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Chapter one


Too easy.

Tori's fingers hovered over the send button, but only for a moment. She smiled in the bathroom mirror and brought a finger to her pillowy mouth.

The tiniest smudge of red color had strayed from the contours of her upper lip, and she swiped it expertly away and then onto a tissue. She gave her hair a toss and smoothed it a luxurious shine.

She paused to consider her outfit: a tailored Dior dress, dripping with expense, cream-colored with a black belt and not especially sexy.

But sexy enough, as Ethan would say. It clung to her lithe form and showed off her best asset - her pert, round ass. It hid her long, slim legs to just above the knee, but when she sat, she could discretely inch it upward to reveal as much of her thigh as she wanted to.

The orange-red shade of the lipstick, and the dark black mascara she'd applied healthily to her long eyelashes had transformed her look. Subtly, but sufficiently.

She was still a put-together Southern belle, proper and ladylike, but the make-up was a wink that something else might be below the surface.

No one wore this shade of lipstick or made their eyelashes this dense and smokey if they weren't fishing for something sexual, but it was indirect enough to maintain plausible deniability.

That was a requisite – on the very off chance that someone they knew saw her here.

She made a model-pout in the mirror, admiring herself for a moment.

A pang of guilt followed on the heels of the rush her semi-slutty appearance gave her.

She was married, after all.

This was, no matter how you looked at it, wrong.

She brushed the thought away.

She wasn't actually doing anything.

And anyway, that was her rule - the "not doing anything."

If Ethan had his way, she'd be doing a lot more than just putting on a slutty shade of lipstick and three coats of black mascara to attain fuck-me eyes. She'd be doing more than just tossing her hair around and letting men buy her drinks, and sometimes letting their fingers linger on the back of her hand or her knee.

So it didn't really matter if she got a kick out of it. If she sometimes got damp panties or made promises she had no intention of keeping to strange men. If she sometimes had fun by herself at night, thinking about all the men she'd led along and then ghosted.

After all, Ethan had his eye on her the whole time.

Sometimes she felt bad, though. Bad for the men she drew in, bad for them waiting for her and texting a phone she would never answer..

Sometimes she came clean to them - without telling Ethan - because she felt so bad deceiving them. Sometimes she let them get in a stolen kiss, or move their hand a little further up her leg than she intended.

Her Southern Baptist family would absolutely shit bricks if they knew about any of this. Maybe that's why she liked it so much. It was decidedly improper.

Unladylike.

Lacking in decorum.

Sinful.

What no one understood - and what no one would be able to understand - is that all of this was Ethan's idea.

She was only doing it for him.

At the end of the day, everything about this was about Ethan, and keeping his attention, and making him even more obsessed with her than he already was.

Because when his fantasy finally came out in marriage therapy - back in the dark times - she'd been appalled at first. Appalled.

She could still remember the feeling of her slack jaw and squinting eyes- two things her mother told her never to do in all her life - as she stared at Ethan.

"Baby, you want me to do what?"

She hadn't been able to get her head around it at all. She wasn't born yesterday: she knew men had sexual secrets and not all of them made sense, but this was the opposite of everything she'd braced herself for.

Men were supposed to cheat on women, who were supposed to brush it off with grace in public and rain fire and brimstone about it behind closed doors.

"Well," she had said to Ethan, straightening the hem of her skirt with a practiced movement. "I simply can't believe that came out of your mouth, and I'm going to pretend I didn't hear it."

But then, like all women in her family, she'd done what they'd done for generations:

She'd reconsidered, and agreed to give her man what he wanted.

But to a point.

And discretely.

He needed it. And if getting a little flirtatious with other men made him happy, she could do that.

She wasn't going to sleep with them, even if Ethan said -repeatedly - he'd be up for that.

That was simply a bridge too far.

She couldn't even fathom what he was thinking at first. She was pretty sure it was one of those things that was more fantasy than reality.

But somewhere along the line, she'd felt her feelings about it all changing. Each time she indulged him, they had the best sex they'd ever had.

His cock had gone from mildly flaccid in middle age - one of the main reasons they'd been in therapy, anyway - to rock-hard again.

And while it was absolutely scandalous to be thinking about that, and frankly, a little too dirty for her tastes... she wanted a rock-hard cock.

Not a semi-flaccid handful of rubbery flesh.

Did it matter that she had to be a little bit of a hussy to get what she needed?

Did it matter that it sort of turned her on, too?

Her mother would say yes, and so would the whole hypocritical town of Sweetgrove, and their congregation, and every dead relative with a portrait hanging in their huge hall at the family home would roll in their graves.

Did it matter if that was also a teensy, tiny bit of the thrill for her?

The Brooks family name was only without blemish because of secrecy, tact, and poise.

When it came to marriage, you played the hardest ball you could. And if that meant getting dirty, well...

That's what you did.

And she loved Ethan, so she was going to give him what he wanted. And she wasn't going to feel bad about it if she had started wanting it, too.

She opened her mouth to swipe at the stray lipstick one last time, pressed her lips together, smiled to check her teeth, and flashed her own seductive look at herself in the mirror.

She let another wave of guilt flit through her, and when it was gone, she put on her most seductive face and tossed her hair, before unlocking the door and striding confidently out to the hotel bar. The vibration of her phone tickled her rib cage through her Gucci purse and the back of her neck threatened to heat up and sweat, so she fanned herself a little as she walked through the lobby.

"My, it's warm in here," she told the concierge, smiling and playing her strongest hand:

Sweet, slightly dumb, Southern woman of obvious means.

She watched his eyes ticking over her: blonde, Dior, Gucci, Southern drawl, expensive jewelry. The scent of her perfume would catch up to him after she left, so he'd know he had appraised her correctly as high-class.

The lipstick shade and the mascara were throwing him off, she could tell. They didn't add up.

And that was fun for her. Hers was a life of being sized up as pretty much what she was: a well-bred Southern belle from a good family with impeccable manners. A good girl. Trophy-wife material.

The concierge recovered from his confusion, nodded, and set off to "look into it," like any man would.

By the time she was taking her seat at the bar, she had the eyes of at least three men all over her.

Well, four, if you counted Ethan.

But Ethan's eyes were always on her when they played this game, so that didn't count.

She set her purse in the stool next to her and crossed her legs, so that her dress rode up to mid-thigh.

The bartender was at her service in less than a second.

"What can I get for you, ma'am?"

She liked to chew her lip at a moment like this, but didn't want the lipstick on her teeth. She smiled, and batted her eyelashes.

"I'm afraid I don't have any idea," she said, allowing her drawl to curl and hollow out each word to the max. She smiled, resting her chin on her hand and brushing her manicured fingernails close to her mouth. "I usually have someone order for me."

She imagined herself acting like this in Sweetwater, and the fleeting chill of guilt crept under her skin again.

It was so improper.

She had roped the bartender in, and she could tell he was calculating something behind his eyes. A grin formed on his lips and he leaned on the bar on both elbows. "Well," he said. "Are you a sugary sweet kind of girl, or do you go for something stronger?"

Lord, she thought. Is this ever easy.

"Hmmm," she said, and then sighed breathlessly. Her wedding ring - a big, classic diamond in a titanium setting - was visible to Ethan, who was sitting in the center of a half-moon booth with his clients. But also to anyone who happened to be there.

And it worked magic, just like Ethan had told her it would. Men flocked to her like bees to honey, provided she just showed a little more thigh than necessary, and touched her lips.

"I could use something strong, the day I've had," she said.

"I make a mean martini."

A grin. Her thoughts wandered to the bartender's youthful chest. No flab. The kind of all-muscle slimness that only young adulthood could confer on a man. She pictured his bare chest in her mind while she smiled. She could see that all went straight to his head - and probably somewhere else.

"Why, yes, that sounds good."

"Mmm-hmm. And how do you like it?"

She made the mistake of biting her lip while she grinned at him. "As dirty as you can get it, darling."

There was a full, pregnant beat while the air between them actually simmered.

When he left, a flush on his cheeks, to make the drink, she discretely ran her tongue on the edges of her front teeth.

She might be flirting shamelessly with strange men at a hotel for her husband's pleasure, but there was no need to get ugly about it. Lipstick had no place on her teeth.

She removed her phone in a way that she knew Ethan could see her doing it, but placed it on the counter without checking the messages. She knew they were from him, but she also knew that it drove him absolutely crazy when she didn't check. The good kind of crazy.

While she pulled her hair to one side, she twisted her wedding ring on her finger and gave a brief glance in Ethan's direction.

He was seated between two of his clients, looking straight ahead at her.She wondered if the clients had said anything to him about her yet. He liked hearing other men talk about her. Why wouldn't he? He claimed to seriously want to watch other men have sex with her, but talking was all he could get.

The bartender was speaking to a man at the far end of the bar. He returned to set the glass down in front of her, and began shaking the martini over his shoulder. "That gentleman over there would like to buy your drink," he told her, as he poured it into the glass.

She watched his eyes flicker to her wedding ring, then up to her face.

This was the critical moment, and truth be told, she hadn't expected it right out of the gates like that.

A good girl of fine breeding from Sweetwater Georgia would tell this bartender: "Please tell that gentleman as much as I appreciate his offer, I am a married woman and it just wouldn't be proper."

Of course, a good girl from Sweetwater Georgia wouldn't be sitting in a bar by herself, or for that matter, be on a business trip for her own business, but she doubted these Yankees knew anything about that.

"Well," she said, glancing over at the man. Trim, middle-aged, decent-looking.

She wouldn't in a million years sleep with such a specimen, but she had no intention of doing that, anyway.

"Isn't that just sweet?"

The bartender raised his eyebrows.

She plucked the olive stick from the martini and placed it between her teeth, letting it linger there for a moment, a turgid ball between the edges of her glaringly white, perfectly straight, incisors. Then she moved it to the back of her mouth and crushed it, mouth open with a smile on her lips.

Her eyes were on the bartender the whole time.

Her phone buzzed next to her elbow.

"That's a very dirty martini," she told the bartender.

He was temporarily left without anything to say.

"Just how I like it," she added.

And why not?:

"Please tell that gentleman Mrs. Olivia Bennett-Bowles thanks him kindly for the dirtiest martini she has ever tasted."

The bartender was rendered speechless and motionless for a moment, then grinned slyly, wiped the table, and winked at her. He turned to deliver his message. She wondered if the bartender would save that salacious bit for himself. She guessed he would.

In her experiences with men, they thrived on competition, no matter how silly.

Tori picked up her phone and casually swiped open the messages from Ethan.

Love the lipstick



The bartender is hot for you



Do the olive thing again



She smiled and set the phone down.

Mr. Martini met her eyes and smiled tentatively.

The hyphenated last name, and the "Mrs.," were making him re-assess his tactics, she could see. But not his intentions.

Tori smiled and swirled the second olive in her martini. Then she took her finger and drew it in a lazy half-circle around the rim, before placing it between her lips and sucking the traces of vodka from her skin.

With her lips puffed out, for goodness' sake. She was not going to get that trashy red on them.

On the left side of her body, Ethan's gaze radiated all the way across the room and sent a chill racing over her shoulder and down her spine. It grazed her neck, traveling up to her earlobes.

Then she lifted the glass and sipped the martini, her eyes on the man who had offered to buy it for her.

And that, she thought triumphantly, was how it was done.

***

Ethan's cock pressed painfully against his confining suit pants,making him shift in the booth to ease his discomfort. The cold ache in his groin pulsed as Tori let out a peal of laughter and threw her hair back again. It was her ass that his eyes kept coming back to:she had turned so that the round shape of it - taut against her dress- was in his direct line of sight.

Tori's ass was the kind of ass that kept its shape on a bar stool, because Tori was the kind of woman who went to the gym and counted every calorie with one specific objective in mind, and no apologies for it at all: she wanted to look good.

His clients had noticed her, too, and their eyes went to the bar every now and then. Edgar Dreyfuss had already commented that they should have seated themselves at the bar.

"One hundred bucks says she's a hooker," Rich Lowe had bet, ten minutes ago.

"How much does a high-class escort like that charge, you think?"

"I have no idea. But I'd pay it."

"She has a wedding ring," Ethan had commented, just to thrill himself.

Only to hear them say what he knew they would say:

"Man, I do not know how you do things down South, but up here, that is a signal." Edgar leaned across the table, grinning lasciviously. "I get more tail with this thing on than I do without it."

"She's hot for it," Rob Grimes concurred. Then he sucked on his lower lip and made a paleolithic sound.

Edgar looked at Ethan. "Don't tell me you're one of those one-woman men."

Ethan shrugged, his eyes on Tori's ass.

She had the man at the bar wrapped around her little finger at this point. He hadn't taken his eyes off her lips, except to glance at her sheer-clad legs.

Tori didn't do bare legs. She was an old-school Southern belle about things like that. No white after Labor Day, the whole nine yards.

Tori had been inching her hemline up tactfully, just until the white lace at the top of her hose peeked out on the underside of her right leg.Just enough to look like a happy accident for any man who happened to see it; just too little to make it look like it was done on purpose.

To the untrained eye, Tori might have looked like any woman in her late twenties flirting in the bar on a business trip. But that little sliver of lace, and the whoreish lipstick, and the thick black eyelashes, were not Tori at all.

For Mrs. Victoria Anne Blake of the Brooks family of Sweetwater Georgia, this was as good as standing on a table and stripping.

His cock throbbed. If Tori's pussy was getting as wet from this as it had in the past, he was going to have a mouthful of sweet tasting nectar when he ran his tongue in the taut pink crevice between her inner and outer labia.

Edgar was talking business again, and Ethan looked at him attentively. Just over his head, he could see the man he had hoped would make his way over to Tori.

Tailored suit. Luxury-class.

Skin like chocolate at night.

And he had his eyes on Ethan's wife from the moment she walked into the bar.

Not that he would ever suggest such a thing to Tori, or voice this part of his fantasy aloud.

Tori's family was deep South, and some thing were, in her words, "just not done." They had never had a conversation about it, but a conversation wasn't necessary to know that a girl like Victoria Annabel Brooks-Blake wouldn't hear of flirting with a black man. "Yankee" or not. 2024 or not. Out-of-town where nobody knew them and she could call herself Olivia, or not.

Some things were simply not done.

He was lucky enough that Tori was indulging his fantasies as much as she was.

This was enough for him, he'd decided. Or at the very least, he'd settle don that. He was fortunate not to be out on his ass, after confiding his sexual perversions to his wife. That she was willing to bat her eyelashes and bite into olives like she was in a soft porn flick was just icing on that cake.

His heart rate was through the roof. He desperately wanted to get Tori to text him something salacious, to throw him a little bone while she was sitting there. She'd been indulging him for almost a year now,when their business trips aligned and they could play this game in a city where nobody knew them, and she'd gotten very good at pressing his buttons.

This guy has a huge dick, she might text him.

He wants to give me his room key, she said once.

Utter filth, from a girl like Victoria.

He inhaled slowly to calm his heart rate.

"Well, gentlemen," Edgar said. "I propose that we take this meeting to a more lively venue."

"What have you got in mind?" Ethan said, woodenly. His eyes went back to Tori.

Rob threw his arms over the back of the booth, grinning. "I was kind of hoping to see how Romeo here makes out with that little number at the bar."

"Listen,"Edgar said. "This club I go to has a twenty little numbers just like that, but taking their clothes off. It's a high-class place. Only the best."

Rob shifted his eyes to Ethan. "It's up to Blake, here. He is, after all, paying."

Ethan picked up his phone and started typing to Tori. To Rob and Edgar, he said, feigning indifference, "Anything to keep my clients happy. Let me call my car."

Clients want to leave



I'll try to be back as soon as I can



He sent the messages, and then texted his driver, before sending one final message to Tori.

Don't do anything I wouldn't approve of.



Tori turned her stool a little to glace at her phone, and her eyes flitted up from the screen to look at him. She grinned.

And then she rotated slowly - and seductively - back to face the man at the bar.

Without writing anything back.

But Tori had many a trick up her sleeve, so Ethan wasn't worried. Pretty soon he'd be staring up the parochial-school-themed dress of a high-end stripper, his phone in his hand, a picture of Tori's thigh, shiny with juices, on the screen.

Victoria Blake knew how to get, and keep, her husband's attention.


Chapter two


She strung him along until Ethan left, at which point it wasn't much fun anymore.

His name was Phillip; he was married; he was in finance; he was a bicyclist so he had stamina - something he hadn't failed to mention repeatedly.

He was a bore.

And anyway, she was never going to sleep with him. If there was anyone at the bar she might have been tempted by, it was the bartender.

She gave Phillip – unlikely his real name - her burner number and feigned excessive tiredness from the many martinis she'd consumed, but if there was any truly scandalous thing about her, it was that Tori could hold a huge amount of liquor.

Poor Phillip, she thought, as she strode confidently through the lobby.

She lifted her hand and wiggled her fingers at the concierge. He trotted up to her like a loyal lap dog. "Is there anything I can get for you, miss -"

"Mrs. Victoria Blake. And I'm quite all right, thank-you." She smiled at him. "Phew. I believe I had just one too many dirty martinis."

"Yes ma'am - I mean, not about the martinis... the, uh..."

She smiled as the elevator doors opened. He rushed to hold the door for her. "Thank you very kindly, Mr...?"

"Greene. And you are most welcome, don't hesitate to call down for anything you need, Mrs. Blake."

She smiled, and the doors began to close.

A deep male voice said, calmly, "Hold the door, please."

"Of course, Mister Price," Greene said. He gave her a look as a tall, extremely good-looking black man entered the elevator.

"Mr. Price is one of our premier clients," the concierge told Tori, meeting her eyes meaningfully. It was the sort of establishment that required the concierge to inform a white woman why a black man was going to be in the elevator with her. "He's staying in the penthouse suite."

Tori shrugged and nodded, neither motion perceptible to anyone but the concierge, who looked relieved as the doors closed on his face.

Tori ran her eyes briefly over Mr. Price. Armani suit. Expensive cologne. Very, very dark skin.

Sheets of ice formed under her skin, and the back of her neck heated up.

"Mrs. Olivia Bennett-Bowles, hmm?" he said, as they passed the second floor.

"Excuse me?"

Tori's heart had skipped three clean beats and an icy shudder moved over her shoulder blades. How on Earth had this man heard her fake name, and why on Earth was he mentioning it? And in such a direct way?

The North gave her such a bad taste in her mouth, if she was honest.

No one behaved like this in good company in Georgia. There, you had to hide everything in good manners, no matter what it was you were hiding.

The man continued looking straight ahead, his expression revealing nothing. He had a square jaw, an attractive profile, and beneath the tailored sleeve of his suit, firm biceps bulged.

A heat developed between her legs as the most scandalous thoughts, unbidden, rose up in her mind.

He grinned. Nonchalantly. "Let me guess. A sorority sister? One you didn't care for?"

The nerve. It infuriated her all the more because he was 100% correct. Olivia Bennett-Bowles had been the first name to pop into her head when she tried to come up with a realistic slutty moniker. Because Olivia was a slut. From her school days.

"I do not know what you are referring to," Tori said, doing her best to maintain her composure. She looked over at the elevator buttons. "I need floor twenty-two, thank you."

The man didn't move a muscle.

The elevator rose at a languid pace.

"Is that a Georgia accent I hear?" he asked, as if none of the conversation they'd had took place at all.

Tori huffed. "It is, though it's none of your business."

He turned to look down at her - and he did have to look down, because he was very tall. "Mmm," he said, as if it was his business and he was merely humoring her.

"Mr. Price," Tori began, indignant. "I am quite sure you have some kind of mistaken impression here. I'd greatly appreciate it if you'd press the button for my floor, however."

"Mrs. Blake. I'm quite confident that I have a very accurate impression," he said, pushing the button for floor twenty-two. He pronounced "Mrs." as "Miz," making Tori grit her teeth. Yankee.

He stood back, hands confidently in his pockets, and looked at the numbers above the door as the elevator ascended.

"Your husband - I am correct, that's your husband, the 'suit' with the sandy hair? What's he in? Marketing?"

He looked at Tori, whose mouth fell open in shock. Ethan was indeed in marketing.

"He won't be back for some time, I take it? Off to a strip club?"

"Listen," Tori said. "I am not quite sure what it is you think is -"

"That gives you plenty of time to join me for a drink in my suite."

"Well, I never," Tori said, giving her hair a toss.

Though the thought was a little bit intriguing.

He looked over at her as the elevator passed floor eighteen. "Is it because I'm black?" he asked. His face was all amusement.

"Excuse me?" Tori retorted, but her blood was running cold. "I am a married woman, and that is all that's going through my head. Mr. Price."

He chuckled. "Victoria, I believe we've gotten off to a bad start. Let me begin again -"

"How is it you know my name?" she demanded.

He looked at her and grinned.

Her stomach hollowed out. A deeply buried, deeply shameful secret -sexual, filthy, and very much because Mr. Price was black - tightened like a coil in her lower abdomen, threatening to spring loose.

He removed a card from his lapel pocket and flicked it toward her, but not as if he meant to give it to her. It was more like he was showing her identification.

Fat good that did her: it was black, with white lettering too small for her to read, and nothing else. She glanced at it and made sure he saw that it gave her no impression whatsoever.

"I work in luxury services as well," he said. "And I have a business proposition for you."

She scoffed and faced the front of the elevator.

But her general interest was piqued.

And so was her professional interest.

Price was, after all, staying in the penthouse. That part, he wasn't making up. The concierge knew him by name.

She felt faint.

The elevator slowed and the doors opened to her floor.

She hesitated.

Then she sighed and turned toward him. "Mr. Price," she began.

"Join me for one drink. I assure you, I have only professional intentions, Mrs. Blake."

Victoria shot her arm out to stop the doors from closing. "How is it you know my name?"

"Ah," he said, smugly smiling at her. "As I'm sure you're aware, Victoria, it's the nature of the luxury services business to know all you can about people - wealthy people, people related to wealthy people, people you may work with, people you may someday employ. I know your name, and a great deal more."

"Hmm. Why is it I don't know a thing about you?" she retorted.

He tipped his head and closed his eyes, a tight smile on his face. "I'm offering to amend that, Miss Blake."

Well, she huffed inwardly. Uppity, but then, all of her clients were. And it was no secret among the very rich that there were many, many people you would never get to know until they wanted you to know them.

She pulled her hand back inside. "I am married."

"Indeed," he said, inserting a key card into the elevator console. "And that is one of your most important assets, Mrs. Blake." He looked over at her. "Allow me just half an hour of your time."

The elevator was already ascending.

"I really should decline," Tori told him.

He smiled. Smugly.

It was the kind of unpracticed, unteachable smugness that only wealthy white men down South had ever demonstrated around her.

It was the kind of raw, animal confidence that ordinarily might have repelled her.

Except it was coming from the strangest place.

A black man? In luxury services? In a penthouse at this hotel? He was more than talking the talk, he had the address to back up his story. One didn't simply phone up a hotel like this one and book the penthouse with a credit card.

You had to have connections.

And so, when the doors opened and he strolled out into the suite, Tori hesitated for only a moment.

In the rarefied air of luxury sales, one could not afford to turn down a potentially lucrative contact. Black or not.

She stepped into the suite, purse draped over one arm. She tilted her chin and plastered a look of indifference – which she intended to maintain – on her flawless features.

***

"No, thank you," she said, waving away Mr. Price's offer of a drink from the fully-stocked bar. He didn't seem to feel one way or the other about her declining, and poured himself a Scotch.

From a bottle of Macallan Sherry Oak 25-year old, and he didn't bring a lot of attention to the bottle. If that was some kind of prop, he was certainly not making much use of it.

He handled the glass with a cavalier manner. It wasn't the first time he'd held thousands of dollars worth of alcohol in one hand.

Posers, she had observed - and she'd seen a lot of them - held onto those glasses like they were the cure for cancer, or else their hands shook as they brought the drink to their mouth.

And they always drank it, right away. As if they were afraid that some of the money would literally evaporate.

Mr. Price had no such concerns. He smelled, but didn't taste the Scotch, before taking it with him to one of the couches in the sitting room.

"Mr. Price, I'm sure you can understand, I'd prefer to just jump right into business."

"Take a seat."

Tendrils of arousal reached out from the base of her neck and sent a shudder through her. She liked commanding men. She especially liked commanding men who didn't fit the mold.

He sat down.

"I'll stand, thank you," she told him, setting her purse carefully on the counter.

She watched Price's eyes shift to the small bag. "You packing heat?"

"Excuse me?"

He chuckled. "I don't know. You Southern girls are a different breed."

Tori leveled him the best she could with her most ardent stare. "I am not a horse, Mr. Price."

"No. But you are well-bred, aren't you, Victoria?"

Tori was out in the wilderness without a compass with this one. She had never heard of nor seen "Mr. Price," so she had every reason to distrust him, and yet he drank the right Scotch and stayed in the right suite, and if he wasn't a real player, he was the best imitation she'd ever seen.

Anyway, a con artist wouldn't be spending this much to lure Tori: her daddy was the big fish. Still, it didn't hurt to be wary.

"I think you had better cut to the chase," she drawled.

He tapped the Scotch glass and smiled calmly back at her. "Direct. I like it."

"I'm sure you appreciate directness as much as I do."

He grinned again, and looked her up and down, before reaching into his suit pocket to retrieve a phone. Tori took note of his watch, a Patek Phillipe Nautilus.

Real money, and the understated taste of someone who wasn't all about advertising it.

"Miss Blake -"

"Mrs.,"she corrected, acidly.

"Mrs. Blake," he said, grinning. "Let's dispense with a few of your concerns, right off the bat. You are correct to be wary of me, because you haven't heard of me, or my business. We both know that in the world of luxury goods and services, this is neither common nor strictly uncommon. But the fact that you have no idea who I am, as you will see, is actually going to be more reassuring to you than not, once I explain the nature of my business."

Tori shook her head and reached for her purse. "I do not get involved in anything with a whiff of illegality to it, Mr. Price, as I'm sure you are well aware, if you're as informed as you say you are. So I will save you some time -"

Price chuckled. "Ah, Mrs. Blake - may I call you Victoria? - I assure you that my business is both at the highest end of luxury, and also fully legal."

"Then state your business," Tori said, annoyed. She picked up her purse anyway, just in case.

Price picked up his drink again and stared her down. He seemed to know that she wasn't leaving, and he seemed to know that the reason she wasn't leaving was because her curiosity was piqued.

He smiled.

"I imagine it would come as no surprise to you that men of your husband's... let's say, preferences... while not numerous, are not an exceedingly rare breed. They are, as you would say, a niche market."

Tori went cold, but composure was her art form.

Her face remained calm as she tilted her chin ever-so-slightly. "Why, whatever are you referring to?"

"Your husband. His penchant for watching you with other men. It's not uncommon," Price said calmly. His eyes were on her, she noted. Watching for every flicker of her eyes, every twitch in her mouth.

"I do not know quite what to say to such a thing."

"I imagine not," Price said, at last picking up the Scotch and sipping it. He looked at her over the glass. "Are you sure you don't want a drink? I sense this conversation is unsettling you."

Tori stared back at him.

"At any rate," Price continued, looking down at his phone. "The sexual preferences of men, Mrs. Blake, tend to be very much the same, and occur in roughly the same percentages among the population, from the lowly bricklayers to the very wealthy men you encounter in your line of business."

"Oh," Tori laughed, rolling her eyes and shaking her head. "I am not an escort, thank you very much, and I have no -"

"You misunderstand me," Price said.

"Do I." She delivered this in a flat tone.

"You do. I apologize if I've been indelicate. What I mean to say is that there are a great number of men, with tremendous amounts of wealth, who want all the same things that men of less wealth desire. We need watches, and vehicles, and alcohol, like any other men -"

"I have been in this business for quite some time, Mr. Price, so I have very little need or patience for a first-year marketing course, thank you very much all the same."

He smiled again. "I apologize. I'll fast-forward a bit. Suppose you are a man, like your husband, only a great deal wealthier. Suppose that you have a desire to see your wife - and if not your own wife, then someone like your own wife - sleeping with another man. A certain kind of man..."

Tori felt her face flush and her whole body froze.

"You wouldn't want any run-of-the-mill... material, to entertain yourself,would you? Of course not. You would want the same basic things as an average man: to see something very specific. But in the same way a man of wealth does not wear a Swatch, or drive a Toyota, you wouldn't settle for an Only Fans account to serve your needs. Would you?"

Tori's head was spinning. The nerve.

She opened her mouth to give Mr. Price a piece of her mind, but no sound left her lips.

"This is where I come in," Price said, smiling. He turned his phone toward her, giving her only a glimpse of the screen. It was black like his business card, with only white writing in the center of it. "I am in the business, you could say, of niche, luxury, adult entertainment."

"Well, isn't that interesting?" Tori said, stepping backward. " I believe I've heard all I need to hear, thank you."

"Have you?" That grin again.

"I'm not getting involved in any 'adult entertainment', Mr. Price, and certainly not some dark web backwater -"

Price was still grinning as he smoothly interrupted her. "Again, Mrs. Blake. I assure you that this is not a backwater, nor is it on the dark web. We are scrupulously legal, and this page is viewable on any web browser."

Tori stared at him.

"To enter, however, the financial barrier is a bit too high for just anyone."

She laughed, and folded her arms. "Am I to understand that you want me to get myself a ritzy Only Fans account?" She scoffed for good measure. "That is out of the question."

"Well. That's a bit like calling a 2012 Bugatti Veyron a 'ritzy' used car, Mrs. Blake. But yes. Effectively, I would very much like for you - and your husband, of course - to create content for an account that is similar to Only Fans. In the way that an S-680 is similar to a downmarket Benz used as a taxi in Lebanon."

Tori forced a smile. "Well. Mr. Price. That is a very interesting offer, but you surely won't be surprised if I decline. I'll be taking my leave now -"

"How much would you say you earned, Mrs. Blake, just now, down at the bar?"

She punched the elevator button and gave her most thoroughly polite smile, to go with the acid in her voice.

If you must say something acidic, her mother always said, make sure you water it down and add sugar. When people ask you for rudeness, serve lemonade.

"I wasn't working, Mr. Price, down at the bar."

Price didn't miss a beat. "Ah yes. That was merely adult entertainment."

The door opened and she stepped into the elevator with her blood boiling from his last quip. Price was standing up, walking toward the bar. He looked unhurried and unconcerned.

Tori had seen that look a thousand times before. It just about burned her biscuits to a crisp. She resisted the urge to punch the buttons repeatedly.

Price began speaking, still unhurriedly. "Let me be very direct. Subscriptions to our accounts begin somewhere in the $20,000 range, Mrs. Blake. I can also guarantee you at least ten subscribers, right out of the gates."

She laughed, but glanced at the "hold door" button. "Aha. And how much of that would I see?"

"Sixty percent," he answered, quickly and confidently. "I have contracts all drafted, if you care to look at them."

Tori had already pressed the button to hold the doors as soon as her quick mind produced a final number for her.

Well, really. This deserved some putting in its place if she ever saw…

Tori gave her hair a toss and stared daggers at him. "You are suggesting, Mr. Price, that I become a high-class porn star? For one hundred and twenty thousand dollars a year?"

Her heart was beating so rapidly she could feel it in her chest, and an indignant heat was rising to her cheeks. The absolute nerve of the man.

Mr. Price had the nerve to laugh at her. She thought for a moment she had mishandled the very simple numbers, because of the tenor of his laugh.

Then he looked at her while he sipped his drink, before continuing.

"To begin with, you won't be a 'star' in any sense of the word. At most, you would be known to the twenty or so gentlemen who share both the interest in your particular brand of eroticism, and the means to pay our exorbitant subscription fees. This is a luxury service, Mrs. Blake. We vet all of our clients, whose need for discretion is perhaps far greater than your own."

"Well. I make a great deal more than that as it stands, thank-you. And I'm sure you're aware that this sort of activity would mean the end of my very lucrative career. Thank you kindly for your interest all the same."

"If you step out of the elevator, Mrs. Blake, I'll explain to you how your career would be utterly unaffected by this endeavor. This endeavor would be... let's say, additional revenue. You would have no need to leave your job at all. The only thing you would need to do is film, and post - with some direction from yours truly - the activities you and your husband are already participating in."

He sipped his Scotch. "You're very wealthy, Mrs. Blake. But not so wealthy that you could turn your nose up to a very low-effort extra income. I have it on fairly good authority that you would love nothing more than to never have to borrow money from your family again." He smiled. "Operational costs are very high at this level of luxury sales, are they not?"

He flashed his watch again.

Tori punched another elevator button and affixed her most haughty look. The doors closed on the mysterious Mr. Price as he lifted his thousand-dollar glass of Scotch in her direction, with a grin like the devil on his smug face. "I'll be in touch. I don't give up so easily, as I am sure you understand. In this line of work, tenacity pays."

She let out a roar of rage once the elevator was between floors, infuriated that Price knew exactly how long it would take those doors to close and therefore exactly when to stop talking.

Then she carefully patted her hair, and breathed in through her nose to calm her nerves. She would not be unsightly.

"Well," she said to her phone, as she took it out to start typing to Ethan. "You certainly won't expect this."


Chapter three


I went to the Penthouse with someone.



Ethan had been holding his phone under the table when Tori's message appeared, and his balls had grown tight as a drum while the inside of his chest hollowed out and turned cold.

Edgar had noticed this, and asked him if he was okay. A cold sweat had formed at his temples and he had to wipe a droplet away before it crept down his face.

The girls of the Ruby Cabaret, apart from seeming precariously close to being under-aged - in particular a trio of Asian women who danced together in handcuffs - were not so spectacular that his attention could be held by any of them. Even the blonde with enormous, bountiful tits and a tiny little slit that she revealed frequently by hooking a manicured finger beneath her red lace panties to pull the fabric away, before letting it snap back into place.

He didn't know what Edgar and Rob had talked about all evening, or how he had left the Ruby Cabaret and arrived back at the hotel. It was a blurred, feverish dream of strobe and red lights, women with wide,open mouths, and flecks of cheap glitter.

He checked his phone every ten seconds. He typed and deleted a thousand messages. His mouth was dry and his muscles coiled for action, and the girl who had given him a lap dance had seemed pleased with his state of readiness.

Tori had never, ever, ever done something like that.

Had she gone with the man who bought her a drink?

Or someone else?

And more importantly, what had she done there?

There were rules, he thought, bitterly and frantically. Over and over again. Rules about how far she would go. Rules about how she would go about doing it, if she ever did.

Rules about who she would do it with.

They might be in Jersey, but that hotel wasn't such a slum that there was zero chance of running into someone who knew someone who knew them, especially a man in the penthouse suite.

And Tori had always been, always, reluctant to do anything more than flirt. Men put their hands on her knee, twice she had let them kiss her. She whispered dirty nothings into their ears, left them a fake number, and ghosted them.

He finally texted back, when hours passed by and there was nothing more from Tori.

What did you do?




He was two men about it, inside his body and his mind. The ball was, as it had been all along, in Tori's court. She never did anything with it. She had always sworn she never would.

He wanted her to. But she never would. And in that sweet spot was where his fantasy had lived comfortably for some time.

As he stepped out into a light drizzle in front of the hotel, she gave him only this, at last:

Come home and I'll tell you everything. 



A series of dinging elevator doors. The hushed sound of his feet on the plush carpet, his breath ragged and loud in his ears, even over the roar of his pulse. His thighs brushing painfully against his tender scrotum, almost bursting at the seams. Pressure seemed to enclose him from outside and from within, all of it sexual. He fumbled with the keycard, he passed another man who gave him a strange look. These things happened in no discernible order, all with his heartbeat screaming in his ears. Thud, thud thud.

He threw the door open and it banged into the doorstop. He pushed it closed. The air was humid, the shower was on. Tori's dress was hanging neatly in the closet, her underwear and bra on the floor.

He picked them up and brought them to his face.

The scent of her pussy juices was sweet, tinged with the scent of pineapple, which Tori indulged him by eating whenever she got the chance. The panties were damp, nectary, and sweet - but that was all. He dropped them and walked like a zombie into the open bathroom suite.

Tori was turning slowly in the shower, her head tipped back into the water. The expensive scents of her beauty regiments hung in the air.Some of these odors were unexpectedly unpleasant, like the caviar extract she used on her hair. Others were the sort of scents he couldn't decide if he liked or not. Today, it was mostly sea kelp and hibiscus, and they were all layered beneath the lingering memory of her panties.

In his mind, he was still dissecting the scents, trying to latch to something foreign and masculine, hoping it was there and praying it was not.

She knew he was there, because she smiled as she worked the water out of her hair. Suds rolled down her back and shoulders in a foamy wave,like the ocean on a pristine white sand shore. Rivulets of water snaked between her high, firm breasts and curled up like mouths on her creamy, strawberry-pink nipples.

"How was your meeting?" she asked, her full, pouty lips wet and glossy. She turned to look at him.

Even with no makeup on, Tori was a stunning beauty. Without mascara, her thick lashes were pale and the shape of her eyes was more visible: perfect almonds, with the tiniest slant at the creaseless corner. Her irises, the color of an expensive, aged Scotch, were bright and unnerving when they weren't hiding behind her thick mascara. The color picked up green when she wore it, but she rarely did.

When he had first met Tori, she had told him she had always wanted blue eyes. The sagey hazel she had inherited was incongruent with her fair, creamy complexion and very light blonde hair - natural all the way to the peach-fuzz blonde that she never allowed to grow around her strawberry-colored pussy.

"Tori,"he breathed, more raggedly than he had imagined he would. His phone was clutched in his hand and his knuckles were white.

"Don't get all worked up," she told him, coyly, turning languidly in the shower. When she had revolved fully, she looked directly at him as she turned off the water. She smiled. "I did go to the penthouse. But it's not what you think."

The phone clattered onto the sink counter as his fist unclenched.

"Can you hand me a towel, please?"

She was smiling at him wickedly as he brought it to her. Expensive soaps radiated from her skin. He inhaled deeply, his nose seeking the scent of something that shouldn't be there, while his eyes devoured her in search of something out-of-place. A swollen nipple. The indentation of a finger.

"Who?"

Tori smiled as he stepped into the walk-in shower and pushed her backward,until she was against the wall. "What did you do, Tori?"

"Has it been driving you crazy?" she teased him, even as his hands gave her the answer. He was groping her, fingers under the full roundness of her ass, sliding toward the center of her legs from behind. Over the bumpy ring of her anus, skimming her baby-smooth taint, into the wetness of her pussy from behind.

He encountered only rubbery-clean wetness, the cool drips of shower water. Her mouth, when he brushed his lips over hers, formed a smile that tasted only of real peppermint and expensive toothpaste. "What did you do?" he repeated. Deep in his core, a desire to hear her tell him she'd done something very naughty, swelled with such intensity it made him nauseous.

Her mouth was next to his ear now. Tori was slippery, and her body was moving in his hands, wriggling away. Her fingers were opening his shirt, and he could hear each soft implosion as the shirt spread apart. The teeth of the zipper buzzing as she pulled it down.

He followed her as she made her way down the parted clothing, lips close to his skin but never touching him.

He was standing, panting like a dog, in a shower, with his shoes on.This was Tori's power: the strength of it made men do ludicrous things.

Tori wrapped her hand around his cock and dropped her gaze to it. The limpid brown eyes went like targeted missiles to the glob of creamy precum that gathered on the eye of his cock, and then back up at him.

She maneuvered his cock to just in front of her open mouth, and then,like the demon that she was, she grinned at him and held him prisoner, her breath caressing his pained head with promises that she may or may not deliver upon.

"I met," she said, in her deep Georgian drawl, "the most interesting gentleman in the elevator."

She watched him to see how this made him react. His cock flexed in her hand, and he knew she could feel the strain of his blood in his arteries, pulsing in her palm as all the blood in his body went to one place.

She moved his cock over her lips. When they made contact with the distended skin of his crown, his whole body shuddered. She wiped the creamy precum across her upper lip, smearing the murky white onto her upper lip and just above it. Her pink tongue emerged to lick it away while her witchy eyes smiled at him.

"He was black," she breathed.

He groaned. Pain - actual pain - seized him deep in his groin. "Tori," he croaked.

Her tongue touched him now, lightly as a damp feather, and circled his crown playfully. She ran it along the ridge, her fist squeezing him at the base. Another bubble of precum oozed to his head and she circled it lovingly a few times before licking it off.

"What did you do?" His voice was a shattered whisper.

Tori looked up at him, and as it always with her, she sold him on all of this being real. She grinned, and opened her mouth, her tongue flirting at the edges of her stunning white teeth. Then she puckered her pillowy lips and closed them around the tip of his cock. The heat of her mouth and the gentle suction drew every last drop of blood,every thought, to what was inside of her. He braced himself against the wall, panting.

"Is this what you did?"

Tori's eyes, wildly expressive, seemed to shrug at him, as she opened wider,and his cock went further into her mouth. He bumped against the softness at the end of her hard palate, felt the quiver of her gag reflex. A puff of air escaped from her cheeks, and then her throat closed around him again.

He lifted one shaking hand to her head.

This was all just part of the game, he told himself. Tori liked to play this way, showing him "what she had done." The invented fantasy.

As she worked her head back and forth in time with her clenched fist on his cock, he gripped her hair in agonizing pleasure, repeating to himself that Tori was playing a game. A game he had asked her to play.

When he started to boil, she released him with a pop and squeezed hard, leaning back on her calves to look at his cock.

"Don't come yet," she told him, flicking her tongue to lap up another glob of precum.

He groaned, obediently: this is what Tori wanted, to make him groan. To inflict the kind of blue-balled pain on him that felt like her hand was a vice, squeezing every male part of him to a heated oblivion.

She dropped to her hip, and then let go of him. The towel fell apart, and all of Tori's bounty of firm flesh sprang loose.

His cock stayed where it was, even bounced up a little. This made Tori smile as she pushed herself up onto the marble bench and spread her legs open.

He stared, shaking, his cock hanging out of his suit, the madness of his weakness and hunger setting in and making him wild and focused,disheveled and demented, like a cagey dog. Her pussy lips unfolded into a raw, pinkish flower, the inner labia sticking momentarily in the thick, shiny cream of her juices.

She slid one of her long, manicured fingers into her reddened flesh and then embedded it in her hole, before bringing it up along her taut stomach and to her mouth. "Don't come yet," she repeated,lifting an arm.

He fell down on his knees, and her hand went to his head. Her fingers worked their way into his hair and grasped it, pulling hard at the roots. She pushed him in between her legs and he lapped at whatever he could find with his tongue until he found the swollen nub of her clit. She let him pulse against it, turning it harder. Her juices began to pour over his open mouth and into the crevices between his teeth and gums, down his chin. Her body rose up to meet him and she pushed him into her pussy until he could barely breathe.

When he met her eyes, she was looking down at him, her mouth open. He worked his hands under her ass and pulled her toward him, working at her clit, enjoying how she was squirming.

She moaned and tossed her head back, pushing his face deeper into the folds of her pussy. He could barely breathe, but she was so close to coming that he kept going. The slurpy wet sounds of it echoed in the marble bathroom. He heard his shoes squeak on the floor of the shower.

When she came, her whole body went rigid, and then shook. Her juices filled his mouth and he lapped at her furiously, for as long as she would let him. "Oh, oh, oh," she squealed, nearly pulling out a fistful of hair.

She pushed him away suddenly, and he fell back onto one hip. His cock grazed the zipper of his pants and made him wince. Tori, breasts heaving, pussy engorged and dripping, looked down at him with a dazed, satisfied expression.

"Oh, my God, baby, that was hot," she slurred.

He stared at her pussy and tried to for it again, shaking himself free of his suit pants, which were probably ruined by now. He kicked off his shoes, also ruined, but none of this was on his mind. Only his desire to make Tori come again. Or to get inside of those red,dripping folds.

"Oh,baby," she teased him, standing up and looking down at him as he rose to his knees, pants entangled at his feet, one shoe still on. He reached for her ass and tried to pull her pussy to his face, and she let him - until she wriggled away, her hand on his head, pushing him back. "I'm so sore, I need to lie down for a while."

She giggled, and stepped past him, walking away with her ass swinging.She glanced over her shoulder as she went into the room.

He stood up and freed himself of his clothing, stumbling, having trouble walking. His mind raced in some far corner, generating images of black cock sawing in and out of Tori's pussy.

She hadn't, of course. Surely she hadn't. Surely this was just another game, another one of Tori's masterpieces of acting and storytelling.

She was grinning at him on the bed, one arm flung lazily above her head.She had draped her legs to one side, and had a finger close to her mouth.

He climbed onto the foot of the bed and looked down at her, lifting her knee and spreading her legs open. She bit her lower lip and teased him with her eyes. "Do you want to fuck me full of cum?"

He made a motion with his head and crawled toward her, sliding her leg to the other side of him. She wrapped them around his waist, dragging him closer.

"Then you have to fuck me very, very slowly."

"Because your pussy is sore?"

"Because my pussy is so sore."

"Did you fuck a big black cock, Victoria?" His chest grew tight. She let him wait, dropping a hand to his cock, pulling it toward her lips and working the tip into one soggy crevice.

He sank into her, and started to fuck her slowly, as slowly as he could.The heat of her body, the velvet sludge of her cunt, threatened to squeeze an orgasm right out of him. He lowered his head and desperately cast a net into his mind, looking for anything at all that might repulse him or distract him from coming. The net returned nothing, only images of Victoria's pussy filled with dark purple meat.

Her fingers clawed into his neck and her mouth grazed his right ear.

"He fucked me full of hot cum," she breathed. "Can't you feel it?"

"Victoria, jesus..." he groaned, and squeezed his eyes closed, grasping desperately at sports or pigs or anything that could stop him from unloading so soon.

But it was too late, and he thrust himself deep inside of her while he suffocated a scream.

Victoria wrapped her legs around him and ground against him, even as he collapsed on her. "Make me come again," she commanded.

And so, though every stroke made him twitch and groan, he complied...until Victoria, his gloriously elegant, prim and proper Southern belle, threw her head back and let her mouth fall open in a silent scream, her pussy squeezing him so tightly she felt like a virgin wrapped snugly around his cock.

***

"You didn't actually fuck him," he said, after a long time had passed with them lying on the bed, panting. Victoria smiled and rolled onto her side, propping her head in her hand.

"Ethan,"she said. In her mouth his name took on a salacious sound: the drawl,the moneyed vowels, her low and nasalized voice, like the purr of a large cat.

Euh-thuhn.

A haughty disdain, ever-present in her tone not because she was haughty or disdainful, but because she was a goddess and he was a mere mortal, and nothing would ever un-do that. "Please."

Puh-leauhse.

"But,"she continued, lying back down. "I did have a very interesting talk with a black man, in the penthouse. That part was true."

He sat up and looked down at her. "Tori, what?"

She giggled.

"Giggle" wasn't quite the right word for what Tori did. It was a throaty, sexy, carefree sound, with sharp edges of unconscious cruelty.

"You should see your face, Ethan, my God." She rolled onto her stomach and kicked her feet up in the air, resting her arms on the pillow and looking at the headboard like she was watching TV.

Ethan watched her thigh muscles beneath her skin, her manicured toenails -a clear, luminescent beige like a foot model's - as she moved a foot over one calf. He always pondered if she knew what she was doing when she did things like this: she seemed absent-minded, as if she had no idea that it drove him wild.

Her calf swung side to side, like the tail of a cat, as her foot played along the line of muscle. Between the spheres of her taut ass, on one thigh, was a trail of their glistening co-mingled juices.

"This gentleman," she began, rolling to the side and draping and arm over her hip, "invited me to the penthouse. In the elevator."

"And you went?"

"He had a business opportunity for me, he said. And get this. He knew my name. He knew... what we do. You and me. The game we play. And then ,he said... well, I can't remember how he said it, but he said something like: he has a business, like Only Fans -"

"Tori, oh my God!"

"Shhhh!" she slurred, holding a finger to her lips, grinning. "Like Only Fans. But a luxury version. He claimed," Tori said, tilting her chin and laughing softly, "that subscriptions are $20k. That subscriptions start at $20k. And that I would have at least ten subscribers. And that I would get sixty percent." She laughed and threw herself back on her stomach. Then she shrugged."Isn't that the best line you've ever heard?"

"And what did you say?" Ethan demanded, serious. "For real,Tori."

"I said, 'You want me to be a porn star for 120k a year? I make that much already, thank you kindly.'"

Ethan stared at her as she inspected one of her fingernails. "Oh, shoot," she said, touching it.

"And then what, Tori?" Ethan demanded.

She rolled over to look at him, stretched her arms up in front of her and stroking them as she brought them down. "He said...oh, I don't know, Ethan. I just got right out of there. Oh, yes: I said, I can't be in porn and have my career, or something like that."

She put her hands next to her face and chewed on a pinkie finger mischief in her eyes. "But it was something fun to think about."

She pushed herself up so she was close to his face. "Or wasn't it?" Her fingers moved down his chest, and she let them flutter over his cock, which was coming back to life.

Ethan broke free of the spell she had him under after a few seconds and swung his feet to the floor. He put his head in his hands and growled. "How does this guy know about what we do?" he muttered.

"Oh Ethan, for goodness' sake," Tori retorted, collapsing and rolling onto her stomach again. She fluffed the pillow and made herself comfortable. She yawned. "He was just talking nonsense."

Ethan stared at the wall.

"What is this Elite Only Fans, anyway?" he asked aloud, after a while.

Tori laughed sleepily. "You know, I plumb forgot to ask him?"

He looked at Tori, who opened one eye and smiled. "Baby, I don't even think it was for real."

Ethan lay down and stared at the ceiling.

"It was odd, though," Tori said, out of nowhere.

"What?" Ethan turned sharply toward her.

"Well he was saying... something... at the end? And he seemed to know, you know... the score."

"Tori."

"Hmm?"

"The score, Tori? What score?"

"Oh, just like... that we could use the money. You know? He said, 'You could clear that,just doing what you do, and never have to take a handout from your parents again,' he said. Like he knew, you know? How much you have to spend to make money in this business. How much we have to..uh, borrow."

Ethan's pride flared in his chest. Every time she took money from her parents- and they never asked for it, because that wasn't done - he felt like someone had cut his cock off. But there was no way around it,because he didn't make enough money to keep Victoria in her luxury clothes, jewelry, car, first-class cabin, caviar-extract shampoo, and all the other astoundingly expensive things that Tori required just to look like she was wealthy enough to be talking about luxury services, let alone selling them.

"How is it that you ended up in this penthouse, Victoria? People talk."

"That's why I left, Ethan." She smiled again. "Listen, it was just strange.I turned him down I'm sure he wasn't even for real. I mean, honestly, baby. What do you take me for?"

Her foot wandered over to his thigh and skipped invitingly along it. "It made for a fun evening," she said.

Ethan fumed, and Tori's foot relaxed, and by the time he turned to her, she was asleep.


Chapter four


That was that, until Houston.

Tori had been unable to join him as they planned, and Ethan installed himself in the bar to drown his sorrows, and his hangover from the evening before. It was noon-ish, and he was leaving on an evening charter flight in the company plane, which was delayed.

Black men with money were not an unusual sight in Houston, but black men hardly ever sided up to Ethan to buy him a drink.

"You look like a man who could use a drink."

He talked Ethan out of a vodka soda and into a very expensive Scotch that the bartender had to retrieve from the stores. Ethan was on the lookout for getting stiffed with the bill, but when the Scotch was brought out, he set out a stack of crisp bills, asked to buy the bottle, and told the waiter to keep the change.

Black men waving money around was also not particularly interesting in Houston, so Ethan's guard was down when he started chatting with him.

"What line of work are you in, if I may inquire? You are here on business,aren't you?"

"I'm in marketing. Luxury goods."

The man chuckled. "Small world."

"It is," Ethan said, suspiciously. "You're not in the business,are you?"

"Adjacent. I'm more in services."

Ethan had sipped the expensive Scotch then, to buy himself a moment of composure and clear-headed thinking. You had to be very careful, approaching luxury goods and services executives - and if this man wasn't an executive, flashing that kind of cash, Ethan needed a new job.

He didn't want to close any doors with a ham-fisted sales pitch.

"I promise that I'm asking purely for the conversation, Mr...?"

"Price. Desmond Price." He extended his hand and shook Ethan's. The grip was strong, non-offensive. He met Ethan's eyes. In their darkness there was a specter of dominance, not unlike the eyes of Tori's father. "Call me Des."

"What sort of services do you sell, Des?"

Des grinned and lifted his Scotch. "I'm afraid you won't have heard of them, and I can't tell you anything about them." He chuckled.

So real luxury services, Ethan thought.

He smiled. "Ah. Are you saying this to avoid a sales pitch?"

Des chuckled. Ethan was expecting him to say something about not requiring marketing, which was a standard line in the luxury world.

"Well, I have no need for marketing, Mr. Blake. Rather, I'm saying this to you as a bit of reassurance."

Ethan was buzzed, so he was caught off-guard. He couldn't recall telling Des his name. "Do I know you from somewhere?"

Des smiled. "I have met your wife. The lovely Victoria? Perhaps she mentioned me?"

Ethan's mouth fell open.

This delighted Des. "Ah. She did. Well, that makes my sales pitch a little easier."

Ethan set the Scotch down with some reluctance. "You mind telling me exactly what you're getting at, Mr. Price?"

Des looked around. "Hmm. I do, actually. Only because of our current surroundings." He tapped an ear. "One can never be too careful. And in our line of business, discretion is absolutely everything." He reached into his lapel pocket and took out a business card, which he set on the bar and slid in Ethan's direction, without taking his fingers from it.

"This is my service, Mr. Price. May I call you Ethan?"

The card was black, with white lettering. The paper was thick and expensive, matte black with what seemed to be the faintest splash of diamond-colored glitter on it.

Des smiled in Ethan's peripheral vision. "It's real diamond dust. Very classy, don't you think?" He withdrew the card and tucked it into his pocket almost before Ethan could read the writing:

Only Diamonds

"So what are you, then? A diamond dealer?"

Des smiled. "You and I both know, Mr. Price, that no one wealthy enough to buy diamonds from a dealer would buy them from a Negro."

Ethan's heart stopped for a full couple of seconds in his chest, and sweat poured from the back of his neck.

Des chuckled and picked up his drink. "Eh," he laughed, before sipping it, shaking his head at his own humor. "Sometimes I just have to let one like that, out, you know? The class I deal with is so stiff you could run a flag up them."

Ethan smiled warily.

"You know what I mean," Des said, then sipped again. He looked at Ethan as if he they were old friends meeting to watch a game at a sports bar. "The dust is industrial byproduct. Don't tell anyone."

Ethan leaned on his right arm to appraise Des, who seemed relaxed and mirthful. "So what are you in the business of selling, then, Des?"

"All I can tell you, Mr. Blake, in present company, is that I sell access to a certain kind of diamond."

"And why is it I've never heard of you?"

Des chuckled at him. "A polite answer would be to say it's because we are, above all things, extraordinarily discreet."

"What's the real answer?"

"You can't afford my services, Mr. Blake," Des said, getting up from his stool and buttoning his jacket. "But I'm offering you an opportunity to change that. Enjoy the Scotch."

He turned, and walked away.

"Wait...uh, Des!" Ethan called.

Des turned, smoothing his tie and standing up straight, jaw squaring. His eyes opened in expectation.

"That's it?" Ethan laughed. He hoped his laugh sounded casual and not nervous.

"In this setting, I'm afraid so."

Ethan grinned. "And so how would I go about getting a hold of you?"

"You don't." Price smoothed his tie again and shifted his briefcase."I'm headed to the airport in..." Price looked at his watch- a Patek Philippe, Ethan noted - "approximately half an hour. My car will pick me up here in front. "He bowed slightly. "Good day."

And just like that, he was gone.

***

The car was stocked with another bottle of Scotch- Macallan-something - and Des poured one for each of them, neat, because with Macallan, there was no question of serving it any other way.

"What time is your flight?" Ethan asked, to make conversation, because Des had not, so far, said a word to him.

"Whenever I decide to leave," Des told him, smiling. He looked out the window as he spoke. "It's about twenty minutes to the airport and I'm afraid I couldn't bring you into my lounge - discretionary tactics, I'm afraid. So we'll have to get down to brass tacks, Ethan."

"How is it you know my name?"

"Market research," Des quipped.Ethan almost inhaled his Scotch.

"Only Diamonds, Mr. Blake, is a luxury subscription service for discerning men who enjoy adult entertainment, and possess the means to pay for the highest quality adult entertainment available."

"So...luxury porn? And you want my wife to be in it?"

Des cleared his throat and appeared offended by the comment. "I would never use that word, of course. Moving on, as I'm sure your time is as valuable as mine. My line of work, since you asked, is procurement. Only Diamonds has a number of wealthy clients who are interested in a particular niche. They are willing to pay a very high premium for access to content in this niche, and it's my job to deliver that content. And the talent."

"And...what is this content, specifically?"

"I believe the vernacular term is hotwife. 'The lifestyle.'T o be very specific, our clients are interested in viewing a certain type of wife, with a certain type of man." Des grinned. "The kind of diamonds, shall we say, that wealthy white men do want to purchase from a black man."

Ethan stared at him.

"Please don't look so shocked, Mr. Blake. You're among friends, here. Your interests are celebrated at Only Diamonds."

"I don't... I'm not quite sure..."

"Yes. I gather that Victoria hasn't... fully committed to this lifestyle, correct?"

"I...don't..."

Des rubbed his hands together. "This is what makes her so appealing. In fact, I mentioned a number to your wife - did she happen to repeat it to you?"

"Twenty thousand?" Ethan answered numbly.

"See. This is very good. She's the kind who does tell all. Yes, twenty is what I told her, but I do think Victoria's content could garner a higher rate, eventually. Provided, of course, that you allow me to curate it."

"Excuse me, but is what you're propositioning... that my wife get a glorified Only Fans account and start...?" Ethan was unable to finish the sentence.

"I'm proposing," Des said, moving to the edge of his seat to rest his elbows on his knees and swirl his Scotch. "That you and your wife make an incredibly large amount of money from your hobby, by becoming professionals. As opposed to merely playing at it like small children in a very dangerous sandbox."

He held up a finger when Ethan opened his mouth. "You're concerned about privacy, naturally. Let me set you at ease."

"The cost of our subscriptions is prohibitively expensive for all but the most monied consumer. It is, as I explained, luxury good -"

"Listen, Mr. - Des. If you really are in luxury services, then you know that Victoria couldn't possibly do something like this and keep her reputation, or her career. Talk is everything."

Des chuckled. "Let's imagine for a moment, Ethan, that your wife was not as amenable to your interests as Victoria - god bless her - is. And imagine further that you area man of considerable wealth. You want to see real, raw, unspeakably filthy things being done to a woman like your wife. Finding a woman like your own wife is naturally very difficult, because you are very wealthy, and you married a very expensive, pampered, beautiful woman."

"Let's further pretend that you want to see these things being done to a woman like that, by black men with large cocks. But of course,being a man of wealth and prestige, you want the luxury version of this. Not trailer park trash,hooking up with men they met on Reddit forums. You want a beautiful woman, you want a real woman, one who reminds you of your own, expensive, trophy wife. You want enormous black cocks on muscled men who know how to use a woman's body."

"Let's suppose that you seek a subscription from a service that you must have been invited to, and which you must meet certain scrupulous standards to attain. Beyond just the payment, you have to sign an NDA, and have connections. Then suppose that in your very expensive content, you see a woman, a Southern belle of good breeding, being... handled...by black men, and you develop a taste for this material. An insatiable addiction, perhaps."

Des smiled. "This is the... state... most of my clients will find themselves in, or are in already."

"Now suppose you're very happy with this service and you want to continue using it. But, you happen to know this woman. You move in the same circles as she does."

"What is it that you imagine, Ethan, you would say about that, and to whom?"

Ethan was unable to come up with anything to say. His brain had been left in the gutter miles ago, on the muscled men who knew how to use his wife's body.

"As part of our vetting services- which are extensive- we make our clients sign a non-disclosure agreement that their lawyers, were they to see it – in most cases, they do not, because, again, no one really wants to own up to this - would advise them strongly against. But this is a safety net, I assure you, because none of our clients would like it to be known that they are paying for this type of entertainment. Not their wives, in most cases, and not their business associates." Des sat back and rested his arms across the seat. "You know as well as I do that men who play at this level must appear, above all else, to be alpha males. A penchant for being cuckolded - by niggers - is rather...off-brand."

Ethan, whose silver tongue was the gift that had propelled him into his marketing career-and into the Brooks family, via their eldest and most beautiful daughter-was speechless. Had Des Price, the Patek Philippe-wearing, Macallan25-year old Scotch-drinking, private-jet-and-luxury-services procurement specialist, just used the n-word?

Des was already moving on. "Let me sweeten this tea for you, Ethan. Only Diamonds will take a forty percent commission, naturally, but our services will also facilitate maximum anonymity and safety for you, and of course, Victoria. We vet our bulls- who are all paid professionals -we stringently monitor for STDs, and we enforce non-disclosure on these individuals as well." He leaned forward again, elbows on knees. "In other words, we will procure your bulls, and your privacy, and facilitate your own fantasies - all at no cost to you. You will, even, turn an enormous profit."

"But...Victoria," Ethan corrected, with a croak.

"Sure, man. Victoria. If that's how you want to see it, so be it. But Victoria needs a little nudge, doesn't she? She's humoring you now. She strikes me - and I am an expert - as the kind of girl who wants to go all the way, but she would never do it because... how would she put it? 'That's simply not done.'" Des raised his eyebrows.

"What if you were proposing to Victoria to do it in a safe environment? For money? Under the protection of NDAs and STD testing?" Price leaned back, a smug expression on his face. "I of course don't know your wife, Ethan, but I think Victoria could be enticed to do some very, very naughty things. think the only thing holding her back are the pesky problems I propose to handle for you."

"But you still seem unsure. I'd like you to imagine something else. When Victoria's daddy offers to drop some cash in your bank account over Christmas in... where do the Brooks go in winter? Kentucky?"

"Montana, usually," Ethan said, his voice hollow.

"Ah yes. Yellowstone Club. And there you are, Ethan Blake, sipping a cocktail with that arrogant bastard, and you..." Des unfurled his hand elegantly. "Decline his 'loan.' And then, for good measure, you pick up the check. And you walk off with your head held high, and a real smug look on your face, having not needed Daddy Brooks to bail you out yet again. All because his daughter is doing depraved things with black men to titillate her husband. Imagine that feeling." Des finished his Scotch in one swift gulp and breathed out theatrically. "Ahhhhh. You can't quite put a price on a feeling like that, can you?"

Ethan stared at him, mouth agape. He shook his head. His cock was hard, and he wasn't sure what percentages of that erection came from what fantasy.

But he didn't like it, he knew that.

"You're about to tell me, this is all up to Victoria. And you're right, of course." Des chuckled. "If there's one thing that will make this whole thing tick, it's Victoria's... enthusiasm. But here's something to chew on, Ethan: part of this product is the process. Victoria is a hotwife virgin, I take it? Reluctant? Maybe even a little bit shy? She's never gone all the way?"

"She's..."

How did this man have all this information?

"This is the kind of thing, Ethan, that my clients pay for: the luxury, of watching a very well-bred, very beautiful... diamond... slowly converting into a dirty, filthy, black-cock hungry slut."

Des's eyes dropped to Ethan's crotch. His accent - a well-heeled Southern East Coast money accent - dropped away to a street-level black vernacular. "Don't tell me y'all got some kind of problem with that, neither." He laughed.

A voice piped into the cabin. "We're arriving at the airport, Mr. Price. Is your companion joining you in the lounge?"

Des pressed an intercom on a panel in his armrest. "Mr. Blake will be leaving us at the United First-Class check-in, Benjamin." He released the button with a flick of his finger toward Ethan.

"I'll give you some time to discuss this with Victoria."

The car rolled to stop at the curb and "Benjamin" - a white older man, opened the door for Ethan.

Ethan stumbled out, and stood, perplexed, next to the door, while Benjamin fetched his small bag.

"How do I... uh... get in touch with you?" Ethan said, after a long silence.

Des was typing things into his phone already. "I'll be in touch with you, Mr. Blake."


Chapter five


Ethan was still talking, but Victoria's thoughts had drifted off several minutes ago, about the time he had mentioned the black men.

They were not drifting to where she would have expected, or wanted to admit. Even to Ethan.

"Tori. Honey. Are you listening to me?"

"Baby, of course I am."

She wasn't: she was picturing herself doing exactly what Des Price had described to Ethan.

Letting a "professional," with huge biceps and a thick, hard cock, "handle" her.

Ethan blinked at her across the table. She picked up her fork and knife and began to carefully slice her steak, which by this time was as sliced up as it would ever get. She'd already eaten the portion she could fit into her calorie content, and this slicing was purely for show.

"So how did you leave it with him?"

Ethan chewed, staring at her. "He dropped me off at the airport and told me to run it by you. And then he said he'd be in touch."

"Well,"Tori said, cringing a little because she sounded just like her mother when she did that. She cut another piece of steak into microscopic pieces. "I won't get involved in anything with a hint of illegality about it, and I just don't see how there couldn't be."

Ethan blinked at her.

"Oh, baby, of course it's everything else, too. I'm not..." she lifted her wine glass and sipped as tiny of a drink as she could,mentally adding five more calories to her total. She leaned toward Ethan, and lowered her voice, even though they were alone on their patio. "I'm not making pornography and putting it on the internet."

Ethan swallowed and looked at his plate.

Tori was interested to see that he had a look of disappointment on his face. He was terrible at hiding that emotion.

"That's what I thought," he said. "That's what I told him -"

"Why black men, I wonder?" Tori interrupted. "I mean... is that what you wanted?"

Ethan was still looking at his plate. "I, uh..." he cleared his throat and put a fist to his mouth. "It's, I think, pretty common."

"Uh-huhmm. Why is that, baby, do you think?"

Ethan hesitated. "Tori, you can't be serious."

Tori smiled and sipped another tiny bit of wine. "Well, what I actually don't understand is how it is that these supposed customers are going to pay that much money to see this if what they really want is their own wife doing it."

Ethan shrugged. "It's hard to explain."

Most things about men were chalked up to that: being hard to explain. By her mother, by her daddy, by Ethan. By her sisters, and most definitely her brothers.

"Well, it's out of the question," she said cheerily, even though her thoughts still lingered on the idea itself. "That's just not done, baby."

She had never really planned on taking Ethan's fantasy seriously at all.

In the beginning, the first time, she'd done it just to prove to him that it was crazy She'd really believed he was going to get jealous, and the whole thing would be a disaster.

She certainly hadn't expected to like it herself.

The thing about their game, though, was that she didn't have a ton of choice about the men who decided to approach her. Very few of them had been attractive enough for her to even consider sleeping with them.

But those who were - the occasional bartender, or young man -had unlocked a desire inside of herself One that she touched only quickly, like a hot coal, or excess calories.

If there was one lesson her mother had driven home to her her whole lifelong, it was that everything had consequences, no matter how small. And small consequences added up.

But what if there were no consequences to her actions?

What if she could have a fling with another man, the kind of man she liked to look at and fantasize about? What if she let herself be objectified, and have a roll in the hay with a large, hulking beast of a man? Or a gritty blue-collar worker? A man with callouses and dumb, animal rage beneath the surface of his skin? A man with tattoos and a motorcycle?

Or- the most taboo of all the taboos, at least in her world- a black man?

It wasn't as if the wealthy bubble she lived in all her life was impermeable to rumor and myth: her sorority sisters whispered at night behind closed doors about the allure of a black lover.

"That's what I assumed," Ethan was saying, looking at her over the table in the real world.

He had that look in his eyes, though.

"So I'll just set him straight, if he contacts me," she said, leaning back in her chair and crossing her legs. She let her shoe drop to the floor and roped Ethan in with her bedroom eyes. "You'll do the same?"

She moved her toes to his knee, and felt a tremor travel through his body. She worked her foot along his inseam, to the bulge in his pants. Rock hard, pulsing. She twisted her foot and curled her toes slightly, squeezing his nut sack, which was taut like a drum.

"The last thing in the world you'd really want," she said, enjoying herself, enjoying her complete power over Ethan - who was now staring at her, slack-jawed, and willing to do her absolute bidding. "Is to see your wife with a black man."

She sipped her wine. Ethan's cock pulsed.

"It's the... last... thing..." he stammered.

"I imagine, too, they'd want someone who was willing to do just about anything."

Between her legs, her pussy squeezed and a gnawing ache began to coil tightly at the root of her clit. She could feel her panties getting wet.

All her life, she'd dated boys from her own social class - or aspirants, like Ethan.

Boys with manners who treated her like a princess, and made love to he like she would break. She'd always wondered if there were men out there who did what men did in movies: who could lift her by her thighs and slam her into a wall, whose thighs would slap against her ass as they hammered her with a huge, filling cock. Men who weren't afraid to actually make her pussy sore, to push hard on the back of her head, to us her and leave her bottom red.

That was what she imagined when she was alone at night, with Ethan away on business.

Sometimes the fantasy was about having her mouth full of rock-hard cock, deep in her throat, gagging her and muffling her screams while she took it in the ass.

She wasn't about to actually do any of that, however.

She simply wouldn't.

It wasn't done.

But fantasy was another thing entirely. And her imagination had just been supercharged.

Ethan was breathing quickly, his eyes focused on her fingers as she moved them along the low-scoop collar of her red shirt.

She squeezed at his cock again with her toes, pressing in to massage him,before slowly lowering her foot and uncrossing her legs. She stood up, smiling at Ethan, and walked toward the hallway to the master bedroom.

"What do you think they would want me to do, anyway?" she said softly over her shoulder, looking back at Ethan, who was tongue-tied an shakily getting out of his chair, his eyes on her like shepherd dog.

She was wearing white pants, the kind that let through the tone of her skin, clinging to her form, wide at the legs so that a man's imagination had to be used for the shape of them.And they didn't disappoint.She walked like she had been taught for her brief modeling career, so that her ass, she knew, moved smoothly and looked inviting.

Ethan was behind her.

"Do you think they'd want me to do everything?"

She laughed and turned to him.

He was shaking his head. "I don't... know..."

She tipped her head to the side. "I wouldn't even know where to start... someone would have to show me..."

"Tori..."

She unzipped her pants at the side and let them fall to her feet. The shirt peeled away as she lifted it over her head. "Surely you've been on some sites like that... what do they do?"

She wondered if Ethan knew that what she wanted was for him to show her.

But Ethan wasn't that kind of guy.

She sat down on the edge of the bed and put her arms to either side of her, leaning back to thrust her breasts - encased in red lace -toward him.

Ethan was undressing. She watched him, but in her mind she played a different fantasy than what was taking place. In her fantasy, Ethan was a black man, like Des Price. And he didn't fold his clothes over the backs of chairs, or hesitate, or gingerly back her onto the bed to kiss her and gently fuck her.

He moved toward her, and seized her hair, and pulled her mouth onto his cock, and told her to swallow it all.

By the time Ethan's mouth had traveled to her pussy, she was so wet that his tongue clicked with each rhythmic motion, and she came within seconds... all while she imagined the weight of solid muscle pressing her down, face-first, as her pussy strained open for a cock that bumped against her cervix.

***

"You can't even find this website," she reported to Ethan, from her laptop screen, which was propped up on her knees half an hour later. Ethan was lying on his stomach, his face half-buried in a pillow. He opened his eye and his mouth made a smile.

"I don't think they have a standard web address, hon."

Ethan's hair, a dark sandy, rakish mop, was tousled appealingly, and he had a smattering of bristle on his jaw that made him look ruggedly handsome. She felt a pang of affection for him, as he lay there: Ethan was real, and imperfectly perfect, and she loved him.

She wouldn't have wanted him to be any other kind of man: as a husband,he was devoted, kind, and hard-working. He made her laugh, and he worshiped her, and she wouldn't have anyone else.

"Uh-huh,"she said, thinking. "Like... what was that safari company? Opulent -"

"Obsidian," Ethan murmured. Tori was thinking seriously enough about this that she was comparing it to other luxury services.

Ethan made fun of names like "Obsidian." Maybe because part of his job was to brand luxury goods and he knew how manipulative it all was.

"So how are we supposed to know if any of what this gentleman says is even true? If I can't check it, I mean?" She closed her laptop and set it next to her on the night table. "Only Diamonds," she scoffed.

Ethan propped himself up on his arm, smiling. "Don't tell me you're actually interested in this."

She rolled her eyes. "Baby, of course not. Not seriously. I mean, it's obviously a con." She wriggled beneath the sheet and smiled at him.

"And if it wasn't?" Ethan asked.

"Well, it clearly is, baby."

"But if it wasn't?"

She turned her head toward him. "Would you really want me to let some stranger put his hands all over me?"

"If you did."

She laughed. Ethan remained serious.

"Baby, you can't be serious. You would actually want me to do this?"

Ethan leaned toward her shoulder and bit gently into it. He looked up at her, his blue eyes playful and begging for forgiveness all at once. "Would you forgive me if I did?"

"You've already told me you do," she said, swatting at him. "And I forgave you. And I played your game. But that was all just fun, baby. Not serious. Are you serious?"

His hand was wandering to her thigh. "What if it was real?"

She stared at him. His fingers moved to her pussy, where they found the truth, clear as day.

Her breath caught in her throat.

"If it was real, which it isn't... oh, I don't know. I'd have to see." She sang this last part.

"See what?"

She bit into her lower lip and purred when he slipped a finger inside her. "The... man... I guess..."

"Mmm-hmm..."

"What he... was... like..."

"Mmm-hmm..."

"He would have to be good-looking."

Ethan was pulling the sheet down.

"You would have to be there..."

Her name traveled over her belly button in his heated breath. "Tori," he groaned.

She swatted at his head and pushed him away. Then she turned on her side, smiling. "I have got to get to sleep, baby."

She closed her eyes, but the idea burned in her mind long after Ethan gave up trying to seduce her, and turned off the light, and stared at the ceiling, and checked to see if she was sleeping, and rose from the bed.

It was a fun fantasy.

But that was all it was.

Somethings were just not done.


Chapter six


"Icannot believe you're here, of all places," Tori managed to say, when Des Price next appeared in her life. "Has Ethan seen you?"

Des handed her a flute of champagne and leaned on the fence. "He has. And so has your daddy, and everyone else here. But since this is a members-only club, they won't be saying anything about it - in polite company at least." He scanned the polo field and changed his accent to an outright mockery of her Georgian drawl. "You white folks sure know how to have a boring old time."

Tori sniffed. "Polo is hardly boring."

"Is that true, or is that just what you're expected to say?"

Tori was caught off-guard by this question, but Des was moving on, anyway.

"It would be unseemly for us to have a very long conversation, Victoria, so I'll be just a moment."

"Well, a moment is all I need to decline your offer, thank you kindly all the same."

Des's eyes were on the field. He was standing far enough away from Victoria that it could be argued - and it would be, somewhere, by somebody -whether they were talking to each other at all or not.

"That really wasn't the purpose of me coming over here, Mrs. Blake."

"Oh no? Don't tell me you have a vested interest in this game."

Des chuckled and looked into his champagne glass. He tapped it, like he had the whiskey glass. "I have a client here, actually. A paid subscriber."

He turned to Tori, who was mortified into silence. She was ice-cold all the way to her feet.

"Don't make a scene," Des chuckled.

"I never have in all my life, Mr. Price," she said, tipping her chin up and looking out on the field. "Though you do have some nerve."

The crowd erupted in subdued cheers behind them.

"I'm merely making a point, Miss - excuse me, Mrs. Blake."

"I can't imagine what that may be, you'll forgive me."

Des turned back to the crowd after surveying the field. "My client is here, Victoria. This..." Des swirled a finger discretely to indicate their conversation, "is a bit of an advertisement A teaser."

"I do beg your pardon," Tori said icily.

Des chuckled. "All of which is beside the point I wish to make to you. He's here. And you will never know who he is. Because discretion, as you know, is everything in this market. On behalf of the servants, and the clients."

He smiled, and started off, leaving Victoria half-fuming and half-intrigued.

Des strolled for a moment before turning around, his hand extended to the fence, as if he'd forgotten something. He didn't look directly at her, thank heavens.

"One more thing, Tori. This client- he's what I call a big hitter. And he's very intrigued by you. So much so, that I'd be remiss, as a procurement specialist, if I didn't do my best to get him the services he most desires."

"I would not even know what to say to that, Mr. Price."

Price shrugged and looked around,before adding, in a barely audible voice: "I'm authorized to advance you as much as fifty thousand."

Tori stared at the field. She couldn't think of a thing to say.

"And how would I -?" she began, but when she turned to look at Price, he was already off a ways and shaking hands with Wilhelmina Turner, who seemed delighted to see him.

"I never," she muttered.

But the rest of the day, she scanned the attendees of the club, and if Price was for real - as he seemed to be - this client of his, whoever he was, did not reveal himself with lecherous stare, or even a casual glance, in her direction.

Consequently ,the idea of it all made her hot. Her panties were soaked through so much that she thought she'd have to leave early. She squirmed when she sat in the clubhouse, smiling politely, her sunhat pins sticking her in the scalp.

What if she let a black man fuck her? That was titillating enough. The idea that she could do it, that her husband would know about it and condone it, that she could get away with something so scandalous.

But if someone here watched it? And she was just walking around, maybe even chatting with him over cocktails somewhere, shaking his hand when her daddy introduced her... and he had seen her with a mouthful of black cock?

And jerked off to it?

And paid... what was it? $20,000?

And he couldn't say a word about it? Not even to her?

She was ashamed to even be thinking about it, but even more shamed of the fact that the idea transformed her whole day. Mingling with the stuffy polo crowd while pretending someone among the grinning, sticky-handed, bloviating old white men paid money to see her having sex with a well-hung black man?

Why, it most certainly made the day more interesting. The flabby features of the flabby men and the drone of financial statistics among the soft-edged, well-manicured landscape of the Polo Club all acquired rough edges.

And became interesting again.

***

Ethan saw Des Price standing next to Tori at the fence. To the untrained eye, they didn't seem to be talking at all, but to a man in the know- like himself - it brought an element of danger into what was ordinarily a tedious day.

No one asked about Des, because it was an unspoken rule that in this day and age, a limited number of well-heeled black people would have to wander through the country clubs and polo clubs and be seen on the slopes, and that everyone would make a big show of not being horrified by it by not commenting upon it whatsoever.

He had to hand it to Des Price: the man was an entrepreneur, and he had this sector of society figured out.

Their lips took turns moving, so Ethan knew they were talking to each other. He himself was trapped with Victoria's family and a variety of stinkingly rich friends. Reice, Ethan knew, was attempting to do Ethan a favor by introducing him to the network of unimaginably wealthy individuals he knew, and Ethan hated that it would, in fact, pay off some day. That was how things worked.

All he cared about, however, was what Tori and Des had talked about. It burned like acid in his brain, eating up his thoughts. It kicked his heart into an uneven tempo, gave him a high like cocaine, made the molasses-slow pace of a day like this spin wildly.

How much did anyone here know about Des Price and what he did? He could never know.

No one talked about the man. People shook hands with him and he floated in the periphery of conversations. Everyone here was where they were because they knew how to play the game of being a wealthy Southerner,and if there was one thing these people knew how to do, it was pretend that nothing unseemly had happened, would ever happen, and above all, was happening right now, among the mature trees and carefully sculpted landscapes of Old Money.

Tori, Tori, Victoria.

She hadn't dismissed any of this out-of-hand. But surely she wouldn't dare even think of doing it.

Or would she?

Ethan caught her eye throughout the day and it seemed to him she had a look in her eyes that he hadn't seen before. Something untamed and dangerous lurked in the brightness of her fawn-colored eyes.

She was encased in a conservative yellow sundress that made her eyes gold like jewelry, her hair platinum by contrast. The a-line skirt and the sunhat alluded to a fifties' pinup girl but failed to deliver on the promise of seeing her thighs, and the neck plunged only to her collarbone, leaving the shape of her pert breasts to the imagination.Her eyelashes were coated in a minimalist brown mascara, her lips a bland pink that was acceptable in this season, this company, this world.

There was no way a woman like Tori was going to go any further than changing her shade of lipstick, hiking the hem of her skirt a little,and flirting with a man at a bar.

Even if it was within her grasp to get away with it.

But it was a beautiful thing to think about. Getting away with it, right under the noses of all these pious bastards added a dimension to Ethan's fantasies that was almost too intensely sweet to handle. His cock twitched to life and stayed that way half the day, as if he was eighteen again and working the tennis club, the skirts of middle-aged women flying to reveal glimpses of toned, surgically sculpted, preserved thighs and ass his only reward for collecting towels sweet with feminine sweat.

Tori was the most glorious of all these women, and she was his.

What would it be like to walk among these titans and know that some of them paid to see her fucked by a black stud while Ethan watched, and that they couldn't tell a soul?

That was the kind of status that you could only dream of. The kind of danger that was unheard of. The kind of underlying, simmering competition that Ethan, without a generations-old bankroll, could never really get in the game to play.He had captured Tori, but that was all he'd ever been able to do.

Until now.

***

"Nice day," Des said, stuffing a thick chunk of grass into a too-small divot with his leather toe, about three feet from Ethan and Tori. He smiled at his feet and moved closer, pretending to stomp anon-existent divot. "But I have a plane to catch, so I'll betaking my leave."

Ethan and Tori, holding hands, exchanged a glance.

"To Montgomery, since you asked," Des continued, pausing to sip his champagne.

"Goodness," Tori said, gamely. She moved close to Ethan and wriggled her foot to push a divot in, brushing her fingers over his hard cock. "What on earth takes you there?"

Des looked contemplative. "I'm not at leisure to say, of course,"he said, as if musing. "Incidentally, I'm returning to Savannah in three days. I've heard absolutely marvelous things about The Mansion. I've booked the Presidential Suite."

"I see," Tori said.

"Yes. I'm hoping to persuade a tricky client. Have a little meeting, hammer out the details in private." He sipped his champagne and surveyed the field.

And then, he was off.

Tori faced Ethan, her hand on his arm, her face tipped down at the divot she was maneuvering clumsily with her foot. "You think that was a message for us, baby?" she said softly.

Ethan scrutinized her face. She was smiling, carefully. She tipped her head up to look at him, and a lusty energy washed over him, making his cock flex. "Hmm?" Tori said.

"I don't..."

"He talked to me earlier."

Ethan stomped a divot and looked around. The people on the field were giggling like horses and lazily toeing the divots, involved in their own games and subtle negotiations.

"He said he has a client here," Tori continued, lifting her head to squint into the sun, as though she was watching something. "Can you imagine that?"

"Victoria Annabel!" Tori's mother's voice reached them from fifty yards away, no more than a whisper but shrill as an arrow in the air. She was strolling casually over, her face set in a plastic smile.

Lauraleigh Brooks was the repository of all the genetic material passed on to Tori, encased in a tomb of immortal skin sealed with Botox and wax, surgery and caviar extracts. "Honey, do not squint."

Lauraleigh gave Ethan a wane smile. "Ethan. Lovely to see you."

To Victoria: "Lines form where you tell them too, darling. I trust you'll be joining us for dinner?"

Tori smiled with closed lips, and squeezed Ethan's hand. "Of course, mama. Did I mention to you that we're going to Savannah this week?"

Lauraleigh sipped her champagne without drinking any of it. "Stay at The Mansion. Oh! Caroline!" She waved at a woman a few yards away from them. "Don't be late," she told them, before departing.

Ethan followed Tori as she sashayed back toward the spectator stands, her hand still in his.

"Tori," he said, in a low voice.

"It can't hurt to listen to a business opportunity, baby," she told him, without looking at him. She waved at someone who was fluttering at her from the stands. Then she faced Ethan. "I don't know about you, but this has been the most interesting day."

***

"I imagine you'd like an attorney to read those over," Des Price said, reaching for a glass of Scotch as he leaned back into his chair. "I can recommend several who are outside your...social circles."

"I'm confident in my ability to read an NDA," Ethan said.

"Most of my clients are," Des chuckled. He sipped his Scotch. "An attorney would be able to guide you through any... interactions...this document may have with other legal contracts in place, however. Prenups. That sort of thing."

Tori set her copy of the legal materials Des had given them in Ethan's lap and folded her hands over one knee. "Mr. Price, I suppose what troubles me is not so much me and Ethan, but frankly, I haven't seen your product, and so I just can't imagine what that might look like."

Ethan had to work hard not to stare at Victoria, who had never actually seen in action, hammering out business. Her particular brand of guileless sexuality and Southern-blunted directness was unholy-hot.

Des set his Scotch down. His fingers dropped to a leather filing bag from which he removed a file without looking for it. He set this on the table in front of them.

"I'll need you to sign this, of course. After you do, I will leave this laptop with you," he indicated a Luvaglio laptop on a desk in the opulent suite. Ethan, with his keen marketing eye, had noticed the machine the moment they'd entered the room. It was valued, he knew,at at least a million dollars.

Des chuckled when he looked at Ethan's face. "I'm afraid it's not a gift," he told him. "I will expect to collect it in the morning. I will enter our website as a full-access user, and you will have access to the entire site this evening. You can verify for yourself that no illegal content exists, and that the site is indeed real and everything I've promised you. I will, however, encourage you to read your NDA very carefully, and consult an attorney if you do have the slightest question about it before signing. The penalties for violating this contract are... necessarily strict, financially punitive, and rigorously enforced." He set his drink down and folded his hands together. "You will likely recognize someone who moves within your circles, or someone famous,and we cannot have so much as a whisper about that."

He placed his finger to his lips and grinned.

Tori looked at Ethan. Then at Des.

"And supposing we don't want to go through with it?"

Des shrugged. "Then your fee is yours to keep, of course -otherwise, as you know, we would have no NDA. You will have made fifty thousand dollars for enjoying a lovely stay at The Mansion and being privy to some of the best-kept sexual secrets in Southern society."

"And if," Ethan began, swallowing to lubricate his dry throat, "If we were interested..."

Des smiled. He glanced at Victoria.

"Well. In my experience, Mr. Blake - with this particular niche, that is -wives who have never done this before are reluctant to... how do I put this? Jump right in. To being filmed, to participating in the extra-value items our services provide -"

"Which are?" Tori pressed.

"Let me recommend to you that you watch a couple named Anna and Steve, to get an idea. Allow me to return to your husband's question, however, Victoria. If you decide to participate, I will draw up a contract for a single experience. I call it the Sandbox. I will procure for you one bull, an African American - Victoria, you may peruse your choices tonight if you so wish, I'll set that up for you - and arrange a"meeting." You can trust me to be of the upmost discretion, of course. That is my main function: absolute discretion. Your expenses will be handled, and all arrangements made through me, including whatever white lies you may need to pass on to any inquiring minds. And then... you will meet somewhere, Victoria will see the bull for herself and decide if she wants to proceed." Des smiled and picked up his drink. "Effectively: all you need to do is show up, participate in your lifestyle, and remain compliant with the NDA you will have signed. Everything else is up to me."

"It sounds too good to be true," Victoria said, pointedly. She reminded Ethan of her father sometimes. Her eyes were steely and searching out lies.

"Mrs.Blake," Des said, gesturing with his head toward the laptop. "This is a very lucrative business, the numbers of which I am afraid, I cannot divulge to you. I am selling a luxury service to the limited people who can afford it, and you are both my product and my employee. As you know, any well-run business understands that discretion - my true product line - is best cultivated through loyalty. And in my experience, the only true-blue guarantee for loyalty is the almighty dollar."

"These numbers don't quite add up," Ethan interjected, looking up from the NDA. "Tori says you told her subscriptions start at 20k, and that she would see sixty percent of that. That's twelve thousand for her - for us - and eight for you. With ten subscribers, or even twenty, I hardly see how you can be making a profit and covering these expenses. I assume you pay your 'bulls,' book flights and rooms, have extraordinary legal expenses, tech expenses..."

Des raised his eyebrows. "What isn't adding up to you, exactly?"

"Well, Mr. Price, that's ninety-six thousand a year to your company," Tori said, and then laughed derisively. "It's true I won't mind getting paid for a hobby and having my arrangements made, but to be frank, I fail to see how you're making much money at all."

Des chuckled and brought his glass to his lips. "Oh, my," he said, shaking his head. He sipped his Scotch. "I do regret the confusion, though I must say I'm surprised by it." He looked at Tori and Ethan.

"You both work in luxury sales," he told them, leaning toward them as if they should understand something better.

Tori glanced at Ethan, who had a gnawing excitement expanding in his lower abdomen.

He knew what Price was going to say before he said it.

"I've quoted you a monthly price, Mr. and Mrs. Blake." Des sipped his Scotch, chuckling and shaking his head. He swallowed the remainder of his drink. "I assume that should clarify your questions."


Chapter seven


Tori and Ethan remained seated in the sitting area exactly as they had been when Des Price was sitting there, faces frozen in stunned silence.

Tori turned her head slowly to Ethan, who looked at his lap.

"I don't want you doing this just because of the money," he said. His voice was shaking. His limbs felt outside of his control.

The hairs all over his body were raised in feral fear and sexual excitement, the two feelings indistinguishable from each other and so co-mingled in his blood as to be impossible to disentangle.

"Ethan," Tori breathed. "Baby, that's sweet, but we are talking one hundred and twenty thousand dollars a month."

Ethan rubbed his thumb against his forehead and dropped his hand to pick up his untouched glass of Scotch. He was certain that he had just been in the room with the devil, and here was his wife, ready to sign the papers.

"Baby," she said, looking at the ceiling. "This is... you could finally be free of my daddy, we could be... I mean, just think of the possibilities."

Ethan turned to her. "Victoria," he began.

She turned and rested on her hip, her cream blouse swaying open at the cowl neck to give him a brief glimpse of her creamy breasts in their cream silk harness. "But we were thinking about doing this anyway," she said.

"Were you, though, Tori? Were you thinking about really doing it? Before this offer?"

Tori shrugged and looked at her fingernails. "I don't know anymore, baby. That's the truth. And I certainly... I didn't have, well, this exact thing in mind." She lowered her voice, as if anyone could hear them through the thick wood and plush carpet. "With black men, I mean."

"But you are now? Into it?"

Ethan couldn't recognize his own voice. He wasn't sure what he was trying to do at the moment: convince or dissuade Tori. Her sudden change of heart, the abrupt enthusiasm, was disturbing him.

And yet in his blood, the itch was still there.

It had always been there: nothing about that had changed for him. He never would have had the balls to suggest a black man to Tori, he couldn't even explain why he wanted - and had wanted - exactly that He couldn't explain it any more than he could explain why getting Victoria Annabel Brooks to marry him - a coup of such magnitude that it should have satisfied him for all his life - hadn't been enough by itself.

Why he had sought more.

He was a risk-taker by nature: you had to be, in this world.

But this? Something about it had his heckles up. Something inside Victoria, something about her willingness, now that money was on the table - a whole entire hellful of money - to do it.

"Baby," Tori said, after looking into his eyes for a while. "What do you want me to say?"

Ethan stared at her.

"It's like, you know, if you wanted me to go on a hunt with you -"

"I don't hunt."

Tori rolled her eyes. "So I have been made aware," she said. "But say you did, and you wanted me to go along, and I just didn't, because it just wasn't my thing, really. And then someone came along and said, I'll pay you a million dollars a year to go hunting with Ethan." She shook her head. "Well, then. I reckon I would."

"Tori, going hunting is not the same thing as this."

"Maybe it is to me," she quipped, then put a hand on his knee. "I just do not know what you want, Ethan. You said you wanted me to do this, and now I'm thinking of doing it - yes, because of the money – and you're acting like that's crazy. You seem crazy, baby. Why would this have been okay when it wasn't going to make us gobs of money?"

She leaned in to Ethan. "And frankly, I am reassured, you know. About the privacy, and the STDs. And the men."

She sent a shiver down Ethan's spine straight into his cock with that last word.

"Frankly, I'd prefer being able to order them up ahead of time. Because...well, you've seen what's out there. Honestly."

The answer to Tori's question -why it was okay before, when there was no money involved -was there, Ethan knew. It was an electrical current - existing nowhere, fed only by its own existence, reachable only if he chose to look at it. This signal reverberated in the dark sludge of his gut, though. In the fibers of his heart, traveling as static over his vertebrae and the skin of his scrotum.

An animal inside him wanted Tori to do this, but for another reason than money.

The constitution of that reason was something that slithered through his hands before he could see what it was.

Tori gave a shake of her hair and groaned - in her inexplicably sexy and sweet and infuriating way - at the ceiling, one hand shaped like a claw. "Ugh."

Then she turned to him, and before he even met her eyes or took in the expression on her face, he knew he would see a mischief, an untamable spirit in her face.

"Well,"she said, and in her stratospheric wealthy Georgian drawl it came out as nearly three syllables. "We're here and we have the whole night. It couldn't hurt to just...look at it all." She smiled. "If anything, it'll be scandalous."

***

"Oh. My."

Tori was stretched out on the bed, facing the settee on which they'd placed the Luvaglio - because this was not the kind of machine that one simply tossed into the sheets. Ethan was also worried about unplugging it, or accidentally breaking the connection, or losing the site - whose wed address was an incomprehensible series of numbers and letters that would make accidental discovery of the portal all but impossible.

The landing page was a black silk background an the words "Only Diamonds" in a white script. Des had showed it to them and explained that the button to enter the site was hidden, via a specially designed font that blended into the background - only by knowing where it was could a human click on it, at which point he entered a very lengthy series of encrypted multiple verification prompts that included biometrics, and then the site opened up to a rich, beautifully designed interface of icons that looked like peepholes.

Tori and Ethan had remained seated once they were granted access, and Des had left them with a series of instructions to contact him if they were locked out.

He would have to return to get them in, so he had requested that they not do that.

They had arranged themselves on the bed - Tori in a silky white negligee that ordinarily would have had Ethan too distracted to look at anything else. And then they had stared at it, not knowing whereto begin.

They had decided not to try Des's suggestion right off the bat, because curiosity got he better of them both.

Tori had been the one to suggest going through the twenty or so accounts in reverse alphabetical order, just to assure herself that nothing "untoward" was on the site.

After watching the content of several channels that included foot fetishes- and unimaginable permutations of the same - an evident penchant for an Asian woman Tori claimed to have met once engaging in bukkake, a surprising channel full of futanari scenarios that Ethan could not decide if they were real or not - all of them much more amateur and gritty than he would have imagined.

Non eof these things were a turn-on for him, but he was sucked in all the same.

Now they were watching Louisa Winecroft's channel, which mostly consisted of Louisa being spanked, looking up at the camera while she gave a blowjob, and grainy home footage of her in half a maid costume dusting the library, or scrubbing a huge marble floor in a bathroom, with clips twisting her nipples and a dildo with a dangling tail of diamonds like strings of long earrings protruding from her ass.

"I have been to their house," Tori said, her mouth wide open in a scandalized smile. She looked at Ethan. "They throw soirees there all the time and I kid you not,she drags everyone she can into that study right there." He eyes returned to the screen. "Oh. My. You would not expect that."

Tori had recognized her right away. The channel was called "Naughty Natalie," but he couldn't see the purpose of hiding Louisa's identity at all: it was clear in every frame that it was her, and the house was recognizable to anyone.

"I wonder how many subscribers she has. Why in the - it isn't as if she's doing it for the money, baby."

The Winecroft fortune was immense, and this was Louisa's third elderly husband.

"Surely this convinces you about the discretionary aspect," Tori continued, her fingers moving to the mouse pad. "I have not heard a word about this, and enough people hate Louisa with a fiery passion that I most certainly would have." She laughed."I wonder who her subscribers are. I'd give anything to know."

Her fingers hovered over the mouse pad, but she was still sucked in by the images on the screen. She shook her head.

She returned to the directory.

"Let's do Anna," Ethan breathed. "I want to see something that's more like what you... what we... would.. be..."

Tori smiled and looked at him, her foot swinging over to touch his leg."This is so... naughty,"she said. "I am just... beside myself." She sat up abruptly on her knees. "I mean, I don't know how I feel about it all, if we aren't allowed to know who-all is subscribing."

"Des said you can give him a no-subscribe list," Ethan told her. That was one piece of information he'd latched onto and he had asked for total clarification about.

He was trying to imagine how Tori's father would kill him if, by some fluke, he ended up on Only Diamonds and saw his daughter getting schlonged by a black man.

He was glad that the idea had so far not even occurred to Tori, who like all spoiled daddy's girls, was not even capable of imagining that her father might be depraved enough to watch porn at all, let alone subscribe to Only Diamonds.

"Do you suppose you have to pay for a subscription to each channel individually?" she mused.

There was a flush on Tori's face. Her eyes were lit up from behind, and they glittered like expensive amber jewels.

"Would you be comfortable, knowing people had seen you, you know... doing this?" Ethan asked.

Tori let one spaghetti strap slide from her shoulder, the cream silk slipping to just above her nipple. Both nipples were hardened pebbles, belying her arousal.

She bit her lower lip and her eyes grew hazy. "I thought about that. That day at the club. Des said one of his clients was there, and all day long that's all I could think about: what if somebody here had seen me doing something scandalous, and they knew all about it but they couldn't say 'boo'?" She crawled slowly back down to lie out next to him.

Her skin was hot, the perfumed soap she used heated and floating in the air. Tori smelled like wealth: she was luxury, embodied as a woman. She was looking at the screen, he lips parted. Ethan studied her profile: her eyes, the places they lingered on each scene, the way her breath caught in her throat. What did Tori really think, what happened in the low swell of her abdomen when she saw what she saw? When Tori masturbated, what did sheen vision? Did she replay montages of cocks the way Ethan pictures her pussy, fresh cum oozing from its ruptured flowery folds, in image after image after image?

She clicked on "Anna."

Her jaw fell open.

"Is that...?" She squinted at the screen.

Ethan was watching her: watching her lips, the quivers in her face. He was attuned to the twitch of her muscles, the scent rising from between her legs as she grew excited.

"That's Caroline," she breathed.

"Caroline?" he said numbly.

"Car-o-line, Caroline. Oh my... oh my. What is...?"

Ethan turned his attention to the screen, where Caroline-Caroline was indeed, in the flesh, draped over a large bed with red silk sheets,her head hanging over the edge of the bed and looking at the camera.She was naked, writhing on the silky covers, her skin shiny with sweat. Her long blonde hair dangled nearly to the floor, and her eyes were caked with black mascara that seemed almost cartoonish. Her lashes were so thick with it her blue eyes could barely be seen through the forest of long dark bristles.

More importantly, her legs were spread open and between them was a hulking white man who had her hips in his hands and was ramming her onto his cock like a sex doll.

The camera moved, changing the perspective, and Ethan realized it was ago-pro, worn by someone who, when looking down, was in possession of the largest cock Ethan had ever seen.

His eyes shifted to Tori. Her eyes were wide, the irises locked in place,staring at the part of the screen where the huge member loomed as the wearer of the go-pro moved toward Caroline's open, smiling mouth. The man fucking her continued to hammer her as she moaned and began to shriek.

Sh started to lift her head to look down her chest, over her bouncing, silicone tits, to the huge dick sawing in and out of her. But the go-pro wearer caught her jaw in his enormous hand, and stopped her,pushing her back into a position where her head was hanging over the side.

Tori's jaw fell open further, but she didn't even blink. Not even as the thick slab of wet cock, opaque with obvious previous use, fell onto her open lips and throat.

They both stared at the haughty, impeccably proper, always-flawless Caroline Hart-Rice strained her crepe-free neck and closed her lips hungrily on the shaft, her tongue swirling and lapping at the go-pro-wearer's balls and shaft.

And then, as it was put int her mouth, and the lump of it began to work slowly down her neck, as her face disappeared and the man began to throat-fuck her.

A full minute passed where Caroline was hammered both in the face and the pussy, until the man in her cunt groaned and drove deep, filling her pussy with cum. "Better get out of there, man," he grunted, looking at the go-pro wearer, whose attention was still directed at Caroline's throat.

The long shaft slithered from Caroline's mouth and she sputtered, gasping for breath, as her neck was held in place by the large hand.

"I'm gonna fuck that little whore mouth full,"he told her.

And Caroline Hart-Rice?

She smiled, and tipped her head back, her mouth open.

"Oh.My. Goodness," Tori said, sitting up on her knees again. She covered her eyes. "Oh I can't even," she said.

Ethan couldn't take his eyes away as the lump of cock began sliding up and down Caroline's throat, until there was a groan,a gagging sound, and then a few more slaps against her face.

The he was backing out, and strings of cum and spit clung to his convulsing dick and Caroline's lips, stretching across her mouth, a creamy sludge sputtering from her lips.

She coughed and the filth splooged from her lips.

"Stay right there, honey," the voice said, getting down on his knees and then at the level of Caroline's face.

"Open your eyes."

Caroline opened her eyes, and cum stretched between the black lashes as she blinked it away.

"Swallow that up, use your fingers."

She brought her fingers slowly to her mouth, looking stunned, and swep the spilling cum into her upside-down orifice, licking it from them.

"Lick that wedding ring, honey. And keep smiling. That's good. You're a little whore, aren't you, honey?"

Caroline Hart-Rice, the most perfectly princess little cupcake in her forties that you could imagine, heiress to the Hart fortune, wife of Nathaniel Rice, smiled vacantly at the camera and plunged her ring and middle finger into her mouth, sucking cum from it.

Ethan at last tore his eyes away from the scene, to see Tori with her eyes glinting from between her spread fingers, her mouth open.

"Well,"she said. "I am not doing that."

***

There was a lot more on "Anna's" channel, however, and for all Tori's proclaiming that she "would never" and "could not even believe her eyes," she was the one who continued down the rabbit hole with Caroline's account. And she didn't say anything,but surely she noticed the same thing Ethan did: the first videos were much more tame - and much more imaginable - than the latest ones.

What he couldn't be sure about was how Tori perceived that fact. Did it reassure her? Or did it frighten her?

Because he really, really couldn't imagine his own wife getting fucked like Caroline Hart-Rice.

By a black man.

But it made his balls sweat and his cock burst at the seams to think about it.

Did Tori know that was part of the kink? Was it kinky to her?Did she understand, or even have an inkling, of how glorious it was to see an expensive, untouchable, prim and proper woman being corrupted into the slut Caroline Rice-Hart had become?

Would she even think of starting down a road that had led Caroline to be doing such depraved things?

He wasn't even sure what he wanted Tori to make of all that.

And what did Tori think of the rest of the channel, which had Ethan absorbed in every way. Some of her content was just photos, and Caroline getting dressed, or Caroline's pussy oozing another man's cum while her husband dipped his fingers in it and she swatted his hand away.

Tori watched it all, her amber eyes absorbent and mysterious - it was impossible to read Tori's mind in any circumstances, which was one of the things that drove him crazy about her.

He stared more at Tori than the videos, as she watched and watched. He made it a game, not to touch her or invite her to have sex, but to wait until she initiated it with him. That would tell him how turned on Tori actually was by all this, wouldn't it?

Or would it only tell him something he already knew, but refused to believe? That for Tori, sex was more transactional than anything else.

The longer she watched, without wanting to fuck, the more it meant that Tori could take it or leave it.

He resented her for having that power.

Or that freedom.

She finally turned her face toward him. "I don't know," she said, casually. "What do you think?"

He wanted to scream at her. It's not what I think, Tori! It's what YOU THINK!

Why couldn't she get that through her head?

"It's kinda hot," she mused, clicking the icon away. "Not my thing, personally, but... I guess I wouldn't be sitting around watching my own stuff, would I?"

"No," Ethan said, his voice hoarse. "No, and you have total control over what you do."

Price had assured them of that.

She smiled at him. "Seems like an awful lot of money for something we were thinking about giving a try anyway."

He stared at her as she went back to scanning the computer screen. He knew if he initiated sex, Tori would jump right in. She was probably soaked: he could smell her juices from where he was.

So why wasn't she starting things? Why was she so infuriatingly capable of holding off? His cock felt like it was going to split down the middle, like an over-cooked sausage.

"You know what does sound fun?" Tori asked him, wetting her lips. She clicked on the file Price had shown them, which contained the "bulls" Tori could choose from.

She glanced at him and smiled. "Just to see."


Chapter eight


It was only after looking at photos and videos of the black bulls that Des had left for them, that Tori made the first move. She cycled through the photos of a few choices several times, her eyes lingering on their sizable packages, laid on dark palms or flub onto a silk pillow next to a measuring stick in one case (eleven inches, which made Tori's eyes go wide and not blink for what seemed like an unnaturally long time).

All the while, Ethan watched her, fixated on her fixation. He supposed he'd never studied Tori while she looked at something pornographic. Certainly his wife had never loaded up pictures of hung black men on her laptop and stared at them, with Ethan sitting right next to her.

It occasionally occurred to him that she was literally choosing another man to fuck. It seemed that she was giving it a great deal of thought, that she was drawn into it and taking it seriously.

But he didn't want to overstep a boundary, or trip her up. He was afraid to even breathe next to her, as if it might make her flutter away like a butterfly, and then it would all be over.

She chewed subconsciously on her lower lip.

"Okay,"she said, looking over at him. "If I did it, if I did it just for the bonus, just the one time... I think I know which one I'd choose."

She rolled onto her side and let the other strap slide from her shoulder. Her nipples were hard, her eyes on fire. "You wanna know which one it is?"

Ethan's mouth opened, as if he was going to actually say something. But words eluded him, so he just nodded.

"Can I ask you for a favor, baby?" she said, playing with the strap of her nightie. She tugged it down to give him a glimpse of her areola, her fingers playing along the slouched collar.

She could ask him for anything, and he would do it. Why didn't she know this?

"It's sort of... I don't know. Weird."

"Tori,"he breathed. "What is it?"

"Well," she said, rolling onto her stomach again and pulling up a file. The man she chose was called "Adam," and he had a ten-inch cock- a very thick one - and a toned and athletic body. "I know this is going to sound weird, but can you..." she sat up on her knees and wriggled out of her negligee, pushing it down her torso, to her hips, and then lifting her ass to pull it away just enough that her bottom was bared. She left the lacy garment bunched up and squeezed between her thighs and her calves.

"Do you think you could, you know... do stuff to me... while I look at this?" She looked over at him.

His wife, Victoria Brooks-Blake, the fair flaxen-haired, expensive, gorgeous, proper little rich girl, with her bounty of breasts and pink nipples and a smooth stomach and even smoother thighs, sitting on her heels with her hands folded in her lap and her silk negligee bunched up mid-thigh, blinked at him with her long, natural eyelashes.

She would like him to "do stuff to her" while she looked at a black man's cock.

Could he do that?

"Is it too crazy?" she said, when he stared at her for a long time, dumbstruck. "See, this is what I'm worried about, baby -"

"No. No," he said, rising up on his own knees and working his way behind her, because that was the only place to go and not block her view of the laptop. He ran his fingers down her arms and then seized her big, bouncy tits in each hand, his fingers rolling the nipples. He was pleased to hear her such in her breath, and squirm in his hands. "That's so hot," he whispered into her ear. "I've been waiting all night for you to ask me to do that."

Tori smiled, bending her neck a little as she did, tipping her head,spilling her long hair all over his arm. She flipped through some pictures, her eyes rigidly fixated on the sizable cock. And then she rose up, lifted the laptop with one hand, and moved it forward. She crawled forward after it, onto her hands and knees.

A glance backward, over her shoulder.

Her perfect ass, framed below by the bunched-up negligee.

Her pussy, glistening with excitement that had smeared onto each of her inner thighs.

The faint scent of pineapple in the air.

The series of pale-skinned swells and fine pink lines that made up her pussy, her ass, her inner and outer labia, all folded neatly into soft mounds beneath her tiny pink asshole.

One last grin from Tori before she turned and stared at a black cock.

Not just any black cock.

A cock that might someday be inside her pussy.

He placed a hand on her ass and sunk his thumb into her flesh. Her pussy crackled wetly as his plunged in: inside, she was hot, and juices rolled down to his knuckle before her muscles spasmed with his touch.She bucked against his hand, forcing his thumb in deeper. The walls of her pussy squeezed against him.

Over her head, he stared at the cock on the screen.

If he put it inside the very fleshy cocoon that was enclosed around his finger, what would happen to Tori's pussy?

He fumbled to get himself out of the boxers he was wearing. The elastic snapped against his scrotum accidentally, and he hissed.

Tori didn't notice. She was mesmerized by the cock.

"Not that I'd do it," she slurred, her accent reverting to the thick,syrupy drawl of her youth, as it did when she was distracted, "but if I did, I'd pick this guy."

Ethan shuddered.

She looked back at him again. "Baby. Are you going to fuck me, or what?"

"Are you going to pretend that guy's fucking you?"

She returned her gaze to the screen, not before he saw her smile. "Maybe."

He seized her hips and rammed his cock into her pussy. Hard. Almost instantly, he was ready to spew his cum inside her. Tori gasped, and kept her eyes on the screen.

"You wish you had a big black cock in your pussy, is that it?" he heard himself saying.

"Oh oh, oh that feels good. Oh, baby, fuck me hard like that!" she squealed.

"Tell me what you want," he growled.

Tori twisted her feet. She hung her head as he hammered her for bit, her hair spilling onto the laptop keyboard. Ethan looked at the huge, veiny cock on the screen as he slid his hand to her neck and started to fuck her slowly. He found her hair and made a fist, pulling her hair back so she had to look up at the screen.

"You gonna fuck this cock? Hmm, baby? You want it don't you?"

Tori moaned. "Oh, baby," she breathed. "Oh, baby, don't stop... I..."

"Tell me you want to fuck this black cock."

Tori laughed, and she couldn't have known that derisive way she did it would send him over the edge. He started to lose control of himself:he wasn't coming, but he started to fuck her in order to do so, and there was nothing that stop him.

Luckily, Tori was close as well. She laughed, a sultry, nasalized laugh that sounded to laughing like her accent sounded to speaking: expensive,sexual, hot.

"Yeah,baby," she mewled, staring at another man's cock with lust in her eyes. "I want him to fuck me just like this."

Cum was already spewing from the tip of his cock when he began to fuck Tori as hard as he probably ever had, and he kept going through the pain until Tori yelped, and he felt the familiar pop of her orgasm: a spasm all along the length of his cock, and then the liquid that oozed from all directions and bathed his cock in syrup so hot, he almost had to pull out from the heat of it.

***

Des Price was "certainly assured of himself," as Tori put it, because he sent them room service at ten am, which happened to be precisely the time that they were so worn out that they needed food -in an existential way.

"Meet me in the art gallery at one?" Tori read aloud, shaking her head and chewing on some strawberries. ""To go over the details?" She tucked the note back among the dishes and flowers and shook her head. "He just has everyone all figured out, doesn't he presume?"

Tori's most high-falutin' accent was firing on all cylinders, so Ethan wasn't exactly sure how to take that comment.

If her level of enthusiasm and willingness to pretend she was being fucked by "Adam" were anything to go by, Ethan would say she was all-in on Des Price's plan.

But as always, Tori was not a sure thing, and her mind wasn't a readable as it seemed at first glance.

So he waited, while Tori tore through an unusual number of calories and liquid, seemingly unbothered by all of it.

"Well,"she said, at last, standing up and letting the loose robe she'd brought with her slide from her shoulders and down to the floor,revealing her naked and cum-stained body. "Might as well go down there, I've never been. I'm taking a shower first, though."

She looked over her shoulder and giggled on her way into the bathroom.

Ethan joined her and suds her body up with a loofah and her own expensive soap. "So," he said, biting into her shoulder. "What's the verdict for Mr. Price?"

Tori played her fingers over her own arms absent-mindedly under the water while knots twisted in Ethan's stomach.

"Baby tell me the truth," she said, turning to him suddenly. "And I'll tell you, okay?"

"Okay," Ethan agreed, stomach twisting.

"Would you really want me to... you know? Go through with it?"

"I told you I did."

"I know," Tori said, turning around, and taking the loofah from his hands. She became suddenly childlike in moments like these, where she wanted approval for something. Usually, the affect irritated Ethan:it was a move she'd obviously learned from a lifetime of being spoiled by her father, who she still annoyingly called "daddy."

Now that she was doing it - the high-pitched voice, the tilted head, the childish gestures and language - to seek approval from him, for permission to actually sleep with a black man, well... it was different.

"I just wanna make sure you're like, serious," she cooed, as if her IQ were twenty points lower and she wasn't a grown woman at all. "You won't get angry with me if I actually do it."

She stroked her arm with the loofah.

"Baby?"

Ethan put his mouth close to her neck, pushing aside her wet hair to get to it. "I want it more than anything, Tori," he said. His cock had come to life, and bounced against her lower back.

"Okay," Tori said, facing the wall, letting her arms drop to her sides."Because I think I'm gonna tell him yes. Just this one time. So I can have the experience. And then..." she lifted the loofah again and began to suds her arm. "We'll just take our fifty thousand, and... I don't know. Go on vacation with it."

Tori shrugged and turned toward him, smiling. Her eyes dropped to his hard cock.

She smiled again. "I guess you are tellin' me the truth, baby,"she said, reaching down to brush her fingers over his dick.

"But we have to get cracking, honey," she said, and she slipped from his hands and out of the shower, as if they'd done nothing more than decide where they were going to eat lunch.

***

"I'm pleased to hear it," Des Price said, his hands behind his back and eyes scanning a large artwork in the The Mansion gallery collection.

He looked at Tori. "How are you with art?" he asked her.

"I'm… not an expert," she stammered, looking at the painting.

"I don't like purchasing things when I can't understand their value," Des confessed, reaching for the laptop bag in Ethan's hand, which Ethan lifted to hand to him.

Des was uninterested in checking on his insanely valuable laptop, and instead dove into a side pocket in the leather case. "I'll leave these agreements with you, if you wish to have legal counsel review them," he said, taking out a leather portfolio folder sealed with a gold clasp. "As soon as they're signed, you'll have access to my personal contact information. I am, of course, available to you day and night, barring that another emergency is taking place at the same time."

"I see," Tori said, suddenly all business. "And just how, exactly will this all work, Mr. Price?"

He smiled. "I can only tell you so much until those papers are signed, of course, but essentially it will work like this: I will deliver your advance to you however you wish to receive it. Cash. Offshore accounts - most clients prefer that, naturally - or even Bitcoin. And then I will make the arrangements for you to meet Adam. Now... I must tell you, just to avoid any nasty surprises, that you may have to travel to a less-than-optimal destination. This is to avoid any prying eyes, and I'm afraid there really cannot be any leeway on this one issue - this is all in the agreement, of course." Des smiled at them. "Unless, of course, you want to meet the bull in your home?"

He looked at them, as if this was something they might wish to do. Tori looked at Ethan, and they both said, at the same time, "No."

Des removed a printed business card with a single phone number printed on it. "This number is mine until Monday afternoon. Please call me when the papers are signed, or if you need more time - you will need a new number after that point. This number is a messaging service, just leave your own number and nothing more."

Tori took the number and stared at the card. "This is all very...like espionage, Mr. Price, for something that's supposedly so legal."

Des smiled calmly. "Some of it, Victoria, is a little over the top, to be sure. I find so myself. But then..." he looked up at the painting, before looking back at them, "Isn't everything, in luxury services? Over the top, that is?"

Victoria snickered and brought a finger to her nose. "Well, all right then," she said, glancing at Ethan.

Des offered his hand to Ethan, who shook it, and then to Tori. But he lifted her hand to his lips instead of shaking it, and looked at her over his kiss.

"I'm delighted to have you aboard, Victoria Brooks-Blake."

Tori folded her hands neatly in front of her and looked at the painting,until she was sure Price was gone. She gave a quick glance around the gallery before looking at Ethan.

"Lordy."


Chapter nine


He was tall. Well-dressed.

When he put his hand on the back of the chair next to her, and she saw the ebony tone of it, the girth of his fingers and the carefully manicured nails, her insides seemed to melt into a liquid and slosh gently inside. She could feel the heat between her legs, as instant as a fever, and her pussy was wet enough to seep into her panties by the time he sat down.

"Victoria," he said. It was a statement, not a question. His tone was warm, almost soothing. She looked at his face: the large lips, the white teeth, the very dark eyes in which something feral seemed to brew.

"I'm Adam. An associate of Des Price."

She was too stunned to move.

"Adam" slid his hand over to her fingers, which were frozen to the base of her wine glass. He brushed just the tips of them, and the contact seemed to activate a hidden wire inside her. It ran from the tips of her fingers to the center of her clit, and it sizzled like a power line in a summer rain.

"I'm going to buy you a drink."

He motioned for the bartender, while Tori stared at him. In all her life, she'd never been on this end of a conversation: too stunned to speak, a docile damsel with no control over the situation. She was stiff, and she could feel it. After a moment, she realized she wasn't breathing at all.

She heard the puff of her breath when she did, and a flush rose over her cheeks. Her eyes were on his chest, his broad shoulders, the contours of muscle that rose up from beneath the layers of fabric in his suit.

This couldn't possibly, she thought, swallowing the feeling with a gulp that burned as guiltily as a swig of hard alcohol or a glob of rich butter in her throat, be what Ethan wants me to be feeling.

He paid with an American Express gold card and left the tab open. The bartender set a dark purple drink in front of each of them.

"Negroni,"he said. "To break the ice."

She touched the glass.

He drank his, looking at her over the rim.

"This really is your first time," he commented, with a warm smile. His eyes scanned the bar, and he waited until no one was ostensibly listening. "You ain't never fucked a black guy before?"

Tori dropped her eyes and shook her head minutely. Her eyes were on his hands. They were large, the palms a pale cafe au lait. "I, uh..." she looked up at him. "This is my first time with...anyone... besides..."

His teeth came out to pull his lower lip into his mouth and suck on it. His eyes never wavered from hers, and she struggled to keep looking at them, because she felt like they were breaking her down on a molecular level. She was turning to sludge. She had forgotten to breathe again.

"You ain't never been with nobody but your husband?"

She exhaled. "Huh. Um, not since... there was one guy, in college."

"Mmm-hmm." He leaned toward her. "I'll tell you what, Victoria. Tha tis some real hot shit. And you a fine woman. Damn. What's that accent I hear, baby doll?"

Men did not speak to Victoria Annabel Brooks-Blake like this. It was not done. Not a single man in her entire life had possessed the nerve to say anything like any of that to her.

And what did she do?

She answered. "Georgia."

"Georgia," he imitated her accent. Poorly. "Dang." Then he grinned. "Your daddy didn't own no plantation, did he?"

Her mouth fell open, and he smiled. "Girl, simmer down, I'm just playin' with you. Anyway, that's all right by me. Anything a girl like you wanna do to make her daddy mad, or her man mad, or just because she wanna have a good time, it's all right by me."

His eyes looked her up and down, and she felt like he had somehow stripped her clothes off in the process. "So you need a gentle hand, then, this time. Is that it?"

Victoria felt her face getting red, and for the first time in her life, she wasn't sure at all what to do with herself.

She was utterly, totally, losing her composure.

She looked at her drink. "I... Adam, right? You will have to excuse me, I am just... I am not sure what to do at this moment."

Adam grinned and nudged her drink into her hand, then closed her fingers around it. "You just have a sip of that, baby, when you ready. And take a breath, we ain't doin' nothin' more than just talkin' right now. You a real fine girl, you ain't never had a man buy you a drink at the bar?"

She lifted the glass to her lips. She shook her head, and he smiled. "I mean, yes," she stammered. "Just not..." She gave upon her sentence and sipped.

"Uh-huh,"he said, leaning back with a smug grin. "I know your type. Men too afraid to talk to you." he laughed softly, looking around. "All these fuckers got so much damn money, but they gotta play by all these rules." He shook his head.

Tori sipped more of the drink. She was warming up to this Adam. At least he was honest.

And he was disturbingly hot.

"There, see that? Have some more. Not too much, just enough to calm them nerves."

She sipped, and then swallowed much more of the drink than she probably should have.

"We just talkin'. Okay? You get the feelin' you don't wanna go through with nothin,' then all you gotta do is go back to your own room, and I'll go back to mine." He looked over at her again. "But I gotta tell you, Victoria... that gonna disappoint me."

"Is it?" she managed to say. She played with her glass. "I'd have thought a guy like you would just move on to the next best thing."

"There we go. Des told me you had a real sharp tongue,"he said, clinking his glass against hers. "I got a real tight contract about that kind of thing, though."

"I see," she said,regaining some of her composure. She started to turn in her chair to glance toward Ethan, because she wanted to make sure he was there.

Adam moved swiftly, getting a finger to her chin and tilting her head back with a motion that was as gentle as it was strong. "Nuh-uh, baby, you don't gotta look over there at him. He's got his eyes right on you, and you makin' him squirm. And that's what he wants you to do. So you just keep doing it. You bein' a good girl, givin' your man what he wants. And he bein' a good husband, 'cause he lettin' you have some fun. With a real man."

Tori inhaled slowly. "I, uh... "

"Listen.Here's how it's gonna go, all right Victoria?" He leaned closer to her, his hand moving along her jawline, caressing her cheek with a gentle touch. When his fingers made their way into her hair, they moved in a flutter that sent chills racing down her scalp and over her shoulders.

In the thicket of her hair, just above her neck, where his hand was buried beneath her magnificent mane of gold, his fingers closed into a fist and he slowly twisted his hand to pull on her it.It was gentle, but firm, and she was in his grip and knew that if she'd wanted to, she couldn't have moved her head away.

"We gonna have a drink. Get to know each other a little. "His fingers let go of her hair and moved through the long locks, tickling her, sending goosebumps racing all over her arms. His hand dropped to the outside of her arm, the back of his hand against her skin. He watched his own hand, and she stared at his lips, which hovered very close to hers. "Your skin so soft, girl. Feels as good as pussy."

Victoria had no control over her face as her mouth fell open in shock.

He looked up at her, his hand moving down to hers. "I know, you gotta act scandalized, huh? Because all them polo boys would never say somethin' like that in the same room as you, would they?" he had her hand in his, and his eyes briefly looked over her shoulder,then around the bar, before he guided her hand to his own thigh.

"Yeah, and they never tell you they gonna take you upstairs and bend you over," he continued, moving her hand to the middle of his thigh,and then down into his inseam. The back of her hand brushed against the hard tip of his cock.

Her eyes fell to his leg, to confirm with her vision what she was feeling. It was dim beneath the lip of the bar and his suit was dark, but there was no hiding that a hard, cylindrical shape - thick, twitching - ran along his thigh to where her hand had brushed.

He smiled when she looked back up at him, and he brought her hand to his lips and closed them around her pointer finger, on the side, and flicked his tongue at her skin briefly, before releasing it.

"Or maybe first I'm gonna lay you out, lick that pussy til you come, and then watch your face when you get that cock inside you. You gonna feel it, way deep in there."

She was unable to say anything. She felt her lips tremble, parted slightly, and her heart was beating so fast and hard she knew h could see it in the hollow of her throat.

"Yeah,you gonna be a challenge for me, baby," he said, picking up his drink. He swallowed the rest of it and looked over at the bartender. "Another one for me, man. Not her."

He smiled. "I gotta do something to keep myself in check, baby doll. Because I bet you never been fucked 'til you can't walk, have you?" He grinned. "Nobody ever said anything like that to you, have they?"

She shook her head.

"So listen, I'm here to give you whatever you want. You want me to say shit to you like, 'I would be most delighted if you would accompany me to my suite so we can make tender love,' then I'll do that."

Victoria smiled as she lifted her glass again, giving her head a tiny shake.

"That's what I thought. Thank you, close that out for me, man." Adam took his drink and held it up toward Victoria for a toast. "So we gonna play this how you like, down here. You wanna talk a bit, that's fine. Send your boy there some messages, you know, whatever. You just tell me what you want and I'll deliver."

"This is so scandalous," she whispered into her drink.

"It ain't, really," Adam said. "At least not to me. You rich folk a whole 'nother story."

Victoria laughed.

"Is your name really Adam?"

He snorted. "How many black guys you met named Adam?"

She looked at him. "I'm a rich girl from Sweetwater, Georgia," she told him.

"Aha. Yeah, well. You gonna meet a brother named Gary before you meet one named Adam."

Victoria laughed with him.

"You really a Victoria?"

She nodded.

"Yeah, ain't no point to a fake name, all you rich people know each other, that's right. Folks call you Vicky?"

"No."

"Mmm-hmm." Adam leaned in toward her, putting his hand on her knee, the palm tilted to the inside of her leg. "Don't worry 'bout that,"he said, when she looked around, alarmed. "Ain't nobody can see it." His fingers slid slowly along the inside of her thigh, just a few inches. He stroked the center of her leg and heat gathered at the nape of her neck. Her lips parted.

"Send your man a text message or something. Tell him you like me. Tell him your panties wet. He gonna like that."

Tori blushed. Adam looked over her shoulder. "Yeah, he's gettin' all worked up. Tell him you gonna go through with it, you like me."

"I don't..." Tori stammered.

"He do," Adam said. "He likes it. You know what he'd really like, baby doll? Is if you went to the bathroom, and took them panties off, and then dropped them off at his table."

"I am not doing that,"Tori said, feeling like she had a fever.

Adam leaned back. "Too soon, huh?" He sucked on his lower lip again. "That's all right. You know, you the first girl I ever done this with it's her first time."

"Oh, my," Tori said.

"Yeah.Oh my," Adam agreed, chuckling.


Chapter ten


I like him.

I think I want to go through with it.

Suite 2102.



Ethan stared at Tori's text, his mouth dry.

She was facing the opposite direction, her head tipped toward the man Des had sent to seduce her.

At first, he had been sure that Tori would back out. It had been one thing fantasizing about a man named "Adam," but Tori had never even been in a room with a black man – other than Des, he supposed – for more than five minutes.

He would have bet a whole load of money on her backing down.

Now that she wasn't, he was left in a predicament that he hadn't thought through ahead of time: he needed to get up, go to the suite, and arrange himself some way that he could just watch.

As this beast of a black man had sex with his wife.

For real.

His heart was beating so fast he could hear a ringing in his ears. He jostled the table when he stood up, and managed to right himself, turn, and begin walking through the bar. He realized he hadn't paid his tab and stopped dead in his tracks.

The man with Tori caught his eye and smiled. Then he leaned casually over to the bartender and pointed at Ethan. "I'll get that guy's tab, man. That guy right there." He kept his eyes on Ethan the whole time.

Tori turned to him, and met his eyes. She bit her lower lip and let her eyes widen.

"Uh, thanks... sir, uh... man."

"Ain't no thing. Corporate account," he said, waving one of his enormous hands at Ethan carelessly.

So Ethan carried on, walking past them, his eyes dropping to take in the black hand that fell back down to Tori's knee, and lingered there,stroking the delicate interior of her leg.

The elevator seemed to stagnate, and it, the air seemed to be sucked clean of oxygen and superheated. The corridors seemed to elongate. He got off on the wrong floor.

They were in a 4-star airport hotel in Cleveland, because it was a place that seemed certain to have no one they would ever, ever cross paths with in it. He surveyed the room when he opened the door: it was the nicest suite available, tucked away where there was no foot traffic.

He turned on the lights and inspected the surroundings: it was a long, long, way from the 5-star suites he and Tori were accustomed to, but still very nice. The difference, however, felt like a degradation. It seemed seamy and cheap.

He helped himself to the alcohol in the mini-bar, which had to be placed in a plastic cup with no ice - because retrieving ice would take him away from the room and he needed to settle in.

He adjusted the lighting and an armchair so that he could sit in relative shadows.

Once seated, his heart started racing. His hands were clammy and his throat was dry.

Tori was going through with this, his mind kept repeating.

Going through with having sex with another man.

A black man.

It felt like he had a rock in his throat when he swallowed. At the corners of his eyes, a dangerous-seeming smattering of colorful stars were encroaching at the very edges. His blood pressure was probably through the roof.

He reminded himself of a few things. One, that Des had assured him that this man, whoever he was, was a professional. This was his job. He was free of STDs, he was firing blanks, he was discrete, he was not a maniac.

He chugged the whiskey he'd poured into the cup and discovered, to his distaste, that it was cheap rum. But the heat of it calmed him. He considered getting up for another one, faltered, then jumped and clumsily hurried to the bar to sneak away four small bottles.

This was one thing he would do better, if Tori decided to go through with this... insane plan.

He felt like he was trying to drive a vehicle from the back seat, on icy roads, with a blindfold on. None of this was what he had envisioned.

If the truth were told, he didn't think he'd ever envisioned this as a reality.

This was Victoria. His wife Victoria.

Classy ,proper, "that is just how things are done," Victoria.

And in a matter of minutes, those gigantic hands would be all over her body.

That man's cock would be in her pussy.

There was no taking that back.

And how would Tori act, here in a room with her husband in a corner, watching her fuck another man? Would she wrap her legs around him in the same way, ankles linked, glossy fingernails leaving indents in his neck? Would she kiss him on the mouth? Would she gasp when he pussy throbbed and she came, her eyes fluttering like she was about to have a fainting spell?

Or would she be different?

Which one did he want?

He dropped his eyes to his uncomfortable crotch, where a spot of wetness was spreading at the seam. His cock ached. If he didn't consciously control his breathing, it was rapid and harsh, like an animal's.

He was suddenly very grateful to Des Price for his guidance, his insistence on having this "dress rehearsal." All along he had believed it was for Tori's sake, but he was the one losing his shit here.

Tori,at the bar, had seemed as put together as she ever was.

What did that mean?

The door clicked, and beeped, and then clicked again, and it swung open.From where he was, he could only hear them for a moment, as they walked in. He heard the deep baritone of a male voice, speaking low.

And then he saw Tori, unusually hesitant, walking in with his hands on her shoulders and his lips close to her ear.

"See there? He's all nice and settled in."

The man let go of her shoulders, and slid out of his suit jacket, before hanging it up.

Tori surveyed the room, her purse in her hands, the distaste for the lower-class surroundings smoothed over in such a way that only Ethan would recognize it there. She glanced at him, and then back at the man.

"I'm Adam," he told Ethan, loosening his tie.

Ethan forced himself to nod, coolly, and keep his eyes from dropping to what he'd already seen and wanted to stare at: the enormous lump running along the inseam of Adam's right leg, pressing out against the suit fabric.

The tie was off, and Tori was still standing uncertainly in the center of the room. Adam undid a few buttons of his shirt, and moved to the mini-bar, where he crouched and dug in. "I see you didn't see my chilled glasses," he commented, clinking into the back of the fridge. He set three glasses on the counter above it, and they turned white with condensation. "Just 'cuz we slummin' it here in Cleveland, don't mean we gotta be barbarians." He stood up."Glass, man?" he asked Ethan.

Tori looked down at the floor as Ethan shrugged and said, "sure."

Adam walked the glass over to him and surveyed the table. "You good with that... man, what you drinkin? Rum?"

"I'm good,"

Adam tisked and looked back at Tori, who was still looking at the floor. She stepped out of one shoe and down to the carpet.

"Oh,no, baby, don't do that, I like it when you got those heels on."

Tori looked at him and stepped out of her other shoe. "I have stockings on."

"Mmm-hmm. Course you do. But they ain't those granny stockings, are they? They just the ones that come up to your thigh. You can leave those on too.That's real hot."

Tori looked at him and for a moment, Ethan was sure she was going to say something icy and Southern, but technically polite, and storm out. Instead, she glanced at Ethan, and then stepped back into her shoes.

"That's good," Adam said, sitting down on the bed and facing her. "I like that." He unbuttoned his shirt completely and looked at Tori. "How you like to do this, baby doll? Hmm? You wanna lead,or you want me to tell you what to do?"

Tori chewed nervously on her lip. "I thought that, uh, Des... you know..."

He grinned at her, and then at Ethan. "Man, she real shy, ain't she?" Back to Tori. He extended a hand and clapped it against his palm. "Come here, sweetheart, just stand right here for a second."

Ethan inhaled, and it felt like gasoline fumes, as Tori hesitantly stepped toward Adam.

"Now Des," Adam said, putting his hands on Tori's knees, wrapping them around the back, where his fingers made slow circles on the sensitive skin at the back of them. "He just get the broad outlines. Like if you want it in the ass, or you don't... if you gonna let me throat fuck you, shit like that. Don't worry, you lookin' scared, I know that's all outta the question for you." He pulled her closer by jerking on her knees slightly, pulling them apart, spreading them around his own legs. Tori was surprised at first, and then sank onto his lap, as his hands moved to her ass and palmed each cheek.

Tori's arms hung limply at her sides. Ethan couldn't tell if this was from shock, or deliberate. Who knew? He'd never jerked her onto his lap like that, staring into her eyes.

"The rest of this stuff, we gotta get a feel for each other." Adam was looking at Tori's breasts, enjoying them just inches from his face.

"Now,"he said, looking up at her. "You the kind of girl who wants to lead? Or you the kind of girl wants a man to tell her what to do? I'm talking about in the bedroom, baby." He looked over at Ethan briefly. "Ain't a woman on this planet want a man tellin' her what to do anywhere else. But here... yeah, you strike me as the type." He put his mouth close to Tori's left nipple, which was hardened and pressing through her bra and the dress, and bit gently.

Then he looked up at her. "That it? You the type?"

His hands moved to the back of her dress, and skillfully found the short zipper at the low waist. He pulled it down smoothly, and the black broke apart to reveal mostly skin, and a sliver shiny black lace at the top of Tori's panties.

"Put them hands on my shoulders, baby," he said, and Tori complied.

"That's it." He he moved his hands to Tori's thighs and started to push the skirt part of her dress slowly up, until it was bunched around her hips. Then he looked down at her thighs, his fingers on the lace tops of her stockings. "Mmm-hmm," he said. "Yeah, I like them stockings. Help my grip, when I'm holding you open."

His thumbs shifted upward, and he crawled with his fingers toward her waist, until his thumbs grazed her black panties. He grinned, and inhaled through his nose. "She real wet. You smell real good. That's good, baby. 'Cause this is a big cock you gonna have in there."

Tori mewled, her lips parting, as Adam stroked her panties with one slow-moving thumb.

"Yeah. That's a nice little button, nice and fat. Easy to find. I'm gonna lick that baby, and I'm gonna make you come. And then you gonna scream, little doll, because I ain't gonna let you rest none before I get myself in there." He dropped his eyes to his fingers,stroking her panties. "Mmm."

Ethan was frozen in the chair, his blood turned to ice water. Only his cock was alive and warm, twitching painfully against the confines of his pants.

"Standup for me baby, take that dress off the right way, I don't need no bill for some five-thousand dollar Chanel dress or whatever-all that is, you know what I mean?" He looked over at Ethan. "My ass turns into a minimum wage earner, I rip your expensive shit." He slapped Tori gently on the ass, twice. "Come on."

Tori stood up, and the dress clung to her haphazardly. It was shocking enough to see just that: Tori's dress bunched up and half-unzipped,wrinkles creasing in her perfect couture.

"There you go, just pull it off one shoulder at a time. Yeah."

Tori slid one shoulder off, then the other, and hesitated before letting them fall away from her breasts. She kept her hands pressed to the front of her body to keep the material from slipping away and falling to the floor.

Adam murmured something Ethan couldn't hear, and reached forward to Tori's wrist. He drove a single finger beneath her top wrist, and flicked it, making Tori's hand fall to the side. He repeated this with the other hand, until the dress sagged to her waist, and clung to her hips.

He reached low with his other hand, all the while looking at Tori's face, a hunger growing in his eyes. Ethan had the distinct sensation that his own presence had fallen away for both of them.

Adam tugged at the hemline of the skirt, to slide the dress over her hips and round bottom. It cascaded in waves to the floor.

"Damn,"he clicked. "You a real thoroughbred, ain't you, honey?" His eyes traveled lecherously all over Tori's body, while Tori stood with her arms limp at her sides, her feet still inside the crumpled dress.

Adam slid a hand up to her ass and grinned when he encountered bare skin.Tori was wearing a thong-style pair of panties, with a fat v-shaped swath of expensive, delicate lace spreading out and framing the lower half of her ass in delicate black rosettes and transparent fabric.The matching bra was a size too small, making her full breasts overflow from their sheer black encasement.

Adam put a hand to the waist of her panties, hooked it beneath the fabric,and ran it along the hem to the center of her legs. Then he worked a finger in, straight to her pussy. Ethan heard the sticky echo of his flesh plunging into Tori's folds.

He took it out and brought it to his nose, inhaling. Then he tasted it.

"Mmm. All right. I'm just gonna pull this down one second and take a look at your pretty little pussy, okay?" But his hands were already at her hips, already peeling the panties down, pulling them away from her ass and pussy, then down to mid-thigh, where he left them.

He stared at Tori's smooth, waxed slit- nothing more than a pink gash in her creamy skin. He left the panties between her legs and put his hands on her hips, thumbs pointed to her opening.

Ethan's eyes went wide as his fingertips indented her ass cheeks, and a sticky plunge was audible as he sank his thumbs into her gash. Tori's body shuddered visibly, from shoulders to ankles, as Adam made obvious contact with her clit.

Then he slowly slid the panties back up. "I want you to get down on your knees, baby doll. Upon them, though, 'cause I'm real tall. Just sink right down there, give your man a nice view."

Ethan was briefly afraid that Tori was going to react badly to this. And then he was afraid, deep in his ball sack, when she simply... obeyed.

Sh sank down to her knees, falling to them in control, as Adam stood up.He put a hand down to her head and bent to catch the underside of her jaw. He tilted her face up to look at him. "Yeah, girl, just like that. Tip that head back and take a good look."

He pulled his shirt away from his bare chest, revealing well-sculpted muscle, an expanse of dark skin without a single hair.

Ethan's eyes snapped to Tori's face. She was mesmerized.

"Now, I gonna take it out," Adam was saying, unbuckling an expensive belt. "And you gonna take a nice long look at it before you touch it."

He extricated himself smoothly, and quickly, from the pants and his boxers, which he pushed and help to fall to his to his knees. He shimmied a little to get them off, but by then Tori - and Ethan -were fixated only on his cock.

It was the thickest cock Ethan had ever seen, and long. The skin was smooth and the shape pretty, but gnarly veins wrapped around the underside and along the shaft. It must have been nine inches long, at the very least.

But its girth was the most impressive, and terrifying thing about it.

Ethan was unable to take his own eyes from the slab of meat, and the oily cream bubbling from the crown, which Adam wiped with his hand and spread over his crown. Another one oozed out to take its place.

His attention shifted to Tori's eyes, which were locked on the cock in front of her. They seemed wide, alert... almost frightened. But she didn't move, or lose her cool.

She just stared.

Adam wrapped one of his giant paws around his shaft, at the base. He guided it to Tori's cheek and smeared the precum on her skin.

"That the biggest cock you ever seen, baby?" he slurred at her.

Tori just stared, and nodded.

"You ever sucked a big dick before? Dick like this one?"

Tori looked up at him and shook her head.

"You gonna try it, aren't you? Yeah. You wanna try it."

Tori's mouth puffed open. "It's so big..." she whispered. She sat back on her heels and looked up at Adam. She shook her head very lightly. "I don't think I can get it."

"Nah,"Adam chuckled. "You can't. Not yet. But you gonna try it. You just gonna open up that sweet little mouth for me."

Ethan groaned, as his stomach cramped violently with pain that reached into his nut sack.

"And then we gonna work on it. 'Cause I know you wanna feel it all the way back there."

He was sliding the tip over Tori's lower lip as he spoke the final half of his sentence, because Tori had opened her mouth for him.

"Put that hand up here, there you go... yeah, wrap it around, feel how fat that is. Now squeeze that, baby, because I'm about to nut right on your face, and I wanna dump this load in that little pussy."

Ethan looked at Tori, who seemed so mesmerized by Adam's cock that she simply obeyed him: she reached for the base, and closed her fingers around it. They didn't meet her thumb, and Tori's fingers were long and slender, just like her legs.

Adam smeared precum on her lips before moving his fingers to her head. He didn't grasp her, or pull her - rather, he balanced his fingers on her scalp, just above her left ear, and fed his dick into her mouth slowly.

Ethan's attention shifted to Tori's lips, straining to accommodate him. Her nostrils flared, and the inches of meat just kept sliding in, until he saw her stomach muscles rebel and spasm. A glugging gag came from her mouth, and Adam smiled, slowly retracting his cock by moving his hips back.

"Lookup here, baby," he told her. "Mmm-hmm. You got some tears in those eyes, that's the kinda thing Des gonna wanna get on that first shot." He pushed himself slowly back in. "That the biggest cock you ever had in your mouth? Nod for me, baby, real gentle though."

Tori nodded, looking up at him. He shifted, moving forward, spreading his legs out a little to lower his crotch as he got closer. "Take a little bit more, baby. Eyes up here. That makin' your jaw sore?"

Tori nodded, and blinked, Her breath was ragged from her nostrils, and Ethan could see that her eyes were wet.

"Hey ,man," Ethan said, suddenly worried.

Adam looked over at him, dropping his hand to Tori's head. He stroked her hair, rather than cupping her skull, like Ethan thought he would. "Man, she all right, she gagging a little but she gettin over it. I ain't holdin' her there." He looked back at Tori. "Am I? She just want it. That's it baby, fuck, take a little more."

Adam moved his hips, fucking Tori's mouth very gently, a few strokes. Tori was gagging, and struggling to breathe, but she could have easily pulled away if she'd wanted to.

Adam slid out of her mouth. The sticky rippling of his skin and her saliva-coated lips crackled over their heavy breathing. Tori's lipstick was smeared, her mouth wet, a long string of spit hung in the air between her lower lip and the tip of Adam's cock before falling to her chest.

Adam grinned and took Tori's hand from his dick. She was still holding it, panting, staring at the length of purplish flesh with a vacant, obsessive expression on her face.

"Okay, baby, that's enough of that for now," Adam said, pulling her hand until she rose to her feet. "I got control, but not that much." Adam put hand around her back and supported her as he leaned in to her chest. With his free hand, he pulled her left bra strap down, tearing something in the process. He pushed against her back and lowered his head to her tits, taking nearly all of her left breast between his big lips.

Then he swung around so Victoria's back was to the bed, and tossed her onto it as soon as he'd had his fill of her tits. Victoria looked surprised, and pushed up on her elbows. To Ethan's horror, though,her eyes went straight to Adam's cock.

It bobbed in the air, erect and thick, shiny with Victoria's spit.

Ethan stared at Victoria's face. Her eyes were focused with interest that he had never seen capture her gaze that way. An intensity of focus that looked zoological made her features distorted to him, so that for a moment she was not herself. She pushed herself back, using her feet, in two panther-like movements. She was resting on her elbows, one tit puffing from the confines of her torn bra, the other spilling from the remains of it. Adam stepped out of his pants, and she stared at his cock the whole time.

"Slide those panties off, baby. Here," Tori slid them down and he helped her once they got to her middle thigh. He jerked them down,lifting her legs, and only paused to be careful at her feet, so he wouldn't pull off her shoes.

He tossed the panties at Ethan, who balled them limply in his hand. They were soaked, the sticky juices clinging to his palm.

"You got some long legs, don't you?" Adam asked her.

She was still staring at his cock.

"Spread those legs out for me baby. Sit back up against all them pillows and spread those legs wide for me."

While Tori obeyed him, Adam kept his eyes on her but strolled to the mini-bar, where he poured something into one of the glasses and took a sip of it.

Tori was now propped against the headboard and pillows, her legs spread open, her sticky wet gash yawning wide for Adam and Ethan to see. The pink folds were swollen and glistening. He stockings were still perfectly in place, rings of black lace wrapped snugly on her smooth thighs. Like the frame of a picture, the centerpiece her sodden gash.

Adam sipped his drink and put one knee at a time on the end of the bed.

"Show me how you stroke your pussy, baby doll."

Victoria hesitated, snapping out of her reverie for a moment.

Adam shook his head, moving closer one knee at a time, sipping his drink.His cock swung wildly with each movement, but in spite of its weight, it remained pointed erect in front of him. He caught it with one hand and pointed with his drink at Victoria's pussy with the other. "I like to do some research, baby, before I dive in there. You just show me what you do."

Tori glanced at Ethan, and then her eyes returned to Adam's cock.

"Don't worry, you gonna get some. Just show me what I want to see, honey."

Tori slid her hand down to her pussy, and slipped one gleaming manicured finger to her clit. She stroked her button and shuddered, then began to rub it faster.

Adam watched, as did Ethan. It was a glorious scene, the kind of thing Tori had never, ever done for him - maybe because he had never asked,he couldn't ask.

"Okay, that's good, I got it now." Adam shoved the glass toward Tori,who took it, for no other reason than she seemed to do whatever Adam wanted her to.

He pulled a pillow from her right side, making her have to push up to straighten herself. Then he reached with one hand under her ass and lifted her to shove the pillow underneath.

"I'm gonna lick that pussy," Adam told her, leaning to one side and grasping her ankle. He lifted it, and moved it carefully to an obscene position, her heeled foot up by her head, her knee bent. He guided her hand to her ankle and wrapped her fingers around it. He took the drink from her, and did the same with the other foot, while Tori stared vacantly at his dick.

She allowed herself to be folded, like a pretzel, until her pussy was tilted up and her heels were above her head.

Adam let a hand drop to her pussy, brushing her clit and making a leg jerk. Ethan could see the tiny rosette of her ass, wet with her own dripping juices, and Adam's finger slid down to it.

"Hey,"he warned him.

Adam chuckled. "I just lookin.'" He looked up at Tori. "We gonna go there someday, ain't we, baby? Yeah. I can tell what kinda girl you are, Victoria." He sipped the rest of his drink and tossed the glass away. It landed with a heavy thud on the carpet after bouncing off the bed.

Adam backed up and lowered his head toward Tori's gash,looking up at her and grinning. He slid his hands under her ass and kneaded her flesh, before using his thumbs to pull her outer labia away from her folds.

Tori's eyes were fixated on him as he grinned at her. "You gonna watch me, baby girl? Huh? Or you gonna look over there at your man?"

Tori looked over at Ethan, like she needed to know from him which one to do. As she did, Adam flicked his tongue at her clit, and her mouth fell open.

He started licking her, flicking ta first and then diving right in. Tori's hands slipped from their grip and her eyes went vacant as her mouth fell open. "Oh,my... oh! oh!" she said, her breath catching in her throat much sooner than Ethan would have expected. Her eyes dropped to Adam's head, and it was clear she forgot about everything except him.

She began to twist from her torso down, her knees bending severely and her heeled feet flopping.

"Get a hold of them ankle, baby doll," Adam interrupted himself to say.

"Oh...my...don't stop..." Tori panted, her eyes on Adam. He teased her a bit, and she scrunched up her face in agony. "Please, don't stop...oh!"

Adam made Tori come with just a few moments more of licking. She let go of her ankle to grip his head and threw her own head back so hard she banged it on the headboard. Adam pushed on her thighs and pushed himself up, triumphantly gazing as her gushing pussy, as it bubbled loudly with her squirming.

Tori didn't even seem to notice the sound - which was the kind of thing Tori always got bashful about. Adam watched her pussy as splooging wet sounds escaped it, holding her open as she panted and came down from her orgasm.

Adam played with her pussy, making her tremble and shake when he touched her clit. "That's good. Now you're all nice and wet, ain't you?You're gonna need that. Now, you ready, baby doll?"

He was holding his cock, stroking it. It seemed to have grown even larger since before, when it was in Victoria's mouth.

"So I gotta be honest with you, baby. This gonna go a whole lot easier this first time if you turn around and get that ass in the air for me. You know how I know that?" Adam looked over at Ethan. "She got a spot, don't she? Right... here... to the left..." Adam slipped two fingers into Tori's pussy and hooked them leftward, pushing in deep, and suddenly Tori shuddered. Adam grinned, rubbing his fingers on her interior.

"Oh my... oh that feels so good," Tori murmured. She put her hands down to stop him. "Oh, I can't... no more... not yet..."

Adam chuckled and pulled his fingers out to suck her juices off. Then he dropped a hand to Tori's hip and started to roll her over. "My cock curves to the right, baby. And you do it like this, it ain't gonna feel so tight in there. So turn around, you gonna like this."

Ethan stared while Tori got on her hands and knees, squirming with desire.

He could never, in a million years, have talked to Tori like that.

Or suggested doggy-style like that.

"There you go. You startin' to feel ready for it again, ain't you, girl? Get that ass up in the air for me... there we go... spread that hair allover the pillow for me... yeah, like that. Let me see your face, though, honey.... look at hubby over there."

Adam looked over at Ethan, his hands on Tori's hips, moving her into position with rough jerks of her limbs. He winked. "You gonna look right at him, honey, while I slide this right in. And then while I fuck you. And then when you come. Okay? You just look right at him, and you tell him how good this cock feels. That's the money, baby. You do that,and you gonna clean up. You ready?"

Tori was lying on her chest now, ass in the air. She had her arms next to her chest, fingers close enough to her mouth for her to suck on her thumb if she wanted to. She directed her gaze to Ethan, who stared into her eyes - wit some difficulty, because he wanted to look right at Adam's cock as he lined it up with Tori's pussy.

"Y'all sure you don't wanna get this on your phone or something?" Adam asked them, moving his cock through her sodden lips, making Tori gasp when the crown slid over her clit. "I mean, you can fake it next time, but there's really nothing like the first time you go black. She gonna make a face she never make again."

Ethan fumbled to reach into his pocket, his brain on auto-pilot. Tori watched him, her eyes on the phone, but she didn't object. Adam was massaging her ass and rubbing her clit with the tip of his cock,making her squeal and pant.

"Just a... hold on..." Ethan panted, fumbling with his phone.

"Hurry up man, I gotta get in this pussy. Girl, you so hot... so tight... so wet... you taste like a pineapple... fuck, you hot..."

"Okay," Ethan breathed, holding the phone to film Tori's face. But he didn't want to see it through the screen, so he held it below him and hoped he had the right angle.

"Here we go, baby," Adam said.

Tori's eyes went wide, and her mouth opened in shock, as Adam pushed his cock toward the center of her pussy.

His girth was rejected for a moment, and Tori squirmed. "It's too big," she said, looking at Ethan. "It won't -"

"You gonna be fine, baby," Adam said, his cock bending slightly as he continued to push his way in. "Mmm. That's tight. You gonna feel real full, girl."

And then, with a crackle and a splurt, Tori's pussy gave way, and Adam's purplish dick began to disappear into her flesh.

Tori's eyes grew even wider, and then a vacancy of total shock took over her irises. She was looking right at Ethan, but seeing nothing. Her open mouth fell open even further, but her jaw seemed slack with the same surprise as her vacant eyes.

"How's that feel?" Adam asked her. "It's good, ain't it?"

"It's so... big..."Tori said, as if she really hadn't expected that at all. "It's...oh...!"

Adam pulled on her hips and lifted her ass, lifting her knees from the bed as he did, jerking her hips side to side. He was using Tori like a fuck-doll as he did this, getting her into a position he liked for himself. Tori mewled and continued staring at Ethan.

"She got a long one," Adam said, setting Tori down, putting a hand on her ass. "I ain't even all the way to the end yet." He started slowly fucking her, watching himself moving in and out of he pussy as he did. "That's lucky. You could take an even bigger cock, baby. You got a whole lot more room left in there... yeah, but it's tight, it's tight right now... I like breakin' them in. Mmm."

Adam looked down at Tori, tipping his head to catch her eyes. "You feel real good, baby. Now you just gonna lie there and take it, ain't you? I'm gonna make you come again, and then I'm gonna fuck you full of cum while you screamin' at me, 'cause your pussy so sore. Okay? That what you want?"

Tori nodded, her eyes still vacant.

"Say it for me baby. I like to hear you say it. Say you want me to fuck you full of come with my big, nigger dick."

If Tori was alarmed by the n-word, or being told to say anything like that, she didn't show it. Her eyes were still on Ethan, but he could see as well as anyone that she wasn't seeing him.

"I want you... oh... to... fuck me... oh, yeah, oh my goodness.... oh that feels so... oh, don't stop.... oh... oh, it's so big..."

"Tell me to fuck you hard with my nigger dick, baby doll, and then you'll get it like you want it."

Adam slowed his sawing and smiled down at her.

"Please," Tori moaned.

Adam chuckled. "Please, what? Hmm? You gotta tell me what you want.Hmm? Maybe you just want to suck on it again... maybe I just need to take it out..."

"No! No-no... please..."

Adam grinned.

"Please keep fucking me," Tori begged.

"With your...?"

"Uhn...oh my... please don't stop, please keep... oh... oh... fucking me...with your... with your... I'm going to... oh please don't stop..." Tori's face screwed up as she got so close to coming Ethan was braced for it with one hand digging into the armchair.

"Ask me to fuck you, baby. Nice and hard, with my big black dick." He looked over at Ethan. "We get her to talk real dirty some other time." He chuckled. "Yeah, because I wanna fill up this little pussy. Go on, girl, ask me to fuck you with my big ,black cock."

"Please...please fuck me, please fuck me with... your... big black... cock..."Tori panted.

Adam started to fuck Tori like Ethan had only seen a woman fucked in porn. Her ass, a tight, toned swell of flesh, rippled in waves when Adam's hips smashed into it, as if Tori's ass was all loose fat. Each slap was wet and followed immediately by another, as Adam began to ram her rapidly and hard, one hand seizing her waist and hip to hold her in place as he did.

Even so, Tori's face and chest pushed forward until the went into a pillow and Ethan lost sight of her eyes. Her mouth opened and she let out a shrill scream just before her pussy started glugging loudly.

"Oh yeah, she coming... she coming so hard she can't even make a sound."

Indeed, after shrieking for a bit, Tori's mouth fell open and no sound came out.

Adam readjusted her by jerking her hips, and then hammered her thoroughly as she mewled and whimpered, until he groaned and tipped his head back.

"It's coming, you ready for it, baby?"

Tor was vacant-eyed and limp, her pussy spurting with each thrust. She just lay there, mewling, as Adam fucked his cum into her with twenty or so more hard slaps.

He jammed her three times, as cum spurted from his cock and straight into Ethan's wife.

The phone had fallen, at some point, from Ethan's hand.

He had knocked over his drink.

His mouth was hanging open.

Anda black man's cum was rammed into his wife's pussy.

Adam slid slowly out and slapped Tori on the ass as he did. He leaned over and pulled the pillow from her face, tossed it, and gathered her hair to push it from her flushed cheek. She was panting and her limbs shook each time Adam touched her.

"You good, little doll?"

He didn't wait for her answer, just grinned and slapped her ass again, pushing her hip to the side afterward.

"Damn, you a hot little bitch," he told her, looking down at her. He sat back on his heels and moved Tori's legs around, pulling them apart and jerking her toward him.

"Wait a minute," Ethan said, alarmed. "I don't know if she..."

Adam ignored him and looked at Tori's pussy, dropping a finger to play with it. It was a mess of swollen flesh, her inner labia pushing against outer labia. From the folds Adam's white cum oozed slowly, and Ethan was drawn to it, unable to look away.

"Now this what I like to do," Adam said, absent-mindedly ,so it was anyone's guess to whom. He swiped up some of the cum from Tori's pussy and leaned over her, holding his two fingers just above her mouth as he held himself up in a plank over her body.

His cock was still hard, maybe a little deflated, but terrifyingly close to a state of readiness again.

"Suck that cum off my fingers, baby," he told her.

Tori lifted her head to do it, closing her lips around his pointer and middle finger while looking into his eyes.

"Damn," Adam said, lowering himself down. He used his free, clean fingered hand to guide his cock to Tori's pussy again.

"Hey, man," Ethan objected.

Adam stretched his muscular black body over Tori's, his cock sliding into her pussy and making her squirm. But if Tori objected, it was impossible to know that, because she seemed mesmerized as Adam filled her pussy up again and lifted her legs to wrap around him.

He started kissing her. "We just gonna take a little break, get you going again," he said, sweetly grinding against her. He kissed her neck and played with her hair, as if they were intimate lovers of a romantic kind. "Yeah. And then I'm gonna fuck you hard again, little girl."

Tori squirmed and turned her head toward Ethan, her eyes vacant and confused.

"I think maybe she's too sore," Ethan said, wondering if Tori wanted him to rescue her.

"Yeah?" Adam asked, casually. His voice was disinterested, his hip already moving. Tori mewled and squirmed, but she wasn't trying to get away.

"You need me to stop fucking you?" Adam asked her. "Or you want some more?"

"I...don't..."

Adam grinned, and began to slowly fuck Tori, but deep enough to make her gasp.

"She all loose now, all wet, and now she got the fever," Adam narrated, without looking away from Tori's face. "You come again for me, honey. Just one more time. Be a good girl. And then you can have some more of my cum, right in your pussy."

The next ten minutes were a scene of unparalleled horror for Ethan:horror that seemed to bleed from his heart and into his cock. He unzipped his pants to relieve the pressure, but he couldn't have said when, or at what point. Adam just kept fucking Tori, methodically and slow.

And Tori just wound up beneath him. At first she was inactive, moving like she was cradling a tender injury. But slowly, her muscles tightened, desire overtook the vacancy in her expression, and her own hips began to move in time with Adam's.

By the time she was cresting her next orgasm, her hair was soaked with her own sweat, and her skin was shiny, very much like a hard-ridden horse. She tossed her head side to side and her lips let incomprehensible words fall from them.

As she grew wilder, bucking against Adam, intent in her eyes, he smiled and got up on his own knees, dragging her pussy with him. He leaned over her squirming body as she begged him not to stop, and crammed one of the pillows under her head. Her neck craned at a dangerous-looking angle.

"Watch that cock while I fuck it into you hard," he told her.

Tori was making the kind of sounds Ethan had never, personally, heard from her. Squeaking like a dog toy, her breath warbling in her throat. She trained her eyes on the black snake slithering between her legs, like Adam had commanded her to.

"Take a good look at it baby," he said. "That's what I want I want you thinking about until next time I see you."

He fucked her shallowly until she came, his fingers bending his dick to the left with a an expertise that Ethan found hard to believe was unpracticed: he had found and maneuvered himself into Tori's g-spot so immediately.

Tori lifted her head and let her legs fall open to better see his cock as she murmured, "I'm... going... to... oh! I'm coming... I...don't stop..."

And then her head fell back as she shrieked in ecstasy, her throat closing mid-warble while her mouth fell open in a silent scream. Adam dove in deep then, and rammed himself into her until he groaned and thrust one final time, emptying himself into her pussy again.

Tori's hands were clenched as she brought them to her chest and writhed with her back arched, huffing and panting. She twisted, with Adam's dick still inside her and the black man panting above her. A smile of total pleasure was on her lips.

A smile that, while it resembled many of the smiles Tori had bestowed upon Ethan - was different. Different from all the others. The smile of a woman who had just been more thoroughly fucked than ever before in her life.

Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes sparkling and yet distant.

"Oh my God," she exclaimed, tossing a hand above her head.

"Mmm-hmm,"Adam agreed, playfully moving his cock in her pussy.

Tori reached for his hips and squirmed away from him. She only escaped because Adam laughed and allowed her to, after a hand went to her bottom to stop her.

He sucked on his lower lip and shook his head. "That's all right, okay... you had too much. That's okay, this is just an appetizer,though, baby. Next time you get a full course." He shook his cock with one hand and looked at it. It was still partially hard,veins visibly pulsing on its surface.

Adam grinned and looked over at Ethan as Tori rolled on her side and settled her head on a pillow, looking at Ethan as well.

"So this the part where it's up to you-all," Adam said, backing off the bed. He looked around for his clothes and swept them up with a few athletic moves. He tossed the shirt on and left it unbuttoned,his eyes taking a walk over Tori's body as he did. "I'm game to stay here all night, you know what I mean? But this bein' your first time, Ima bounce..." he moved a hand to Tori's foot and stroked the underside of it. Tori withdrew her foot, giggling. "'less you want me to stay..." he teased.

But Adam was obviously a professional. He laughed this suggestion off and straightened his shirt collar, pulling a tie around his neck that he seemed to have found in a pocket. He looked at Tori while he did all this, then used the mirror to tie his tie.

"Des got rules about this, so don't go thinking I'm some kind of... OCD...whatever you call them people." He turned around and smiled at Ethan. "Can't have no nigger strolling outta your room, bare feet, shirt open, that kinda thing." He chuckled into the mirror.

Tori was still breathing heavily, naked, on her side, her eyes heavy with exhaustion. Her heels had slipped from her feet and were somewhere in the tumble of the bed.

"Now,"Adam said, pointing at Ethan. "This the part, just in my experience, where y'all gonna keep your subscribers, you film a little bit of this. You know, if you fuck her now, or she gives you a blowjob, or maybe you wanna eat her out... some guys are big on that creampie stuff -"

Ethan glowered at him and Adam held up his hands. "Man, it up to you.I'm just givin' you some professional advice. You know. 'Cause I make a percentage here, too, might as well be up front and honest. It ain't nothin' like you all, but then..." he looked down at Tori."Job does have its perks."

Adam grinned at Tori and reached down for her foot, stroking it and piercing it between two strong fingers so she couldn't pull it away."I can stay if that's what you want, baby... heh." He dropped her foot before Ethan had to intervene - he could see that Tori was sore and tired, and Ethan himself wanted Adam to leave.

For now. For this time.

Luckily,Adam knew this, and whistled as he turned around and strolled casually toward the door. "I think this went real well," he said, opening it. "I hope to see you two again."

He gave a heart, "Mmm" in his baritone, black voice, and he was gone.


Chapter eleven


After the door clicked shut, they stared at each other silently for several moments. Tori lifted a hand sleepily toward him, beckoning him over. "How was that, baby?" she whispered.

She let her hand fall and then a look of worry - almost as if she was just now realizing what she'd done - crept into her features. She brought her fingers to her mouth and placed the tips absently on her lips. "What did we just do?"

Ethan rose from his chair, unsteadily. His pants slipped down, and he shoved his boxers down as well and wriggled from the whole contraption, unsteadily. Tori seemed too stunned to even recognize that he was doing this.

He approached her from the foot of the bed, and she rolled lazily to her back to watch him, leaving her legs off to the side, covering her used pussy from view.

He reached behind himself to pull off his undershirt.

"Baby...?"Tori said.

He climbed onto the bed on his knees, and pulled on Tori's left knee to spread her legs open.

The lips of her pussy stuck together and pulled slowly apart, stretching a goo of white cum between them when they peeled open. Her gash was engorged and messy, cum pulsing from her stretched hole and sliding slowly down to her ass.

"Baby, I'm gettin' real worried," she whispered.

"No," Ethan said, staring at her pussy. He shook his head slowly and moved closer to her on his knees. "No, everything is perfect, honey. That was so fucking hot."

This much was true.

And hotter still was the inflamed, used gash laid out in front of him,the acrid bleach scent of another man's cum drowning out the sweet scent of his wife's pussy.

He looked up at Tori's face. If she was going to protest, she would do it now - but she didn't. Not as he crawled toward her, not as he pushed her legs open and maneuvered her onto a pillow like Adam had,not as he played in the sodden mess of her pussy with the tip of his cock.

When he grazed her clit she inhaled sharply and shuddered.

Now,his wife was going to tell him her pussy was sore, and to fuck her slowly. But this time, her words would be true, and her pussy really would be sore. And the hot, creamy mess in her cunt would not be a whispered make-believe, a fantasy in his mind.

As his crown was gobbled up by the wet, loose, inflamed lips of his wife's cunt, and then his shaft, and then her juices spurted from the sides because her pussy was too full... it was the truth.

She had just been fucked, like a whore, by another man - a man whose big black cock, anyone could see, had entranced her.

"Say it now," he whispered, sunk to the hilt and lying on her trembling body.

"Fuck me slow, baby," Tori said, sounding exactly as she always did,so it was hard to tell if if it was the truth or just another solicited lie, if going only by her voice. "My pussy is so sore."

"Why?"

Tori was smiling, squirming, getting hot again.

"Because I just fucked a big, black cock."

He groaned and began to slap into her, the wetness a crude reminder of their wild sins. It was only because Tori was so wet that he could keep going so long: her liquid, stretched pussy was frictionless bath of filth around his cock.

He looked into her eyes.

Tori's expression, at first vacant, seemed to be a stage that her presence wandered back into, however briefly. Her eyes focused on him as her mouth turned upward in a smile that sent a terrifying electrical pulse through the core of Ethan's body, and as though it had rung a bell, made cum boil in his balls and burst through his dick.

"And I liked it," Tori said.

Or maybe didn't: as stars crept in on either side of his vision and an actually mind-blowing orgasm gripped him, he felt like he was in orbit. And for a million dollars, he would never have been able to say if Tori had actually said those words. Maybe it had just been what her face, and her quivering cunt full of another man's cum, were telling him.

Her voice repeated, in feathery, sexy whisper, those words, until they were squeezing his cock and his heart. They could not be trusted, any more than the quiver of her lips before a smile, or the sweet scent of her wet pussy could be trusted to be telling a truth:

And I liked it, and I liked it, and I liked it...

End Part 1


Also by Arnica Butler
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It all begins when Patrick is convinced he saw his wife with another man at a downtown bar. He begins to investigate. But the more Patrick uncovers about Jordan's activities, the less he understands.

The biggest problem is, Patrick can't decide how he really feels. On the one hand, his wife seems to be betraying him, and on the other, his sex life has reached a scorching pinnacle he never thought possible.

But he had better hold on to his hat, because when he finds out the truth, things will get much, much hotter than he might have ever imagined...

***
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When his wife Lynn takes a job waiting tables at a strip club called Liquid Kitty, Rick has mixed emotions. The idea of his wife working at the infamous club turns him on as much as it makes him nervous. Lynn cultivates a new, alluring personality for her job, and their stale married life gets a much-needed infusion of passion and excitement. 


But when the ownership of Liquid Kitty changes hands, Lynn’s alter-ego gets up to more than Rick bargained for... is it more than they can handle?

***
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Sheila's an age-defying hottie: prim, professional, and a mother of two grown kids. She's also a very kind person.


Alistair isn't thrilled when she invites a young man to live with them to help him out. It's the sort of thing that Sheila does.


And they do have all this extra space.


Booker turns out to be a charming, polite, and handsome young man. Sheila's become a little more youthful and extroverted, too.


In fact, Alistair feels something in his veins that he hasn't felt for a long time. So when he overhears Booker confessing his attraction to Sheila, his reaction is much different than he would have anticipated.


And so is Sheila's. 

***


Coming Soon...


Tori turned to the side for what seemed like the hundredth time and viewed herself from that angle, before facing Ethan while holding a mirror up to look at herself from behind.

"You look amazing," Ethan repeated. "I mean it."

Tori was wearing a five-thousand-dollar dress, bought with cash from Only Diamonds.

It had no back, and cut very low, very close to the dip between Victoria's buttocks. It came together at her neck as a halter top, and hung over her bare breasts as a curtain that looked, all at once, conservative and scandalous.

Once you saw that the dress was as transparent as it was opaque, you couldn't un-see it, and you couldn't think of anything else. Ethan himself had been trying to see through every gap between the black rosettes for a glimpse of her areola.

Long diamond earrings dangled from her ears, but they disappeared in her loose blonde locks, which she was wearing in a blowout. The earrings were what was giving her fits, now.

Ethan wasn't able to focus on them. Or her questions about them.

His mind was on the fact that, other than a thin mesh of tulle that gave the dress a tiny flair, and the black lace-trimmed stockings on Tori's legs, she had nothing on but that dress.

No underwear.

At all. The closest thing to underwear Victoria was wearing has the lace that held up her silk stockings.

"Okay," she said, tossing her hair and looking at herself from the front again. She met Ethan's eyes in the mirror. "How do I look?"

"I told you,"he said, calmly. Tori was moving more than she had to, and her speech was ever-so-slightly breathless, as if someone had taken a key to a wind in her back and twisted it just a notch.

"I still don't know about this mascara," she said, leaning in toward the mirror. When she did, the dress lifted and showed off all of her legs, almost to her ass.

"It looks fine," he murmured.

"I know it looks fine," Tori sang, in her Georgian drawl. "What I cannot understand is why it has to be the kind that runs all over and messes up my face."

She was referring to a request from Des, that she wear non-waterproof mascara.

Ethan looked at her.He'd already confessed to her the real reason for this choice: it was hot if the mascara ran. It was hot to see a woman like Tori -put-together, always perfect, like a cupcake encrusted with diamond dust stored beneath a glass cover - get dirty.

"Well," she said, sighing. She checked herself all over again. "I suppose I'm ready."

Ethan stood up and walked to the mirror behind her. They were in an airport hotel again,this time in Chicago, and while they had a nice suite in a four-star hotel, there was a dingy quality to the place compared to their usual settings.

They were, after a lot of talk, deciding to go through with a "real" hotwifing scenario. This encounter with "Adam" - the stud who had popped her hotwifing cherry - was going to be filmed, curated, posted, and then available to subscribers on Only Diamonds.

After that, there really wasn't any going back.

Tori met his eyes in the mirror. "This is it, baby," she said. She inhaled and shook her hands out. "Oh, I'm so nervous. Are we sure... are you sure... are we really doing this?"

They'd been over it thousands of times. Every time, they came back to the same place.

It was a frightening place, when they arrived there. Because Ethan had an itch he wanted to scratch, and Tori finally going through with actually sleeping with another man had only fueled his desire.

He wanted more, he had no doubts about it.

But he wasn't entirely comfortable with the Only Diamonds aspect of it.

The Only Diamonds aspect of it, however, was the only reason Tori was willing to do it. That much he was sure of.

It felt like he was standing at the edge of a black hole, and once sucked in, they could never escape. He would have been fine with continuing the game as they had been playing it, just with Tori actually going all the way with a man if she thought he was hot.

But she was only game for that lifestyle in the context of Only Diamonds.

What Ethan didn't know, for certain - and what haunted him at night - was why.

Was it the layer of protection that Only Diamonds afforded her? The NDAs from subscribers, the cloak-and-dagger of it all? The guarantee that her studs would be STD-free, the contracts that bound them, long before she even met them, to boundaries, like "no anal?"

That's what she said.

Or was it something else? Was it the guarantee that her studs would be black men with huge cocks? Men who were getting paid to fuck her and so would make sure they did it professionally and well?

Or was Tori's real love of Only Diamonds something more exhibitionist? Did she get off on knowing that somewhere, as she went about her daily business as a luxury services salesperson, she would inevitably run into her subscribers? That the chances of someone who could afford a $20,000 a month subscription would eventually be in their orbit, bound to secrecy by an NDA? Watching her, talking to her, maybe even buying from her... and they would have seen it all? Did that titillate her?

Or was it, as Tori claimed, "mostly about the money?"

She wouldn't say it was.

And she wouldn't say it wasn't….
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