she needs to get off her
chest, it has been bothering her. How are you taking about what’s
been said so far?” Tray asked.

“I’m good.” I said. “No,
more that good. She’s here, she is staying here, she is beyond
everything I envisioned when I said opening her up and letting go.
I mean she is way out there beyond that—but the unexpected thing
for me is my reaction to it. I’m not jealous. I’m not pissed. It is
stimulating; I get hard when she told me things about you two. But
putting a collar on her? Come on, man.”

“Don’t knock it till you’ve
done it, on her, seriously,” Tray said. “I’ve brought the girl
along, you gotta take the reins now brother. Put a leash on that
collar and watch the girl go. It clicks something in her mind.
Turns her into a wild woman. You’ll love the result. By the way,
you got a lot of stepping up to do. I can give you a list of things
she’s turned on by that you might not know about if you want it,
but I bet it will be more fun if you discover it on your own.
Jennifer is not shy about telling a man what she wants. But that is
not why I called.

“What did you call for
then?”

“Pack a bag for tomorrow
night. Don’t give me any shit, I know the girl’s out of town. We’re
going on a road trip. Driver will be by to get you by one tomorrow.
You got a tux?”

“What do you
think?”

“OK, we’ll get your
measurements and I will have one waiting when we land.”

I spent the rest of that day and the
next morning playing head games with myself—questioning why I was
not turned off and upset at the time Jennifer had spent with Tray.
I had never expected that I would react the way I had. But I was
extremely curious what it was that was holding her back from
telling me. That unknowing was ominous to me. I wanted all this
unknown stuff out of the way so I could get back living my life. I
wasn’t sure I could start living my life forward until I
did.

I was ready when the black Lincoln
town car appeared in the driveway the next day. He wasn’t
talkative, and drove me to a tailor shop where a short man with a
tape measure and chalky hands bustled about me taking measurements.
Satisfied he nodded and we left again. This time it was straight to
the small airport with private planes. There was a small jet on the
runway, and after the driver inserted a security card in the gate,
it opened and he drove me to the ramp of the jet. Tray was there at
the door. “What the hell?” I said.

“Amazing what you can do
when you tell someone you are ferrying a wounded Genuine American
Hero around. Come aboard.” During the flight we talked about old
days and he updated me on Halloren’s recovery, which was still
going well.

“Fucked Geena again?” I
asked.

“You hurt my feelings,”
Tray said. “Only if I am invited.”

“Same way with Jennifer?” I
asked. I saw him stiffen his back.

“Two different things
entirely,” Tray said, “But suffice to say you want me staying away
then I stay away. If you don’t mind some fun from time to time,
that would be nice however. You’ve fucked her now that you are
back. How could any man that has fucked her not want to fuck her
again? Feel me?”

“I feel you,” I
said.

 


***

 


It was a couple of hour flight, and
another limo was waiting when the door ramp was lowered. They drove
us to one of the nicer downtown hotels, and Tray led me to a suite.
It had a common sitting area with a huge conference table, and a
separate bath and bedroom on either end of the suite. Tray poked
his head into the closet. “Your clothes are in the right on, so
guess that one’s yours,” he said, pointing. I had not gotten an
answer yet about where we were, although I had asked several
times.

“Not yet,” was all Tray
would say.

 


***

 


There was liquor on the bar, and I
poured myself a drink. Tray did as well, smiling and toasted me.
“Life is a blur sometimes, and this is the first time I’ve had a
chance to officially say it,” he extended his glass to me. “But
welcome home.”

“It is good to be home for
sure,” I said.

“Just wait,” Tray said.
“This is your welcome home party.”

“Here? In this suite?” I
looked around and joked, “Yeah, just like you and me over there,
only difference is we are not pouring the liquor from an apple
juice bottle.”

“Dumbass, it is not here,
but this is going to have to be a go-and-see thing, OK.
Chill.”

“OK.”

“Go take a nap or
something. It’s gonna be a late night.”

 


***

 


At 8:30 Tray knocked at my door and
told me to be ready by nine. He had room service bring us a tray of
fruit and sandwiches earlier, and at nine we went downstairs to the
waiting limo. It was a short ride. Still very downtown, in the
midst of marble and glass, the limo stopped at a single doorway
leading to elevators. Tray put a round lapel pin on my tux on the
drive over. Outside on a brass plaque was only three letters LCS.
As we neared the door it opened. Tray pointed to the lapel pin and
smiled. It must have triggered the door. Once inside the elevator
all the floors were numbered, except for the top floor—again with a
brass plaque in relief, reading “Last Call Saloon.”

“We’re going to…” Tray was
beaming.

“Yeah we are. Hang on
brother.”

The elevator stopped, we walked into a
small foyer with two security guards. Tray showed his ID, and the
guard flipped open a small mahogany box and withdrew a smaller gift
box. Tray handed it to me, along with an IPad with my name engraved
on the gold leather cover.

“This is your membership to
the Last Call Saloon.” he said. “We are honored to have you as a
member. Your member handbook is on the IPad. You can look at it
later. It works like a normal iPad, but there is one icon, the LCS
one, that directly lets you into our server. It is not a public
site. You cannot access it from another computer, only this
iPad.”

“Where are we?” I asked,
“Is Jennifer…”

“Shussh,” Tray said as the
doors opened in front of us and we walked into the dim light of the
massive paneled room surrounding an elevator. Through the glass I
could see it was a round elevator with glass walls, inside a glass
covered shaft.

“Hi!” came a chorus of
three beautiful women as we walked through the door. I don’t know
if it was intentional but there was a blonde, a brunette, and
redhead in the greeting committee. They were each in the black
waitress costumes like the one of Jennifer on my bedroom wall. They
took our cards, inserted them each into a machine, and one set of
doors opened automatically. I noticed there were three other sets
of doors too.

“What the hell is this?” I
asked Tray. “This certainly isn’t a saloon.”

“Actually there is a saloon
with a street entrance on the 1st floor. We used the member
entrance. This club is a little different.” One side of the hall
became a tinted Plexiglas wall, allowing us to look down stairs to
a two-level bar. There was a top mezzanine level with tables and
booths, and a lot of couches, and below that a main floor. There
were stages on both floors, and groups were seated in tables and
booths with waitresses in the black costume like the one Jennifer
had posed for on my wall moving among them, trays of drinks in
their hands. Several ladies in evening dresses were accompanying
the men around the tables, and most of the men had tuxes, a very
few had three piece suits. Everyone was loud, happy, laughing,
having a great time. Soft jazz was playing low in the background.
You could talk in a normal voice.

“Upscale place,” I
commented.

“Yes, very,” Tray said. I
looked over the waitresses below to see if I could see Jennifer,
looking for any of the wigs she had on in the photos or even her
natural hair. Nothing. Tray had been so secretive that he had not
told me if this was the same town and club at which Jennifer was
working.

It wasn’t until we moved from behind
the Plexiglas to the waist high rail that I could see the area
below clearer.

While there were a few white men here
and there, the clientele was almost exclusively black men. The
women, with the exception of a Latina and Asian or two, were almost
exclusively white. Despite the variety of women in height,
nationality, build, and hair color, I noted there was no average
looking women in the room. No, it was better than that. A few were
some of the most beautiful women I had ever seen, and even the
closest to average would be termed beautiful anywhere
else.

We rode the elevator down to the
mezzanine floor, where a hostess in a red evening dress led us to a
couch with a small table. As she turned I realized the dress had no
back, and dipped to show top of her ass. It was erotic while
revealing nothing. She asked what I would like to drink; I ordered
a Jack and water. “Single barrel?” she asked. “That’s all we have
here.”

“Certainly,” I said. She
didn’t ask Tray. Tray was thumbing through his IPad.

“We can use mine,” he said,
extending it to me. I took and looked at a page of beautiful
women—all in the black costume like the one of Jennifer on my
wall.

“What is this?” I
asked.

“Simple,” he said. “The
menu. You pick your food, pick your waitress.” He laughed. You’ve
never been to a restaurant or club like that before have
you?”

“No.”

“See, I told you the
concept was new. Want me to pick one for you.”

“No, I’m capable.” I looked
over the pictures, really looking for my wife’s picture and didn’t
see it. My eye kept drifting back to a tall slender girl with
straight red hair with a strong resemblance to Emma Stone, long
legs, her skin pale against the black of the bustier. She more or
less jumped off the page at me. I pointed to her and Tray took the
IPad and clicked her. He punched in a blonde for himself, and
within seconds the two women approached us with our drinks, handing
them to us and sitting down beside us on the couch. I saw Tray
immediately put his arm around the shoulders of the blonde, and I
did the same to my waitress. She moved under my arm in a snuggling
movement. She smelled like sweet strawberries. “Hi, I’m Kristi, she
said. “And you are new. Your first time here.”

“How did you
know?”

“Brand new IPad. That cover
will not look like that tomorrow. And you’re white. Not a lot of
white men are members.”

“Why’s that?” I
said.

Kristi laughed, “Not in the business
plan I guess. Dominating a niche market.”

“And what is your role
here?” I said.

“I’m your waitress,
whatever you want in the way of food, drink, someone to talk to,
and whatever. It is a one-on-one service,” Kristi said.

This was all much more personal and
one on one than I was comfortable with. Was Jennifer doing this?
Was this the mystery? “And what if I want is in the way of
‘whatever?’” I asked her about the “whatever.”

Kristi looked up at me with an
innocence and green eyed glow that would have convinced any man.
“That’s not my department.”

“Whose is it?” I
asked.

“You are new, aren’t you?”
she laughed. She didn’t answer my question. “Let me get you another
drink.” She came back with another. Tray was wrapped up in the
blonde with him and looked up when he saw her walking
away.

“What are we doing here?” I
asked him.

“Waiting on you to finish
that second drink, mellow out a little bit. Get the feel for the
place,” Tray said.

Kristie came back with the drink,
handed it to me and snuggled under my arm again. “Is this the
standard drinking position here?” I asked.

“You have a better one?”
she asked, looking up at me with those green eyes again. “You’re
cute. You haven’t even stared down my top yet.”

“Oh yes I have,” I grinned.
“You just haven’t caught me yet.”

“Ohh, so you’re discreet
too.” She smiled and touched the upper edge of the cup of the
bustier, pulling it out to give me an unobstructed view of her pale
white breast capped with the pinkest nipple imaginable. Her nipple
was pierced with a black ring, the contrast striking. “Most
customers like my milky boobs and pink nipples. Even black guys
aren’t used to that much skin color contrast.”

“You have nice boobs,” I
said. “Anyone would like them.”

“Feel free to touch them if
you like, that’s what I’m here for.”

“For me to play with your
boobs?” I asked.

“Well if you like. Or
whatever. I’m just a waitress you know.” The smile appeared more
sly that innocent. She canted her eyes toward my IPad. “You may
want to read the guide a little closer. Let me guess, you just got
it on your way in tonight?”

“Yes.”

“Wow, that’s
uncommon.”

“Membership was an
unexpected gift from a friend,” I said. “Why don’t you give me a
quick rundown on the do’s and don’ts. I don’t want to break any
taboos,” I said.

Kristi giggled, “Breaking taboos is
what it is all about here, isn’t it?”

“I guess,” I said. “Go
on.”

“I think it is sort of
obvious here. We have a street entrance that is like your run of
the mill gentleman’s club, and runs that way. The higher the story,
the more, shall we say ‘liberal’ things are. There are various
levels of membership, floor access, and so on. Our uniforms are
somewhat indicative of I guess you would say floor
limits.”

“And what floors do you
work?” I asked.

“It depends on the
attitude, openness, and willingness of the waitress—and the
customer. The management gives us a lot of leeway. The higher the
floor the higher the cost, and for us, the higher the tips. It is
all a manner of the customer getting what they pay for.”

“And the women in the
evening dresses? There is too much variety for those to be
uniforms.”

“A few are them are guests
of the members, I mean we are a club, fabulous food, live music at
times, DJ’s and a disco floor on this level,” she pointed to the
open area in the center of the room. “The place already has gained
a reputation as the hot place to be.” That floor pulls back and
leaves a lighted dance floor.” She pointed to the underside of the
mezzanine level. “See those fixtures? They can make it rain, snow,
fog, and even put neck deep foam. I want you to imagine a bunch of
people in club wear out on that dance floor and foam so thick that
no one can see them, but you can hear everything. It gets
crazy.”

“If that is on these second
and third floor, what is on the higher floors?” I asked.

“Even more, but you’ll see.
I can tell by your lapel pin you have an all access
membership.”

I had finished my second drink. “Would
you like for me to get you another?” Kristi asked.

The liquor was starting to fuzz the
edges of my thinking. My mind was in a jumble. I had a million
questions. Why was I here? Why had Tray brought me to a club with a
beautiful young redhead bringing me drinks and showing me her
boobs? I knew Jennifer was working at one of the clubs, but the big
answer was what was Jennifer’s job? And even more, where was I and
why was there this elaborate effort to keep me in the dark. It was
all running together in strobe-like flashes. It was all too fast.
My mind rewound over the past year. I was getting what I wanted
from Jennifer by all appearances, Jennifer open on a scale I could
only imagine—no beyond that. Fucking Tray was far beyond that. I
had that story. The story I didn’t have is what has happened during
the 10 weeks of my coma and rehab. Jennifer had promised it all by
the end of the week. Was this a part of that? Or was Tray only
wanting to take me to a club to get me out of the house? I had many
questions. No answers.

I was loose enough from the two strong
drinks to brace Tray and tell him it was time this bullshit stopped
and he tell me what was going on. I stood, ready to tell him,
glaring at him, but I didn’t speak.

Tray was looking beyond me at the
glass elevator leaving the seventh floor and coming down. It
stopped on our level. I turned and looked. Emerging from the
elevator were three black men, laughing, joking as good friends do,
carrying tall drinks. Each man was accompanied by a woman in
evening wear. One woman in a low cut silver dress was arm in arm
with a well-built bald black man, the second couple was a stocky
light skinned black man with dreadlocks and a petite brunette in
dress with a lot of lace talking as they walked slowly, locked in
what I could only describe as an intimate conversation, indicated
by her attention and body language.

The two couples in the front partially
hid the last couple in the trio. As the group turned toward the
elevator 30 or so feet away I saw the last couple. The man was
taller, coal black, smiling, and his arm around a brunette in a
pink long flowing skirt and a pullover top that was completely
sheer. The black man had his arm around her, occasionally reaching
up to cup her breast as they walked, and rather than pushing his
hand away she would put her hand over his and press his hand hard
down on her chest. In her left hand was a large wine glass, half
full. When he moved his right hand away from her breast one of the
spotlights reflected from the gold ring piercing her right nipple.
Her hair was a lighter brown than it had been when she had left
home. It was a two-count before it hit. It was my wife Jennifer
pressed against this man.

My knees weakened and I collapsed,
luckily close enough to the couch that I fell back, plopping in the
soft cushions alongside Kristi. “Are you ok baby?” Kristi asked,
leaning over to me. “You are pale, even in this dim
light.”

Tray looked over at me too, leaning
over past the two women to whisper, “Stay kool, little brother,
nothing to be upset about. She’ll be back here in a
second.”

The three men were escorted to the
ramp that went down the mezzanine to the main club floor. The women
didn’t go with the men down the ramp, but stopped at the point the
floor started sloping. Each of the women kissed the man
accompanying them.

I saw the restroom sign beside the
ramp and excused myself. Jennifer had her back to me and did not
see me walking quietly up behind her. These were not busses in the
cheek but passionate kissing with a degree of passion between my
wife and the black man. I didn’t know what the other men did; my
eyes were riveted on my wife in a long embrace and kiss with her
black friend, and his hand moving under the sheer top to feel her
up, flesh to flesh.

They broke the embrace without
noticing me and as I slowed as I passed them I heard him say, “And
if I join does that mean I get to fuck you?”

“Catch me scheduled for the
seventh floor and make an appointment dear. But you better make it
this week. I want to make my members happy—you as a member—and your
member,” she smiled brushing her hand down to touch his cock
through his pants. She kissed him again as I went into the men’s
room.

When I emerged the men had turned down
the ramp to the lower floor with the women escorting them the first
few feet, the men were high fiving each other as if they had won a
game. I returned to my seat beside Kristi.

I had seen the few photos Tray had
sent, and the video, but other than that I had never seen another
man’s hands on my wife—let alone on her breasts, let alone under
her top, let alone kissing another man. My stomach twisted, I had a
rush of adrenaline that jolted me, and there was a flash of sadness
too. I knew what I had said, encouraged, gave permission for, and
more than that—what I had wanted. My wife open, sexy, bolder. I had
it. But the price for that was the loss of a tiny segment of what
had been pristine in our marriage. The emotion was only a tinge of
sadness, quickly overwhelmed and overshadowed by the eroticism of
the moment.

Watching Jennifer being felt up by the
black man was one of the most erotic things I have ever seen.
Kristi liked it too, dropping her hand into my lap, brushing my
hard on.

“Wow, you must like that,”
she said, as she looked toward the three women. “Which one do you
like? What is she wearing?” Kristi breathed into my ear.

“Pink.” I said.

“Yeah, I think she’s hot
too. That’s Jennifer, she’s one of the more popular girls here.
Would you like for me to bring her over?”

“I would like to think
she’d wander over here on her own,” I said.

“I wouldn’t be so sure,
there’s usually a waiting list for her—and I’m talking some famous
guys. I’ve seen her with four different black men that I know to be
NFL or NBA stars,” Kristi said.

“I didn’t see her when I
came in,” I said.

“Jennifer usually works the
upper floors,” Kristi said.

“So making a reservation is
the best way to see her you think?” I asked.

“Unless you get involved in
Last Call.”

“You know I’m new, what is
Last Call?”

“OK, the women in white
bustiers, in the upstairs rooms. As you watch the various women go
by you will notice they have a marker number on their butt cheeks.”
I recalled numbers on Jennifer’s ass in one of the photos on my
bedroom wall.”

“Yeah?”

“One number is your member
number—and the next number is how much you bid for her, just add
two zeroes to the number. A 35 means $3500.00.”

“And what do you get if you
win?” I asked.

Kristi giggled again. “You get the
girl—for the night. But not until closing time—which is why they
call it “Last Call.” It is an inside joke I guess you’d
say.

“Everyone here do that?” I
asked.

“It is optional, nothing is
required other than to be here and serve drinks—but a lot of things
are; let me figure out how to say this--encouraged.” I nodded.
“They more or less drive that into our heads during training.
Kristi looked me straight in the eye, mirth on her face. “Go ahead,
I know you’re dying to ask—I don’t mind.”

“Do you?”

“What? Walk around in a
white bustier with my boobs out while men write bids on my ass and
me ending up spending the night with the highest bidder?” She
glanced around the room and added, “And considering the majority of
the clientele that winning bidder likely to be black?” Do I do
that?”

“Yes, that’s what I
asked.”

“Hell yes I do. It is hot.”
My reaction must have amused her. “You obviously haven’t seen how
much some of these men are willing to pay to fuck a pretty white
woman—and when two men get into a bidding match…wow. The house only
takes 10% of the final bid too. The Last Call is what every woman
wants to get in on. We rotate that though, just like we rotate
among the different floors.”

“You work on the upper
floors too?”

“We all do,” Kristi said.
“Few if any exceptions.”

“How high can the bidding
get?”

“We had a three-way bid off
three weeks ago. The owner of the place was in on it, bidding just
like everyone else, but then again he had a 10% advantage because
he would get 10% of the final bid price. That ended up at
$27,500.00.”

“Wow, I said.”

“That was a little
different though; it wasn’t for the night but for the weekend. It
was a holiday and we were closed the next day.”

“Who won?” I
asked.

“Who do you think with a
10% advantage—the owner. Effan Johnson. A lot of the girls thought
it was funny because he had already fucked the woman he was bidding
on for three or four days at the end of her training—I’d think if
he wanted to fuck her again all he would have had to have done was
summon her to his office. It’s not as if he’d not done that with
her too, from what I heard.”

“Why indeed?”

“I think he just wanted to
let her know that he had paid for her. It was her first time being
auctioned. Maybe he was wanting to impress the guys bidding against
him, because after he had won the bid he invited the other two
under bidders to come home with him and enjoy her too. From what I
hear it was a long weekend for her, but hey, 25 grand is 25
grand.”

“Sounds like you wish it
had been you,” I said.

“In a fucking heartbeat.
I’m still hoping for something like that,” Kristi said, and
snuggled under me again. I hadn’t noticed she had scooted the
entire bustier down so that both breasts were exposed to my view. I
saw that she had a black rings through both nipples. I lowered my
hand and caressed her pale white breast. Again she turned up that
innocent face to me. “You know you’re cute and sweet, not like some
of these assholes.”

“I would hope
not.”

“Like I said $25,000 is
$25,000. But I am not a whore though,” Kristi reasoned, sliding her
hand down my pants to my cock. “I’ll fuck you for free if you want
to go to the seventh floor. I’ll have to get someone there to trade
out with me here though.”

“Sounds like fun,” I said,
“and you are hot and I would love to, but I have a few other things
I have to take care of first.”

 


***

 


The two other women and my wife had
spent some time saying goodbye to the men, and as they began
walking toward the elevator, Jennifer broke off from the other two,
and came toward us.

“Speak of the devil,”
Kristi said.

“What?”

“Jennifer. She is coming
over here. She’s the woman that was bid $25,000 for the weekend,”
As it was obvious that Jennifer was heading toward me rather than
Tray, Kristi whispered, “Who the hell are you anyway?”

“Her husband,” I said, not
looking at Kristi but captivated by my wife boldly walking toward
me in the sheer top.

Jennifer sat down on the opposite side
of me from Kristi. As soon as she sat down and without speaking and
in a determined move, she pulled my head to her and kissed me, a
long hot tongue probing kiss that I was not expecting. She moved
her mouth to my ear. “Am I open enough for your now? You ever think
your shy wife would be wearing a sheer top exposing my boobs like
this?”

“No, you have me there.” My
mind was distracted more about how she had been hugged up with the
large black man.

I guess she could sense the stiffness
in my body. “Come on, we’re going upstairs.” She took my hand, and
I didn’t jump right up. She was standing and leaned over again.
“Come on love, this is your real welcome home party, and where you
get the complete story you’ve wondered about. I think after tonight
everything will be clear about the elimination of my
shyness.”

Tray stood as well, and
Kristi and the blonde stood with us. “6th floor, about 30 minutes?” she
said to them.

“Kool,” Kristi said, and
the two women left, heading down the ramp to the main
floor.

Jennifer sounded like a tour guide.
“Have you figured out how this works? Your red-haired friend fill
you in?” I could catch a tinge of jealously in her
voice.

“You could say that,” I
said.

“OK, I’ll just hit the high
spots. First floor and the street entrance is a gentleman’s club,
open to the public. Second floor is the main club floor, the
mezzanine a little quieter, more intimate, that’s where you’ve just
been.” She punched the four floor button. “I’m glad you here,” she
whispered. “Tonight I want you to be the way you’ve asked me to be.
Open up a little and relax, enjoy the place.”

The elevator opened on the fourth
floor and we stepped off, where there was a full color backlit
photo, on glass, the primary illumination in the dim paneled foyer.
It was the white bustier photo of Jennifer, the one with her
nipples exposed, the match to the center panel on my wall at home.
She stopped and stood beside the life size photo of herself. It
looked almost as if there were two of them standing there, except
in the white bustier in the photo, she was wearing a red wig. The
marker number on her butt was “42-$16.”

Jennifer standing in front of her own
life size photo was a dynamic effect. The only difference was in
this photo was a tall black man, in a tux, standing beside her, his
arm around her and cupping her left breast, his fingers spread
apart enough to reveal her nipple.

Jennifer made no mention of the fact
there was a man in the photo. “The photo of me in the black bustier
is at the entrance downstairs.”

“I told you they wanted her
to do some modeling early on,” Tray said. “Jennifer is the spokes
model for the club. She’s on the opening page of each section on
the private area of the website and in the foyer on each floor—life
size.”

“Each foyer picture at the
front more or less indicates the uniform inside,” she said. “We’ll
just walk through and back out. There are more floors I want you
see before we stop to talk in a quiet area.” The fourth floor was
much like the club level, with the exception of the waitresses were
all dressed in the breast exposing white bustier, and again it was
a dimly lit room with squared booths and thin curtains over the
individual areas. Seating was for up to eight people, although most
booths were full, it was no more than two couples in each seating
area.

On a couple of the couches the woman
had pulled her bustier down and was topless from the waist up,
gaining the attention that a bare breasted woman would receive in
such a setting, and getting felt up by her black patron.

We walked down one side, through the
doorway and the back and up other side, through the door, and out
to the elevator. Jennifer didn’t speak as we rode up to the next
floor. I was speechless. Maybe the doctor had been right and to not
overload my brain all at once—because my head was spinning and I
was absolutely overloaded.

On the fifth floor the photo of
Jennifer was with the same black man, in a different style bustier
that was only as high as her mid chest, I think they are called a
merry widow. No cups at all, stopping just under her breasts and
bare from there up. The black man was smiling, holding each of her
breasts from behind; his black hands making her white flesh seem
even whiter. The interior of this floor was with the curtained
areas and couches like the others, a little smaller, more elegant,
and here again it was all couples, most interracial, and as
obviously invited by the uniform, everyone was playing with the
women’s boobs. A few men were getting their dicks rubbed through
their pants, and again it was a walk through without
stopping.

As we stepped off the sixth
floor this time I looked for the photo of my wife with the so far
unnamed black man. The background was the same as all the others. I
assumed the entrance photos with the black man were taken the same
day as the single shots in my bedroom. The photo of Jennifer at the
fifth floor entrance with the bare breast merry widow was one I did
not have at home, but on this floor, the 6th, the photo of Jennifer here
was similar to the one on my wall, with her totally nude. Behind
her, his black hands around her body, standing a few inches to the
left of her body, enough to show that he too was nude was the same
man.

Again with Tray behind me, we followed
Jennifer through the door, through the middle of the club to a
small room with overstuffed couches and dim indirect lighting. It
was past the curtained seating areas, past the open couches and
coffee tables. As the photo of Jennifer out front had indicated,
every woman in this area was totally nude. Several men had their
shirts off, and there were couples kissing; one woman was stroking
the cock of a short heavyset black man while he buried a finger
inside her.

The time frame from the first moment I
had seen Jennifer in the sheer top being felt up by a black man
until now was at best six or seven minutes. If she had wanted to
shock me it was working. I was reeling, speechless, seeing so much
my mind I was overwhelmed in sensation. I couldn’t speak. I
couldn’t think. What could I say? Shocked would be a huge
understatement.

Jennifer motioned us inside the small
room. “Get him situated Tray, I’ll be back in a moment.” It was a
small room, with thin curtains screening a glass wall.

“You note how the door
opened and lights dimmed when we approached? It’s keyed based on
your membership emblem on your lapel,” Tray said. “Kool
huh?”

I ignored his statement, “What the
fuck, Tray? What is this?”

“This is how she thought it
was best to play it. You tell me, how could anyone describe this is
words?” He swept with his hands and picking up a remote control,
touched it and the curtains pulled back, opening to the glass wall.
That was when I noticed that the other floors below were visible,
made like stair steps, and from this small room with the glass
wall, one could observe most of the other floors, although the view
of specifics was hampered by the privacy curtains in the seating
areas, the couch area was clearly visible. It was easy to see the
constant movement of the many waitresses scurrying back and forth
with drinks, food, and whatever else was requested. I could tell
the floor number by the uniforms.

The door knob turned and Jennifer
returned again, totally nude, carrying my double Jack and water,
wine for herself, and a Maker’s Mark for Tray. When she entered
Tray took his drink and gave a sterile hug to my wife. “I’ve got
him here; I guess the rest is up to you to. I’ll check in after a
while. You know where I’ll be.”

“Yeah, I know,” Jennifer
said. “Which one, the blonde or the redhead?”

“The blonde,” Tray said. “I
think the redhead may have other plans,” he grinned, motioning with
his head toward me. “Good luck to both of you.”

The silence in the room beat on both
of us, but neither were in a hurry to speak. Jennifer looked down
at her nude body and then back at me. “Sorry, but nude women are
the rule for this floor.”

“What…” She put her hand
up, pressing her finger against my lips. “Not now. Not yet. Let me
tell now what you said you wanted to know—and I’ve not told you.
But before I start, I will ask you again, are you sure you want to
know this? Are you sure you can stand it?”

I had pieced a lot of it together
thanks to Kristi, but there was the one thing that was acceptable
versus unacceptable—the truth. A part of me was ready to walk out
the door of this place and never look back, although I wasn’t sure
where the exit was exactly. And, well, I had to know where we were.
Words about commitment to a marriage are one thing—actions speak
louder sometimes. I didn’t know if this was one of those
times.

The damnable thing about it was this
club was so hot—not just because of the nudity—but because my once
shy wife was having the boldness to walk around nude in this club
and – well I didn’t know what else, but I guess I was about to find
out the specifics.

“Yesterday I tried to tell
you, but I couldn’t. I told you I was scared. I am still scared. At
this moment, after watching your reaction, I am probably more
scared than at any time in my life. So I want to start off with
this. Mentally I am where I am. You wanted me open, overcoming my
shyness and modesty? OK. Now I’m open. I know this is far beyond
where you wanted me to be as far as letting go, but once I got
started it has been such a rush it has been like a whirlwind. I
have been unable to stop, and it is even harder to resist taking
the next step and the step that follows that.

“I know I am more open and
less shy than you could have ever anticipated—and to tell the truth
I’ve discovered that once my extreme modesty was out of the
picture, I have overcompensated. I have learned I am an
exhibitionist. It is a rush to walk around her nude, or in
revealing clothes.

“What I am trying to say is
that this all started out with me trying who you wanted to be, and
it has ended up freeing me to be the person I wanted to
be.

“I didn’t start out with
any idea things would end where they are now. I didn’t know you
would be wounded, in a coma, and everything else. We’ve talked most
of that out yesterday, but here we are tonight. I know this is a
shock to you, and from your standpoint in many ways I can see why
you might not want me anymore. If you want me to go, to separate, I
will. I do not want to cause you any pain. I want to stay with you,
but I will do what you want. If this is too much for you to handle,
I understand.

“I wanted you to see this
here first hand. If you want me to quit LCS, and for us try to go
back to the way we were, I am not sure I can go all the way back
there. I am different. I have self-confidence now, I’ve overcome my
shyness, and I don’t want to give that up. But my love I will give
everything else for you. We will get by somehow, some way without
the money. That choice is yours. I want to stay with you—for the
rest of my life, but I like my life the way it is now too. I would
hope I could do both, but there’s no way you can know what you can
handle with me until you have seen me in the extreme, like
tonight.

“That’s why I wanted you to
still give me permission to play till the end of the week. You will
have seen both ends of my extremes. Then you tell me where we go
from there.” I started to speak and again she shushed
me.

“So here’s the rest—the
part you do not know. You know what happened at the party and Effan
Johnson was the man who offered me the job here. He was smitten
with me, and was one of the men feeling me up that second night of
the interviews when I was so drunk. And Effan was involved in the
training too.

“The training for working
here is intensive, well run, and in many ways life changing. It was
six long days, starting early until very late. The first day were
classes on make-up, clothes selection, accessorizing. Expert
make-up artists came in and created several looks for each of us.
Second day it was all about hair, and wigs, and creating different
looks. It was like a girl’s school, maybe 30 of us there
initially.

“Day 3 we were taught how
to run the order/entry programs, serving techniques. After dinner
each evening we had some psychological training, dealing with men
who couldn’t understand simple instructions like “stop” or “no”,
anticipating a man’s desire, a man’s psyche, things like that. I’m
sure a part of it was to help us get into a better frame of mind to
accept what would be required for us to be working here, but they
would never admit that. If it was brainwashing it was subtle
brainwashing.

“Day 4 was testing actual
scenarios they anticipated at the club, with various men acting as
customers. All of the customers were black. That was the first
indication that the marketing was targeted to black men. Working at
the first, second, and third floors was covered that day. Teasing,
flashing, keeping the customer interested and intrigued. By that
time we all knew it would involve showing off, wearing something
revealing, giving a guy a downblouse or something like that. That
had dropped hints at first and by Day 4 when things were finally
put into practice, it wasn’t a shock.

“Thing changed on Day 5.
Day Five was more intense, lasting until…well it went very late
that night. Day Six was a refresher on anything the trainers
thought we needed more work on or something that the trainer posing
as a customer wanted to continue with his selected trainee. Day
Seven was optional, designed for hostess work, those are the women
here who give tours and handle the signing up of new members. Only
a few of us were selected for that.”

“I took everything
available at training,” she said. “And then I started working
here.”

Jennifer stopped and I took a long
drink of my liquor. “OK, you can talk now. I know you have
questions.”

“Effan.” She paled. I had
struck a nerve first thing—but I wanted this out of the
way.

“Effan likes me. I started
training immediately after I had spent that second night with Tray.
Tray had been great, I was proud I had been able to fuck him, I had
your permission, and here was Effan, offering me a signing bonus,
and a modeling contract, and Evan, it was $40,000.00. I bought your
truck with part of it.”

“And you sold
yourself?”

“Indirectly at the time I
guess I did,” she said. I anticipated the pull-in, the head down,
quiet, shoulders slump, curling-into-a-ball body language. It
didn’t happen. She confidently told me—“Yes I may have taken his
money and ended up in his bed—but not cheaply. I don’t expect you
to understand completely, but it was part of coming out of my
shell.”

“The training? With the
customers?”

“They were not really
customers but trainers posing as customers,” Jennifer said. “They
ran through scenarios that we could anticipate when working.
Obnoxious customer, drunk customer, and sometimes that special
client we were expected to impress.”

“And how…” Jennifer saw
where I was going and interrupted.

“How do you think?” She
began to answer her own question. “Depending on the
customer/trainer I let him feel me up; I would play with his cock,
a couple I gave a blow job.” Her bold look was challenging, almost
daring me to say something.

I stammered out, “Is this a
whorehouse?”

“No, it is a different kind
of exclusive gentleman’s club. There is sex going on here, but it
is totally a decision between the woman and the man. No woman here
has to, or is expected to do anything they do not want to
do.”

“And do you do what you did
in training? Jennifer, what do you do here?”

“I do what I want, in a
manner of speaking,” Jennifer said. “I work on all floors,
including giving tours and selling memberships to prospective
customers. When you first saw me tonight I had just completed the
tour—and I sold a membership to my customer too. That was
$3000.”

“Did you fuck him to do
it?” My voice I knew was sharp.

“No. I gave him a blow
job.” She searched my face for emotion but found none there. My
poker face was up, but my insides were in a rolling
turmoil.

“Dammit Jennifer, I know
that Tray fucked you, he kept fucking you while I was in the
hospital, and I was OK with that, but what the fuck is going on
here. You say it is not a whorehouse, but damned if it doesn’t look
like one to me. Start telling this again and you know what I want
to know. Fuck this club. Tell me about you.” I was angry, and I
could see her tearing up again.

“I’m trying to say it so it
will be easy on you, it isn’t working.” Jennifer said.

“No it isn’t,” I snapped.
“I love it that you are out of your shyness. If this is what it
took—whatever that is—I am thankful for that. You are afraid I will
want you to give your job up, you don’t want to but you will if it
means our marriage stays intact, so obviously there are parts of
this job that you don’t expect me to be too happy about—so unhappy
that you are afraid to tell me about it. Do you think I am an
idiot? You are sucking a black guy’s cock to sell a membership,
walking around on this floor of this club buck ass naked and I’m
not even hearing why! Start talking in plain English. No more
teasing, no more dodging what you think I want to hear. I want the
truth, I want it all. Spit it out!”

“OK. OK. I know, and I know
I may be hurting you and I tried to avoid it, but there is no
avoiding it. Yes, I fucked Tray, and have fucked Tray several
times. And just so you know when I finish telling you the whole
truth I expect to fuck Tray again, just like you promised—because I
like fucking him.

“About working here, each
floor allows certain things, some viewing boobs and playing with
tits downstairs, next floor up the guys can play with tits more,
next floor up the boobs are out, women are all but topless, and
when they get up here to this floor every woman is naked, and as
you have seen that also means most other barriers are down too.
During training we practiced working each floor, an hour and a half
each day, with a variety of trainers acting as customers. So yes, I
got felt up a lot, I got fingered a lot, I played with a lot of
cocks, I even sucked a few. It was all a part of it.

“The owner of the company,
Effan Johnson, took a special liking to me during training, so the
last three days of training, he took me home with him at night, and
fucked me all night long. He was trying to see how far I would
go—and I was wondering that myself, so I was along for the ride,
for the adventure of it. The last night he shared me with a couple
of his friends. He’s into that. He said I was a black cock slut and
it wasn’t official until he had shared me. I was crazy enough into
it by then that I agreed.

“And you want to know why I
did it? I did it because I had missed so much being so damn shy and
unconfident that I want to try it all now. I may not want to keep
doing it all, but I want to know. I’ve done a lot, and I’m still
doing what I enjoy. I’ve worked four nights a week for one of these
clubs since and been promoted to selling memberships, opening new
stores, and training.

“And…”

“And I’m making $100,000 a
year, plus the signing bonus, plus the modeling contract, plus
tips, plus extras. I stand to make $200,000 this year. I made
$25,000 in two days.”

“I heard about that,” I
said.

“And I loved every minute
of it,” Jennifer said. “And remember you told me I could fuck
someone if I got the uncontrollable urge. So I did. Just like Tray,
you didn’t say only one person, and you weren’t able to reword what
you had told me. I’ve fucked and sucked a lot of men, during
training, and in the clubs since I have been working here. That is
what goes on the seventh floor.

“Since you have been home
from rehab, I haven’t fucked anyone, and won’t again without your
go ahead. I did suck off the black guy tonight, would have fucked
him if you were still unable to communicate with me, and I have
promised to fuck him when and if he comes back and I am still
here.”

Jennifer paused, her chest rising and
falling with her heavy breathing, standing up, that magnificent
naked woman looking down at me, her eyes wide, nostrils flaring
with each breath, those long legs slightly spread, and instead of a
smile a firm set to her jaw. She looked great.

I drank in the look. I would remember
it for a long time. “Guess you have the shy thing fixed now, huh?”
I said softly.

“What did you say?” she
said, loud.

“You heard me. Sounds like
you got your shyness whipped.”

“Yes.”

“Congratulations. I know it
was a big step for you,” I said.

“Are you trying to be an
asshole?” she asked, confused.

“No, I was thinking that if
you are sucking cocks here you should get your black cock sucking
mouth over here and get your husband’s cock in your
mouth.”

I don’t know what she was expecting,
but that wasn’t it. Jennifer had my permission to play till the end
of the week. I wasn’t going back on my word. Who was I to stop that
now?

Jennifer took the step to me and
dropped to her knees, unbuckled my pants, tugging them down, and
expertly began sucking my cock. OK, I know it is hard to make a
rational decision with your cock in a woman’s mouth, but I had
already made my decision as she was talking. I couldn’t live
without this woman. She was devoted to me. Saying she was willing
to quit demonstrated it. But as important if not more so to me was
her saying that she wanted to keep working if I didn’t
mind.

“While you are sucking my
cock think back and tell me if there is anything you haven’t told
me.” Her head bobbed up and down on my cock. She pulled off for a
second; saying in a quick gasp, “At closing time the girls that
want to be are auctioned off for the night. They write their bids
on our ass.”

“Have you been
auctioned?”

“Yes, two to three times a
week.”

“Same people?” There was a
muffled answer. She repeated it. “No, except for Effan. He gets in
on it sometimes—it is fun for him, especially in openings. He likes
to show new members and friends how it works. He was the first
person who outright paid for me.”

“And he bids on you?”
Jennifer was picking up the pace.

“Yes. He likes me for the
moment.”

“That all?” I raised my ass
off the couch higher.

“No.” Jennifer was into
sucking and retelling now. Sucking more strokes between her
sentences. “The night I made $25,000, he bid for me, won, and
shared me with the men he had been bidding against.”

“How many?”

“Three in all.”

“And did you like it?” I
asked.

“Truth?”

“Truth.”

“I loved it.” She said. I
had tried to hold back but she knew how to suck my dick better than
anyone else in the world. I started cumming, expecting her to deep
throat me, but she didn’t. Instead I could see her cheeks swelling
as my cum filled them, and then rising off my cock she looked me
straight in the eye and swallowed. She took my drink and chased my
cup with the Jack Daniels.

“Anything else?” Jennifer
asked.

“How many different men
have fucked you?” I asked.

“I haven’t not been keeping
count—maybe a dozen or so, maybe more. A lot.” Jennifer
said.

“All black?”

“All of them. I avoid white
men here.”

“Why?”

“Because I am a black cock
slut—and I have all the white men I want finally back home with
me.”

I knew now what I was going do decide,
but Jennifer still had not heard my decision. I was enjoying her
fidgeting as she sat beside me on the couch, uncertain and
vulnerable. She was worried, I could tell. The reality was I had
lived with her long enough to know at that moment how vulnerable
she was. She had taken big steps, but she had taken them so quickly
I knew she was still fragile. She was afraid she had overstepped
too far to recover.

I reasoned with myself. I get to fuck
her whenever I want; I didn’t see what else she wanted to do as a
problem if she was honest about it. I wasn’t going to explain that
to her right now. Yeah, most people would say I was crazy—but they
said I was crazy for dating an ice-queen and that certainly had
changed. Why not ride this out and see where it went?

I was getting hard again. “Why don’t
you suck me a little while longer and then get up here on my
cock.”

“Wrong floor,” she said.
“We’re not supposed to he..”

“You telling me you’ve been
in a room like this naked with a man, sucking his cock and you have
never been fucked on this floor?” She didn’t answer, and moved her
pussy over me, reaching down with her left hand and guiding my cock
into her. Telling me as I entered her, “Yes, I’ve been fucked on
this floor.”

She was moving slowly on my cock,
looking in my eyes, her fingers locked behind my head looking in my
eyes. Slowly, languorously sliding our bodies together. Fucking her
in this setting was unlike any fuck with her I’d had in the past.
It was as if I was fucking someone different.

When Jennifer looked in my eyes she
read me. I have never been able to hide my feelings from her, and
as she rode my cock she broke into a smile. “You are going let me
keep working, aren’t you?”

“Yeah,” I said. “At least
for a while.”

“Don’t cum inside me. I’ll
suck and swallow you.”

“Why?” I asked.

“Because I have someone
else to fuck before I come home.”

“What if I’m not through
with you?” I said.

“You’re through with me
here tonight,” she said. “I’ll be home tomorrow and I’m all yours
then.”

“What if I want to fuck you
here at the club other times?”

“You can, you’re a member,
just arrange a time to meet me on the seventh floor. In fact let’s
plan on that, it might be fun.”

“So you are gonna fuck Tray
again?”

“You said I could. Are you
going back on that?”

“No, I said I might want to
watch,” I said.

“I’m not going to fuck Tray
tonight either, but soon, very soon.”

“Who will you fuck
then?”

“I don’t know yet,”
Jennifer said. “I have myself in Last Call tonight.”

“Oh…” I said.

“I want you to watch them
bid for me,” she said. “I want you to see black men competing with
each other to see who will fuck me.”

“I don’t know if
I…”

“It is hot. Don’t worry,
I’ve got you covered.” I didn’t know exactly what she meant, but
that was OK. I would find out. I had a peace that she had been
honest, was out of her shell, and holding nothing back—including
her feelings about what she wanted to do going forward. I’d been
through too much by now; I had been too close to death to not
embrace living as full as I could. I willing to see how things
evolved.

I watched my naked wife’s ass as she
stepped toward the door, open it, and turned to me, her pierced
nipple breast outlined against the outer hall light. “Be on the
seventh floor in 10 minutes.” She disappeared.

 


I knew where the elevator was, and I
knew I could find the seventh floor. I walked into the hall and saw
no one. There were fewer people in the couch area, and as I stepped
through the door into the elevator foyer on the sixth floor I was
greeted by my nude tall redhead, standing under a light that
revealed the small spread of light freckles peeking through her
make-up, starting under her eyes and over her nose. In her heels
she was taller than I was. Her pale skin appeared even more
flawless, and I noticed a black navel ring that matched her black
nipple rings. A series of star tattoos ran up her bikini line
toward her waist. She had reapplied her makeup, brushed her hair,
and changed shoes. Her smile was weak with a hit of
apprehension.

“Hey.” Kristie
said.

“Hi.” I looked her up and
down and found nothing less than perfect. She had a short narrow
landing strip that was as brilliant red as her hair. Natural, it
appeared.

“Wow,” I said, looking into
those green eyes again. She pushed her body against me. “You like
what you see?”

“You know I do.”

“You want what you
see?”

“You know that
too.”

“Now?”

“How about after the
auction?” I asked. I saw her wondering what was going on, and I saw
the realization cross her face. “Your wife is up?” I nodded my
hand.

“How cool is that?” She
giggled, “Great. This is going to be fun.” She took my hand and
pressed the elevator button. We walked off the seventh floor and as
on the other floors there was a backlit image of my wife again, and
I understood why she had wanted to have our talk on the
6th floor. This floor had gone it one better on the photos of my
wife and her black friend.There were two photos, flanking the
double doors. Wider than the others. On the left Jennifer was on
her knees, nude, in front of the same black man in all the other
photos. She had his very long cock in her mouth and hand, and was
looking at the camera. On the other side, again with the same black
man, she was on her back on a bed, her right leg down, left leg up,
on the edge of the bed. Her black lover was leaning over her, his
thick black cock half-way buried inside her pussy. One breast was
visible, the other obscured by his dark black hand. The look on
Jennifer’s face was one of pure bliss.

“I like the photo on the
right best,” Kristi said, leading me through the door.

 


***

 


The seventh floor room was laid out
like the others, only smaller, and if there had been fucking going
on there earlier, it had ceased for now. There were a dozen or so
black men, eight women nude and walking around talking with the
men. There were a few couples like Kristi and I. I saw Jennifer
talking to a black man I recognized as a major NBA star, Rashawn
Evers. He looked to be about 6’ 8”. She had a marking on her butt.
31-$20 was on her ass. As I watched she handed the Evers a small
sponge and he rubbed off the previous bid. Jennifer turned her hip
to him, and he wrote 15-$35. He had just bid $3500 for a night with
my wife.

I know this is strange to say, but
considering how in love I am with Jennifer, how I can’t do without
her, and how much I am addicted to fucking her, the thought ran
through my mind at that moment was I was glad I was married to her,
because I couldn’t afford to fuck her any other way.

I was leaned back on the couch, Kristi
under my arm again, but this time I was no hesitant about cupping
her right breast as we sat there, toying with her nipple ring. I
kissed her and we started making out, reclining all the way down on
the large cushions. I felt someone brush my shoe, and glanced up.
It was Jennifer. She was interrupting me for the hell of it. I saw
her motion to her butt, smiling. The bid on her ass was now up to
$5500. I broke from playing with Kristi and moved the red-heads
long slender leg from over mine and sat up.

“How much longer does the
auction go on?” I asked. She looked up at the clock, it was almost
2 a.m.

“At two,” she said. “Last
call, remember.”

Evers and another man, who I
recognized as the man in the various photos with Jennifer, were
sitting beside each other now, with Jennifer standing between them.
I made him to be Effan Johnson, just from the way the waitresses,
women walking around, and customers reacted to him.

The men in the room each had a marker
in one hand, sponge in the other, and Jennifer was smiling. Several
of the other women who had marker bids on their ass were already
hugged up with the men who had won them since there were no higher
bids. A buzzer denoting 2 a.m. sounded and the NBA player gave a
whoop. As Jennifer turned I could see $77.5 on her ass. She winked
at me. Johnson said something to the player, he nodded, smiled, and
they both stood. Taking Ever’s hand, she led him toward the double
doors, by me, dropping his hand long enough to let him get a step
ahead, lean over and give me a quick peck, and whisper, “I’ll see
you at home tomorrow. Have fun with the redhead. I’m going to have
a ball.”

As they exited Tray came in, still
with the blonde. He came straight to me and Kristi. “Closing time”
he said to me, looking at Kristi. “You coming?” he asked her.
Kristi looked at me and smiled.

“Why not?” she said, moving
over to whisper, “We have some unfinished business.”

“Ladies, get some clothes
and your overnight stuff, limo will be downstairs. We’ll meet you
there. The driver will let you into the car until we get there. We
have one more stop to make.”

 


***

 


Instead of going to the elevator
immediately, Tray led me through a small door like the one leading
to the hall on the sixth floor. “Someone wants to meet you,” he
said. At the end of the hall he punched a number into a keypad, and
past that was another door on the left marked private. Tray punched
in the keypad and knocked on the door. “Enter,” I heard.

Inside the door was the man in the
photo outside with my wife, and the unsuccessful bidder for my wife
this night, Effan Johnson. “Come in, Come in. You must be Evan.” I
nodded my head.

“My name is Effan, Effan
Johnson.” He rose and shook my hands. “Tray and I go back to the
old New Orleans days and he speaks highly of you, so I wanted to
meet you. First thank you for your service to our country. I am
honored to meet a real hero when so many others who do nothing
claim to be. Thanks for being here. There are a couple of things I
want to talk to you about.”

“Yes?” I said.

“I understand that you do
not know a lot about our organization, or even Jennifer’s role
here, or how important she is to our organization.”

“No, but I learned a lot
tonight I suppose.”

“I hope she is happy here,
working with us.”

“Seems to be,” I said. “But
we really haven’t talked a lot it. I’ve only been home…”

“I know your history,”
Johnson interrupted, leaning his massive black frame back in his
large chair. “I wanted to let you know we are here to help you in
any way we can. You figure out what you need and I will do my best
to get it. You want to start a new business, I’ll help with the
loan, you know, help where I can.”

“Thank you,” I said, with
some caution. “Somehow I would suspect there is a reason for this
proffered friendship?”

“We are a new company, I
don’t like disturbance, and…”Johnson paused. “How much has Jennifer
told you?”

“Everything, she says.” I
told him.

“That she’s fucked
me.”

“Yes.”

“That not bother you? A big
black cock dropping loads of cum in that sweet white cunt on a
regular basis?” I didn’t know if he was trying to provoke me or
not, or what he was trying to prove. I didn’t rise to
it.

“It’s happened before,” I
said, glancing over at Tray.

“She tell you about the
training? What that entailed? How we handle opening
weekends?

“Yes.”

You witnessed how the auction works,
so I am assuming you understand that?”

“Yes.”

“You know I like to spend
time with her?”

“She said.” I
answered.

“You OK with her doing all
that?”

“Jennifer had a sheltered
life. She’s doing some catching up. I can live with that,” I said.
“As long as she wants to—and remembers the way home.”

“Good, good,” Johnson said,
smiling as if he had won a victory. “I am glad you are such an
understanding man. I would like to think I’ve helped her do some of
her catching up.” He leaned over his desk toward me. “You have a
beautiful wife, who has perhaps the most open and fulfilling
attitude toward sex of anyone I’ve ever met. She had an eagerness
and curiosity about all the aspects of sex that seems to be spurred
by a need for discovery. Watching her do something new has an
erotic appeal that is indescribable. And in addition to that,
Jennifer has been invaluable in helping us get started.”

Johnson touched a button on his desk
and a huge big screen TV illuminated behind his desk. He turned his
chair to look at the screen. The screen saver was Jennifer and
Johnson, all the poses in the foyers on a single screen, in steps
of progression, from a black bustier to him fucking her.

“You know just today
Jennifer suggested we get different shaped and color tags that
would hang from piercings, either a navel, nipple, or in some cases
labia. For instance a spade tag would naturally mean she is
available to black members, a collar tag would indicate a
sub.”

Johnson clicked an icon. “My apartment
is here,” he explained. “I loan it to special guests sometimes,
like famous sports figures.” The screen filled with a camera view
of a bedroom, and the screen split. There were three different
views of the couple on the bed, the tall black man with the
extremely long cock, and the beautiful brunette positioning herself
over that cock and smiling as his cock slid deeper and deeper into
her body.

“Ever watched Jennifer fuck
live before, Evan?” Johnson asked me, as he stared at the screen.
“This is happening in my apartment in real time.” I realized then
that I was watching my wife dropping her body on to that tall man’s
long cock.

“Not yet,” I said. Tray
chuckled and Johnson smiled. In seconds the sounds of my wife
bouncing on that big black cock were coming in through the
speakers. “Beautiful, isn’t it?” he said. Evers had both hands up
squeezing her tits.

“Indeed it is,” I said. The
mics in the room were sensitive. I could clearly hear every
word.

“Fuck me with that big
black cock,” Jennifer gasped. The sound came in clearly over the
speakers. He was pulling on her nipple ring with one hand and
sucking on her other nipple as they fucked.

“Good white pussy,” Evers
said, and mumbled something else I couldn’t make out as she grabbed
her hips, pulled her down on him as he arched his back, thrusting
all of his cock deep inside her. “I love the way your body soaks up
this big dick.”

The three of us watched with rapt
attention of the black and white intertwined bodies, the two of
them fucking, twisting to different positions. Johnson was changing
camera view with a remote control to show Jennifer’s large breasts
bouncing up as she rode his cock, the light flashing between their
bodies, the width of Ever’s cock looking even larger from this
angle, splitting my wife’s pussy.

Johnson spoke as if he was not
watching fucking on the screen, talking to me but staring at my
wife now on her back being pummeled faster by that long cock of the
tall basketball player. She was thrusting her body to meet him,
their flesh making small popping sounds. He was pumping her in a
hard rhythm.

“We’ve done business
before, Evan,” Effan said. “I paid for the lower receivers you and
Tray smuggled out.” I glared over at Tray.

“Effan was the middleman,”
was all Tray said.

“Oh,” I stammered. Evers
had moved Jennifer to the edge of the bed on her hands and knees.
He was behind her fucking her doggie style. Her breasts were
bouncing from her face to slap down on her chest with each thrust,
the soft flesh jigging like jello.

“I enjoy fucking your wife.
I would like to keep fucking Jennifer and would hope you would not
object,” Effan said as he watched Evers continue to slam his cock
into my wife. His eyes were affixed to the screen. He didn’t turn
around as he spoke.

“Like I said earlier, that
depends on her.” I said. “If she is working here, you own the club,
you have that 7th
floor, doesn’t look like you need to
ask?”

“Makes things easier. We
have several openings in a row, some high rollers coming in we need
as members, and it may mean some more time away from you than you
were expecting. On the other hand, I can tell you that at some
point I will tire of her pussy and move on to an obsession with
some other white slut. It seems to happen about every four months
or so, but a lot of that depends on the women themselves. For the
moment I am enjoying as much of her as I can.”

“And the reason you wanted
me here?” I asked. Jennifer was moaning now, the sound shaking the
room with the amplified sound of her sexing, and the black guy was
pounding hard, his arms up under her knees and her ass up in the
air.

“I want you to work for
me.” This was really strange; sitting in this big office taking
about a job to a man whose face was turned toward a huge screen
showing my wife getting fucked by a tall ball player. I rolled with
it.

“Why me?” I
said.

Johnson pointed to the screen just as
Evers had cum in Jennifer. “Here it comes,” he said. Jennifer was
laying there only a second before Evers pulled out, the camera
angle changing to a close up of her pussy, Evers long black cock
withdrawing and her pussy closing back as a white glob of cum
pouring out. The screen changed again and Evers was on his knees,
his fingers parting Jennifer’s pussy to watch his cum continue to
ooze out from inside her. “Better than any porn I have ever seen,”
Effan said, addressing no one in particular. He went back to my
question.

“Couple of reasons I want
you to work here. You’re married to her,” Johnson pointed to the
screen. You stay close; see what we’re trying to do and you’ll
understand. That way I’m not going to lose an asset to this new
company—and a great piece of white pussy that I feel has more
potential than she has already shown. The girl’s still got room to
grow.

“Number 2: Tray says you’re
trustworthy. One of the most important things we have going for us
is I trust everyone here—and I consider that a most valuable
commodity. I think you would fit on the team.”

“What do you have in
mind?”

“Oh we’ll find plenty for
you to do, just having you around watching our back, security. I
want you handling security, for me, for the girls, for all of our
assets.”

Johnson laughed, he enjoyed this. I
wrote it off as this man having a weird sense of humor. OK. I could
play that game, because deep down there was one thing of which I
was firmly convinced—the minute I wanted to stop the fun with
Jennifer, all I would have to do was say so and she would quit.
That was what she said and I believed her, and Johnson being a bit
too self-assured would be a turn off to her. I felt more
comfortable and secure with Jennifer after meeting him.

In the meantime, security would give
me something to do.

“And how much do you think
security should pay?” I asked.

“How about $125,000 a year,
bennies, and stock options executable two years from now.” I sat
bolt upright. He was still starting at the screen. Jennifer has
Evers on his back, had sucked him hard again, and was obviously
getting ready for round two.

“Sounds fine with me,” I
said.

“Start this weekend,”
Johnson said. “Tray will handle the details.” I felt Tray tap me on
the shoulder. I looked up and he motioned for me to stand and led
me out the door. As I turned I saw that Johnson’s chair was still
turned toward the big screen, watching my wife fuck the dark black
NBA player.

 


***

 


When we got to the limo Kristi and the
blonde had already discovered the stocked bar and were into it. I
looked at Kristi, now in a low cut top that was gaping open in the
leaned over position she was in, showing me all of her boobs. She
was unconscious of the exposure. “About time you got here,” Kristi
said. “I have never been fucked inside a limo.”

“Time we fixed that,” I
said. She moved to the limo floor and began working at my
pants.

There was no hesitation and her
movements were steady, this was not the first time she had
undressed a man. She had my cock in her mouth before she had my
pants all the way off, and was already peeling off her clothes
without taking her mouth off my cock. She had a small round tattoo
on the flat of her ass with LCS in stylized letters I had not
noticed earlier.

I didn’t make out the letters at
first, but had ample opportunity when she pulled off my cock and
moved up on the seat, resting on her elbows, her ass up in the
air.

“Let’s make it quick the
first time, then we can take our time for everything else. Besides
I always get so horny after working for eight hours in that
atmosphere. I need a cock inside me.”

I moved behind her and sunk my dick
into a very wet and slick pussy. I held my body still and watched
her fucking herself on my cock, rocking back and forth impaling
herself on my cock. When she slowed I grabbed her hips and pulled
her on to me, creating my own rhythm. At one point she grabbed my
wrist and pulled me forward to caress her breast as we fucked, and
she was moaning quietly with every ram home.

Kristi squirted without breaking
rhythm, and that alone was enough for me to start to let go. “I’m
going to cum,” I said.

Kristi pulled off me, turned around
and finished me off with her mouth, swallowing my cum as I came. I
held the back of her head on my cock until the sensations ceased
and she didn’t resist. As I came and collapsed on the seat. She
laid her nude body against me, my arm around her cupping a breast.
She was right, it had been quick.

I looked over at Tray on the other
seat, seated, as the blonde lay out on the long street, sucking his
cock. He gave me a thumbs us.

Kristi smiled. “That’s another thing
off my bucket list. Fucked in a limo. Thank you Evan.”

“The pleasure was all
mine,” I said.

“Not all,” she said. “And
just wait for Act II.”

 


***

 


The blonde had left early the next
morning, Tray was up first and made coffee which gave me the time
to get my day started off right by rolling that pale skinny redhead
in bed beside me and having one of those early morning don’t
talk-just fuck sexual experiences, like the capping moment to a
long night of fucking, which it had been. I wondered if I had slept
an hour, but that would have been an hour too long.

I looked at those huge green eyes
watching me as I threw her legs up to my shoulder, rising to my
knees on the bed and ramming into her, watched those pink nippled
breasts with those contrasting black rings bouncing up in rhythm
with my strokes, holding to them and feeling the pressure as I
squeezed them. I pinched her nipples between my thumb and
forefinger.

“Harder,” she gushed and I
did as she asked, felt the convulsing of her body as she let go,
cumming as I fucked her. It was like I had turned on a switch by
pinching her nipples—and instant orgasm.

“I’ve cum, now you cum
inside me,” she whispered. “I want to feel it. Make me feel it.”
She had a bead of sweat across her forehead and was urging me on.
“Yeah, come inside me.” As I began my flurry of rabbit strokes just
as I orgasmed she moaned “Oh yeah, I can feel it. God I love
feeling cum squirt inside me.”

We cuddled for a few minutes, and when
she got up to go to the restroom. When I heard the shower turn on I
pulled on my pj bottoms and went for another cup of
coffee.

“Interesting night,” Tray
said, standing at the sink.

“Yes, you could say
that.”

“Jennifer get it all out to
you? You see how it is at work and all?” Tray asked.

“I do.”

“Where you at man? You mad,
wanna kick somebody’s ass, hurt, going to bail, or you just like
it?”

“I’m not going to bail,” I
said. “It is so much so quick I don’t want to make a snap judgment.
I’ll let things roll along awhile until I get it right in my
head.”

Tray smiled. “Sheeeet. You kool with
all this.” I didn’t answer.

Kristi appeared in my shirt, only one
button buttoned at her waist. She was so tall the shirt didn’t
cover a lot. She didn’t seem to mind, nor did Tray.

 


***

 


I heard the front door open to our
hotel suite. Jennifer came in. I had expected her to look at least
disheveled, but she was smiling, clean clothes, chipper, smelling
nice. She gave me a kiss, Tray a hug, and smiled at Kristi. “I’m
Jennifer. I’ve seen you at the club.” They hugged. She poured
herself a cup of coffee.

“Everyone have a good time
last night?” Jennifer asked. The three of us nodded. I have to
admit I was not used to my wife asked me and the girl I had spent
the night fucking if we had a good time.

“How about you?” I
asked.

Jennifer has always had a habit of
trying to say something unexpected to shock everyone, and this was
no exception. She said. “Rashawn and I play around some and Effan
joined us in the later part of the evening.”

“So you had a good evening
too?”

“Yeah, but I’m still horny.
I want to get fucked at least one more time before I get some
sleep. I’m on an adrenaline high.”

I glanced between Tray and Kristi.
“What do you have in mind?”

“You said Tray could fuck
me. I want you to watch him fuck me. In the room while he does.”
She went to Tray and grabbed his hand. “Come along fuckbuddy,” she
said. Glancing over at Kristi she said, “You can come along
too.”

At that moment Kristi’s phone rang.
She picked it up. “My cab,” Kristie said, apologizing, “I’d love to
but another time, OK?” She picked up her bag and raced to the
door.

This was the time I watched my wife
get fucked while I was in the same room.

I had watched her fuck Tray on the
video and the NBA player on a big screen the night before, but it
was abstract, like watching a video. There was some detachment. Not
so here in my hotel room. I sat down in the easy chair, still naked
as Jennifer and Tray moved onto the bed, her tan body contrasting
with his massive coal black one. They kissed, in a familiar way
that left me at best uncomfortable—it was too familiar to them for
me.

Tray caressed her ample breast as he
did, and my mind filled with the black on white flesh contrast more
than anything. I knew it was my wife but that was not the primary
thing in my mind. I knew what was going to happen and it did,
although much slower than I would have thought. They kissed for a
long time, passionate kisses. Then Jennifer kissed down his belly
to wrap her hands around his huge cock and began licking it and
sucking it. She looked me in the eye as she did as if to say,
“Watch, this show is for you.”

I had that feeling too. The air was
filled with a sexual tension.

I knew Tray was hung, but nothing
could describe the amazement of how big he was hard until my wife
pulled her mouth off his cock. His cock was easily as thick as a
water bottle, and a good 10-12 inches long.

Tray flipped Jennifer to her back and
began licking her pussy, tonguing her pussy, his fingers inside her
and she began cumming immediately. She looked over at me again, her
eyes wide, and I realized the room lights were on; she was doing
this in open light. She put her hands on his head as he ate her
pussy to a second climax, and Jennifer told him, “Enough. My cunt
wants that big black cock inside me.”

Jennifer opened her legs inviting him
and he moved up, kissing up as he did, kissing her breasts, kissing
her mouth, her forehead and in a practiced move continued in a
steady single movement, his cock positioned at her pussy and
Kristie’s hand on his cock guiding him into her pussy.

I expected resistance from her small
pussy from such a huge cock, but there was none, and he slowly slid
his dick into her in a single long stroke until he was all the way
in. Jennifer’s eyes were closed and she gave a slow exhale as she
accepted his cock, and her moans turned to whimpers as he bottomed
out, their bare pelvis touching and he began a slow rhythmic
thrusting, picking up the speed as he did.

I had heard Tray fuck Stephanie, heard
the dirty talk, and expected it again. I knew he was doing it to
her, but he didn’t. The air was filled with gasps, grunts, and a
couple of times I heard Jennifer whispering, “Fill my slutty cunt
with that big black cock.” I would have cum three times had it been
me.

It is hard to describe watching your
wife take a big black cock for the first time up close, but suffice
to say it is ecstasy overload. Everything becomes a blur and our
sounds mixing with Tray and Jennifer’s sounds blocked out
everything.

Tray lifted her off the bed without
breaking contact, and I expected him to move her to a wall but he
didn’t, instead he stood with Jennifer wrapped around his body, her
fingers locked behind his neck, leaning back so he could look into
her eyes and watch her tits bounce as they fuck, her legs wrapped
around him holding her body on his cock as he bounced her up and
down on his cock.

In the flesh like that, every slide of
flesh, every pop skin against skin as their bodies touched, the
salty smell of sweat, and body fluids and perfume was too much to
remember all.

Tray and Jennifer were still fucking,
having changed position with her in reverse cowgirl, looking in my
face now as she fucked him.

The two of them changed position, this
time with Tray on his back and Jennifer astride his cock. That was
the first time I noticed the quarter sized tattoo on her butt with
the stylized LCS, like the one Kristi bore. I had not noticed it
before. I wondered if she had gotten it last night, after my
conversation with Johnson.

Jennifer began to cum and I heard Tray
say, “Now.” She pulled off his cock, having to lift her body high
in the air to clear his cock, falling to her back on the bed, her
mouth open as Tray moved over her, his cock in his hand, stroking
it, moving the head of his cock a few inches over her open mouth.
He began to cum long thick globs of semen, the first two spurts
going straight into her mouth and then repositioning so that none
missed her, filling her mouth full.

Jennifer moved her hand to the base of
his cock, milked the last cum out of him, put her mouth on him to
suck him even more and swallowed all of his cum.

Jennifer looked at me and said, “I
know Tray has to leave, so we’ll have to wait on the threesome
until next time.”

I didn’t argue.

Jennifer and I did not put clothes on
until late that night, when we finally checked out and caught the
waiting jet back home. That day I learned of the different feel of
sloppy seconds and what Tray was really talking about stretching a
woman out. I became thankful for the elasticity of a woman’s pussy
as it took hours for her pussy to return to normal.

 


***

 


As Jennifer and I cuddled later in the
evening at home I understood more about my conversation with
Johnson questioning my reservations of him fucking my wife. Johnson
had offered her a job as his personal assistant after I had
left.

“And what does that
entail?” I asked.

“Some travel with him,” she
said.

“And the tat?”

“You noticed? Yeah. Effan
likes his mark on the white wives he fucks,” he says.

“And you will be fucking
him?” I asked.

“No more than I have
already,” she laughed, “But he likes me. You can share me for a
while till he gets tired of me.”

“For a while,” I
said.

 


***

 


Later as we were waking up from a
Sunday afternoon nap interspaced with a good fuck, both of us naked
and spent Jennifer rolled against me.

“I’m not sure that I want
to work as Effan’s personal assistant long term,” she said. “I
figure no more than a couple of months. But this is all upscale
corporate stuff. I want to try being more basic. There are other
things I want to try.” she said.

“Such as?” I asked, with
some apprehension in my voice.

“Nothing I think you would
object to,” Jennifer said.

“And what have I objected
to yet?” I asked.

“Nothing,” she said, “Which
is why I would even consider this. Deep down I think you get off on
my exploring all the corners of this hidden sexual world as much as
I do discovering it myself.” She reached over to touch my hard
cock, anticipating what new thing she was going to mention.
“Looking like I’m right on that score,” she said.

“OK, what are you
thinking?” I said.

“What would you say if I
wanted to work downstairs? Street level?

“Straight out stripping and
lap dances? To an off-the-street audience?” I asked.

“Yeah. I’ve not done that,”
Jennifer said.

“No fucking?”

“I guess I could find
members there to go to the 7th floor with if I had the
urge.”

“In other words it would
take an ‘uncontrollable urge’ to take a man up there?”

“Only if he was a member,
but yes. You OK with me stripping to an audience?”

“Guess so,” I said. “I can
make that my security base of operations.”

“Yeah, you can watch me do
lap dances, strip on stage, whatever, and always have me in sight
more or less.”

“Go for it.”

“This discovery part of
working the upper floors of LCS is running its course. I think
after I showed it all to you some of the excitement went away. I
planned for weeks how I would show it to you,” she said, snuggling
close. “I wish you could have seen your face when you saw the black
man feeling me up when we got off the elevator.”

“You planned that too?” I
asked.

Jennifer smiled. “Every bit of
it.”

“Kristi too?”

“You picked Kristi, but it
was no problem to brief her once I saw who you had picked. She’s a
sweet girl. I helped her in training. I didn’t know you liked
redheads though,” Jennifer said.

“I don’t. I prefer hot
slutty brunettes,” I said.

“How slutty?” Jennifer
said, beginning to stroke my cock.

“As slutty as you can
stand,” I said.

“Damn, I am such a slut.”
She was quiet for a moment and said, “Tell the truth, which do you
like better, me being shy and reserved or me being a
slut.”

“Neither,” I
said.

“What?”

“Nah, I like you better as
a black cock slut, you left that option out. Simply a slut is not
enough. You light up with some black cock around, I’ve figured that
much out,” I said.

“Yeah, I guess a black cock
slut is what you have.” Jennifer said.

“That is what I have, and that is what I
love,” I said, pulling her tighter.

“I love you,” she said, and
we held each other as we went to sleep.

“So have I opened up enough
for you yet?” just before I nodded off.

“Let me give it some
thought,” I said, “I may think up a thing or too.” In that gray
area of sleep versus non-sleep—or maybe it was a dream—or
nightmare, I saw in my mind Jennifer in a tube top, mini skirt,
fishnet stockings and extremely high heels, being dropped off in
front of a hotel by a big black man driving a large Lincoln. It
woke me up with a raging hard-on—and I didn’t want it to go to
waste. In an instant I was rolling her to her back and climbing
between those lovely long legs and her waiting wet
pussy.

“I’m sleeping,” Jennifer
protested. “What’s got into you?”

“I think the topic is
actually what is going into you—one hard cock,” I said,
penetrating her pussy, wondering what she had been dreaming of, as
her pussy was soaked.

“Oh yeah. Must have been a
nice hot dream,” she said.

“It was, I’ll tell you
about it later. It might be something I want you try.”

“You know I will if you
ask. Tell me now,” she said, thrusting her pelvis to me so hard
that my body lifted from the bed.

“OK, it starts like this…”
I said as I slowed down. I wanted to make this one last.

 


THE END
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