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Chapter 1


We, or maybe I should more accurately say my wife, first encountered Lewis at our annual company Christmas party. 


I was already acquainted with him because we worked together at the same agency. Lewis was a likable fellow. He was charismatic and good-looking, although our work seldom required us to interact directly. To be honest, he didn't cross my mind often, and I suspect the feeling was mutual. 

Corporate Christmas parties have a way of exposing the intricate dynamics of an organization – not just the political and professional underpinnings but the social and romantic tensions that simmer beneath our polished exteriors. Despite some initial hesitation, these events usually draw a large crowd. They serve as a reminder that there's more to us than our office personas, offering a stage for everyone to express facets of their identity that remain unseen during work hours. And should anything out of the ordinary occur, the blame is often laid on the alcohol by the time Monday rolls around. 

Nothing of note happened at this event, but it was the backdrop for events that unfolded later. Let me clarify. 

I made it my mission to introduce my wife, Sarah, to as many colleagues as possible, learning from the oversight of the previous year. My goal was to ensure she met everyone, even if it meant introducing her to the caterers and the bartender. 

At some point in the evening – the exact moment is lost to me, likely thanks to the scotch and soda – Lewis entered our vicinity. Seizing the moment, I introduced him to Sarah. After a brief exchange of pleasantries, as he walked away, Sarah remarked, "He's the most attractive man at your company." 

I chuckled, having never considered it before, but had to concede she might be right. After all, she's known for her excellent taste. On a second glance, I had to admit, she was spot on. Lewis is tall, around 6'2", with a lean yet muscular build and striking features. He's not only eloquent but also well-cultured, particularly in his taste in music, something I knew from our conversations about jazz. I believe he also boasts an Ivy League education. In essence, he had it all, a fact I acknowledged somewhat begrudgingly. 

When she commented on his looks, a tiny spark of something flickered in my mind, but I brushed it aside. However, when we bumped into him later in the crowded room, I couldn't resist sharing Sarah's compliment with him. "My wife thinks you're the most handsome man in the agency," I told him with a smirk. 

He received the compliment with a laugh, clearly pleased and flattered by it. He mentioned it made his night, which, in retrospect, was probably true, especially since I later learned he had recently separated from his wife. Lewis is genuinely a nice guy, and who wouldn't be flattered by such praise, especially coming from someone as charming as Sarah? 

And so, life returned to its usual rhythm. Our interactions at work remained as sporadic as they had always been. We exchanged casual greetings in the hallway or on the stairs and nothing more. Aside from a faint, lingering thought of a Christmas party moment that might have been but wasn't seized, everything resumed its normal course. Time passed, and the subtle flirtation of that Christmas party became a distant memory. 

It seemed like that would be the end of the story. But life, as it often does, had other plans—marked by those unexpected twists that remind us nothing is ever truly predictable. 

A couple of months later, Sarah and I were settling into bed one evening. I can't recall who was in a more amorous mood, but what stands out in my memory is giving her a massage—a common precursor to intimacy between us. I'm not entirely sure how much she enjoys it, though I believe she does, but I certainly do. It's a slow, sensual, and intimate act that invariably leads us to a place of closer connection. 

That night, as I was massaging her back, letting warm massage oil glide into the dip of her lower back and spreading it with slow, deliberate motions, a mischievous idea crossed my mind. The only sign of my arousal was the growing firmness of my body pressed against her, though I doubted she was aware. Initially, I kept silent, save for the soft, suggestive whispers in her ear, as my hands continued their exploration of her body, tracing down to her waist and over her curved buttocks. 

But as I deepened the massage, focusing on her shoulders before sweeping down her arms in long strokes and applying pressure to her lower back to ease her muscles, I ventured into new territory with my conversation. 

"Do you remember Lewis—from our Christmas party?" I murmured, my hands warm against her skin, now shining under the dim light and the fragrance of the massage oil. She murmured something that sounded like agreement into her pillow. I took it as confirmation. And with a subtle shifting of her hips, the evening took a turn into uncharted waters. 

"I'm thinking of asking him over," I said, as I continued to massage her shoulders and upper arms before I leaned into her upper back, pressing gently but firmly and working my hands through the soft flesh as I continued to whisper to her. My rock-hard cock was still pressed between the crease of her ass cheeks, and as I said the words, I could feel her unconsciously, or perhaps it was consciously, parting her legs a little further. 

"Imagine that I've asked him to give you a massage," I said. "He's asked you to remove all your clothes, and to take off your bra as well as your panties, and to lie face down on the bed..." 

Sarah moaned softly as I whispered the words into her ear and then parted her legs slightly further. She seemed suddenly much more eager, much more willing, much more open. She pressed her warm, wet pussy up against my body, seeking a hard cock. And the thought of Lewis, tall and black, his big cock rubbing against my wife's ass just like my cock was now, made me harder than I had ever been before. I couldn't resist. I reached up and grabbed her hips firmly, raising her lower body up and spreading her legs wide, opening her up for me. Her glistening wet pussy, with her swollen labia open and so inviting, shone in the soft light of the nightstand lamp. She was waiting to take a cock. 

I placed my hard cock against her pussy, pushing forward slightly and opening the soft folds of her pussy lips with my now swollen and somewhat purple cockhead, teasing her with each gentle push. Then the teasing stopped, and I grabbed her hips hard and began to push deeply into her. My shaft, already slick from her moisture, thrust firmly into her welcoming pussy, and I pulled her hips up against me to drive in even deeper. 

And as I did, I imagined, with a combination of excitement and guilt, a tall, handsome black man, with a thick cock, fucking my lovely wife. 


Chapter 2 


That was about it for a while. Fantasies don't really get talked about much around here. Sarah is pretty shy and particularly shy when it comes to talking about anything sexual. And I would have felt awkward bringing such a subject up outside the context of love-making. 


That fleeting thought, ignited maybe by the lingering echo of my wife's response to my softly spoken question weeks prior, began to glow a tad more brightly within me. I shelved it, however, amongst the myriad of other trivial pieces of information, literary snippets, and nebulous fantasies that clutter the mind of a man in his middle years. Its future value was uncertain, but it seemed prudent to tuck it away, just in case. 

Time marched on, and as November ushered in the chill of pre-winter, I found myself struck by inspiration. It was nothing grandiose—no international voyage was in the cards—but a simple weekend getaway to Boston, staying at the Ritz, seemed like the perfect antidote. The hotel was offering a "romantic" deal on rooms, which appeared to be an ideal opportunity for us to temporarily shed our parental duties. Sarah was on board; it seemed we both craved not just a date but a brief hiatus from the demands of family life. 

We secured a babysitter for the kids for the weekend, and the anticipation for our brief respite grew to levels one might associate with a much more extended vacation. It was clear we were both starved for a break. 

The weekend arrived swiftly, and soon we were checking into the Ritz, our car stowed away in the hotel's garage. It was a splendid Saturday midday, the thermometer flirting with 65 degrees, hinting at what might be one of the last agreeable weekends before the full onset of winter. Our ambitions for the two days were grand, albeit unlikely to be fully realized. We fantasized about the restaurants we would dine at, the movies we might catch, and the nightclubs where we could dance away our temporary freedom from routine. Clearly, the urban lifestyle had become a distant memory for us, making even the mere thought of these activities thrilling. 

That afternoon, we meandered through the charming streets of Back Bay and Beacon Hill, indulging in window shopping and the quaint allure of antique stores. Later, we enjoyed cocktails with a view at the Top of the Hub, savoring the cityscape below before heading back to the Ritz to prepare for dinner. We had secured a reservation at a chic, newly-opened French bistro located on Mount Vernon Street. This establishment promised an upscale dining experience, prompting us to dress accordingly, partly for the sheer pleasure of it. 

Given the scarcity of our moments alone together, these brief escapes are invariably tinged with the excitement of romance and the anticipation of intimacy. As we got ready, my curiosity piqued about Sarah's choice of attire—not just the outer layers, but especially what she might choose to wear beneath. Her selections often serve as a barometer of her mood. And, like many men who are stimulated by the visual, there's little I find more enticing than my wife in seductive lingerie, except maybe for her in no attire at all. 

Sarah's funny, though. She will dress in the closet so that I can't see what she's wearing, particularly if she is planning to surprise me with something sexy later on. But I did manage to catch a glimpse of something sheer and lacey, though, before she quickly shut the bathroom door to my prying eyes. 

Our dinner on Mount Vernon Street lived up to its glowing recommendations. The menu featured braised lamb, confit de canard, and tarte tatin—each dish a testament to culinary excellence. We began our meal with a bottle of Pommery, transitioning to a '94 Graves for the main course. We even indulged in a half bottle of Sauternes to pair with the tarte, embracing the luxury of the dining experience. The authenticity and perfection of each course briefly transported us, allowing us to imagine we were enjoying an evening in Paris. 

After dinner, slightly buoyed by the wine, we meandered back to the Ritz. We took a leisurely path down Lewis Street and cut across the Public Garden under the cover of night. The crisp rustle of leaves underfoot and the soft glow of city lights casting a golden aura around us underscored Boston's beauty and romance, a reminder of the city's charm. 

The combination of a fulfilling day, a lavish meal, and our romantic walk led us back to the hotel, drawing us toward the comfort of our bed. Despite a touch of fatigue, the evening's experiences seemed to rejuvenate us, making us feel youthful once more. Arm in arm, with shared anticipation of the night ahead, we made our way to our room, each of us likely harboring similar thoughts and desires. 

As we stepped into the lobby, passing the bar on our way, the night seemed too enchanting to conclude just yet. "How about one more drink?" I suggested, and Sarah readily agreed. 

We settled into a cozy, dimly lit corner of the lounge, a spot that felt like it was made just for us, reflecting the evening's intimate mood. When the waiter came by, our orders were simple: Courvoisier for me and Chardonnay for Sarah. We leaned into the quiet comfort of our secluded spot, embracing the tranquility of our weekend escape. 

A little while later, my gaze wandered across the room and the bar, where a handful of patrons were seated. A jolt of recognition hit me as I spotted a familiar figure with his back to us—it looked unmistakably like Lewis from work. 

Maybe it was the wine's influence or the sheer romantic impulse of the weekend, but I couldn't resist sharing with Sarah. "I think the most handsome guy from the office is over at the bar," I told her with a playful smile. 

Sarah quickly glanced over, her curiosity piqued. "That's Lewis, isn't it?" she noted, more as a statement than a question. 

"Seems like it," I replied, acknowledging the coincidence. 

"Should we invite him over?" she suggested, always the gracious hostess. 

"If you'd like," I concurred, my spirits high and open to wherever the evening might lead. Approaching the bar, I found Lewis quietly sipping a rum and ginger. 

"You've been summoned," I quipped as I greeted him, genuinely pleased at the chance to extend our table's warmth to him. 

He accepted the invitation with a smile, and I escorted him back to our table. "Lewis, meet Sarah; Sarah, Lewis," I introduced them with a grin, though they were already acquainted. Their friendly greeting to each other was light and warm. 

Lewis shared that he'd just come from his weekly poker game, a detail that added to his already charming presence. He explained that the Ritz bar was a regular spot for him to cap off the night. 

Raising an eyebrow at his attire, I teased, "A suit for poker night?" 

He laughed off the ribbing. "We like to think of it as a rather upscale roving card game," he said, joining in the jest. 

The evening, already delightful, was enriched by his company, weaving another thread into the tapestry of our memorable weekend. 

Sarah's comment, "Well, I approve," followed by a subtle blush barely visible in the dim light, didn't seem to catch Lewis's attention, but it certainly caught mine. I felt a mix of amusement and a faint stir of concern, marked by the distant ringing of an alarm bell in the back of my mind. 

"You play poker?" she pressed on, her curiosity piqued as Lewis confirmed with a nod. 

"And the stakes?" she inquired further. Lewis hesitated momentarily before responding, "Well, mostly for money—nothing too serious, just enough to make it interesting." 

Her persistence didn't wane. "What do you mean 'mostly'?" she dug deeper. 

Lewis seemed momentarily taken aback, a hint of embarrassment in his pause. "Mostly it's money, but that can change depending on who joins the game," he finally said. 

"And who might that be?" Sarah didn't relent; her interest sharpened. She took a sip of her wine, which was now halfway gone, and locked eyes with him. 

Laughing off the directness, Lewis replied, "Usually, it's friends from college. But occasionally, their wives or girlfriends decide to join in." 

"And when that happens, what are the stakes?" she continued, her inquiry gaining momentum under the influence of the wine. This forwardness was uncharacteristic of her, at least in what I could recall. 

Lewis took a moment, sipping his drink before meeting her gaze, seemingly weighing his following words carefully. "Well, on some nights, when the mood strikes, the stakes can get... more adventurous. Some people are up for higher stakes." 

Sarah leaned in, her voice playful yet daring. "Higher stakes, you say? Like what, strip poker?" Her laughter followed, light and tinged with intrigue. 

Lewis's admission that strip poker was indeed part of the game's repertoire drew a loud, incredulous response from Sarah, followed by a more hushed, "Really?" It was clear she was thoroughly captivated by the topic. Observing her reaction, I found myself viewing my wife in a different light, surprised and intrigued by her keen interest. 

"Yes, sometimes," Lewis confirmed, his response simple yet loaded with implications. 

"And so, if you're the loser, what then?" Sarah dove deeper into the mechanics of the game, her curiosity unabated. Lewis's cheeks tinged with a hint of color as he struggled to explain. 

"The winner of the hand...uh...he or she gets to dictate actions to the others—since they've lost and the winner hasn't," he managed to articulate, albeit awkwardly, his relief palpable at having explained the rule. 

"Just to clarify," Sarah pursued, her tone implying she was piecing it all together. "Winning means you get to command the others? Essentially, you're in control?" Another sip of her wine punctuated her question, her gaze fixed on Lewis, awaiting his confirmation. 

"Uh, yeah, that's pretty much it," he confessed, now visibly uneasy under her scrutiny. Sensing his discomfort, Sarah sought to alleviate it but chose an approach that caught me off guard. 

"Wow..." she trailed off, a mix of amusement and intrigue in her voice. "I love it!" 

Her declaration left both Lewis and me momentarily speechless. Was this a revelation of a hidden facet of Sarah, or merely the wine talking? As I contemplated this, nursing my brandy, Lewis appeared to take her enthusiasm as a signal, maybe interpreting it as a crossing of some unspoken boundary. He seemed to adopt a more assertive stance as if empowered by Sarah's interest. 

"Yeah, that's the gist. It can range from fulfilling specific requests to engaging in a sort of 'Truth or Dare' dynamic, especially for the losers," Lewis elaborated, slightly less abashed now—less than I would have preferred, given the conversation's turn. 

"Can you give us an example?" Sarah pressed, undeterred, her fascination with the subject matter unabated. 

Lewis's brief glance in my direction seemed to seek approval or at least gauge my reaction to proceeding further. My neutral but unopposed response seemed to be all the encouragement he needed. 

Reaching into his pocket, he produced a deck of cards, its blue backing faded, and edges softened from use—a clear indication of many games played. My laughter broke the tension, a response to his impeccable timing, and he returned the gesture with a knowing smile. Sarah, for her part, seemed to hold her breath in anticipation. 

"Deal you in?" Lewis posed the question with a playful grin, though it was evident Sarah was his primary audience. I gave my consent with a nod, saying, "Of course." Sarah, equally intrigued, signaled her eagerness to participate. 

With swift movements, Lewis shuffled, cut the deck, and dealt five cards to each of us. The cards lay face down, their secrets veiled, imbued with the potential for either jeopardy or opportunity. "Okay," he announced, setting the stage for what was to come. 

We each lifted our cards, and the game officially began. 

My hand was unimpressive. I had a Jack, two 4s, a 6, and a 9. I looked at Sarah, who looked literally poker-faced. Then I looked at Lewis, who seemed to have the slightest smile.

"Two," I requested, and Lewis put them face-down on the table. I picked them up and looked. I had an 8 and a 10. Sarah took two. When the heck did she ever learn to play poker, I wondered? -And then Lewis took two.

Now holding the reins of the game with his winning hand, Lewis laid out the terms of his victory with a mix of amusement and a hint of unease. The stakes of the game suddenly felt very real. My mediocre hand led me to fold, partly out of curiosity about how the scenario would unfold. Sarah, matching my fold, laid down her cards, revealing a similar hand to mine. Lewis's triumph was marked by a superior hand, a mix of 10s and Jacks, declaring him the victor with a modest laugh.

The tension in the air was palpable as Sarah and I exchanged glances, each of us trying to gauge the other's thoughts. "So what does that mean?" Sarah's voice carried a mix of curiosity and apprehension, punctuated by a significant sip of her wine.

With a hint of discomfort that I found slightly reassuring, Lewis explained the implications of his win. He had the option to issue a dare or command to each of us or one to both. The room seemed to hold its breath as Sarah pondered her next move, her defiance evident in her voice as she questioned the consequences of refusal.

Lewis's response, tinged with regret and firmness, set the stage for a decisive moment. The evening was balanced on a knife-edge, and the next actions were pivotal.

Then, with a courage that surprised me, Sarah accepted the challenge, her voice betraying the nervous anticipation of what was to come. Lewis paused, contemplative, the weight of his decision hanging in the air.

"Well..." he began, the room waiting in suspense for his dare.

"The first dare is..." Lewis finally broke the suspense, his gaze fixed on Sarah, ensuring he had our undivided attention. There was a noticeable pause, maybe for dramatic effect or perhaps to gauge our reactions to what was coming next. "The first dare is... to describe exactly what you're wearing under your blouse and your skirt," he articulated, his eyes not wavering from hers.

Sarah's reaction was immediate—a deep blush colored her cheeks, a clear indication of her surprise, albeit mixed with an anticipation she might have felt from the game's escalating stakes. She hesitated, fingers idly tracing the rim of her glass, maybe buying time or seeking the right words. A quick glance was thrown my way, searching for approval or maybe an unspoken permission to continue with such a personal revelation. I offered a soft, encouraging smile, signaling my consent.

With a moment's hesitation still lingering, she took a deep breath, her gaze dropping briefly before she emptied her glass of wine in one smooth motion. I seized the moment to flag down the waiter for another round of drinks, hoping to ease the tension and fortify our spirits for the unfolding dare.

When our drinks arrived, replenishing our glasses and maybe our resolve, Sarah finally met Lewis's expectant look. "I'm... I'm wearing a black bra," she began, her voice a whisper, betraying a mix of nervousness and boldness. She paused, her cheeks flushed with a deeper hue, then continued, "It's designed with a slim back strap and adorned with small floral patterns along the upper edge of the cups, though the cups themselves are sheer." My glance shifted between Sarah and Lewis, noting the palpable tension and Lewis's rapt attention, seemingly hanging on her every word.

"And beneath my skirt," she proceeded, her voice steadying as she ventured further into her description, "I'm wearing panties that match." She offered a brief, reassuring look in my direction before locking eyes with Lewis once more. "They're also black, with sheer sides, and adorned with the same delicate floral design on the front."

The air was charged with an electrifying mix of anticipation and intimacy, a moment of vulnerability shared openly yet respectfully. Lewis's response was a silent nod, an acknowledgment of Sarah's courage in fulfilling the dare. Though prompted by the game, this exchange transcended the casual banter of our initial interactions, marking a pivotal moment of connection that ventured beyond the superficial into the realm of personal revelation and shared secrets.

"My panties match the bra. They're, urm, black, high-cut bikinis panties, perhaps a quarter-inch on the side, and they've got tiny flowers along the top edge." She said, then paused. "They're also sheer. Front and back." She gulped for breath and then paused again, her face now a bright shade of red.

Lewis seized the moment. "Wow, that sounds very nice," he started slowly. He paused and then asked, "So, how much of you would I be able to see if I saw you in them? How sheer are they?"

Sarah paused again for what seemed like two or three minutes. But suddenly, she seemed to have found a new resolve. I sat there with my heart pounding at the prospect of what she would say, and I was not to be disappointed.

"Urm…..well, you can see all of my boobs, especially my nipples," she explained quietly. "And the panties...they urm….they urm….well, they show everything. From the back, you can see my ass cheeks. And from the front," -- she gulped again as she paused-- "well, you can see all of me. It's kind of like I'm not wearing any panties at all." Sarah sat back, still blushing terribly, seemingly exhausted from her confession.

Lewis and I, of course, were almost falling off our seats, and I thought I was about to have a heart attack -- either that or such a huge erection that it would certainly lead to one.

I'll admit I was absolutely stunned. I could barely get my wife to talk about sex normally, and yet here she was, describing in graphic detail what she was wearing under her clothes to a veritable stranger. True, he was a handsome and elegant stranger, but still...

Lewis quickly regained his composure. And I think that was the precise point I realized, as I watched him quickly take control of an enormously charged moment, that there was a resolve to him that I hadn't recognized or appreciated before.

In fact, he barely skipped a beat. "Thank you, Sarah," he said gently, with a smile. She gave a weak smile in return before he turned to me, and while still grinning, he rubbed his hands together. He literally rubbed his hands in front of me.

"Okay, then! So, you now have a choice. Because yours was the second-strongest hand, you can either accept your dare or send it over so that Sarah has to comply. Basically, she loses twice." He laughed. "Or wins twice, depending on your point of view."

Sarah didn't say anything – she just took a long, slow sip of her wine, then looked at me in anticipation, trying to work out what I was going to do. Actually, as she knew me so well, she probably knew exactly what I was going to do and was simply bracing herself for it.

"I'll send it over to you," I replied, smiling back at him as I said it. I was really eager to see just how adventurous he would be with his next dare. Although, if I'm honest, I was more eager to see how adventurous my wife would be.


Chapter 3

"Very well then," Lewis replied, knowing full well beforehand what I was about to say. "Let me see," he said, his voice slowly trailing off as he pretended he was lost in thought. He looked over at Sarah, who was blushing once again and looking like she was desperately trying to find a corner of her seat where she could hide. When she didn't find one, she sought refuge in another long sip of wine before she looked back up, mildly fortified.

"Let's see..." Lewis continued, teasing us both now, doing his best to draw out the tension. "I should think... Yes, yes, that's it."

"What?" Sarah and I asked simultaneously.

Lewis replied very elegantly but firmly, "Your lingerie sounds absolutely lovely. I would like to see it."

"No way!" Sarah sputtered, almost choking on a mouthful of her Pinot Grigio. "What, here!? You can't be serious. No, no, you can't mean here? What, now?" Sarah wriggled on the seat, trying to figure out what to do.

"You lost the hand, honey," I said, gently reminding her, also now shifting in my seat to accommodate what felt like the largest and hardest erection I'd ever had.

"But not here, no way, not in the Ritz lounge. You can't seriously mean that Lewis!" she whispered to him.

"Ben is right; you did lose the hand, Sarah," Lewis gently reminded her, pausing to let the depth of his suggestion truly take hold. "Actually," he began again, casting a slow glance around the shadowed confines of our bar corner, "this spot is quite private. Those people over there are far off, their backs to us, and the bartender's preoccupied." His eyes swept the area once more, taking in our surroundings. "It's dimly lit here... we're tucked away in a quiet nook... It doesn't seem like you to back down from a challenge, Sarah!" Lewis chided; his smile unwavering.

I wondered to myself: How could anyone find fault with him? His humor, attractiveness, and undeniable charisma made him immensely likable... And my curiosity was piqued. He was spot-on about our location. We were nestled in a cozy corner of the lounge, shielded from the main area by towering Kentia palms, bathed in the soft glow of subdued lighting. And with it being so late, almost 1:30 in the morning, most of the guests had departed.

As Sarah's gaze wandered thoughtfully across the room, it became apparent that she might actually be contemplating his proposal. My mind raced. I doubted she would actually proceed, torn between a hope that she would refrain and a deeper, more secretive thrill at the prospect. Her lack of seeking my input was slightly annoying, yet my fascination with the unfolding scenario overrode any brief flicker of concern.

Suddenly, she seemed to have made up her mind. "This is as far as it goes," she stated, with as much conviction as the situation and her stance permitted. We both nodded, readily aligning with whatever response she seemed to need. I noticed Lewis's swift, pronounced inhalation, a clear sign of his anticipation, and I could sense my own heartbeat thundering against my temples. Leaning forward, I grasped my glass once more, drawing a deep gulp of brandy.

Gradually, Sarah's fingers crept up to her blouse's top button, a rich, navy silk that shimmered under the dim light. She cast a quick glance to her left, then her right, before she released it. A noticeable flush colored her cheeks, a rosy hue that seemed to spread down her neck and across her chest.

Taking a brief pause, she surveyed the room once more. Her hands lingered on the next button, playing with it momentarily before effortlessly unfastening it with a quick flick. By now, her blouse hung open to her midriff, revealing the sight of two additional white buttons, securely fastened, just above her skirt's waistline.

Her fingertips moved to the third button. She lifted her gaze to mine, then to Lewis, as she unfastened it. With a sense of resolve, she then undid the final button, casting a discreet look around the room as she did.

Releasing a deep sigh, she then directed a firm look first at Lewis, then more challengingly at me, and slowly parted her blouse to reveal what lay beneath.

The reality of the moment struck me with full force. With scarcely any prompting, my wife was disrobing in the presence of a man we hardly knew. And this wasn't unfolding in the privacy of a home but in a public setting. I found myself reaching for the Courvoisier once more, taking a deeper draught this time, my eyes scanning the lounge with a mix of apprehension and disbelief before returning to Sarah.

There she was, a vision of confidence and beauty, her blouse now fully open and draped back across her shoulders.

She sat upright, proudly, arching her back slightly. I almost came just looking at her. I couldn't imagine what Lewis felt like.

The black, lace-trimmed sheer bra showed her body off magnificently. Her big, full tits looked beautiful, completely exposed by the thin, transparent fabric. Absolutely nothing was left to Lewis's imagination. Her nipples were clearly visible, large, dark, and swollen so hard, harder than I had ever seen. They proudly pushed out against the flimsy material, sticking out about half an inch. I ached to reach out and touch them, to pinch them between my fingers, or to suck them. I could only imagine what Lewis wanted to do with them as he saw them for the first time.

For one very brief moment, I saw Lewis at a loss. "You are...you are absolutely incredible," he stammered. Sarah blushed at his words as she whispered, "Thank you." But what really surprised me was how she made absolutely no move to cover herself up. She just sat there, radiant, exotic, and so erotic, almost happy that her stunning body was exposed to our view. It was like fireworks exploded in my head, and I imagined they also exploded in Lewis's head and probably elsewhere, too.

Somehow, though, he seemed to regain his composure pretty quickly. I was actually a little distraught at how well he seemed to do so and how much he seemed to be in control of himself. I was starting to wonder, with a hint of concern, if he actually had had far more experience at this sort of thing than I had given him credit for. But with this beautiful woman, who just happened to be my wife, sitting in front of us, I quickly turned my mind away from such thoughts. I filed it away as a nagging little concern, something I could deal with later.

Lewis wasted no time seizing the opportunity that had presented itself. "You are absolutely stunning, Sarah." She blushed again but continued to sit there, refusing to cover herself up, completely open to his gaze. "But I've only seen half." She ducked her head down into her hands for a second as he said it, sucking in her breath sharply.

"Sit on the edge of the chair," Lewis suddenly ordered, with a new firmness to his voice that neither of us had heard before. His tone clearly sent a sharp shock of electricity not only through Sarah, whose body straightened up instantly but through me, as well. My now rock-hard cock twitched at the implications of his order.

She did so, her blouse still open, her tits still exposed in the soft light of our darkened corner. Lewis did not need to explain what was requested; Sarah seemed to know.

She sat on the very edge of the chair as he had commanded. Her long, dark skirt enveloped her legs almost down to her ankles, but the wrap-around style of it meant there was a slit almost to her waist. The opening was on her right side, and she undid it slowly, glancing back and forth between us as she opened it. She uncovered her lower leg first, then her knee, and then slowly started up her thigh. At this point, she looked over at me again, searching for some sort of permission, and I nodded my head slightly. Then, after shooting another brief glance around the room and apparently deciding it was safe enough to satisfy her, she opened the skirt further. Soon, her entire thigh was revealed, and then even further and further.

Her skirt was now practically open all the way to her waist, but with the reduced lighting and dark shadows in the room, neither Lewis nor I, seated directly across from Sarah, could see her all that well.

"Pull your skirt completely open and sit on the absolute edge of the chair," Lewis said firmly again as my heart pounded.

Sarah inched her ass forward and was now sitting bolt upright, her blouse still wide open and her nipples seemingly harder than ever. They poked out fiercely from the sheer, almost skimpy bra.

And Sarah did as he had ordered. She opened her skirt, pulled the soft folds of dark material up, moved them away from her legs, and then tucked it up behind her, out of the way. Now, her entire skirt was bunched up around her waist on the leather lounge chair.

I couldn't believe what I saw. My wife was sitting proudly and completely exposed in public and right in front of this handsome black man. Her tiny little bikini panties were entirely open to view. They hid absolutely nothing. The black, floral edging framed her sexy little pussy perfectly. The dark triangle of her pubic hair was now wonderfully exposed to our gaze, and we both took a moment to take in the sight of her as she sat before us, almost completely naked. The crotch of her tiny, transparent panties glistened, and I realized for the first time she was wet with excitement and anticipation.

My wife sat practically naked in front of another man, waiting for his next order.

This Manet-like tableau lasted only for a few brief seconds, however. Sarah suddenly seemed to remember that she was sitting in a somewhat advanced state of undress in the middle of a public bar. Her hands flew down to her skirt and immediately pulled it down and around her legs modestly, and then shot up to do up the buttons on her blouse, securing them rapidly, one after another. Then she sat back in the seat, still blushing, and looked down at the ground. She avoided Lewis' gaze entirely and only raised her head for a brief second to shoot quick glances at me like she was trying to assess my opinion about everything that had happened.

"I....urm..... I'm sorry Ben," she said at last, as she looked at me. "I don't know what came over me."

"That's quite all right, baby. I think it must have been the wine, huh?" I said somewhat disingenuously. After all, I knew I was as guilty as anyone for egging her on like that—more so than anyone, in fact.

How could I tell my wife that I was so enormously proud of her – and that she was stunningly beautiful? That I was so proud to be her husband. That I knew she must have thousands of admirers and that I just happened to be the one who was lucky enough to have her as my wife?

How, too, could I tell her, as embarrassed as I was by this, that I had never been more turned on than I had been just now, watching her sit gloriously exposed to Lewis? The human psyche is far too complicated to try and fathom, and the English language is woefully inadequate when it comes to explaining such conflicting emotions. I decided to err on the side of caution and not attempt any feeble rationale for my feelings.

Lewis, of course, had a somewhat harder time restraining himself. He was practically gushing.

"I am touched, no in fact I'm honored," he started. "You are absolutely stunning. You are ... I mean, I think .... Ben is ..... Ben is one of the luckiest men in the world!"

"Yes, yes he is," Sarah agreed with a broad smile, but she started to color pink again, and I could see that his compliments were starting to get to her, working some small measure of magic on my wife.

I looked at the two of them and the effect his words had on her. Man! This guy's charm and influence were seriously impressive! I had to wonder what else he might be able to talk my wife into doing.

At that moment, the waiter walked back over to our dark corner and told us that the bar was closing. The notice was hardly a shock, but I could tell it was a massive let-down for all three of us. The evening had developed an emotional, sexual charge that I honestly hadn't remembered in quite a while, and here it was, now suddenly draining away with a waiter's 'last call' notice.

I looked over at both Sarah and Lewis, and grinned wickedly to myself. "Lewis, we've got a bottle of champagne in our room," I said, surprised at how my heart suddenly began beating noticeably faster. I made a real conscious effort to slow it down as I took a deep breath. "It seems a shame to let it go to waste."

I looked over at Sarah out of the corner of my eye as I said it. I noticed her instant, very sharp intake of breath. Then I looked at Lewis, who seemed, for a second at least, at a loss for words. But then he quickly turned to me and smiled. "What the heck!" he said with a big grin. "I love a nice champagne!"

We all rose and nonchalantly headed out of the bar, making our way toward the lobby and the elevators. I paused to speak with the bartender and to close our tab—unnecessary, really, since he had my credit card details, but it gave Sarah and Lewis a moment alone. Maybe it was the instigator in me, or perhaps a touch of recklessness, but I'd argue any man with a bit of self-assurance and curiosity might have done the same, driven by a blend of intrigue and a thirst for the unconventional.

After a few minutes, I rejoined them by the elevators. Sarah was flushed, engaging in a hushed conversation with Lewis. Their words were indistinct to me. As I neared, their gazes met mine, flickering with a strange, remote spark that left me momentarily questioning my own judgment.

Internally, I rallied, asserting control over the bubbling uncertainties.

Meanwhile, a thought had been simmering in the back of my mind. Since our first meeting, I'd pondered over Lewis's sexual preferences. Something about him—his elusive demeanor, his gentle mannerisms—had sparked my curiosity. However, it was more an intangible feeling than anything concrete.

Standing there, awaiting the elevator, it dawned on me that these speculations were maybe a way to temper my own unease. This evening, Lewis had displayed none but his most charming and engaging self, marked by laughter and occasional seriousness. He was showing a keen interest in my wife, but something still confused me. I just couldn't put my finger on it exactly.

The elevator hissed to a stop, and the doors slid open quietly. We stepped in. Sarah moved toward the back, looking radiant with a glow that I half-heartedly hoped was a result of the wine. Lewis moved to her left, and I stood on her right. I pushed the button for floor ten, and the doors whirred shut. As they closed, I saw, from the corner of my eye, one of Lewis's hands slide across to Sarah's lower back and then move downward slightly.


Chapter 4

I wondered whether I should say something. I wondered whether or not to do something. So, in the end, I did. I reached over with my left hand and slid my hand across my wife's firm ass.

Lewis's hand was already there. He had moved his hand down and was now slowly but firmly cupping Sarah's ass. He looked up at me and smiled almost questioningly. I smiled back, giving nothing away but not saying 'no,' either. Sarah closed her eyes and slowly sank back against both of our hands. We held her up between us as the elevator continued to gently whirr, moving up through the floors. I was actually glad for its slow progress.

Then I felt Lewis move his hand away. But he didn't remove it, as I soon discovered. Instead, he moved it up and gently slipped it under the opening in Sarah's long skirt. She breathed in sharply as his dark hand slid underneath her skirt. I looked down and could see his hand was slowly caressing her bare ass cheeks under the soft fabric. He moved it slowly up and down, stroking her ass, first her right ass cheek and then moving onto her left. I imagined how her firm ass cheeks must have felt to him for the first time, encased only in the tiny bikini panties. I wondered, in fact, whether he had also slipped his hand under those little panties too and if he was now directly caressing her warm, soft skin. She leaned against both of us a little more tightly, closing her eyes, turning to me, and giving me a gentle kiss on the back of my neck. I smiled back at her as she let out a long, slow breath.

For now, I decided to give Lewis his freedom and moved my hand away from Sarah's ass. Instead, I trailed it gently up the front of her thigh, tracing my finger upward, across her waist, toward her tits.

Whatever she may have planned on saying later, whatever denials or convenient lapses of memory she might have in store to explain her current behavior, would all be moot, I decided as I studied her lovely figure. Her erect nipples stood out sharply and proudly, practically unrestrained by either the flimsy material of her bra or the light blue silk of her blouse. I remembered some cliché from an old novel: The body never lies.

Suddenly, on the 7th floor, the elevator hissed to a stop. "Okay, then," I said loudly to both of them -- and partly to myself -- decidedly uneager to have someone discover us in an early phase of flagrante delicto. The doors slid open, and a middle-aged couple got in, smiled briefly, then turned their backs and pushed floor twelve. Their presence was sobering, and we stood quietly behind them, our behavior once again chaste. It was, I thought in retrospect, fortunate to be interrupted, as I was starting to feel uncertain about the situation.

Did I want to encourage something like this? Did I want to see my wife so apparently curious and adventurous? Maybe the most difficult to wrestle with was my comfort level with Lewis—not Lewis as Lewis, per se, but Lewis as another man attentive to my wife. After all, I've never been guilty of underestimating my ego. How did I really feel about all of this, and how far, exactly, was I willing to let it go?

The 10th floor arrived quickly, and the doors whirred open again. "This is us," I chirped, and we stepped off the elevator and proceeded down the hall. I found the key, opened the heavy door, and stepped in after Lewis and Sarah.

It was dark in the room. Through the big picture window, we could see, below us, the bright, winking street lamps of Arlington Street, the large old oaks of the Public Garden, and, beyond, the distant illuminated windows of Beacon Hill. One of the most appealing vistas in Boston lay in front of us this late night. We stood and looked out for several minutes, saying little, either out of respect for the scene before us or, more probably, due to a certain degree of nervousness.

Finally, I walked over and turned on several table lamps, softly illuminating the suite. I wandered to the mini-bar, leaving Lewis and Sarah gazing at the view. I pulled out the chilled bottle of Veuve Cliquot and then found three champagne glasses on the shelf above. How considerate of the Ritz to stock these in the room, I thought with a quiet smile.

"Is anyone thirsty?" I asked the two standing at the window, obviously—and deliberately—interrupting their reverie. Both Sarah and Lewis turned to me and reached for the full, bubbling glasses I'd poured, eager for a distraction. It seemed to be a relief to both, neither knowing quite what was to come next.

We sat in the deep, soft chairs around the small cocktail table facing the window, staring into our glasses and savoring the wine's sweet, tart taste. I looked at them both. The tension was so thick you could have said a single word and cut it sharply.

So, I did.

"Lewis," I started...

"Mmm," he replied casually -- although not nearly as casually as I knew he'd like to portray.

"Sarah...?" I continued, and she looked up quickly at me.

"Yes, honey?" She looked like a picture of complete innocence.

But I knew I had their full attention.

I chuckled. "Lewis seems to find you particularly attractive," I started, deliberately not looking at either of them as I stared down at my glass, twirling my finger around the edge of the flute.

Both of them started to make protest noises. "I don't think..." began Lewis. Sarah cut in, saying, "What do you mean?" as she tried to force a note of indignation into her tone.

I chuckled again. "It's all right," I assured them both. "I don't mind. In fact..." I purposefully let the idea trail off, curious to see their reaction. Sarah responded first.

"In fact, what?" she asked -- then, and forever, insatiably curious. I took a deep breath. I turned to Lewis.

"Sarah is beautiful, and I love her deeply," I started. Both of them studied me closely, fascinated, worried, and thrilled by what I might say next. I continued.

"There is nothing that I wouldn't do to make her happy..." I said, looking at both of them closely. "And to give her pleasure," I added with a firm, stern gaze at them both.

Sarah sucked in her breath sharply. Lewis reached down and took a deep, long drink of his champagne, nearly draining the glass. I looked sharply and directly at both of them, but as I said the following, I was looking into Sarah's eyes.

"Lewis provided it is agreeable to her... you may do whatever you want with my wife." Maybe

Sarah practically choked on her champagne as I said it. She sputtered and visibly fumed. "How... How?" she started, but her protest soon trailed off and she never said the word no. My wife did not say no.

I was pleased to see that Lewis was a lot more composed; in fact, I had expected nothing less from him. He merely drained the last of his champagne and then placed the glass quietly on the table.

"Thank you, Ben," he said calmly and simply. "You are a true gentleman and generous as well." He sat, reflecting for a second, looking first at Sarah and then back at me. "I am truly flattered." He paused. "And I will take that as your permission to start."

I nodded my head. I really did admire his composure and self-confidence.

In fact, I really didn't have long to wait for him to demonstrate it properly. He took another long sip of champagne and looked over at Sarah, who was sitting nervously, staring down at her glass.

"Sarah," he started. "Sarah, please stand up."

Sarah shot me a fierce look but didn't object and did as Lewis asked. She stood up slowly and somewhat reluctantly, but she stood, nonetheless.

"Now turn around, slowly," he ordered. She looked at him, obviously debating whether to go along with his command or to disagree, but a few seconds later, she did as he asked. Slowly, she turned, deliberately avoiding making eye contact with me as she did.

She looked absolutely stunning in her navy blouse and long skirt, with her dark hair brushed back and her eyes catching the soft light. Her shapely curves were shown off sharply, now back-lit by the distant lights of the city below us. She stopped and looked over at Lewis.

"Sarah, I want you to remove your blouse," he said, speaking quietly but firmly. Sarah looked at him, her eyes almost looking defiant, as she assessed the situation she found herself in, debating whether she would follow his commands or not. I was hurt, albeit briefly, but at the same time excited, it must be said, when she did not look at me for permission.

Instead, she stared directly at Lewis, then flicked the top button of her silk blouse open. Continuing to look straight at him, she then undid the next button, and the next one...and finally the fourth and last one. I could see her sheer black bra coming into view as the buttons came undone.

Then she slid the tails of the blouse up and out of her skirt and slowly pulled it off her shoulders and down her arms, looking directly at Lewis the entire time.

I glanced over at Lewis and saw him take a breath and swallow hard.

Then she gently slipped it off one arm and then the other, and without saying a word, she let it fall to the floor.

I caught my breath at the sight before me: My beautiful wife was now standing before Lewis in her revealing bra, her big, full tits proudly on display for him. Her swollen nipples, as before, now stood out sharply, rock hard and poking through the transparent material shamelessly, begging to be touched.

Lewis sat silently, staring at her, taking in the beautiful woman in front of him. I watched as his hand slid down to his thigh, and as it did, I saw the thick, long, very obvious bulge in his pants. He shifted himself slightly in the chair, clearly trying to relieve the intense pressure in his cock and balls.

"Now take off your skirt, please," he said, again quietly but firmly.


Chapter 5

His instruction hung in the air, broking no disobedience. And Sarah did as he commanded.

Her fingers slid down, and she found the waistband of the floral print wool wrap. Then, she found the two little hooks that kept it clasped firmly in place around her. She looked up at Lewis and then very briefly over at me before she quickly flicked them open. Grasping the expensive material with her left hand, she pulled it up and off, then dropped it down gently on the floor. She stood before us, no, before Lewis, still in her black heels but now wearing only her transparent bra and tiny panties.

Unlike the dark corner of the bar we had been in just half an hour before, there were no shadows in this room and certainly no requirements for discretion. There was now no reason to hide my wife's amazing body. Her full tits stood out proudly, her swollen nipples poked out... Nothing hid the dark triangle of her pubic hair,, or the firm, soft flesh of her ass cheeks. Her tiny panties might as well not have even existed, as they did nothing to hide her modesty. Lewis slowly let out a long, soft breath.

"Come over here into the center of the room, please, Sarah," he said quietly.

And Sarah once again did exactly as he said, clearly shaking with nerves, but somehow, she followed his orders to the center of the plush oriental carpet.

"Now get down on your knees," he ordered. Sarah looked over at him briefly, once again with that questioning look. Then, for a second, she seemed to think better of it and slowly did as he had instructed.

I couldn't believe what I was witnessing. I toyed with the idea of intervening at that moment and stopping this outrageous scene in its tracks. But then a part of me remembered that it was me who had been the one to cast the dice and that if I put a stop to it at this point, then I would, in some bizarre world of reverse logic, end up losing the respect of both of them.

So weirdly, to allow them to continue was to remain in control.

I wondered, briefly, at the twisted logic to which I was subjecting myself, but then I turned my attention back to the erotic dance unfolding right in front of me.

Lewis stood now, tall and regal, looking very proper in his navy suit, only a few feet in front of my kneeling wife. Then, as he looked down at her, he reached his hands down and began unbuckling his black leather belt. Sarah moaned softly.

Slowly, he unbuttoned his pants, and slowly, teasingly, he slid the zipper down, looking at her the entire time. Unrestrained by either button or belt, his navy wool pants slid down to the floor. Sarah was left staring at his white silk briefs. The smooth, shimmering material hugged his taut, dark skin, and as I looked closer, the translucence of the silk revealed almost every detail of the long, thick, black penis that pressed hard against it.

"Pull them down, Sarah," he ordered.

Sarah swallowed hard and hesitated for a few seconds. She looked down briefly and then back up at Lewis. And then, without making a sound, she reached up with both hands and slowly, nervously, grasped the waistband with her fingertips and began to slide the white silk down his firm, black thighs.

His long hard cock suddenly sprang free as Sarah slid the tiny briefs further down his tight, muscular thighs, and a second later, his heavy, black balls also came into view.

I wasn't sure if the image before me was, in fact, real or surreal. I had trouble catching my breath as I sat there in front of them. I thought my head would explode, not only from the scene in front of me but also from the implications now unfolding before me.

Sarah was on her knees at Lewis's feet, wearing only her tiny, revealing bra and panties as she now looked up at him, waiting for instructions. His long, thick black dick stretched out in front of him, rock hard with excitement, no more than an inch from her soft, pink lips. He leaned down and whispered to her, deliberately loud enough that I could hear.

"Suck my dick, Sarah."

She moaned in response to his words. And then, without hesitating, she opened her mouth wide and closed her eyes as she prepared to take Lewis's hard dick into her mouth.

Lewis pressed the swollen dickhead against her lips and held it there for a second. He let it slide easily into her mouth until her lips now encased the thick, rock-hard head. Eyes still tightly closed, Sarah flicked her tongue over his head, running it gently down the shaft and looking as though she was trying her hardest to suck it deeper down her throat.

I had never seen my wife so eager to take a dick into her mouth. Sarah wasn't really one for giving oral. Usually, it took a suggestion or two or a very deliberate arrangement of our positions for me to make it obvious what I wanted. But now, here tonight, she opened her mouth widely, eagerly, and willingly.

Lewis pulled back, pulling the thick head of his dick away from her lips. As he did, a thin trail of precum trailed from the tip of his cock, startling white against his dark black skin. He then reached down, and slowly, he ran his finger along the thread of it, gathering it up. He flicked his finger over the thick drops that had welled from the hole in the head of his throbbing cock, and gathered them up on the tip of his index finger.

"Look at me," he said, and Sarah looked up. "I want you to purse your lips like you're putting on lipstick," he said simply. A brief, questioning look flickered across Sarah's face, but she did as she was instructed. She closed her eyes again, lifted her chin slightly, and pursed her lips.

Then Lewis took his finger and brushed it very gently, but completely, across her now pouting lips as though he were applying make-up. I watched as my wife's lips glistened with his precum.

Then Lewis stopped. He pulled back slightly teasingly. "I want to study you first," he said, and as he spoke, Sarah opened her eyes and looked up at him, looking confused, as she slowly flicked her tongue around her lips, tasting his precum.

"Stay there," he instructed her.

Slowly, almost reluctantly, she kept her position. Then she looked up again at him, still questioningly. But she didn't have long to wait.

"Reach back and unhook that bra," Lewis ordered, again a simple but firm command. His long, thick black cock still stood out proudly in front of him, only inches from Sarah's face, and she didn't know which way to look. His voice demanded that she look at his face, but the big hard, black dick right in front of her drew her attention shamelessly back to it.

Nonetheless, she did as he instructed. She did not even look at me this time as he made his request. She simply reached her hands back and quickly undid the two tiny hooks that held her full tits in place. As she unclipped the hooks, her bra started to fall away. Without any instruction, she reached up and slipped the right-hand strap off her shoulders...and then did the same with the left. She pulled the straps down her arms, and her sheer bra fell into a heap onto the floor. She now knelt, bare-breasted, in front of Lewis.

If there was any doubt about how she felt, her nipples well and truly gave her away. They were rock hard and swollen, hard to an extent that I would not have thought possible if I hadn't looked at them. Her round, dark aureoles, too, were taut with excitement as she looked up at Lewis, waiting for his next order.

"Lift up your tits for me," he said quietly. "Cup both of them in your hands," he continued. "Hold them up and push them out for me."

Sarah sucked in her breath as he said it, but a second later, she did exactly as he instructed. She cupped her big boobs in each hand and held them up as she pressed them out to him, straining to please. Her rock-hard nipples stood out proudly, almost obscenely, in their excitement.

I couldn't believe what I was witnessing. I could feel my dick throbbing from the sight in front of me. I desperately ached to reach down and pull it out of my pants...to start stroking it...to grab it and force it into my wife's mouth, her pussy, or even her ass...She presented the most exotic and outrageously exciting image I had ever seen. Her beauty and eroticism had my cock aching and my head throbbing. I tried desperately to compose myself.

Was this the same woman I thought I knew? The question ricocheted around in my head.

Not at all was my answer, and at the same time, I was thrilled, grateful, and just a little bit worried, if I was honest, as I discovered this alter ego.

Lewis's orders cut into my self-examination. "Pinch your nipples between your fingers," he ordered without ceremony. I gasped again as Sarah did exactly as he instructed and without a second's hesitation. She reached down and, with both hands, gently grasped each nipple between her thumb and forefinger. She then looked up at him and smiled as she waited for his next instruction.

"Pull them up and out for me," he said. Sarah looked up at him, again questioningly, with a hint of disbelief on her face. But Lewis' look precluded any disobedience from her.

She did as she was ordered. Slowly but surely, she pulled on her nipples, tugging gently. The effort made her wince slightly, Sarah had always had very sensitive nipples, but she continued. Holding each rock-hard nipple firmly, she started to pull her full, heavy tits up and out for his examination and appreciation. Slowly she held them up, with the weight of each full boob suspended only by the taut, pink nipples.

"That's not good enough," Lewis said quietly but firmly, once again in a tone that allowed for no argument. Sarah hurried to obey. She pinched her nipples harder and pulled her full tits further out and up, wanting to please him, desperate to hear his approval. She stretched them out and up as far as she possibly could.

As if that wasn't enough, Sarah did something even more outrageous, obviously keen to gain his acceptance and to hear his words of approval.

She slid both her thumbs and forefingers back almost an inch and pinched each nipple and aureole between them, hard and tight, holding them as she pulled her tits up and out again. Not only was she now supporting the weight of her lovely, heavy tits with her nipples, but in doing so, she also squeezed each nipple as tightly as she could, offering the rock-hard, sensitive flesh up to her new, black master.

I couldn't believe what I was watching, and my cock already ached to cum at the picture before me: my wife was on her knees, offering her beautiful tits up to a virtual stranger. I wanted to reach down and pull my dick from my pants, to sink it deeply into her...and to fill her with my cum.

Instead, I was overcome by curiosity, and I did my best to sit quietly, unwilling to interrupt and ruin the moment and far too eager to see what would happen next. I did not have long to wait.

"Very good," said Lewis appreciatively, making Sarah blush with his words. "Now stand up," he added unceremoniously.

Sarah was startled by this sudden shift in direction, but she reluctantly obeyed. She let go of her nipples and stood up slowly. Her tits and nipples were now red and swollen from her outrageous display seconds earlier. I wanted to feel them so badly, to massage them with oil...to suckle them. But I held back, certain that Lewis would not allow it.

She stood facing him now, her only item of clothing: her transparent bikini briefs and black heels.

"Take off your panties, Sarah," he said, and after looking him in the eye, she moved without hesitation. Her hands moved down to her waist, and she slid her thumbs into an elastic waistband, then pulled her panties down quickly, sliding them over her thighs, then past her knees, and then letting them drop into a pile on the floor at her feet. She then smiled as she kicked them away.

She stood before Lewis, now dressed only in her black high heels.

We both studied her for a few seconds, admiring her luscious body without any shame. Our eyes took their time taking in her lovely dark hair and eyes, her round, full, shapely curves, and, of course, taking in the sight of her now exposed most private parts. She was truly exquisite. My heart pounded in my chest, and I wanted to look at her like that forever.

Lewis had other ideas.

"Now go and sit on the edge of the coffee table," he continued firmly. "Facing me," he added with a stern look on his face.

Sarah sucked in her breath, and for a second, it appeared like she realized this had gone far enough, and she was about to disobey. But the look of resistance quickly faded, and she did as he instructed, stepping over and sitting down gingerly on the edge of the low, glass-topped structure. "Now what?" she asked slightly defiantly.

"Open your legs," Lewis said quietly.

"Nooooo...." Sarah's voice trailed off.

He looked at her directly in the eye again and asked. "Do you want to stop? We can stop at any point you want. You just have to say," he explained, darting a quick look over in my direction.

"Nooooo...." Sarah said more softly, and my heart sank a tiny bit.

"Then, if you don't want to stop, spread your legs," he ordered.

Somewhat to my dismay, Sarah slowly leaned her body back, took her weight on her hands, and splayed her legs wide open.

Her thighs parted about a foot at first, then two feet. She stopped.

"That's not wide enough, Sarah," Lewis said quietly. "As far as you can please."

She seemed a little shocked at his words. But she did as he ordered. She spread her legs open further, opening them as wide as she could for him, no doubt feeling her hips start to ache as she opened herself as completely as she was able to. She threw back her head and arched her back, and almost lifted her firm ass off the glass table.

Undeterred, she brought her arms forward, and still leaning back slightly–, slid her hands between her thighs. She reached down and, very gently, using both hands, she spread the soft, swollen flesh of her pussy lips.

As she opened them, she reached down and grasped her fleshy labia. With her thumb and forefingers pinching the tender, ultra-sensitive skin on either side.

Staring Lewis in the eyes, she slowly but very deliberately parted them, revealing her soft, pink internal flesh. I watched, utterly fascinated, as my wife offered her pussy to Lewis for the first time.




I couldn't restrain myself any longer. I stood up, moving slightly awkwardly as a result of my throbbing, rock-hard dick.

Lewis looked over and said quietly, "Wait just a minute, please, Ben?"

What could I say to that? As reluctant as I was to admit it, I was very curious. I was curious about what he had in mind, curious to see what he would do next and how he would do it, and most of all, curious to see how my beautiful wife Sarah would respond.

Reluctantly, I sat back down. My heart beating even more quickly.

"Sarah, you are stunning," Lewis complimented her as she sat naked on the glass coffee table, spreading her legs further for him.

She blushed, but suddenly, she seemed to revert back to her more usual bashfulness. She quickly seemed to withdraw, like she had stepped back and viewed the situation from afar. Rapidly and modestly, she closed her legs and sat up abruptly. In a vain attempt to cover her nakedness, she passed one hand over her tits and put the other down between her legs to cover her pussy.

"Sarah?" Lewis inquired softly. She looked up at him, her face showing her nerves. "Place your hands back behind you on the table. You're far too beautiful to cover yourself up like that," he added, almost needlessly. She looked at him, studying him, apparently trying to decide what to do next and how far to take this. And then she looked over at me, her face now questioning and apologetic.

But, once again, she didn't wait for my approval as she did what he ordered. She leaned back on the table, splayed her hands behind her, and kept her long legs wide open to Lewis' gaze. He stood there looking at my wife's wide-open pussy for what felt like forever. He stared at her soft labia spread wide, the dark, inviting hole of her pussy, the moisture from her excitement seeping out and glistening on her lips in the soft light.

I wanted to get up and go over to her, to force her legs up onto my shoulders... and to sink my rock-hard dick into her, and to fuck her as harshly, punishingly, as I ever had for sitting there and spreading herself wide open for another man.

Or did I?

True, I desperately ached to fuck her. The things Lewis had done to her and had her do to, up to this point, had aroused me more than I had ever imagined possible. And each additional, intimate act he made Sarah perform only increased that excitement in me. My balls actually ached from the need to relive the intense pressure building within them. I was constantly shifting about in my seat, trying to somehow find a comfortable way to sit to ease the pain and pressure. I was dying to unzip my pants, too.

But I fought the urge and held back. Somehow, I felt that doing so would mean, once again, relinquishing control. It would be like asking Sarah and Lewis to stop what they were doing because it meant I either wasn't self-confident or mature enough to handle the situation and appreciate the sexual and emotional dynamics of it without getting my penis out. By contrast, if I could sit and watch with reserve, it meant, in some strange way, that I retain a certain degree of rule. At least, this was what I told myself as I sat there.

After all, while I wasn't sure I could be fairly accused of being entirely responsible for the drama unfolding before me, neither had I taken any opportunity to halt it. My curiosity had continued to get the better of me. Lewis knew it. Sarah knew it. And somehow, to call it off now would also, in fact, feel somehow unsporting or ungentlemanly. Or both. In some odd sense, it was, after all, a game.

There was also something else at play here, although I'm sure that more than a few husbands would be skeptical if they listened to me trying to explain it. It was simply that Sarah was enjoying it so much. Despite her occasional protests and nerves, her actions and body gave her away. Her flushed skin, her rock-hard nipples, her dripping wet pussy, all told a very different story. And it simply gave me a hell of a lot of pleasure to see how much pleasure she was taking from it all. In the end, we are meant to be taking care of one another, however loosely that might sometimes come to be defined.

My short reverie rapidly ended as I turned my gaze back toward the lurid scene in front of me. Lewis was now standing before my wife as she sat back on the glass table with her legs spread wide open, looking embarrassed but nonetheless shamelessly displaying herself for his inspection. He made her hold the pose for what seemed like an eternity, with her long legs spread wide apart, as he admired her naked form. As he did so, he slowly undid his tie and slipped it off. Then he began unbuttoning his shirt and slipped it off, too. I was impressed as he did so. While slim, he nonetheless had the broad, defined shoulders and well-developed pecs and triceps of a swimmer. His stomach was flat and firm, which only served to further accentuate his long, thick dick, making it appear to stretch out even further in front of his body somehow.

I also admired his fortitude and self-control. Not once since he had pulled his dickhead back from Sarah's pouting lips had he touched his cock. Yet still, he remained rock-hard, fully erect and bobbing up and down, with his heavy black balls tight beneath it. In fact, his dick looked harder and longer and thicker than ever, no doubt a direct result of the very visual and extremely lewd display my wife was putting on for him. His big black cock stood out straight and proud, the color of dark chocolate, and no more than a foot or two from my reclining wife. She stared at it openly. I have to admit, I was staring at it, too, in admiration.

Lewis finished by kicking his shoes off, then leaned forward and removed his socks. His white bikini briefs were already lying on the floor, where Sarah had tossed them earlier after pulling them down Lewis's long, lean black legs. He stood upright again, completely naked now, and moved slightly closer to Sarah as she lay back on the coffee table, open and waiting. I sucked in my breath.

"Sarah, I want you to lie on the bed."

She leaned forward, taking the weight off her arms, and as she did, she closed her legs. Shakily, she stood up, looking at him both nervously and wantonly, if that combination were indeed possible. She walked several feet over to the foot of our king-sized bed and stood there for a few seconds, looking down at the bed, then back up at Lewis.

This is it, I thought to myself as my chest pounded. I'm going to see my wife get fucked by another man, by a black man. My head was spinning with the implications.

Once again, however, Lewis proved to be a master of both timing and building erotic suspense.

"Lie down on your back," he ordered. "Place your feet toward the head of the bed and lay with your head down here." He pointed to the edge, at the foot of the bed.

Slowly and slightly uncertainly, Sarah complied, climbing up onto the soft, plush mattress. She stretched herself out, completely naked except for her black heels. She lay down gingerly on the bed, apparently slightly hesitant at the degree of control she was about to relinquish by doing so. Her dark hair fell softly over the edge of the bed. She tried to look up and around the room and tried to look back at Lewis as her eyes darted about nervously. But he stood directly behind her, and she could catch only a slight glimpse of him.

"Slide your head gently back over the edge of the bed, please, Sarah," he continued softly. "Rest the back of your neck against the edge of the bed, and let your head just fall gently back." Sarah hesitated, no doubt reluctant to put herself in such an inherently vulnerable position.

Seeing her delay, Lewis continued, "You have nothing to worry about, I promise. I'm going to be extremely gentle with you at this point, and I can assure you this will be nothing but a pleasurable experience.

"Pleasurable for both of us," he added with a gentle laugh.

Slowly, Sarah did as he asked. She slid her head back until she slid over the edge and could feel the soft edge of the mattress against the base of her neck. Then she relaxed, letting her head drop slowly back, further, and further. By doing so, she could now see both Lewis and me, albeit upside-down. She could see me sitting in the large chair halfway across the room, watching and waiting, utterly fascinated, and Lewis, tall and black, completely naked and erect, a mere foot or so away from her.

"There is, of course, a very good reason I'm doing this," Lewis started. And then he turned his head and looked directly at me as he continued his explanation. "Most women, even those who are very talented at giving oral sex, have a hard time taking an entire cock in their mouth. At least in a conventional position," he added with a slight chuckle.

I caught my breath and could hear Sarah catching hers, too. Lewis continued.

"As I think you can both see, I'm a little longer than average."

I thought he was being extremely modest.

"This is really the only good way I've ever found of getting the entire length of my cock in," he continued as my heart continued to pound furiously in my chest. "And I can assure you that I intend to fit all eight inches of it down Sarah's throat," he said matter-of-factly, still looking directly at me as he spoke.

I heard Sarah whimper softly. "No..." she almost moaned. I had to shift again in my chair to ease the escalating ache developing in my balls.

"Close your eyes, now, my sweet," Lewis said, turning back to my naked, recumbent, fully exposed wife. She did as he instructed, and her long eyelashes flickered gently as she waited. Inadvertently or deliberately, her legs started to part slowly, and I could see her very puffy, visibly swollen labia, even from where I was sitting.

Lewis stepped behind her, slowly reached down, and gently stroked her face and neck with both hands. She jumped a little at first at his touch but soon relaxed, turning her head gently left and right to feel his tender, gentle brushing hand strokes as her eyes remained firmly closed. As he continued his soft caresses, he moved slightly closer to her, bringing his rock-hard cock toward her mouth, closer and closer. I held my breath and waited for what I knew was coming.

"Now open your mouth, Sarah," Lewis ordered quietly, and without a second's hesitation, she opened as wide as possible. Lewis gently slipped the head of his thick cock into my wife's mouth.

The smooth, slick dickhead disappeared between my wife's lips, and he held still for a moment, not pushing in any further, giving her time to adapt. She moaned softly, and he started instructing her as he teased her with a mere taste of his big black dick.

"I've positioned you like this, Sarah, because it's the only way you'll be able to take my entire cock into your mouth," he started explaining quietly. "Arching your head back this way opens your throat up completely, and it means that the passage all the way from your lips to the back of your throat and your larynx is absolutely straight."

He's clearly done this once or twice before, I thought wryly, as my heart still pounded in my chest.

Sarah moaned again, and I could see her tongue was now flicking around the ridge of his swollen, purple dickhead.

"Are you ready?" he asked, somewhat rhetorically, given her position. "Breathe through your nose from here on," he instructed. "I'm not going to stop now." Sarah gulped but nodded her head slightly, acknowledging his orders. And with that, Lewis fed his long, black dick down my wife's throat as I watched.


Chapter 6

He did not go slowly, and while he was gentle, he was also firm. There was an urgency about his movement now. He had abandoned the soft, tender, and gentlemanly side that we had seen up until now.

He was no longer preparing Sarah. Now, he was using her. This was sex, raw, passionate, pressing, and selfish sex. Lewis was going to fuck my wife's mouth, and more importantly, my wife actually wanted him to do it.

Her legs were spread wide open on the bed now, and she had reached up and was cupping both of her tits in her hands, pinching and squeezing her nipples as she arched her head back further, trying desperately to take his thick shaft as quickly and deeply as she could. And Lewis did not delay her pleasure.

In one strong, steady movement, he began to push his long dick into Sarah's open mouth. The first two inches slid past her lips, then three... and then four. Her soft, pink lips were really stretched out around his thick black shaft. She breathed harder and faster but through her nose as instructed as she opened her mouth so widely that her jaw must have ached.

Five inches of dick slid in, then six. Lewis did not pause even for a second. He said he was going to feed the entire length of his thick cock down Sarah's throat in one steady movement, and he meant it. I was utterly astonished at the outrageous display before me.

Another inch slid in, with Sarah now breathing faster and faster. Her hands moved away from her rock-hard nipples and sought out Lewis's thighs. She slid both her hands up between them and through, reaching around and taking hold of his tight ass. She cupped a cheek in each hand and tried to use it to pull him in closer, trying to force the thick black cock down her throat even faster.

I nearly came on the spot when I saw what she was trying to do.

Lewis did not interrupt his firm, steady push, however. In one final, fluid movement aided by Sarah's grasping hands, he slid the last inch of his long hard cock into her mouth. His heavy, black balls came to rest nestled on the bridge of Sarah's nose.

My beautiful wife now had eight inches of thick black dick down her throat.

Lewis held perfectly still in that position, not moving at all, as Sarah slowly got used to this monstrous intrusion. I could hear her quick, harsh breathing even from where I sat. However, her breathing started to slow and returned to normal as her hands lost their quick urgency and slowly started a gentler, more sensual caress of Lewis' firm buttocks. The tension that had been so obvious in her limbs just a moment ago started to dissipate, and as she relaxed and settled more deeply into the bed, my wife now seemed to be able to take all of it in stride. Her eyes remained closed as she caressed every part of her new black lover.

For me, of course, it was very different. The picture before me was the most lewd, obscene, intimate, and arousing thing I had ever seen, and I could barely think straight as I watched.

I didn't know where to put myself or what I should do. In fact, if you had asked me, I doubt I would have known what day it was.

As if reading my mind, Lewis said softly, "Ben, come over here."

Now, what is he going to do? I asked myself, utterly thrilled and at the same time nervous, but also eager and proud as I got slowly to my feet. I looked down and saw the thick bulge in my trousers that was giving me away shamelessly. I walked slowly over to him and Sarah, staring at the dick embedded in my wife's mouth, the startling, erotic contrast of black skin against white. I was riveted by the sight in front of me and, at the same time, embarrassed at the extent of my fascination. What, exactly, did this make me? I think I was even blushing.

"A little closer, please? Lewis' request interrupted my laser-like concentration. I edged closer, curious and worried about what was coming next. Sarah took absolutely no notice of my presence. She never even opened her eyes. She simply held still, continuing to caress Lewis' ass, breathing steadily through her nose, enveloping his thick black cock with her warm, soft throat. She even reached around with both hands and started to massage his balls, softly teasing them with her finger.

"Put your hand on Sarah's neck, please," Lewis ordered. "Right here." He pointed to a spot just above her Adam's apple. "I want you to feel my dick in her throat."

My heart pounded furiously. This was completely unbelievable! Was I really going to do this?

Sensing my hesitation, Lewis cut to the heart of the challenge with one brief question. "Do you want me to stop now and leave you two here? I will if you're not sure about this."

He already knew exactly how I felt. I think he just wanted to make me say it.

He knew what my answer would be.

He knew what I would do.

I reached down and gently felt his thick cock through the soft skin of Sarah's neck. I traced my fingers along it, which elicited a soft moan from my wife. Unable to resist, I ran my thumb and forefinger lightly across the ridge of his dickhead, tracing it, admiring its girth and heft. And then, almost subconsciously, I started to massage up and down it with my fingers.

Sarah moaned, more loudly this time. I cupped my hand and started sliding it gently up and down her long neck, feeling the thick girth of his big black dick and running my hand up and down, from the ridge of his dickhead all the way back to her lips, from which the thick base of his dick protruded.

I can't deny it. I wanted to stay there, massaging his dick through my wife's throat until he finally shot his cum down her throat. I wanted to rub it until he could no longer resist any long...until the pressure in his balls built up to such a point that he had no choice but to cum in Sarah's mouth. Until I watched his cum leaking from my beautiful wife's lips. And so, almost in a trance now, I rubbed the long, thick dick in my wife's throat.

Suddenly, I realized what was going on.

What the fuck was I doing??!! I asked myself in a shocking moment of combined guilt and self-realization. I rapidly pulled my hand away, leaned back, caught my breath, and suddenly started having serious moments of self-doubt and examination.

But Sarah was oblivious to, and obviously didn't care at all about, my concerns. She knew only from my gentle stroking what I was trying to do. She was focused entirely on the thick black dick that was being impaled in her mouth and on satisfying both it and her needs. Even as I pulled my hand away, she was sliding her hands up once more between Lewis's thighs.

Utterly fascinated, I stood back slightly and watched as she worked her hands between his legs, stroking the base of his long, thick black dick that was still planted firmly and deeply in her warm and very welcoming throat. She slid her fingers past his cock, and between his cheeks and firmly and steadily parted them. I caught my breath as soon as I realized exactly what was coming next.

Lewis relaxed, also suddenly realizing what Sarah was up to.

She wasted no time. Almost harshly, she pulled his ass cheeks apart, but then, once his cheeks were prised open, she started gently flicking her fingers across the soft flesh near his asshole. Slowly but surely, she traced her fingers down between his tight ass cheeks until she could feel the object of her attention: his tight, puckered anus.

I understood what she was going to do next, but I couldn't believe it was happening.

She knew from our love-making how easy it was to get me to cum once she had slipped her finger into my ass and started fucking me with it. She would do it when she was done and wanted me to cum, and she knew there was almost nothing I could do to resist once she began it.

I knew now, watching her probing Lewis's ass as she slowly sunk her middle finger into his tight anus and began sliding it in and out, that she was desperately trying to make him cum. She was trying to make him cum down her throat. She never did this to me when she was giving me oral! She only ever did this when we were fucking, and she was ready for me to finish.

My heart pounded so loudly that I was sure they both could hear it.




I watched and waited, getting more and more breathless by the second. I waited for Lewis to give in to the deep, rhythmic penetration of his ass as he slowly fucked her throat. I waited for him to close his eyes and for the quiet moans she was coaxing from him to turn into shouts. I waited to see his long, thick cock start to throb.

But I waited in vain.

Lewis was clearly a master of self-control. True, he did moan and closed his eyes a couple of times, and I saw his knees bend, and I could see all his muscles tighten in his body, winding up like a spring. And once, he even reached down and gently cupped his balls for a second. But then his fingers slid up, and he grabbed the thick base of his dick. I watched him encircle it with a thumb and forefinger in a tight 'O' as he squeezed his fingers together tightly, literally choking off the impending flood of semen about to make its way out of his dick and down my wife's throat. At the same time, I saw him reach back and gently but firmly slide Sarah's hand away from his ass. I could hear Sarah's soft groan of frustration, even from where I sat.

Then Lewis slowly and very gently withdrew his thick, still rock-hard cock from her mouth, careful not to hurt her as he did. It seemed to slide out forever, a slow inch-by-inch, and I once again marveled at her ability and willingness to have just taken it all in her mouth like that.

Finally, Lewis withdrew the last of it, the deep-purple dickhead, slick with Sarah's saliva, slipped slowly and very reluctantly from her lips. I heard her moan once again.

As Lewis withdrew his dick, he leaned down and gently started to caress and massage Sarah's neck. Obviously, he how much of an intrusion sliding his entire cock down her throat must have been. That her throat now surely ached from the effort. He stroked her softly, sweetly... almost affectionately as he leaned down and whispered to her, "I'm very proud of you, my love. You show a real talent. Very few women can take a dick of this size on the first attempt.

"Even more than that," he continued after a slight pause, "you show enormous promise."

Sarah blushed at his words, obviously pleased to receive his approval.

On the other hand, I felt my heart skip another beat as he spoke, especially when he mentioned the words' enormous promise'. What was that supposed to mean? I asked myself quietly and furiously. Was he suggesting there would be future meetings?

"You must be starting to feel in need of your own release at this point, aren't you, my love?" Lewis continued softly as he now stood above and behind Sarah, now softly caressing her face and brushing the dark hair back from her forehead. His impressive dick, still rock hard and still glistening from my wife's saliva, bobbed only inches in front of her face.

Sarah, eyes still closed, nodded her head slowly. Lewis smiled.

"You need to be made love to now, don't you, Sarah?" he asked her quietly.

Sarah blushed again quickly, but she couldn't help herself as she nodded again, only this time more vigorously.

Lewis was still stroking her face as he deliberately paused for a minute, drawing out the tension in the room and her anticipation of what came next. To say he had the full attention of not only Sarah but also me would have been the understatement of the century. Then he finally spoke.

"Maybe it would be more appropriate to say that you need to be fucked right now," he said, a lot more bluntly now. "Would that be a better way to put it?"

Sarah sighed softly, then nodded her head.

I shifted about in my chair again, trying to ease the increasing ache in my balls.

Lewis continued. "Let me hear you say it, Sarah, I want you to say what you need." He waited patiently, assured of a response.

Sarah moaned quietly as her blush deepened once again, spreading from her cheeks down to her neck and over her tits. Softly, she shook her head. "I..." she started.

"What, my pet?" Lewis asked softly, pressing her for her reply.

"I...I... urm…." she stammered.

I held my breath. I knew I could never get my wife to say anything like Lewis wanted to hear from her. But then she spoke.

"I need to be fucked," she finally blurted out, and as soon as she said it, she colored bright pink. But she did not stop there.

"I...," she went on, her voice growing louder and more assured. "I... Please fuck me," she asked finally. "Please fuck me with your big dick."

I couldn't believe what I had just heard. Was this really my shy wife?


Chapter 7

"I'm not going to fuck you just yet, my pet," Lewis answered. "In fact," he added with a little smile, "I might not fuck you at all tonight."

Sarah whimpered, then moaned "Noooo...", her voice trailing off softly. She shook her head slowly, clearly beside herself from all his teasing.

I could imagine the extent of her frustration. Having undressed in the bar, and been felt up in the elevator, and then undressing again properly at his command in the room, and finally forced to perform oral sex... Lewis must have brought her to the brink of cumming several times, and he had barely brought his hand or tongue or even his cock anywhere near her pussy.

In fact, I didn't have to imagine it. I could actually see it in Sarah's body as she lay on the edge of the bed, now lying face down on her stomach, staring up at Lewis. The color was very visible in her cheeks, and her eyes sparkled, the flush of sexual excitement having spread itself across nearly all of her body. Her nipples remained taut and hard, and she stared longingly at Lewis, first up at his face and then back at his long, stiff, bobbing cock.

Lewis then changed tack.

"Will you do exactly as I say if I promise to make love to you at the end?" Lewis asked her, darting a brief glance in my direction as he posed the question. I held my breath again as I considered the implications of his request and then looked over expectantly at my pretty wife.

Considering all that had happened so far, Lewis's question, and what I was pretty sure would be Sarah's answer, seemed a trifle academic. I mean, really, what was she going to say? But I chose to say nothing at that moment.

Sarah looked up at him and gently murmured, "Yeah," looking hopeful, but then at least she had the good grace to look over at me and shoot me a brief, slightly guilty glance. Looking at her, I thought I saw in her eyes a request for permission, or perhaps it was a request for forgiveness, or maybe a touch of both.

Having told them both very explicitly that whatever was agreeable to her was also agreeable to me, I didn't exactly have much of a leg to stand on if I tried to object, and I knew it. So I kept my mouth shut and nodded gently at my wife, indicating that it was all right.

Lewis pondered this turn of events for a few seconds before saying anything. As I watched him, I started to think that he intended to get the maximum possible visual impact out of whatever act he chose to have her do, and although I'm sure he would enjoy watching it immensely, it was pretty clear it would be mostly for my benefit. At the same time, the act itself would be designed to tease and arouse Sarah to the maximum extent possible, to wind her up almost to breaking point, and to burn the sensuality, tension, and pure physicality of the evening deep into our memories forever.

At the same time, I was starting to believe that his own physical pleasure and release were, by this point, almost completely irrelevant to him. Despite his earlier arousal and the way that Sarah had almost brought him to the edge with her mouth and finger, I think that he didn't really care about his pleasure. This was far more of a mental game for Lewis.

I began to realize he had far bigger things in mind, longer-term, deeper aims that were somewhat darker in their implications and would be, ultimately, much more profound in their pleasure. I had the feeling that this evening had suddenly turned and that now it had become a mere prelude to something else. Something that would be both more intimate and much more elaborate. I thought I could suddenly detect the spinning of a web, albeit a soft and welcoming one, but a web as strong as steel nonetheless. But, for the moment, presented with this tableau before me, I let the thought slip into the back of my mind.

"Very well, then," Lewis said, his deep voice cutting into my brief reverie. Sarah, come over here," he ordered. Slowly, almost reluctantly, she got up from the bed and stood at the foot of it, waiting for his next command. He looked her up and down for a second and then said, "Go and lean over Ben's chair. Put your head in his lap, please, Sarah."

Sarah sucked in her breath as she slowly walked over to me, completely naked, beautiful, and very aroused, then stood right in front of me as I sat leaning back in the soft leather chair. She seemed uncertain of what to do next, but Lewis did not leave her wondering for very long.

"Lean over the chair, as I said," he commanded. Sarah did as he had asked and brought her face down to within a couple of inches of my lap. I reached out and ran my fingers through her soft brown hair, brushing it back from her forehead. She refused to make eye contact with me and instead stared downward, suddenly embarrassed once again. And as she did, I watched Lewis move up behind her, closing the distance between them. His hard, black body was a startlingly arousing contrast as it pressed against my wife's pale white skin, and that contrast continued to make my head spin. Suddenly, he was only a couple of inches behind her, and he had reached down, gently grasping each of her thighs, parting them...forcing her to stand with her legs spread wide apart. As he did, he murmured, "Get your ass as high in the air as you can." I sucked in my breath once more, and Sarah, too, gasped. But she did as he instructed.

She leaned over a little further, closer to my lap, and spread her legs out even wider. Then she pushed her ass up and thrust it out, as Lewis had ordered. I reached down and whispered in her ear.

"You look absolutely stunning, baby," I said softly, brushing her hair back out of her lovely face. Even now, she refused to make eye contact. She was excited, obviously, far beyond her control and clearly deeply embarrassed about it, too.

"I want nothing more than for you to relax and enjoy yourself," I whispered in her ear, and as I said those words, I could feel her body relax slightly. I suddenly realized that, as embarrassed as she might be by the situation she was in and her arousal, what she really needed at that moment was my approval. She needed confirmation that I was not upset or jealous about what Lewis was making her do, about all the things that she was now willingly and wantonly doing.

Nothing could be further from the truth, but I needed to convince her of that, and as I sat stroking her hair and whispering into her ear, I could start to see that Sarah was starting to understand that. As I saw her body relax, I whispered once again in her ear. "All I want is to watch you experience pleasure, baby."

She responded to my comment by reaching down and unzipping my pants...then pulling them down quickly and sliding my briefs down over my hips. She had absolutely no trouble doing so, as I was just as eager as she was and desperately ached for relief. My dick sprung free, harder and thicker and longer than I had ever seen or felt it before. It stood out enormously hard, and Sarah responded by sinking her lips over it, trying to suck as much of it into her mouth as she could in one movement. And just as I felt her beautiful warm lips close around my cock, that was when Lewis cut in.

"Sarah, you're not allowed to suck Ben's dick just yet," he said quietly and firmly.

How dare he say that? I thought furiously, and Sarah looked up questioningly.

What the fuck is going on? I wondered before I involuntarily asked the question out loud.

"What the fuck are you doing, Lewis?" I demanded, my dick only inches from my wife's mouth, waiting to slide between her lips again and currently being denied.

"I don't want her to suck your dick just yet," he said simply. "I want her to do it only when I tell her to," he added.

I nearly exploded in frustration at that point. Sarah looked up at me, again questioningly, and I could tell she wondered what was going on. She did not have long to wait to find out.

"Do as I say, Sarah," he said with an even firmer tone now to his voice, and both of us sat up slightly and took notice. "Reach back and spread your ass cheeks for me."

Sarah colored again, this time for me. I'm pretty sure that a part of her was able to look down on the lewd scene with her as the star and realized that her only defense was a deep blush: Her head was in my lap, looking up at me nervously, being denied her husband's penis that was only a couple of inches from her lips while being ordered, outrageously, to spread herself for another man.

But she did exactly as he said.

Still avoiding my gaze, and with my dick still only inches from her lips, I watched as she closed her eyes, reached back with both hands, and pulled her ass cheeks apart for the man standing behind her. Lewis studied the picture before him.

"Wider," he said with authority. Sarah moaned.

But once again, she did as he instructed without a second's hesitation. I could see her straining to pull her ass cheeks further apart, straining to open her ass to him. And as she did, he moved in closer behind her.

Unable to see what was happening, I could only imagine the sight of them as he pressed up against her. Those fireworks went off in my head again.

As if reading my mind, Lewis said to her, "Sarah, describe what I'm doing for Ben, please."

My lovely wife took a breath and gulped hard, then slowly shook her head from side to side, embarrassed at having to say out loud to her husband what this black man was doing to her.

"Tell him," Lewis said again, his voice husky and deep. Sarah moaned again.

"He's..." she started. "He's..." The words clearly stuck in her throat.

"What am I doing, Sarah?" Lewis asked her again rhetorically.

"You're...oooohhh...." The words trailed off...

"What am I doing, Sarah?" Lewis asked again, much more firmly this time. Sarah suddenly realized that she had no choice but to explain.

"He's...oh, baby, he's putting...urm…..." she tried to catch her breath again, and she paused as she blushed furiously. And then suddenly, the words cascaded out.

"He's putting his penis in me... he's put it in my... Oh, Ben, he's... he's... oh fuck he's… .he's fucking me. He's putting it up my bottom... it's…. it's….. oh fuck it's in my ass... It's, it's... Oh, God, his dick is so...his dick is so...Oh, my God…..Oh fuck……… it's so big! Oh...!" she started to yell, her nearly incoherent descriptions building toward what I knew would be a powerful crescendo. "Please...please! Oh fuck, Oh God. Oh God, please. Oh, Lewis...harder...please!" she screamed.

I could see the deep blush once again spreading over my beautiful wife's face and neck...and all down her chest to her rock-hard nipples as her eyes remained closed and her head was thrown back, with her mouth slack and open. She looked utterly stunned and thrilled with the realization that a black man's dick was now sliding into her little ass hole for the first time. It did not take much for me to realize that she was actually excited beyond belief and, at the same time, also mortified by the degree of that excitement.

I was stunned, too, and if I'm honest, just a little bothered. After all, she had told me a few years ago that she didn't want to do anal anymore. She said that it caused too much discomfort. My fingers were fine, and she would happily take my tongue, but not my dick. I was resigned to a life of only imagining the feel of her tight ass locked around the base of my dick, remembering that snugness and heat of her rectum.

And yet here was a handsome black man, a virtual stranger, someone whom she had just met, who was now slowly but steadily taking my wife exactly the way she now denied me.

And she wasn't just letting him, no, Sarah was now screaming at him to fuck her ass!

My exposed dick jerked in excitement at the sight and sound of it all unfolding in front of me. I ached to thrust it into her mouth, to grab her hair and have her suck my cock. To have her show me how much she liked my dick.

But I fought the urge and held back. Lewis had told her not to, and I suddenly realized, with a sinking feeling, that she would do exactly as he said if I tried. If he told her not to touch my cock, I knew she wouldn't. If he told her to do something, then she would do it without question. Suddenly, the simplicity of the equation hit me. And shocked me.

"How far up your ass is my cock, Sarah?" Lewis asked huskily. I looked up at him. I could see he was straining, pushing, obviously eager to force the entire length of his long, thick cock into my wife's tight, hot little ass.

"Ooohhh fuck," was all she said, moaning furiously now, her eyes still closed, licking her lips. Her ass must have been extremely tight, and it clearly still hadn't entirely relaxed. And I knew Lewis must have wanted to push harder, to feel the heat of her bowels engulfing the entire length of his long dick.

Suddenly, Lewis stopped pushing, and I saw another wicked grin appear on his face. "Sarah?" he said, and she looked up briefly, eyes still closed. "God," was all she replied... "Please... …" she added. Her words trailed off again, replaced by a deep sigh.

"Sarah, I'm going to hold still now," he said. "Now I want you to move yourself against my cock."

Lewis's order once again took my breath away. This man wasn't just going to make me watch as he fucked my wife; no, he was also going to make me watch my wife fuck herself on his dick. He was going to make me watch as she used his dick. She was going to willingly impale herself on his cock for their mutual pleasure as I watched. I looked over at her and wondered what she'd do. I was worried about it and, at the same time, harder than ever at the prospect of it.

"Nnnn....ooohhhh..." she began, and then, with her eyes still closed, she licked her lips, and said more quietly, "Yesssss please...."


Chapter 8

My heart, or perhaps my stomach, performed a double flip once again. At that moment, I truly realized that my wife was going to do absolutely anything he requested, no matter how shameful or intimate it was. My head spun as I processed the thought. This really was a different woman than the one I thought I had known up until now. She was completely different. How had I missed this raw, sexual energy that this woman clearly possessed? What had set it off? How unobservant, or unimaginative, had I been, or had I become over the years? Why had she never shown any sign of this abandon and eroticism before? The questions made my head hurt.

I quickly realized, though, that I was certainly not going to gain answers to any of them at that moment. They would be best saved for a later, more reflective time, far away from the emotions and sexuality that were currently at play in front of me.

Sarah was already straining, pushing her back against Lewis, onto his rock-hard black cock, trying to force it deeper into her ass. Then she stopped and pulled forward slightly, maybe to try and create the momentum that would ease her slightly more open and allow him access into her waiting bowels.

But it was clear, even from where I sat, that it was not going in easily. His cock really was too big, and she was too tight to make this easy. And there was obviously not enough lubrication to allow his dick to slide into her freely, not enough to do what needed to be done. I knew I had to do something; I had to help her.

Slowly, I pushed Sarah's head and shoulders back and forced her to stand upright, although her knees were still bent and she was still crouching over. It was not what I wanted, but I had to stand up. Painfully and awkwardly, I did so, tucking my rock-hard dick into my pants. Lewis looked up briefly, quizzically, at me, but I gave him a brief nod, and my look clearly reassured him. I had to help them.

I stood up and walked over to the bathroom. Sarah and Lewis had briefly interrupted their passionate embrace and were now holding still to see what I was up to.

I did not disappoint them when, a few seconds later, I returned to them. I had to hurry back over to them. I couldn't bear to see my wife in any degree of pain, and I couldn't bear to see her delay her own pleasure.

As I approached them, I reached down and quickly opened the tube of lube I had bought it a while ago for this sort of moment, just in case Sarah wanted to give anal another go. I smiled to myself as I flicked open the nozzle and poured a generous amount onto my fingers. I approached the two of them.

Both Sarah and Lewis were once again grunting, straining, trying to work his hard cock in my wife's hot ass, but was getting nowhere. They both turned, looked at me as I approached, and stopped for a moment, expectantly.

I knelt down between them, pouring yet more of the slippery liquid onto my hands. As I did so, they both held still, unsure what would happen next.

With my left hand covered in lubricant, I reached up between them – to where Lewis's hard, black dick was penetrating my wife's tight little anus. The image was sublime. I wanted to paint it, to photograph it... to cherish it. To lick it...

Instead, I reached up with both hands and gently cupped Sarah's ass in one hand and Lewis's balls in the other. Both hands were slick and glistening with lube as I slowly it onto their skin...

I moved my hands around slowly, carefully, ensuring that the slick oil now covered every inch of their joined bodies. I slipped my fingers around Sarah's stretched ass hole and traced my index finger around the rim...making sure the oil covered Lewis' thick cock where it entered her. I even slipped a finger into her tight ring between his dick and her hole, eliciting a gasp from both of them.

Then I reached down with one hand, picked up the lube bottle again, and poured even more of the glistening liquid into my palm. As Lewis started to move more easily into Sarah, aided by the thick, slippery liquid, I reached up again. This time I focused entirely on his shaft, knowing that his passage into my wife's ass would only be made easier by one thing and that I wanted her to experience pleasure above all else.

Without any feelings of embarrassment or hesitation, I reached up with one hand and slowly rubbed the lube onto his shaft. As I slid my left hand up and down his thick shaft, I was genuinely astounded at how hard he felt. Each time he slid his cock out of my wife's ass, I rubbed more lube onto him, trying to coat his hard cock with as much oil as I could. His thick, black penis glistened in the soft light.

And then, with a wicked thought, I did something that was completely unnatural for me. I reached down with both hands still slick and covered in the thick lubricant and started to rub it into my own dick, making it slick, hard... and ready for penetration.

I stood behind Lewis, gently massaging the warm, viscous liquid into my erect dick. The sensation was truly exquisite, sublime... and really dangerous. With all the previous excitement and the lewd display, I knew that just touching my cock would make me cum in a matter of seconds. And I wasn't ready to do that just yet.

So I applied just enough to thoroughly coat my entire shaft, from the head to the base, making sure every last bit of it was glistening and slick, and then, very slowly, almost agonizingly, I started to stroke my hand up and down, teasing myself to the very edge of orgasm in a few seconds, and then stopping. Then, after a few seconds to recover, I'd gently start stroking it again, bringing myself once more to the edge.

Whenever the waves of heat and tension and the urge for release got too great, I took a deep breath and stopped. I'd slide my hand down to my tight balls and rub the oil into my ball sac, around and around, coating them, rubbing them, and not stimulating my cock at all. Every time I was close to cumming, I'd end up making them nice and slippery and glistening in the light. And then I stopped completely.

I turned away from myself and looked back at Lewis and Sarah, debating my next move. My stiff dick, greased and ready, ached for the tight, welcoming snugness of a warm pussy, or even a warm ass. Lewis stood before me, slowly and steadily sliding more and more of his black cock up my wife's ass, and I couldn't decide. I desperately ached to fuck my wife, but Lewis was already fucking her. I could hear her moans with each thrust, obviously enthralled with the feel of his thick black cock in her tight ass. And, positioned as she was, bent over, it wasn't going to be easy for me to slip my dick into her cunt.

As I looked, I was sorely tempted to try and slide my cock into her at the same time. I had teased her about it many times before, talking to her about taking two, or even three, dicks at once, and I knew, from how her nipples reacted whenever I whispered the idea, that the prospect excited her. I wanted her to experience that.

And the prospect of being able to rub my erect dick against Lewis' own shaft, separated only by that thin membrane, while we were both inside Sarah, penetrating her, was thrilling in the extreme.

So I decided just to go for it. I stepped just in front of Sarah and, taking her arms, slowly led them both over to the edge of the bed. Lewis, somehow, managed to remain deep inside her, still hard, as we slowly moved together. At the edge of the bed, I lay down on my back with my slick, rock-hard dick pointing straight upward. I gently pulled Sarah toward me and she very gracefully put one knee on the bed, followed by the other, still managing to keep Lewis cock snugly inside her ass. They seemed to move as one body, anticipating each others' next steps and moving in perfect synch. She slid slowly up over me, on her knees, with Lewis immediately behind her.

She knew exactly what I wanted, and she knew what to do. She Very slowly reached down between her legs with both hands and pressed her fingertips over her glistening labia. Then, with a huge smile, she spread them wide open for me, revealing her lovely pink, dripping wet pussy, all the while never taking her eyes off my erect, still glistening penis. Opening herself as wide as she could, she slid her pussy down into position just over my dick. And then, quickly, roughly, she just sat down on it, sliding it up into herself in one, quick movement.




The slick wetness of her pussy and the glistening oil on my dick allowed it to slide into her without the slightest hint of friction, straight up and into her warm and welcoming hole. She gasped at the quick penetration and then moaned, and I sucked in my breath as I felt my dick slide home.

Immediately I could feel Lewis's own dick, separated from mine only by the very thin, soft membrane of her vaginal wall. I could even feel the thick, rigid head of his cock as my own dickhead sank deeply into her. I looked up at her face, eager to see my wife's reaction. I had fantasized about this so many times, jerking off over the idea of pleasuring my wife with two dicks at once. But I had never, even in my wildest dreams, thought that it would actually happen.

And I was not disappointed. Sarah's head was thrown back, her eyes tightly closed, and her mouth wide open. She was moaning softly, insistently, but the cries weren't coming from her mouth; they were emerging from deep within her. She gave voice to her pleasure with a rasping, guttural cry as she rode the hard dicks in her ass and her pussy.

Steadily I slid my dick into her and then back out, timing my movements with Lewis's as he slowly but firmly stroked his cock in and out of her tight ass. I slid into her wet pussy as he slid up her ass, feeling his thick, long dick each time he pressed in, the ridge of his dickhead... Just the feeling of my dickhead pressing against his almost made me cum.

Sarah's moans grew louder and louder with each passing second as she felt the two dicks penetrating her more deeply, relentlessly now. "Yessss," she whispered, and then, more loudly, "Ohhhh....Yes!" I marveled at my wife's ability and willingness to take two guys at once. She positively glowed with arousal and beauty. I had never seen her so positively alight. My heart almost burst with a combination of lust and pride.

Somehow, the three of us had managed to start moving together now in a degree of synchronous rhythm. Lewis slid up into her just a fraction of a second before I did, and Sarah somehow managed to time her own movements with us perfectly as well. She pressed down hard and deep against both of us at just the right moment, first against Lewis and then against me, in an almost primal, innate, fundamental tempo. She was expressing to us without words that it was our dick on which she was now singularly focused. It was an incredible performance, at once a very personal yet collective experience and both selfish and generous at the same time. I could not help but marvel again, deeply and profoundly, at the sexuality my wife was demonstrating, something to which I'd been so oblivious.

By now, she was utterly and very obviously focused on her own rapidly impending orgasm. Her head was still thrown back, eyes closed, moaning softly, then more loudly, she rode the two hard dicks in her hungrily and shamelessly. Sarah's moans grew in intensity and frequency as the waves of heat and pleasure obviously rolled faster and faster through her loins, her stomach, and her big full tits.

"Oh fuuuucckkkk," she screamed and then started whispering, "Yes, yes...oh fuck yes…..Please...! Oh, please, oh yes." She moaned. And then, "Oh my god, please fuck me!" she finally screamed as, with determination and an ever-faster tempo, she forced the hot dicks in and out of her ass and pussy at the same time.

"Ohhhh Yeeesssssssssss!" she screamed as her orgasm rocketed through her entire body. Every part of her body stiffened, and she grabbed my shoulders quite harshly in her hands. Wave after wave of pleasure surged through her as her body shook with spasms, at first slowly, then more quickly, then positively fiercely as her pleasure peaked.

Her own pleasure trigged ours. As I felt her pussy quivering around my cock, my aching balls were unable to hold out a second longer, and I let go with my own scream. What seemed a positive flood of cum shot from my jerking dick deep into Sarah's womb. At almost the exact same time, I could feel Lewis let go as his own thick dick jerked and quivered inside her. He moaned only softly, but I knew from the intensity of his bucking hips and the feeling of his cock twitching inside her that he was spraying absolute torrents of thick cum into my wife's tight little ass.

We shuddered and shook in unison, all three of us, and then a few seconds later, we collapsed, both physically and emotionally, laying in a heat all utterly spent. No one said a word and no words would have been adequate anyway. I felt my eyes closing with fatigue and satisfaction as I wrapped my arms around my lovely wife.

All three of us dozed for a while, interlocked in a tangle of arms and legs on the bed, all of us exhausted and satiated. It wasn't until the first rays of sun began to creep their way across our big bed and then across my face that I awoke and turned to look at my wife. I was looking at her literally and figuratively in a new light.

As I studied her lying there, sleepy-eyed and just coming around, I realized that Lewis was already up and fully dressed. Sarah quickly realized it, too, and we both turned to look at him as he was doing up his tie and headed for the door. We both looked at him questioningly, but he only smiled back at us, not saying a word as he finished doing up his tie.

And then, just before he closed the door, he turned to both of us, studying us as we lay there looking up at him and he fixed Sarah, and then me, with a small smile and a steady gaze.

"As I said, Sarah shows enormous promise," he started, the glint in his eye suddenly glowing more brightly again. "Enormous promise indeed."

"In fact," he continued, and my heart skipped a beat as he spoke.

"In fact," he informed us, "her training will start next week."

With that, he turned around and left, closing the door softly behind him, but before it shut, I'm pretty sure he heard us both gasp in unison.


Chapter 9

As you can imagine, things were never going to be the same after that night.

Her training will start next week. Her training will start next week... The words kept running through my head over and over the next few days. At times, I wondered if other people could somehow hear them as well; that's how loudly they resonated in my thoughts.

What on earth did Lewis have in mind? I have to confess that his one simple little statement did far more to confuse and excite me than anything I could ever remember.

I'm sure the words also ran through Sarah's mind more than once. In fact, I'm pretty sure she thought of little else. To say she seemed a little distracted after that weekend in Boston would have been an understatement.

As I could have guessed, she was extra shy after our little adventure, and I can't honestly say whether it was out of respect for me or from genuine embarrassment about the things she had done. Or maybe her deportment or confusion at the emotions and sensations brought to light by having been shared with another man like that. My suspicion was that it was a combination of all three, with maybe a very large dose of old-fashioned Catholic guilt, not to mention a little erotic curiosity all thrown in for good measure.

Several times over that week, I tried to get some sort of comment from her about it, to get some sort of idea about how she truly felt about the experience. But she remained even more circumspect than usual, giving little, if anything, away. My teasing questions just prompted blushes like usual, but never a verbal response other than the odd monosyllable. I would have given a million dollars to read her mind.

But despite not prompting her to open up verbally, the experience had a significant effect on our lovemaking. I must confess that the memory of the night had the power to arouse me almost immediately, and any time I embraced or caressed Sarah, it seemed to do the same to her.

But how could an experience like that simply go ignored or undiscussed? Sure, it could go unacknowledged between the two of us, at least in the short term, but not ignored for long. And there was no denying or forgetting Lewis's parting comment to us.

And so, in fact, we waited.

Neither of us discussed it or mentioned to one another the fact that we were, in fact, just waiting. I made the occasional teasing comment to Sarah: "When do you think Lewis is going to call?" But other than that, I never pursued it beyond that sort of simple remark. In truth, I was about as nervous that he WAS going to call as I was about the possibility he might not.

And so the waiting game continued. Four days passed, then five, and finally six days. Then seven, and by now, the tension had increased subtly but steadily, and although neither of us admitted it to the other, the anticipation was growing almost unbearable. At the end of a full week, I was starting to wonder if I'd imagined the whole thing. There was no sign of Lewis's interest, no communication whatsoever. Maybe he had just been teasing the two of us with that last parting remark. Maybe it was just a way of having the final say and messing with our heads.

Then, the following evening, just after 8:30, the phone rang as we were finishing dinner.

Sarah, sitting closest, reached for it and answered. "Hello?"

From her facial expression, I knew in a split second that it was Lewis. My heart skipped a beat, and I started to watch her reaction intently.

"We're well, yes," she stammered out, then paused, her cheeks coloring bright pink as she waited. She turned away nervously so I could only see her back, but I could still hear her words, and the tone of her reactions was clear.

"No, fine. We're just finishing dinner," she said, followed by a pause. "No, urm, yes, I mean. We had a really good time." An even deeper blush formed across Sarah's face with this comment, one that turned the back of her neck and chest bright red. "No, we haven't really talked about it much." Another, longer pause followed. Obviously, Sarah was getting some sort of instruction.

"Tonight," she continued. It wasn't a question. "Urm, okay, sure."

I could just hear Lewis's muffled tones from the earpiece, and then Sarah replied, "Yes." This was Followed by another pause. "You have directions already?" she paused again. "Yes." And then Sarah lowered her head slightly and tried to turn even further away, coloring even more brightly as she spoke.

"Yes, Sir," she whispered.

And then, in response to his brief reply, she responded again, softly but more firmly: "Yes, Sir."




Sarah hung up the phone, and as she turned to face me, she was still blushing furiously and practically shaking as she sat down. She did everything possible to avoid my gaze.

"I guess that was Lewis," I said, grinning wickedly. Sarah nodded, still refusing to look at me in the eyes. I got up from my seat and stood right behind her chair. Slowly and affectionately, I leaned down and nuzzled up to her neck, wrapping my arms around her waist. Slowly I slid my hands up her body and over her tits. Her nipples were already rock hard, poking out sharply through her white turtleneck, unrestrained by the soft cotton or even by the nylon of her bra.

I didn't need to comment; the last thing she needed was for me to acknowledge that I realized how aroused she was, I knew it would only add to her embarrassment, but the devil was in me. Without much effort, I took both her rock-hard nipples between my thumbs and forefingers and gently pulled on them. "And what does he want?" I asked her softly, whispering into her ear as I continued to pull and roll the tender flesh of her swollen nipples between my fingers.

I teased her further. "Does he want to fuck you again, baby?" She sucked in her breath as I spoke.

"Or does he want you to suck his long, hard, black dick?" Sarah shook her head slowly, moaning slightly over the rough handling of her tits, or perhaps it was over the prospect of whatever Lewis had just told her or what I was suggesting now.

"He urm…..he urm…..said he's coming over in an hour," she started, stammering. "He told me...urm…..He told me..."

"Yes?" I asked, eager with anticipation.

Sarah barely whispered the words. "He told me I should prepare for my first lesson."

My dick hardened instantly, and I felt my heart start to beat faster. "Did he, urm, did he tell you what that lesson would involve?" I asked.

"He..." Sarah started, then stopped, obviously reluctant and embarrassed. "Not really," she started again, but something in her hesitation gave her away. I was suddenly sure that Lewis had been more specific than she was letting on to me.

"An hour, huh?" I replied. I really wasn't sure I could wait that long to see what was going to happen. "Well, it's lucky the kids are with your parents, isn't it?" I said as much to myself as to Sarah. "Why don't you run upstairs and get showered and ready, or whatever," I added. "I'll clean up the dishes. "Sarah smiled gratefully, still blushing, and headed upstairs.

The next hour passed agonizingly slowly, almost like it was in slow motion. I tried to pass the time on my phone, but whatever I looked at, the words refused to sink in. I flicked on the TV and scanned through the channels, but I couldn't concentrate on the images. I heard the shower run, followed by the hairdryer whirring and then the sounds of her clattering around as Sarah sorted out her makeup. Still, she refused to come downstairs, and  I didn't push the issue.

Then, suddenly, I heard the sound of a car pulling up in the driveway, and then, only a few seconds later, the doorbell rang. My heart jumped.

I opened the door, and Lewis stood there, good-looking as ever, dressed immaculately in a black turtleneck and dark gray wool slacks. A slight grin already creased his face.

"May I come in?" he asked with a slight smile.

"By all means," I replied, returning his smile. Even though I was more than a bit nervous, I still managed to return his smile confidently, somehow.

"You don't mind my coming by at this hour?" he inquired graciously.

"No, of course now," I answered.

"That's good. I'd hate to be disturbing you guys or anything," he replied as she stepped inside.

I didn't see much need for small talk, and I couldn't think of many topics of conversation anyway, but I asked if he'd like a drink. Bourbon on the rocks was his reply, and we walked back to the kitchen, where I poured him a fairly stiff one and passed it to him slowly. I poured myself an even stiffer one. "Sarah is waiting upstairs," I said simply.

A brief look of concern crossed his face. "You..." he started. For a brief second, I saw Lewis at a loss and smiled inwardly. However, he quickly regained his composure and looked up at me.

"You are okay with all this, aren't you, Ben? You're okay with whatever I might ask her to do?"

I was about to reply without thinking my answer through, but I realized my words might not going to come out as cool and collected as I hoped they would. So I took a second to quickly regain composure myself, and then I looked him straight in the eye.

"Lewis," I started slowly, "I believe you're a gentleman. That is of paramount importance to us." He nodded slowly, thoughtfully, as he heard me out.

"And I believe that, because of that, anything you have my wife do will ultimately be both safe and focused entirely on her pleasure." I looked him straight in the eye. "Am I correct in thinking that?"

"Without a shadow of a doubt," he replied. "You have my word on that." He paused for a moment, and I could sense that he had something else he wanted to say, something of great importance. I waited expectantly, my heart beating faster with every passing second.

"I think you have some idea of what might be in store for Sarah tonight," he started slowly, then paused to take a sip of his bourbon. "I don't think you're exactly a novice, I mean." He smiled. I started to nod. I decided to take it as a compliment.

"As I said to you last week, Sarah shows real promise, enormous erotic potential, in fact. She's certainly a natural...oh, well, never mind that. But listen, if it's brought out in her, it will definitely lead to intense pleasure for her. But I can see she's also naturally a shy and conservative woman. No doubt a Catholic upbringing, am I right?" He smiled at his own joke.

"Tonight, I plan to take her into some new areas that I doubt she's ever thought about or fantasized about before, let alone considered actually trying," he continued.

Then he paused again, just for a second, as he carefully chose his next words: "Intimate and extremely personal acts. Some might even classify them as taboo."

My lips were dry as  I took a long sip of my drink. I said nothing, but he knew he had my full attention.

"Because I can sense a real deep curiosity and willingness to try new things in her. A sense of adventure, however well she might normally manage to keep it hidden." I was nodding as he spoke. He paused again, obviously noting my agreement.

"But I will need you to help."

I swallowed hard as he said that.

"Are you willing to help me? Are you willing to participate in her training as well?" he asked me pointedly. "Will you do as I ask or as I tell?"

He waited for me to answer.

I couldn't bring myself to actually reply. I looked at him, and he continued.

"Bear in mind that my focus is Sarah's pleasure, and your participation is actually critical to maximizing that. She needs you to be involved. She needs to feel she has your approval if she is ever to be truly comfortable with the things I'm going to have her do and do to her. You understand that, I'm sure." I nodded my head. He continued. "And don't forget something absolutely critical to this."

He now had my full attention.

"You know that women, and in particular married women, want to be respected, first and foremost. Then, they want to feel loved, and sex comes a distant third on that list."

He chuckled. "Unlike us guys."

"So before she's truly comfortable with any of this, she'll need to be perfectly satisfied that she has both your respect and love. Only then will this work. You understand that, don't you?"

I nodded my head again. "That goes without saying," I said simply.

Lewis paused again, then continued. "And there's another element to your participation, of course," he went on, now with a devilish twinkle in his eye. "Sexual pleasure is deeply unsatisfactory if it's a purely singular pleasure. You know that, right? It is something that has to be shared to be fully enjoyed. We want things done to us, but we also want to do them to others. We want to participate, and we also want to watch as well." Here, he smiled broadly. "Most importantly," he continued, "each of us is made up of a varying mix of dominant and submissive personality traits."

He went on, looking sharply at me, continuing with even greater confidence. "In some of us, the dominant trait rules 90 percent of the time or more; in others, the complete opposite is true. But the key fact is that both are present in every single one of us; it just depends on the moment and the circumstance as to which one will take the lead and rule."

He paused and looked at me intently. "Do you see what I'm getting at with this?"

I did, or at least I thought I did, but I still wanted to hear him say it. He knew that, so he made it easy for me.

"So, Sarah will not only be more comfortable in her own training if she feels that you're involved and supportive of her, but I guarantee that she will also take a huge amount of pleasure in knowing that you, too, are, um, how shall we say this, being trained as well?"

He paused for dramatic effect. "Do I make myself clear?"

I swallowed hard again. "I think I understand what you're suggesting," I murmured, quickly downing the last of my drink.

"Good," he answered. "Let's go upstairs and get started then."

Sarah was waiting for Lewis. She was sat on the edge of the big bed, with her legs crossed, nervously playing with her hands and looking absolutely ravishing. Obviously, Lewis had indeed given her some detailed instructions because she never would have dressed like this of her own volition. She had put on a lot of make-up, much more than I could ever recall her wearing, and as she sat there with her dark eyes, rouged cheeks, and deep red lipstick, it brought out a sultry, deeply sexy look that I couldn't recall ever having seen before.

She also wore very little in the way of clothing. It was clear she had been ordered to dress for Lewis' pleasure, and combined with the heavy make-up, the effect of her lack of clothing was simply stunning.

She was wearing a black lace bra and black lace, high-cut bikini briefs. I'd seen her wear both on numerous occasions, but considering the context, they, too, looked completely new and very different now. They looked far sexier than I had recalled.

Most unusual for Sarah, however, was the fact that she was sitting on our bed, in just her bra and panties, but wearing heels. And not just any heels. She was wearing a new, black pair that she'd recently purchased for a wedding. They were at least three inches high. Without heels, my wife would have just been dressed in her underwear; wearing them, she was suddenly on display.

Lewis walked over to her, took hold of her hands, and leaned down to give her a long, passionate kiss. As he did, he very gently ran his hands up her arms and across to her full tits, cupping both of them in his hands. Sarah made no move to resist. In fact, from where I was stood, it almost looked like she pressed herself harder and closer against him, both against his lips and against the hands that now caressed her tits. If I'd had any doubt in my mind about my wife's willingness to follow Lewis's requests that night, it was rapidly evaporating.

Lewis stood up and gave her the first order of the night. "Stand in the middle of the room, Sarah," he said simply and firmly. She did as he instructed, resplendent in her black lace and high heels, her visibly erect nipples poking through the thin material of her bra, and her dark pubic hair just about visible through the transparent lace of her panties. She waited for his next instruction.

He then turned to face me and told me to sit in the chair to watch. I sat down carefully, my erect dick making it quite difficult to move quickly. Lewis then sat down on the edge of the bed.

"Sarah," he started, and she looked up at him. "What a woman chooses to wear under her clothes, like what you're wearing now, speaks volumes about her. It tells a man what she thinks of herself, how she feels about her body, and how practical or impractical, or adventurous she is feeling on any given day. But perhaps most importantly, what she wears says everything about how she wants to be seen by a man."

Sarah blushed again, but it was clear that Lewis had her full and undivided attention. And he had mine, too.

"From here on in," Lewis continued, "I'm going to want you to be seen in a particular way." Sarah caught her breath, as did I.

"By that, all I mean is that you're stunning, and it's a shame not to be able to see such a stunning woman." Lewis paused. "Do you know where I'm going with this?"

"Nooo..." Sarah said softly. Lewis went on.

"Well, from this point on, I want everything that you wear, and yes, I really mean everything you wear under your skirts, sweaters, and jeans to show you off. I want every one of your bras, and every set of your panties, all of your lingerie, in fact, to accentuate your stunning body. I don't want anything you wear to hide you or cover you up in any way. I want your underwear to reveal you, to highlight you, to display you." Lewis paused for a moment, and Sarah and I waited with rapt attention.

"So tonight, you're going to try on every bra, every pair of panties, every teddy, and every one of your garter belts so that I can see you in it." Sarah sucked in her breath.

"And if I'm not satisfied with them, if they do not compliment your beauty," Lewis went on without hesitation, "however practical or comfortable they might be, you will throw them in the trash immediately. Do you understand?"

Sarah looked shocked as she briefly glanced over at me, but she rapidly turned back to look at Lewis and nodded her assent.


Chapter 10

For the next three-quarters of an hour, my beautiful wife got dressed and then undressed over and over as her master watched.

Each time she exchanged one item of clothing for another, it looked like her skin was getting more and more flushed. It even looked like her nipples were somehow getting harder.

Lewis had her start with her bras. And regardless of how fabulous she looked in each and every one, he told her to discard all but one...a lacy black one whose transparency revealed over half of her big tits.

"Put that aside," he said quietly. Of the others, he just said to throw them in the trash because "They don't show enough of you." Sarah gulped but did as he ordered.

Once she had modeled each of her bras for him, he then requested she try on every pair of panties she owned. This included the plain white cotton ones and those adorned with floral patterns – the entire collection. Yet, his expectations remained unmet. Ultimately, he instructed her to discard all but two pairs: a couple of black, lace bikini-style panties, which also encompassed the very pair she was wearing when they first met." Do you have any more?" He asked her simply. Sarah shot a quick look at me before replying. I felt compelled to tell him the truth.

"She has various sets that I've bought her over the last couple of years," I said quickly. "Panties, garter belts, tiny little sheer thongs.... Things she never wears. I think she's a little embarrassed to wear a lot of them."

Lewis's eyebrows instantly shot up on hearing this. He looked over at my wife and smiled as he said, "Go get them." Sarah's blush suddenly took on an even deeper color, but she did as he asked.

She disappeared into the walk-in closet, rummaging for a bit before coming back into view with an assortment of lacy lingerie clutched in her hands. The colors blended together - black, red, and white - making it difficult to discern the specifics of each piece. However, it was clear we'd get a closer look shortly. She had a hint of a sheepish expression, a silent acknowledgment of her secret collection she hadn't previously disclosed.

"Well, well..." Lewis started. "What have we here then?" He turned to me. "You mean to say she never wears any of these things?" He sounded incredulous.

"Yes, that's exactly what I mean," I said. Then I added, "Only when I really press her."

Lewis went 'tsk-tsk', then smiled. "Put them on then, Sarah." Sarah blushed again, much more deeply now, if that were possible. But she did as ordered.

First, she gracefully leaned forward and pulled on a sheer black thong. She stood up, completely bare-breasted, to show Lewis. She turned around slowly so that he could see her from every angle, and he smiled. The thong hid nothing, and she looked amazing in it.

"Very well. You can keep that one. Next," was all Lewis said.

For another thirty minutes or so, Sarah tried on the rest of the exotic lingerie I had bought her over the years: A red lace bra and panty set, a black basque, a couple more sheer black thongs, a black lace garter belt with matching black stockings. God, it was a lovely image to see my wife's dark triangle of pubic hair so lovingly framed by the exquisite black lace, with the straps and the stocking tops!

Lewis had her keep all of them.

Finally, she had one last pair of black, lace crotchless panties left to try on. She slowly and slightly reluctantly removed the last of the tiny panties he'd had her display and placed them to one side. Then she stepped into the tiny, revealing pair of panties.

They hid absolutely nothing. By contrast, they actually showed off everything, making my beautiful wife look even more naked and exposed than if she had been standing there entirely naked. Although artfully and tastefully decorated with lace at the waistband and across the front panel, even to the point of having a tiny black bow, discretion stopped there. The crotch was completely open in a wondrously revealing vertical flash, from the waistband in front all the way to the waistband at the back. Nothing was left to the imagination at all. The soft curls of her dark pubic hair and the lovely, tempting crease of her round ass were fully displayed.

While Sarah stood and blushed, Lewis and I drank in the sight of her. "Turn around slowly again, please," was all Lewis said, and Sarah complied, showing us her lovely body all over again. She was obviously embarrassed, but at the same time, I saw a sparkle in her eye that gave away her excitement. Her skin was flushed almost all over now, and her pink nipples were once again stiff and swollen.

Lewis stared at her with admiration for several more seconds, then told her to put the black lace bra on once more. Sarah nearly pouted at the request, but once again, she did what he ordered without argument. She fetched it from where she had placed it in a pile of lingerie and slowly brought it up around her waist, turning it around backward so that she could fasten the three tiny hooks. Then she slid it around and gently cupped her tits as she lifted the cups up and around them. Then she slid the shoulder straps up and, finally, looked up at Lewis.

"Very good, my pet," was all Lewis said as he stood up. My heart started beating faster, wondering what was about to happen next. Lewis walked over to her. She stood, looking at him, waiting expectantly.

"Kneel down, Sarah," was all he said, quite quietly but assertively. I could feel my already-hard dick twitching as he said the words. Sarah looked up at him and instantly got down on her knees. She looked up at him again, and as she did, her almost naked body looked amazing in the subdued light of our bedroom. He reached down and gently took hold of her chin between his fingers, lifting it up slowly and urging her to look him right in the eyes. She looked up at him nervously.

As she did so, Lewis slowly unbuckled his dark gray wool trousers, teasing her as he undid his black leather belt. I felt my breath catch in my throat as Sarah whispered something softly to herself, far too quiet for either of us to hear.

Lewis continued undoing his belt, then unbuttoning the waistband of his slacks. Then, finally, slowly and provocatively, unzipping his pants for Sarah. He looked over at me with a subtle smile and an unspoken acknowledgment: Your wife is about to suck my dick.

Sarah looked at him unzipping his pants, her stare laser-like in its focus. She reached up, slid her hands into the waistband of the slacks, and tugged. Suddenly, they slid completely down over his black, muscular thighs, and he was now standing before my kneeling wife in only a pair of sheer, black bikini briefs.

It was a truly stunning sight. The filmy material of his briefs hid absolutely nothing. In fact, the briefs did absolutely nothing more than to frame his magnificent dick and balls, seen from my perspective in sharp, exquisite profile. The view from Sarah's angle must have been even more impressive if that was possible. His dick was already stiff, pushing hard against the thin material that sought to constrain it somehow. The dark purple dickhead was clearly defined and visible as it pushed through the sheer fabric.

Sarah wasted no time in reaching up and sliding his briefs down his long, black dick, sprung free, hardening even more quickly as it was released from its restraint. Then, simultaneously, Sarah and I sucked in our breath. As the tiny briefs slid down his thighs, it not only revealed his manhood in its glory, but it was immediately obvious that Lewis was wearing a harness. A leather dick and ball ring studded with silver.

I suddenly found it really hard to breathe. I can only imagine what my pretty wife, kneeling before him, felt when she saw it.

The harness was made of shiny black leather, only a shade or two darker than Lewis's skin, and was made up of several parts. There was one leather ring that completely encircled the base of his shaft and also went around the soft skin at the top of his balls. That particular ring was designed to keep him from reaching orgasm for as long as possible, as it pinched off, gently but surely, the surge of any ejaculation while still allowing him to keep his cock rock hard.

From the base of the ring, down under his scrotum, stretched another, this time T-shaped strap. It was pulled up tight between his two balls and clipped back onto the base ring near the top of his cock.

The effect was truly electrifying. The harsh tightness of that strap served to separate, tighten, and lift each of his large, heavy testicles, putting them very noticeably on display. They stood up and out proud, on display under the long black shaft, which stretched out obscenely in front of my kneeling wife. The profile view of his big, tight balls and thick, bobbing dick was absolutely incredible and nearly impossible to believe. Sarah stared at it in fascination. Even I was impressed!

Lewis did not need to tell Sarah what to do next. She leaned in toward his long, hard dick and opened her mouth as she moved, looking up at him all the while. Then, she closed her eyes and placed her lips around the head of his thick penis.

For the next fifteen minutes or so, my wife attentively performed oral sex on her new, big black master. Her attention and devotion were utterly shameless, and her technique was exquisite to watch.

I watched in awe as she alternated between sliding her lips over the massive purple head and down his shaft itself and then trying to force as much of his huge cock  into her mouth as she could. Then she would draw back for a second, leaving the hard flesh of his thick cock now glistening with her saliva. The contrast of his dark black shaft against her red lips and white teeth was outrageously erotic. Then she began gently but methodically sliding him in and out of her mouth, taking in an inch at first, then two and three until she managed to get about 4 or 5 in before the pressure of his dickhead against the back of her throat proved too much for her.

Then she would pull back gently, but only far enough so that she could run her tongue over the head of his dick, licking it slowly, wetting it thoroughly, teasing the tender frenulum on the underside of the head with quick, gentle flicks of her talented tongue.

At one point, Sarah looked over at me to ensure I was watching her and then slid her lips off his dick. She very slowly took his long, hard shaft in her hand and pressed it up against his stomach. The action brought his heavy, black balls, which were now stretched tight by the black straps, up and out even further. It was like she was thoroughly and shamelessly revealing his balls, and he was going along, proudly and outrageously, displaying them so they could now be admired in all their magnificence.

They were the color of dark chocolate, and each one was about the size of an egg and stretched so taut by the harness that was exactly what they looked like, a pair of beautiful, black eggs hanging beneath his impressive black cock. Sarah could not keep her mouth off them once she saw them like that. Once again shooting me a look, she proceeded to lavish the most careful, intimate attention on them that she could with her mouth. She started by gently and slowly licking the entirety of each one until they were positively glistening in the soft light. Then, she started to take the right one and then the left one entirely into her mouth, and then very gently, teasingly, she would close her lips around each one. Each time she did, she looked up at Lewis, almost taunting or tantalizing him with the implied threat of a bite, like she wanted to remind him he was walking the thin tightrope between wondrous pleasure and sharp pain.

Obviously, however, it was only a tease, for as Lewis continued to watch her intimate caresses rapturously, the only sound coming from him was an occasional low growl of pleasure that came from deep in his throat.

Obviously eager to please Lewis, Sarah turned away from his tight, black balls and moved her focus back to the thick black shaft that stretched out before her lips. Sucking it back into her mouth eagerly, she proceeded to slide her mouth up and down it again, getting faster and faster, taking as much of it down her throat as she could manage. It was clear to both Lewis and me that she was desperately aching to satisfy him and to taste his thick, creamy cum.

Still wrapping her warm, soft mouth around his cock, Sarah now went so far as to reach up and unsnap the black leather harness from around the base of Lewis's shaft. She slipped it off quite reluctantly, pausing for a second to once again admire the beautiful, tight, heavy balls that she had just finished licking before she let the harness strap fall to the floor. She knew it was what was preventing him from cumming, keeping him from experiencing the pleasure she was certain he desired. As she did so, she also reached up with her left hand and started rubbing his balls,

It was clear that Lewis was not going to be able to hold out much longer now that the harness was removed. He started to moan more loudly, and I could see his entire body stiffening up as Sarah teased him toward orgasm. Feeling his muscles tense and seeing how close he was, she started sucking his cock deeply, endeavoring to take as much of his long, thick black cock down her throat as possible.

Then, just a second before I was sure he was about to spray his cum into her mouth, he pulled his hips back suddenly. He slid his cock out from between her lips, and as he did, long trails of saliva hung between her mouth and the head of his cock. He grasped it quickly and firmly at the base, encircling it with his long, powerful fingers. Then he looked down at my pretty wife and smiled.

"Undo your bra," he ordered. "Then fold the cups down, but don't take it off completely." Sarah looked up at him slightly questioningly but did as he ordered. She reached back behind her and unclipped the tiny hooks, then slipped the straps slightly down her shoulders, allowing her enough room to slowly fold the black lace cups down, exposing her rock-hard, pointed nipples. She waited in that position, kneeling, still wearing her tiny, crotchless panties, which completely revealed her lovely hairy pussy and the crease of her firm, round ass.

"That's far enough," Lewis said, still holding the base of his thick dick. "Hold your tits up for me," he ordered. I held my breath. Sarah hurried to comply, cupping her big, beautiful tits and holding them up and out for him, still cupped at the base by the folded lace bra as well.

As she did that, he pointed his long, thick dick down toward her chest and simultaneously relaxed his tight grip on the base of his cock. He closed his eyes, and then, sliding his hand up, he gave his thick shaft one or two slow strokes and moaned once very softly. I watched, absolutely fascinated.

Lewis's incredible black dick exploded seconds later. With a harsh moan, he unloaded, spraying hot, thick streams of cum across Sarah's chest. His cum shot out once, then twice, then three times, each jet almost as thick and forceful as the last. Cum flew everywhere.

Finally, by the fifth or sixth blast, his powerful torrent started to relent. As I looked over at my wife, kneeling in front of him, I could see she was thoroughly covered in Lewis's cum now. His sticky white cum coated her full boobs and ran down in rivulets between the soft valley between them. It glistened on her skin, and I watched as it started to drip off her stiff, pink nipples and pooled in the cups of her black lace bra.

Sarah looked down at her chest, obviously shocked at what she had been able to coax from Lewis's cock. Then she looked up at him, waiting for his next instruction. His eyes remained closed for the next several seconds until he finally regained his composure and opened them as he addressed her.

"Put your bra back on, Sarah," he said without ceremony.

Sarah looked at him, clearly confused, but did as he instructed. She reached up and pulled the lace cups over her cum-covered tits. She slid the shoulder straps back up, then reached back and refastened the three tiny hooks at the back. Then she looked up at Lewis again.

"Yes, Sir?" she asked.

"I'm going to be leaving now, my pet. You have done very well tonight. You've proved to me again that you have got enormous promise, so I've decided to take your training to the next level."

Lewis's words made Sarah moan gently and made my dick and balls ache. He went on very briefly. I'll contact you shortly to arrange it."

And with that, he was gone. Seconds later, I heard the door close, and his car started up and pulled away.

Like a thief in the night, he was gone. A thief of love.




Sarah whimpered in frustration as she slowly stood up, still wearing only her black bra and tiny, revealing panties.

"Come here, babe," I said, and she started to walk over to me at the edge of the bed. She looked so forlorn and frustrated that I actually felt sad for her. I stood up, wrapped my arms around her, and kissed her deeply. Her breathing was deep, and I could smell the musky scent of Lewis's dick on her as I slipped my tongue into her mouth.

Then, I reached up behind her and unhooked her bra, letting it slide down her arms and drop on the floor in a heap in front of her. Sarah's tits still glistened, sticky with Lewis' cum. I leaned down toward them.

I brought my hands up slowly, cupping them under each of her full boobs. I lifted each tit in my hands and brought her right nipple up to my lips, and very slowly sucked it into my mouth. I ran my tongue over it, feeling it start to harden again quickly as I flicked my tongue across her aureole, back and forth. Lewis's cum was salty to the taste, and I did the same with the left nipple, feeling it was also, unsurprisingly, salty and sticky with cum.

For about the next ten minutes, I gently licked over, under, and all around her rock-hard nipples. I licked every inch of her full tits, cleaning the sticky cum off them. Sarah moaned softly and slowly, no doubt due to the intimacy of the worshipful act I was now performing on her. The fact that she was getting turned on was indubitable: When I reached my hand down to her open-fronted panties, my fingers came away from her pussy, soaking wet.

Unable to resist the urge any longer, I pulled her down onto the bed, and there I fucked her: firstly in her soft, wet, warm, and very welcoming mouth for almost ten minutes again, and finally in her hot, tight, wet cunt, where I fucked here without even bothering to remove her panties. She came, and came, over and over again, shuddering and shaking with each orgasm as she wrapped her arms around me tightly, finding release at last.

And when it was time, I came too. I came extremely hard, spraying jet after jet after jet of hot, my hot, sticky cum into her, finally collapsing on top of my wide in utter exhaustion. I looked over at her minutes after I had cum, and she had already fallen into a deep and profound sleep. A slight smile creased her lips as she lay peacefully.


Chapter 11

We didn't talk about that encounter much, either. But that was okay with me. I wasn't sure either of us would have known what, if anything, to say.

Several mornings later, when I was checking through my emails, I found a message from Lewis, much to my surprise. I noticed that Sarah had been copied on it. How did he have our email addresses? I wondered, then figured, why not? He certainly seemed to know his way around things; you had to give the guy that.

The message from him had no salutation or signature other than simply "Lewis" at the bottom and read as follows:

"The demographic for this specific segment of the research comprised of [U.S.] Caucasian, married women, all aged between 35 and 45. Further, it focused specifically on those within the sample who had confirmed a previous or ongoing extramarital affair, a rather surprising 52% of the total survey base of 15,491. Of that 52%, fully 82% asserted they had experienced a 'significant' or 'major' increase in their sexual experimentation and 'significantly increased levels of satisfaction' with their extramarital partner as opposed to their husband. The significant majority reported that this was primarily due to a 'perceived release from codes of expected behavior and/or propriety' implied in the marriage contract and wider society. For example, 48% of the sample base – more than 7,200 women – reported that they 'regularly performed oral sex on their extramarital lovers and willingly swallowed their ejaculations,' which compared to only 17% of the same sample group who would regularly perform the same act for their spouse. Furthermore, and perhaps more compelling, 44% of the survey base confirmed that they "willingly and eagerly agreed to their extramarital lovers' requests for sexual experimentation, even if they believed those requests were considered taboo by either their religious upbringing or by conventional societal norms and values."

--Inside the Secret Garden:

An Exploration Of Female Sexuality, 1998

I tried to imagine Sarah's reaction as she read it: A wry smile? Relief? Exoneration? I mentally thanked Lewis for sending it to us both.

That night, I asked Sarah if she had seen the email. She smiled and blushed a little but, in typical fashion, refused to comment other than a nearly monosyllabic, "Mmm, yes." We didn't discuss it further.

Lewis's next email, however, was sent several days later and was far more provocative. When I came in, I found it waiting in my inbox.

I noticed, again, that Sarah had been copied in. I would have loved to see her face when she read it.

"A total of 59% of the American women we surveyed in our study reported that their strongest and most sexually satisfying fantasy involved situations where they were actively participating with multiple male partners simultaneously. Furthermore, almost  89% of those elaborated specifically upon the fantasy and stated that their imagined partners were generally large, dominant black men and that the scenario most often involved them being taken either roughly or forcefully and almost always involved simultaneous oral, vaginal, and anal penetration. When asked if they would, in fact, ever act on such a fantasy, 41% responded affirmatively, regardless of the clear risk to their marriage or to their societal position if knowledge of their experience was ever to become public."

--Today's Woman:

A Nationwide Study of Modern Female Sexuality, 2000

Of course, I had to ask her when I got home that night if she had read it.

"I can't believe he'd send something like that to my work email!" were the first words out of her mouth. "What would have happened if someone in I.T. got a hold of it?" she fumed.

"I reckon they'd have probably looked at you in a very different light, don't you, baby?" I answered, smiling. Then I added: "But what did you actually think about the content? Is it true, in your experience?"

"What do you mean by that? Is what true? And what do you mean, in my experience?" she shot back.

"Do you think most women your age have that kind of fantasy?"

"How would I know?"

"Urm….well, because you're a woman?"

"I'm just one woman. I can't exactly answer for every woman on the face of the earth now, can I."

I pushed a little harder. "Well, then, do you?"

"Of course not!" she answered, but she then paused for a few seconds before she added, "I mean..." She began to blush as she fidgeted. She seemed quite uncomfortable.

I looked directly at her. "Is there something you want to tell me, Sarah?" I inquired disingenuously. She shook her head, but her face continued to redden.

"Are you sure?" I asked as she shook her head again.

"Come over here, baby," I said quietly.

She came over to me, and I reached up and began to unbutton the four buttons on her light gray blouse. She didn't do anything to resist as I gently pulled it open and slid it down off her shoulders, revealing her bra. Her nipples were rock hard and poking out fiercely through the thin, white fabric, almost half an inch erect.

"Would it be fair to say that the idea excites you just a little bit," I teased, whispering in her ear.

She knew she could not deny it. And, incredibly and totally uncharacteristically for Sarah, she did not deny it at all. In fact, she just nodded her assent. Shocked by her sudden willingness to be frank, I decided to push it a bit further.

"How much does it excite you then, baby?" I whispered as I gently cupped her tits. I reached up and took both nipples between my thumbs and index fingers, pinching hard as I whispered to her again.

"Would you like to be fucked by three or four black guys at once?" I teased softly. As I did, I pulled on each nipple, stretching them out straight as far as I could. I whispered to her again: "This is what they'll do to you, you know that? And this would be just the start..." Sarah moaned.

"Do you know what else they'll do to you?" I went on as I continued to play with her tits, rolling the nipples between my fingers and pinching them sharply. Sarah just groaned, then whispered, "What?"

"Well..." I whispered, "First, they would make you undress really slowly..."

We did not have long to wait before the object of Lewis's emails became very clear to us. The following night, the phone rang as we were eating dinner. Sarah was once again closest to it, so she picked it up. Although I could only hear murmurs from the earpiece, Sarah's blush told me everything I needed to know about the call. "Yes," she said several times softly, obviously responding to some sort of instruction. "Yes, sir."

Then, still visibly blushing, she hung up the call. Without saying a word, she got up from the table, rummaged around in the drawer for a couple of seconds, and then returned to the phone with a piece of paper in her hand. She dialed the number written on the paper and, after a few initial pleasantries, quickly arranged to have Lucy babysit for us the following evening. All of this was done without even so much of a glance in my direction. Finally, she sat down again.

"Are we going out tomorrow then, babe?" I inquired.

"Yes," Sarah replied. We're going out to dinner with Lewis and then to a club," she explained.

"And he said he wants me to go, too?" I asked.

"Oh, yes," she answered. He told me to make sure that Ben could come, too. He really needs to be there." She blushed again.

Oh, boy, I thought to myself. This sounds really interesting.

I could barely get through work the next day as my mind kept swirling with imagined scenarios of what was to come. Finally, 5:00 p.m. came, and I switched off my computer and headed home.

Sarah had arrived home before me, and when I got there, she was upstairs getting dressed when I walked in. Lucy had also arrived a little while earlier and was playing with the boys in the family room. I chatted with her for five minutes, fixed myself a drink, and waited for Sarah to come down. Already dressed in a smart suit, I saw no real need to change.

Sarah descended a few minutes later. When I saw her, I nearly fell off the couch. I can't imagine what Lucy must have been thinking.

Once more, she had put on eyeliner and a dark red shade of lipstick. Her appearance was intensely seductive and alluring. However, this was merely the beginning.

She wore a new black leather skirt that was unmistakably brand-new, ending a full 8 inches above her knee. When she seated herself on the loveseat, the skirt was short enough to offer a peek at the lace tops of her stockings - stockings I was certain Lewis had instructed her to wear. Her black, three-inch high heels added to my wife's towering presence, creating an astonishing effect. Yet, it wasn't this that captured both my and Lucy's attention completely.

Many years ago, I bought Sarah a black silk blouse that was completely transparent. Out of modesty, she had never worn it, and it had remained in her wardrobe since the day it was gifted. That was until this evening.

Tonight, however, she wore it proudly and without a trace of the hesitation or embarrassment that I would have expected from her. It was as though it were a sweater and not something entirely transparent. As though you couldn't see the sheer, black lace bra that she was wearing underneath it, the bra which seemed to draw immediate attention to her dark aureoles and rock-hard nipples.

"Mummy," giggled one of the kids, "I can see you!"

Sarah didn't miss a beat. "Yes, I guess you can see me, honey." Without hesitation, she turned to Lucy and rattled off a couple of last-minute incidentals: the cell phone number, and there was a pizza in the freezer, all without any of the embarrassment I would have expected. I almost fell over with shock.

Was this really my wife? Somehow, this was my shy little girl? Yikes!

I had to admit, though, as we were about to leave, Sarah had my full, hard attention in a way she'd never had before. Wow! I thought to myself. What a woman!

Sarah picked up her coat and inquired if I was set to go. Set to go? Goodness. We entered the car and began our journey to Boston - my eyes occasionally darting to my incredibly attractive wife, pondering over the situation I had somehow landed myself in. My thoughts were interrupted by Sarah.

"We need to pick up Lewis at the Four Seasons," she stated plainly. I glanced her way. "Okay," was the only response I managed.

The drive continued in quiet. My gaze kept shifting back to my wife, who revealed very little in her characteristically understated manner. We proceeded. Soon, we reached downtown Boston, and locating the Four Seasons wasn't a challenge. I drove up to the entrance, near the rotating door, and peered into the lobby. There was Lewis, waiting for us. He emerged with an empty champagne glass in hand, walked over, opened the back door on the driver's side, and climbed in.

"Good evening to both of you," he greeted us with a bright smile. "I appreciate you making it on such short notice." Sarah turned to him with a smile. "It's our pleasure," I said, my words laced with a hint of sarcasm. Sarah let out a light laugh.

"Sarah, why don't you come and sit in the back with me," Lewis suggested softly. "Ben, you'll be at the wheel." I drew in a deep breath, holding back any comment.

Eventually, I managed to say rather weakly, "I hope you've got a clear idea of where we're headed." Lewis laughed softly at my remark, then gave further instructions.

"Ben, we're heading to Providence. I'll guide you once we're nearing the city limits." He then looked at my wife. "Sarah, please remove your coat."

Sarah quickly did as asked, shedding her coat from her shoulders and throwing it over the seatback to land near me. It seemed to sit there in a taunting silence, a reminder of the unfolding situation. Glancing in the rearview mirror, I saw my wife in her transparent blouse, nestled close to her companion. Without a word, I navigated onto Arlington Street, hit the connector, and then steered the car onto the South East Expressway, heading towards Providence and the uncertainty that lay beyond.

For the hour that followed, I kept the car moving. Regular checks in the rearview mirror yielded little - just glimpses of Lewis' striking profile.

Because over that hour, my wife had her head planted right between Lewis' legs. There were no words exchanged between them at all. Whatever was happening in the back seemed to be entirely pre-arranged, with no need whatsoever for directions. There was only the occasional soft moan from Lewis and what sounded like gentle, rhythmic sucking noises, so soft and distant that it almost sounded like waves on the beach at night. About three or four times, it sounded like it built to some sort of crescendo, always accompanied by a rustling of clothes and the sound of bodies shifting positions on the leather seats, but nothing more conclusive than that.

My mind was racing. What was he making her do back there? And what was Sarah agreeing to? And, more importantly, why was I just sitting there in the front, letting this happen? I drove on, still shooting glances in the mirror every few seconds but seeing nothing. I tortured myself with the images and implications of what my imagination had created. Finally, we reached the outskirts of Providence, much to my mental relief.

"Turn left here and left at the next set of lights. Then go straight ahead through that intersection." Lewis's directions came regularly and clearly as I heard a soft sigh from my wife. We drove through ever busier and brighter streets until, finally, Lewis said, 'Pull up just here." I looked over at the subtle, hand-painted sign above the restaurant's front door he'd directed us to: "Malen."

I'd heard about this place before. It was one of Rhode Island's best restaurants. It was described as incredible and very French and written up everywhere. I smiled; you can't deny good taste.

We exited the car, and I handed the keys to the valet. As I passed the keys, I was pleased to see that Sarah had put her coat back on and wasn't going to be completely exposed to this almost high-school-aged kid parking our car. I could see she held something in her hand, but I couldn't really see what it was. I was too busy with the idea of what sort of image we were going to present to the other guests as we entered the restaurant: A handsome black man walking in with an extremely attractive white woman, followed by what was obviously her white husband. Wow, that was an image.

Nonetheless, I soldiered on, opening the front door and then the lobby door, with my wife and Lewis following. Much to my dismay, he took this moment as his opportunity to reassert his control. He reached over and very gently slid Sarah's leather jacket off her shoulders. Although there were only a handful of people in the lobby, I felt like the entire restaurant had turned their eyes on us.

My wife let the jacket slide off her shoulders and now stood proudly in front of the maitre d'. I could see him take a sharp breath in as he studied her long legs and her full tits that were so obviously on display. He shot subtle glances back and forth between Lewis and me, trying to figure out what the dynamic was. And he did it all in a split-second, discreetly, barely missing a beat. He was clearly a consummate professional.

"This way, madam, gentlemen," he said quietly, turning and leading the three of us through what seemed like the entire restaurant, passing what felt like every table before we reached ours.

The stares we got were pretty insane. Most of them were discreet, as it was a tasteful, expensive place, but some were not. And they were all stares nonetheless. The guys looked on enviably, and I'm sure a few of them got kicked under the table by their wives and girlfriends. The women also stared, too, even more openly than the men– although most of their looks could best be translated as either a hiss or, "Bitch!" Except for one slightly chubby redhead who made no attempt to hide the fact her look was one of desire.

Finally, and much to my relief, he seated us at our table in a dim corner, looking out over the whole restaurant. If we looked to our left, we could see out, through a large picture window, to a great view of the skyline of Providence, the capitol dome glistening gold a short distance away.

The waiter wasted no time in coming to our table, and I couldn't help but notice how, as he approached us, his eyes kept subtly darting glances at my wife's chest, all the while maintaining a facial expression that was the picture of decorum.

"What can I bring you for cocktails?" he asked. Lewis wasted no time.

"The lady is all set, but I'll have a Bombay martini, straight up, extra dry, and with a twist, please. What about you, Ben?"

I looked over at him with a hint of curiosity in my eyes. Why wasn't he going to ask Sarah what she wanted? This was odd. Maybe he knew something I did not.

"A Crowne Royal Manhattan, straight up, please," I replied with confusion evident in my voice.

"Very well," the waiter answered, stealing one last glance at my sexy wife's chest before turning away to go and fetch our drinks.

I looked over at Lewis and Sarah. "You're not having anything to drink, baby?" I asked in innocence.

"She's all set. Aren't you, Sarah? Lewis said quietly. I looked at him, surprised, and then, as I looked down at the table, I saw a champagne flute already standing there. I suddenly realized that she must have carried it in with her from the car. Sarah blushed as I saw it but said quietly, "Yes, baby, I'm all set." I looked at her glass and saw it was already full, almost to the brim.

"But," I said, "You didn't tell me you had champagne. That's not fair, baby! I love champagne!" Lewis merely grinned. Sarah blushed again. Their silence made me even more suspicious.

Then I looked more closely at her glass, and it hit me. I suddenly realized that it couldn't have been champagne in there. It was far too thick, far too white... too... creamy. Holy fuck! My heart felt like it was going to burst out of my chest. No!

With the sudden, sinking realization that one experiences when one faces the more awkward moments of truth in life, I realized that I, maybe, might no longer be in control. I understood now why things had been so quiet in the back seat of the car on the drive over. Why Lewis had brought the champagne flute with him. Why Sarah had had her head in his lap for over an hour.

On Lewis' order, I quickly realized Sarah had spent the hour in the car repeatedly milking his dick. I realized now that he must have had her sucking him constantly.

I could imagine her bright red lips wrapped around his big black cock. Her tongue was licking over his balls, and how each time he was ready to cum, he made her slide her mouth off his cock and push his thick dickhead into the champagne glass, making sure to catch every drop of his cum.

I looked down at the glass again; seeing it was incredible. He must have cum at least four or five times, and it was almost full to the brim. My head was swimming.

At that moment, the waiter returned with Lewis's and my drinks and placed them down on the table before departing, but not before stealing another quick glance at my wife's tits, clearly visible through her sheer bra and open blouse.

Lewis raised his glass. "To a wonderful evening out," he toasted. I lifted my glass but wasn't focused on it; I wanted to see what Sarah did next. She lifted hers, too, and placed it to her lips. "Nooooo..." I wanted to say. Meanwhile, the devil, sitting on my other shoulder, screamed, "Yessssss..."

My beautiful wife touched the champagne flute to her mouth, opened her lips wide, and took a long gulp, draining almost a quarter of the glass. As she placed the glass back down on the table, she looked me in the eyes and very slowly licked her lips, which now glistened in the soft light. She then smiled a devilish smile at me, completely uninhibited and completely confident. I couldn't believe what I had just witnessed. Sarah had always hated cum, and while I could just about get my head around her swallowing it straight from Lewis's cock to provide him the ultimate pleasure, this was so different. And so weirdly arousing.

For the next quarter of an hour, we sat and made small talk as we studied the menu. Lewis toyed with his martini, I sipped my Manhattan, and my wife sipped her black lover's cum from a crystal champagne glass.

For the first time in my entire life, I was genuinely short of small talk. I wasn't all that hungry, either. In truth, I was more than a little bit preoccupied with the dynamics unfolding right before my eyes.

I had already asked myself, more than once, whether I was biting off more than I could chew by encouraging Sarah with this tryst. But until now, I had always been sure that I had it all under control. But now, as I sat watching Sarah being so provocative, I was far less sure of myself. And that realization was starting to make me just a bit uncomfortable.

As I found myself occasionally gazing into the distance or fiddling with the cherry in my beverage, a new perspective gradually emerged, shining a light on a more optimistic aspect of the situation. This insight began to settle in my mind, igniting a small, comforting warmth.

In letting go of the reins of control – assuming they were ever firmly in my grasp – I was also, to a great extent, freeing myself from the burden of responsibility.

Indeed, where does the pivot point of responsibility for the actions of others reside? At what juncture does my accountability for my wife's choices – her own expressions of autonomy – begin and conclude? I pondered this, stirring my drink with a contemplative air.

It then struck me that perhaps I had been viewing the situation from an incorrect angle. To put it simply, my initial belief that Lewis had wrested control from me, while not entirely baseless, might not have been the complete picture. It was becoming clear to me that Sarah might actually be the one directing these events far more than I had previously acknowledged.

We naturally shy away from things we dislike and gravitate towards what we find appealing. My wife was no exception to this rule. It was unlikely that I could compel her to undertake actions against her will. However, if the mere suggestion or a subtle endorsement was all that was needed to explore new avenues...

Thus, having hastily – and perhaps too conveniently – concocted a justification for my own exoneration, I leaned back and indulged in another sip of my drink. Gradually, I began to pay attention to the conversation unfolding between Lewis and Sarah again.

However, I soon noticed that the exchange was rather lopsided. Lewis was leading the conversation. Or, more accurately, he was issuing commands.

"I'll let you know when it's high enough," he murmured, his gaze briefly dropping to my wife's lap. My glance followed suit, and my heart experienced another flutter. Sarah had placed her hands on the hem of her leather skirt, subtly inching it upwards along her thighs. She had already hoisted it a notch or two. Visible were several inches of the lace adorning the tops of her stockings. Moreover, she had slightly lifted herself from the seat to ensure the skirt slid smoothly, inadvertently causing her to arch her back, which in turn accentuated her figure.

I cast anxious glances around, pondering whether anyone could witness our situation and when the waiter might next approach our table. Luckily, our corner location meant the other patrons didn't have a clear view of us. Briefly, I speculated whether Lewis had deliberately chosen this particular table for this very purpose. My focus shifted back to them.

Sarah took another sip from her nearly finished champagne glass, her lips shimmering as she briefly smiled at me. She then set her glass down on the table, cast a swift glance around the room, and once more allowed her hands to venture to her skirt.

With every potential inch her skirt might ascend, my heartbeat quickened. I hadn't been attentive to their initial interaction, so I was unaware of Lewis's request. Yet, the mystery of it all only added to the allure.

Sarah straightened her posture and cautiously inched her skirt upwards, unveiling an additional two inches. This revealed not just the lacey edge of her stockings but also the clasps and black satin straps of her garter belt, along with the pale skin of her upper thighs.

Just then, our waiter appeared around the corner, making a beeline for our table. Lewis quickly murmured to Sarah, "Stay as you are." I held my breath.

Sarah cast a questioning glance at him but complied with his directive, keeping her skirt raised high on her thighs. Whether by fortune or misfortune, the waiter seemed oblivious, only sparing a fleeting look towards Sarah's transparent blouse. He placed a basket of rolls on our table before departing.

"You may continue," Lewis simply stated afterward. Sarah gave me a brief look and then proceeded to expose even more of herself.

It dawned on me then that neither of them had sought my consent to proceed with their risky escapade. Lewis nor Sarah had asked for it. I felt sidelined and wounded.

But I was also excited. Let me be honest about that. Watching a true Dominant male in action was a sight to behold. It was both an erotic thrill and an education at which to marvel and from which to learn.

To watch my wife, who was now his submissive, bend to his command was even more thrilling. Regardless of the fact that it was actually my wife!

Maybe it was even more so because it was my wife.

Sarah's hands slid down once again to her skirt, and she quickly glanced around, checking if anyone was watching before she slid her skirt up further. It slid up past her stocking tops, past the black straps of her garter belt, and then up past the black lace of the garter belt itself. Finally, it slid up past her tiny, lace-trimmed, sheer panties and up all the way to her waist.

Her leather skirt now sat bunched up around her wasite like a belt as she waited for Lewis's next instruction. She sat on the hard wooden chair clad only in her filmy string bikini panties.

Lewis looked at her admiringly. "You really are lovely, my dear." Sarah blushed.

"Now I want you to pull your panties down."

Sarah sucked in a deep breath. Then, without hesitating, she reached down, grasped the waistband of the panties with her thumbs, and started to slide them down over her hips.

I couldn't believe what I was witnessing. My wife was literally stripping naked for her master, and she was doing it in one of New England's best restaurants. Dressed in a see-through blouse, she had pulled her skirt up and was now pulling her panties down. Showing everything completely.

I imagined the ramifications for a second: I thought about seeing the police cruiser's lights flashing as it stopped outside...the handcuffs being applied, facing the microphones and tape recorders of the Providence Journal...and being profiled on the local news.

But that was me. Sarah, almost tauntingly, did exactly as he had ordered her.

In one smooth motion, she slid her tiny panties all the way down her thighs so they sat just above her knees. Then she leaned forward and nonchalantly reached for her champagne glass. She lifted it up and slowly pressed it to her lips and drained the last of Lewis' thick cum from it in one swallow. She looked over at me and smiled a wicked smile before–licking her lips. Then she leaned back in her chair. I could feel my heart doing flip-flops.

I looked at her intently now. Her full tits were obvious to anyone who cared to look, as were her stiff nipples. Her black leather skirt now sat bunched around her waist with her bare ass pressed against the hard wooden seat. Her tiny wisp of an attempt at panties was a mere thread of material now tauntingly around her knees. And her stockings and garter belt framed her lovely bush, now so outrageously on public display. I found it hard to breathe as I watched her.

At that moment, our waiter returned, and I watched him approach as if he was walking in slow motion.

It was like we were all underwater, swimming, and I couldn't find a way to catch my breath.

Whether to my edification or to Sarah's eternal credit, I'm sure I will never know. Perhaps it was the result of a command from Lewis, but whatever it was, Sarah elected not to cover up, or act demure, or even shrink back in the seat to hide from the situation. She just sat there proudly, beautiful and exposed.

At first, our waiter didn't seem to notice what was happening. He was obviously trying not to stare at Sarah, and in so doing, he did not even look at her at first. While staring intently at me, he asked what 'Madam' had selected for dinner.

"I'm not entirely sure," I replied with a twinkle in my ask. "Maybe you should ask her directly." He turned his attention to Sarah and almost dropped his pad and pen.

My wife sat there completely open to his gaze. No, in fact, open doesn't describe it; she was a lot more than open. She was utterly exposed. Her tits poked out proudly from her blouse, her nipples rigid and pointed, clearly displaying her excitement at being shown off.

But that was nothing compared to her lower body.

She was sat with legs spread wide open on the hard wooden chair, completely naked. Her dark pubic hair was framed perfectly in black lace and nylon. I could see the deep, erotic blush spreading across her chest, neck, and cheeks. She looked up at the waiter and paused as if urging him to speak.

He gulped as he, too, blushed deeply.

And then he spoke, his voice very quiet: "I am honored. Madam is truly exquisite." He paused and took a second to fully take in the sight before he continued. But Madam needs to be as discreet as possible." He paused again. But do not fear," he looked at both of us. Your secret is safe with me. "

"Now, what will we all be having for dinner tonight?" He stole another quick look at my wife's thick, dark bush and then turned his attention back to Lewis and me.

We ordered our food, and he walked off to the kitchen to place our request. I looked over at my wife and smiled. "You are absolutely stunning, babe," I said.

Lewis nodded in agreement. "As I said," he started, "Sarah shows enormous promise as a submissive, don't you agree?"

He paused for a moment, looking thoughtful, and then continued, "Let me correct myself slightly. She's already demonstrated that more than once now. Sarah IS a natural submissive, agree?"

Yes. All It took was a black master to bring it out of her, I thought to myself.

"That she certainly is," I answered, looking over at Sarah. She was blushing even more now.

"What shall we do next?" Lewis asked, his eyes bright with anticipation. I looked at my wife and spent a few seconds thinking.

"You mentioned a club," I replied. "Well, what sort of club?" Sarah sucked in her breath.

Lewis smiled broadly. "A very, urm…well, let's just say a very naughty club," he replied, almost rhetorically. Sarah glanced up at him quickly, with a look of what I swear was a mix of anticipation and fear on her face.

"A place..." he started...

I held my breath. I'm sure Sarah did, too. Finally, he found the right words he was searching for.

"It's a place where married white women..." He paused, but this time not because he was struggling to find the words, just to add to the effect.

He certainly had our attention by this point.

"A place where married white women go to be trained by dominant black men, in discipline."

He turned to look steadily at Sarah. "Are you ready for something like that?"

I looked at her, curious, and, in fact, fascinated, to see what her response would be. She paused for a few seconds before replying. My stomach did another huge flip-flop.

"Yes," she finally answered, simply and quietly.


Chapter 12

White wives go there to be trained by black men in discipline. I paused for a second, again shocked by the weight of the language used.

Training and discipline were the words that stuck out. They ran around and around in my head in a permanent loop. They were strong words, and I wanted to know what they meant specifically?

Did it matter?

I could tell the words were pregnant with meaning and symbolism, and they instantly brought out an explosion of images in my head. All of them intimate, private, personal and visually brutal.

No, that's wrong. They were far more than just that. They were provocative, outrageous ... outright extreme. All the images that flooded through my head in that instant made conventional sexuality look like a Sunday morning church service.

And I started to wonder what they meant to Sarah? What was she envisioning when she heard the words? Why had she agreed to it so readily? What was motivating her to try something like that? I turned to look at her and was once again stunned by the sight of the woman I thought I knew so well.

A bright glow now seemed to emanate from her core, as if she were somehow being illuminated from within. And it wasn't just from the bright pink blush on her cheeks, the one that had spread beyond just her face and now covered her chest, arms...pretty much all of her skin on her upper body. No, this came from a much deeper source. It was something that came from her core and made its way up to the surface, especially to her dark eyes and then out. Her eyes glowed with a fierce, bright light that I could only vaguely recognize. It was like a burning fire of excitement, fascination, and eagerness.

No, that wasn't quite it. There was something more, too.

An enlightenment.

I sat back, feeling shocked and deeply reflective. I couldn't think of anything to say, so for once, I just sat back and said nothing. I turned to the food on my plate and tried my best to concentrate on eating. I knew that Lewis would not rush his explanation if, in fact, he was going to provide one at all, and so I waited. In truth, I still hadn't really regained my appetite. As I looked over at the two of them, I noted, with a hint of concern and distress, that they were both tucking into their expensive dinners with a real enthusiasm. Sarah had already eaten fully half of her salmon main; Lewis was almost done with his confit de canard.

How could they eat like that at a time like this, I wondered? I was starting to feel a little bit foolish. And a bit extraneous.

Lewis's calm voice cut into my reverie. "Are you enjoying your meal, Ben? This is, after all, one of Rhode Island's best restaurants."

"Mmmm," I replied. It's delicious." Both Lewis and Sarah looked at me and smiled knowingly. I could feel them looking straight through me, straight to the wriggling little bug of discomfort buried deep in my stomach, stealing my appetite. I managed to put on a brave face.

"No, it's great. How about yours?"

"It's delicious, baby," Sarah answered. "Would you like to try some of mine?"

"No, thanks. I'm not really in the mood for fish."

She carried on pressing me. "Have you lost your appetite, baby? You've hardly touched your food." As she asked, she reached down and picked up her champagne flute again, this time running her tongue around the lip of the glass, all while never breaking eye contact with me.

"No, I'm fine," I answered. "I think I probably had too many appetizers." I smiled. They continued to eat their meal with gusto.

Lewis finally put down his knife and fork and looked at the two of us. "Well, then. Shall we get the bill?"

I wanted to say yes and no. Yes, because I'd completely lost my appetite. No, because I really wasn't sure that I was anywhere near ready for whatever was going to happen next. Although I knew that something was going to happen, and it was going to be something profound, I still wasn't sure exactly what was going to happen after we left this restaurant.

Sarah answered for me. "Yes, Lewis. I think we're all done here, don't you?" I caught my breath at her directness and her impending curiosity.

Lewis called for the bill, and the waiter asked if everything was okay. Lewis assured him it was, but he said that we had a theatrical engagement to get to.

A 'theatrical engagement.' I really liked that explanation.

Our waiter brought the bill a few minutes later, and I paid, adding a large tip for his 'attentiveness' and, of course, for his discretion.

Before we got up to leave, though, I glanced over at my wife to see whether she was still in flagrante delicto or whether she had been modest enough to cover herself up again so that she could walk back through the restaurant without risking too many stares, or indeed too many kicks delivered under the tables to staring husbands. With a sense of relief, I noticed that she was as modest as her outfit allowed her to be now. She had pulled her skirt back down, and, presumably, she had pulled her panties back up. I heaved a sigh of relief when I saw her.

We all stood up and headed straight for the lobby. I took up the rear, a deliberate decision to see what sort of reaction my beautiful wife was getting from the other patrons.

I wasn't disappointed at all. We hadn't been in there long, and they hadn't turned the tables over, so pretty much everyone who had seen us walk in saw us walk out. The men once again stared at my gorgeous wife, dressed so provocatively.

She really was exquisite. Not only was she extremely provocative, she was also very proud. She looked almost statuesque. She knew they were looking at her and didn't shrink away from it. In fact, my normally shy wife seemed to absolutely revel in it. Her deep, dark eyes still glowed, and her bright, red lips shimmered. Her short black skirt and her black heels made her legs look amazing as we walked, and her sheer blouse and bra with her rock-hard nipples standing out proudly screamed out confidence and look at me.

And look, they certainly did. I actually saw one angry wife pour a glass of ice water into her husband's lap as he shamelessly stared at Sarah. I laughed quietly to myself and said to him in passing, "That will serve you right."

"What was that, honey?" Sarah said as she turned to ask what I had said.

"Nothing, baby. I was just saying hello." I smiled inwardly.

And then we were standing out on the sidewalk, waiting for the valet to bring our car around. Waiting for whatever was about to happen next.

Waiting for training and discipline.




Lewis turned to the both of us as we stood on the curb waiting for the car. "You're feeling adventurous?"

I was uncertain who his question was truly meant for. My gaze shifted to Sarah. Reflecting her usual demeanor when excited, she wrapped an arm around me, embraced me tightly, and planted a soft kiss on my neck. Yet, she remained silent, presumably awaiting some form of consent from me, her husband. Turning towards Lewis, I managed to say with as much composure as possible, "Yes, we're ready."

"Excellent," he replied, his grin full of satisfaction. Then, almost under his breath, he said, "Let the games begin."

When our car was brought around, Lewis and Sarah took their usual places in the back while I assumed the role of the driver once more. Lewis navigated. I was increasingly feeling like a chauffeur.

Our journey led us from the bustling city center to quieter, more desolate streets. We passed through neighborhoods less frequented by the city's prosperity, by old, worn wooden storefronts, and into an area that seemed neglected by time, surrounded by brick warehouses shrouded in darkness, guarded only by dilapidated chain-link fences. I stole glances in the rearview mirror, questioning the safety of our destination. But Lewis was unwavering.

"Turn left here. Now, take a right. Another left up ahead." It was clear he had a destination in mind.

Eventually, when I thought we'd left all semblance of the civilized world behind, he directed me to stop in front of a nondescript building resembling a warehouse, barely acknowledged by a single fluorescent light above the door. A few concrete steps led to the entrance, flanked by ordinary metal railings. The door itself was imposing: a hefty steel barrier with a small, grilled window at eye level, reminiscent of a scene from a dime store detective novel.

"Your car will be fine here," Lewis assured me as if he had read my thoughts.

As we neared the door, a small, engraved sign to the left of the entrance caught my eye: "MWW Training." The meaning was ambiguous, and I chose not to delve into questions. Instead, my attention shifted to Sarah. There was a noticeable tension about her, accompanied by a vivid warmth coloring her cheeks. It seemed Lewis observed this as well, as almost in sync, we both offered her our support.

"Don't worry, it's going to be okay," I reassured her gently. Lewis mirrored my encouragement, "You're both safe with me; don't worry about a thing. If there's a moment you wish to stop, just say the word. We'll leave, no questions asked."

Sarah's reaction to Lewis's assurances was subtle but evident; her spirits seemed to dampen slightly. "I'm fine. Really," she responded her voice a mixture of determination and curiosity.

Lewis pressed the doorbell. I awaited the response with bated breath.

The door swung open promptly, almost as though our arrival was anticipated – which, in hindsight, it likely was.

The man who greeted us was strikingly tall and well-built, standing around 6'2", with muscles clearly defined under his attire of black jeans and a snug, silk, light gray t-shirt that accentuated his physique. A small diamond earring glinted in his left ear, and his bald head added to his formidable presence. His eyes sparkled with a welcoming yet evaluative look.

"Good evening, Lewis," he greeted with a nod. "You're late," he noted, his smile broad as he surveyed us, his eyes lingering on Sarah, taking in her attire with an evaluative gaze.

Lewis offered a brief explanation, "Dinner extended longer than we expected. But, we've made it now."

"Indeed, you have. At last, please, come in," the man invited us.

Stepping inside, a mixture of apprehension and curiosity filled me. As I took in our surroundings, it became clear that this place was far from a simple warehouse renovation. No, not at all.

The entrance hall was lavishly adorned, signaling luxury at every turn. The floor was laid with marble, and the walls were covered in rich, dark brown wallpaper that gave the illusion of suede. Curious, I reached out to touch it and discovered it, indeed, was suede. The lighting was understated yet elegant, casting a warm ambiance, while small, sophisticated spotlights highlighted an array of discreetly placed, costly prints and paintings in lavish gilt frames. Drawn to one particular piece, a depiction of a nude woman bathing by a window, bathed in sunlight against walls of vivid blue, I was captivated by the expressive brushstrokes. It seemed familiar. Leaning closer to discern the signature, my pulse quickened. Signed by Pierre Bonnard himself. It appeared to be an original.

This realization hit me with the weight of understanding that we had entered a place far from a mere casual establishment; this was a realm of considerable depth and luxury, crafted deliberately over time with meticulous attention and significant financial investment.

However, there was little time to absorb more of the art collection as our guide, introduced as Daniel, collected our coats and ushered us further into the building towards the sounds of music and pulsating lights. It was clear we were not alone, a fact I had somehow always known. Glancing at Lewis, I saw unwavering confidence. Looking at Sarah, I found what I had expected: a mix of nervousness, overwhelming excitement, and curiosity.

My own feelings were a tangled web of anticipation and apprehension.

Rounding a corner, we entered a large area functioning as both a dance floor and a bar. The lighting scheme featured tasteful red, blue, and green strobes that flickered in time with the slow, funky beats, intermittently illuminating the dancers. The bar, positioned to our right, exuded subtlety in its lighting and was attended by yet another impressively built, bald black man wearing a gold earring and a radiant smile.

The seating was luxurious - tall, plush chairs upholstered in dark leather, and the bar itself boasted a countertop of polished black granite. The evident wealth was displayed with a refined taste.

Settled at the bar, we placed our drink orders, the air thick with uncertainty about the unfolding night. The bartender, ever smiling, served us swiftly. His gaze lingered on Sarah, unapologetically taking in her features and form as he set down our cocktails. Sarah, caught under his direct scrutiny, colored slightly and looked away, fiddling with her drink.

Perhaps as a means to escape his piercing gaze or possibly driven by her inherent curiosity, Sarah began to survey the room. The dim lighting initially masked the room's activities, rendering them obscure. Yet, as our eyes adapted to the subdued ambiance, the outlines of the establishment's true character started to emerge, hinting at a world far removed from the ordinary, waiting to be fully discovered.

On the dance floor, three or four pairs moved to the music with a slow grace. My observation quickly honed in on a particular pattern: white women paired with black men. Around the edges, on the plush banquettes, and at small tables, single white and a few black men sat watching with keen interest.

What exactly held their rapt attention became clear as we shifted our focus back to the dancers. The intimacy of their movements struck me – it was more pronounced than I had initially perceived. The women were dressed to allure, in short skirts and low-cut tops, seemingly indifferent to the amount of skin on display. Some of the men were tenderly kissing their partners or subtly lifting their skirts higher on their thighs.

Then, breaking the pattern of passive observation, one of the black men seated at the periphery stood and made his way toward us. As if cast from the same mold as the others, he was tall, strikingly handsome, clad in a black shirt and leather pants. I found myself holding my breath as he approached.

His request was direct, "May I dance with your wife?" His gaze was piercing, first locking onto me, then flickering briefly to Lewis, and finally settling on Sarah with an intensity that seemed to weigh and appreciate her appearance.

"Of course," I found myself responding, my voice tinged with a resignation that wondered if there really was any other answer to give.

He took Sarah's hand, his action implying her consent was a foregone conclusion, and guided her towards the dance floor. It was evident she went along readily, without any sign of reluctance.

Coincidentally, the music shifted to a slower, more romantic melody from the '60s that was familiar to me. Her dance partner wasted no time in pulling her closer, wrapping his arms around her in a more intimate embrace. Lewis and I watched closely.

His hands slowly caressed her back as she nestled her head into his broad shoulder. Then, he slowly worked his hands down her back, past her waist, until his hands started cupping her firm ass. He didn't ask either of us for permission or assume that anyone would say no. He just started, very casually, caressing my wife's ass. I notice Sarah snuggling into him a little more closely as he did.

He wasted no time at all after that. Having gained her silent approval, he now slid his hands down further, gently grabbing the hem of her leather skirt and sliding it up very slowly with the natural rhythm of the music.

He slid it up past her stocking tops, then up past her garter belt, and finally all the way up to her waist. Her tiny panties did nothing to protect her modesty as they danced.

And, just as deftly, he reached around and found the clasp on the waistband of her skirt and unfastened it. It came off in his hands pretty easily, and he tossed it to one side. I couldn't believe what I was seeing now as my wife happily danced with him, wearing only her sheer blouse and sheer thong panties.

Then he reached up and started to unbutton her blouse, very slowly, one button at a time. In what seemed like a heartbeat, her entire blouse was undone, and he slid it down her arms without resistance. That, too, he tossed aside a second later.

Sarah was now dancing with him in just her tiny, revealing bra and panties set. I could see her dark bush and rock-hard nipples, even from where I sat. Effectively, she was dancing completely naked.

As the dance continued, Sarah nestled closer into her partner's embrace, her movements in harmony with the slow, soulful melody. Their connection deepened as he tilted her face upwards, their lips meeting in a long, passionate kiss that seemed to hold them both in a world of their own. It was a moment of surrender, of giving in to the emotion and rhythm of the music. As their kiss concluded, Sarah rested her head on his shoulder.

Without missing a beat, he reached down slowly and started to undo his belt and unzip his pants. Sarah swayed against him now, rocking in time with the music. As his pants slid down over his thighs, it revealed a pair of white silk briefs. He pressed his hips and his hardening dick against my wife's soft white thighs, and as he did, she pressed back against him.

Then, with one deft move, clearly well practiced, he pulled the black leather belt from his pants as they slid down to the floor. He stepped out of them and kicked them away. They then danced slowly in circles for the next few minutes. But then, eventually, finally, he guided her over toward the banquette, with his head on her shoulder and one hand around her back.

His other hand grasped the belt.

He whispered something into Sarah's ear, and she looked up at him, momentarily surprised. Then, she nodded. He then gently guided her hands down onto the seat of the banquette and had her place them side by side. Then he had her lean her head down close to the red leather seat, so close that she actually placed her right cheek on it. The movement and the position forced Sarah to arch her back, and with that, she pushed her ass up and out as her legs looked stretched and taut. She looked utterly incredible in her tiny, revealing panties, her beautiful lace garter belt, and those sexy high heels.

He leaned down, looked over at both of us, then reached out and grasped the waistband of her black, sheer bikini panties. He slid them down slowly, almost all the way to her knees. Her firm white ass was now completely naked and ready.

He whispered something in her ear again, and as he did, Sarah moved her legs apart as far as she could, exposing herself completely to him.

With that, he stood up and then looked over at us briefly once more. The black leather belt now dangled from his hand rather ominously. He turned back to Sarah and held it up to her ass very slowly, deliberately teasing, trailing it between the cleft of her cheeks, gently back and forth.

The contrast between the dark black leather and her pale white skin was truly striking – both pleasing and terrifying at the same time as he looked over at the two of us.

"What shall I do with this lovely white ass?" he asked as a wicked grin spread across his face.


Chapter 13

I couldn't take any more as I swung around in my seat and stood up. I knew this had now gone too far and far too fast. But before I could step over to intervene, Lewis grabbed my arm.

"Wait just a second," he implored, adding in a hushed whisper, "This is all just for show. He isn't going to do anything; I give you my word. We talked about this in advance."

I looked hard at him, deep into his eyes. "You've talked about this in advance?" The surprise and annoyance at that statement must have been visible on my face.

Lewis chuckled. "Oh come on, are you seriously trying to say you don't find all this, urm, somewhat interesting?" he asked with a wry smile on his face.

I wasn't sure if I should dignify his question with a response. But he knew he had me at that point. I only had to look down to see the proof pressing against the inside of my pants. I was just as aroused as Lewis was about the prospect of my wife's ass getting spanked. I was just a lot more confused and embarrassed about admitting the fact than he was.

Lewis continued, "No, this is just a little show, something to set the mood."

I relaxed a bit as he said that, feeling slightly relieved.

"Of course," he continued, "you do realize that the operative word of this place is 'discipline'? I mean, it's pretty clear; I hope you and Sarah aren't confused about what that involves, are you?" His eyes twinkled, and I tensed up once again. He knew he had me again.

"But how far is this going to go?" I asked him, now sounding naïve even to myself as I asked.

"Well, how far do you want it to go?"

"Urm….I guess that's up to Sarah."

"Is it?" he enquired, smiling as he arched his eyebrows. "Are you sure about that?"

"Absolutely. You know that. It's entirely her decision to make, not mine."

Lewis smiled wisely again, but this time, he said nothing, as if acknowledging my correct answer.

And then suddenly, it was like the blindfold fell from my eyes.

I finally understood it. At last, I saw what Lewis, and no doubt Sarah, had wanted me to see all along. Everything I had missed until now suddenly became visible, and I wondered just how self-absorbed I had been.

All the time during these last couple of weeks when I thought I was the one in control when I had thought I was the one with the power to give or to withhold anything, I now realized how foolish and presumptuous that was.

I was in charge of absolutely nothing except my own life and my own actions. My wife was entirely free to conduct her own life as she saw fit and to make her own decisions, notwithstanding the common courtesies and norms of married life. She was free to exercise free will and to be as adventurous as she wished, irrespective of my attitude or posturing.

A distant memory suddenly came flooding back to me: Sarah teasing me about our wedding vows. "I'm supposed to love you, baby, but I didn't say anything about 'obeying' you," she would occasionally tell me.

Besides, it didn't hurt that I had actually encouraged her quite a bit in all of this, something I reminded myself regularly. I reflected on that and told myself she wouldn't have gone this far without my approval.

That realization, too, brought both a feeling of wisdom and a hint of comfort.

Of course, none of that changed the basic fact that a muscular black man was now standing poised before my wife's naked and upturned ass, his belt in his hand, ready to give her a spanking with it. I eventually dragged my eyes away from this extremely lewd tableau and turned back to Lewis.

"And so, I guess it can go as far as Sarah wants it to. I understand that. But who, exactly, is in charge here?"

Daniel, our host, suddenly appeared at my side. Maybe he'd been sitting there on the very next stool all along, and I'd just been too distracted to notice, too preoccupied with my wife's display. "I'm in charge here." And then, maybe in reference to my sudden epiphany, he added, "I mean, after Sarah, of course."

I looked at him steadily for a few seconds, appraising him. "So, what's next then?"

Daniel looked at me equally steadily. I think he actually quite appreciated the challenge. He looked over at the tall black man who was clearly itching to strap my wife with his belt, the man who'd been gently flicking the tail of the leather belt across her bare ass for the last couple of minutes, whispering in her ear the whole while.

"Andre, that's enough. I think you have made your point. Nous avons d'autres chats à fouetté."

The French idiom and double-entendre almost made me fall off my seat. He actually said we have other cats to whip. I marveled at the irony of the statement and discovered a new-found respect for our host.

Daniel continued without pause. "Bring her here."

Our tall, muscular black stud, still standing with his belt in hand, looked absolutely crestfallen. But he did as instructed and gently leaned over, pulled up my wife's tiny panties, and then took Sarah by the wrist and led her over to us. She blushed as she walked towards us, looking down, knowing how we were all admiring her near-naked form. But Daniel was all business, staring at me initially, then at Lewis, and finally at Sarah.

"Sarah's here for training; we mustn't forget that. Lewis brought her here for discipline, with Ben's approval." I looked at him and nodded almost imperceptibly.

"Andre, please show her the rooms and then take her to the theatre," he ordered. "Have Emily dress her for her performance."

Performance? Even Lewis looked impressed if slightly intrigued, by Daniel's order. Judging from the look of anticipation on his face, some of this promised to be new even to him. I could feel the heat as my face flushed at the prospect of what was to come. Sarah merely looked nervous now. I must be honest; I also saw a trace of excited anticipation on her face, but it was mostly nerves.

Andre, still looked crestfallen about his lost opportunity to be the disciplinarian, but he wasted absolutely no time in assuming as much control as possible, although it was clear that Daniel was still the one in ultimate charge. Andre was merely his lieutenant. Albeit, a very powerful-looking lieutenant.

"This way," he indicated as he pointed us around the end of the bar to the left, toward a dimly lit corridor. As he did, I saw him run his huge black hand over Sarah's bikini-clad ass, assessing and caressing it at the same time. He leaned in and whispered something in her ear, but although I could see her blush, I couldn't work out what was said as he held his hand there, making no attempt to remove it.

We followed his instructions, proceeding down a plushly carpeted corridor softly illuminated by some very expensive-looking silver halogen lights. I ran my finger over the wall again and was quite surprised to feel that the wall covering, even here, was a dark tan and very plush suede.

As we progressed along the corridor, which stretched out for several hundred feet, the only breaks in the monotony of its walls were the occasional doors firmly shut. The light seemed to fade as we moved forward, and Andre seemed to pick up on our unease. "Be careful where you step," he warned us. "It's not just your imagination. It's actually becoming darker. You'll understand soon." His smile briefly illuminated the gloom as he spoke.

After another 20 or 30 paces, he halted in front of a door on our left. It was firmly closed, offering no clues about what might be hidden behind it nor any obvious means of entry. He faced us, a gleam of excitement in his eyes.

"This," he began, "is one of the unique experiences our establishment offers. Consider it a 'glimpse into the inner workings,'" he said, a hint of amusement in his voice at his own cleverness. I glanced at Lewis, searching his expression for any sign of what awaited us, but he gave nothing away, only a faint smile. Sarah appeared simply curious.

Then, with a press of a small, almost invisible button beside the door frame, the wall itself began to slide aside with a soft whir, revealing a large glass pane, four by five feet, where the solid wall had been moments before.

"Welcome to Training Room 2," Andre announced with a hint of dryness.

The sight that unfolded before us was breathtaking.


Chapter 14

Andre began to elaborate as we remained transfixed, his enthusiasm palpable in the semi-darkness. "Quite the scene, isn't it?" he said, his teeth gleaming in a wide smile. "Indeed, an understatement." His smile lingered as he prepared to unveil the mystery before us. We were torn between watching his animated expressions and absorbing the spectacle through the glass. Ultimately, the allure of the scene held our gaze captive, though Andre's narrative was equally compelling.

"Today marked Laura's wedding to Steve, whom you also see before you," he continued, capturing our undivided attention. "And you must be wondering, what brings them here, of all places, on their wedding night? It's a valid question." His laughter hinted at the intrigue he was about to unravel, making us all the more eager to listen.

Andre's story took a more intriguing turn as he held our attention with the skill of a seasoned storyteller. "You see," he continued, the grin still playing on his lips, "Steve had this rather progressive view about relationships and marriage. He wasn't upset when he learned of his fiancée's intentions for a sort of 'last hurrah' at her bachelorette party. On the contrary, he saw it as a sign of the times, a shift away from old conventions that no longer held the same weight in our modern era. And so, Steve came to us, curious, exploring what we might offer in response to such inquiries."

We were hooked, hanging on every word, trying to piece together the connection between this backstory and the scene unfolding before us.

"Given Laura's discreet questions to her friends about celebrating her impending nuptials with a bang, we anticipated her arrival or at least someone in her position," Andre said, a hint of amusement in his voice. "We pride ourselves on discretion and catering to unique... desires."

His expression sobered slightly as he delved deeper into the narrative. "However, Laura's adventure took a turn that Steve hadn't anticipated. She crossed a line, according to him, a boundary he hadn't expected would be breached."

Our curiosity was piqued to the highest degree. What had transpired to bring this couple to such a unique situation on what should have been one of the most straightforwardly joyous days of their lives?

"Yes. You see, although she had her last little fling right here, in fact, and it certainly was a very pleasurable interlude, I can assure you it didn't seem to be enough for her. In fact, Steve found her this afternoon, during the actual wedding reception, in one of the upstairs bedrooms, making love to two of the wedding party. Both of them were good friends of his as well. You can imagine how he felt when he discovered her."

I caught my breath.

He looked thoughtful for a second as he paused, then said, "'Making love' is maybe painting too fine a picture of it, though. In reality, it was a bit more, urm.., 'basic.' She was sucking off one of the usher's dicks, while the best man was behind her, fucking her up the ass." He paused again. "They would switch places every few minutes – back and forth. I guess Steve watched for quite a while before he interrupted.

"Can you imagine that?" he added, sounding almost incredulous. "On her fucking wedding day too!"

We looked at him, waiting for further information, but it seemed that was all he was going to tell us as we turned back to the scene in front of us, both renewed and appreciative of the need for the discipline being exacted upon her.

Poor Laura had been positioned on a long leather bench at about a 45-degree angle to us so that we had the perfect opportunity to see all of her. She had been placed on hands and knees on the bench, with both her wrists and ankles strapped to the bench by sets of silk-padded metal cuffs. She was still wearing her wedding gown and her veil, although to say she was wearing it is probably a slight exaggeration. Some parts of it were still around her body, but many parts were not.

In fact, her floor-length skirt was pulled up over her waist, and the ruched, lace bodice had been pulled right down, effectively revealing all of her body. She was, or more accurately had been, wearing a white silk basque, but that was now also pulled down and exposed her full, pendulous tits in their entirety. While the basque remained perfectly untouched beneath her waist, still supporting her garter straps and the nude silk stockings that she was wearing, not to mention the high white heels. Nothing about her outfit remained sacrosanct, even on this special day of hers. Her tiny little white lace g-string had been pulled down over her thighs to her knees, revealing the full, dark curls of her landing strip and even a brief glimpse of the tiny little rosebud of her puckered anus. She knelt before her masters and her spectators, resplendent in all her feminine glory.

But that was not all. Oh far from it. It was just the start. Her black masters were determined to teach her a lesson; that much was very clear.

One of them was stood right beside her, completely naked, with his tall, tightly-muscled body completely oiled and glistening in the light. His very long, thick cock bobbed in front of him, betraying his enthusiasm for the private discipline he was about to administer.

"Eddie is an expert at this, you'll see," Andre said as an introduction to the stern taskmaster in front of us.

And it was definitely discipline. To her heavy, hanging tits, he had fastened a pair of silver nipple clamps. Their tiny, visible, sharp teeth pinched into her tender pink nipples outrageously hard, and the erect flesh stood out swollen and proud, almost half an inch out beyond where the sharp teeth of the clamps were fastened.

But that was nothing compared to what was about to come.

Unlike a conventional set of nipple clamps, each one of these clamps was connected to a second pair by a delicate silver chain. The chains led down across her stomach and down between her wide-open legs. And as we watched, almost as if he had been waiting for us to appear, her naked black master gently but quite firmly reached down and took the first of her swollen labia and pinched it between his big black fingers.

Sarah gasped as she watched what he did, surely in empathy for the tremors that must be surging through poor Laura's body. As I looked over at Sarah, I was shocked to see that the gasps emanating from her were not from empathy at all but from Andre's teasing fingers. He was now standing directly behind her, and he had spread her legs. As I looked at him, he was now pinching my wife's own labia between his fingers. He was using both hands, pulling the soft pink flesh apart and wide open, gently tugging and twisting the tender, extremely sensitive flesh. Sarah moaned in response.

I couldn't decide which sight held more appeal for me, but I turned back eventually; the lewd scene in the window in front of us proved somehow even more irresistible than Andre's ministrations on Sarah.

The tender folds of Laura's outer pussy lips looked incredible, and I soon realized they were ideally suited for holding the next set of clamps' sharp silver teeth. Without any further ado, her powerful black master squeezed the tiny jaws open with his fingers, pinched the pink, swollen flesh for her labia between the fingers of his other hand, then moved in and closed the evil-looking clamp onto her most sensitive flesh. "AAAahhhhhhhhhh!" she groaned. Her master smiled.

Then he repeated the act with the second. "Aaaiiiiieeeeeee!! Laura yelled, this time even louder. The tiny teeth pinched the tender flesh unmercifully. Eddie smiled even more broadly, and as I looked at him, I could see his thick, hard shaft standing out even more proudly in front of him now, betraying just how much pleasure and excitement he got from his task.

Then he moved to one side slightly, giving us a better view of the two pairs of clamps fastened together by the delicate silver chain. We sucked in our breath once more at the sight now exposed to us: With her big pink nipples pinched very tightly and her swollen pussy lips standing out proudly, all brutally squeezed by the wicked silver clamps, she was an impressive sight. But what was even more intriguing, however, was the small spring-loaded lever, perhaps three inches long, that I had noticed. It was positioned on the chain exactly halfway between either set of clamps. It hadn't been visible to us until Eddie had moved to one side to give us a better view.

As though on cue, he reached down and picked it up, looking back over his shoulder at us pointedly as he lifted it. "Laura, my love, let's show our new friends what this little device does, shall we?" he whispered loudly enough for us to hear. The microphones in the room were excellent and picked up the sound very clearly indeed, relaying it through the speakers that had been set into the wall on either side of the viewing window.

"Nooooooo...." she moaned. "Please, god, no."

"Ah, but yes," he answered very simply, and with that, he took hold of the small lever and started to ratchet it back and forth. "Nooo.   Fuck…. nooo..." whined Laura again, more plaintively, as her disciplinarian ignored her, please.

It took absolutely no time at all for me to see what the ratchet was doing. It was designed to tighten both ends of the delicate silver chain at the same time, winding the tiny links neatly together around a central spool with each movement of the small metal handle. It was a very wicked and ingenious little device, the physical testament of a dark mind. That said, I looked around the room and saw that we were all staring, completely fascinated

even my lovely wife at the evil mechanism and the punishment it was starting to exact on Laura's body.

With each subsequent crank of the lever, about a quarter of an inch or so of the chain was wound in. At first, there was very little, if any, discernible change, just the slack being taken up. But very rapidly, the chain started to tighten at both ends and very suddenly, all the slack was taken up.

And then started Laura's true discipline. The teeth started to tug sharply at both nipples and at her labia. Slowly, as her master kept moving the lever, Laura's nipples started to be pulled downward. Her swollen pussy lips, now pinched bright pink by the tiny but brutally sharp jaws, were pulled up and out. Laura moaned and whispered, 'Please, no,' and closed her eyes, shaking her head back and forth, but Eddie just smiled and kept working the lever back and forth.

When her nipples were stretched about as far as they could possibly be, almost fully two inches, the tension on the chain started to pull at her sagging tits, tugging them downward toward her stomach. But as I looked, I realized that was nothing compared to what was happening to her pussy lips, which now must have been stretched out and up to their absolute maximum, at least three or perhaps even four inches. The sharp teeth held her sensitive flesh fiercely, turning it a dark shade of crimson where they bit into her. And still, her black master continued to crank the lever.

With her pussy pulled open as far as possible, we could all see the dark, glistening hole of her vagina unbelievably clearly as the continued levering of the big black male started to affect the tension only on the upper part of the chain. Apparently, although I couldn't see it, there must have been some sort of slip gear in the tiny, watch-like movement that could detect maximum resistance on one side and shift all its leverage to the other. As a result, I watched as the chains focused their pull solely on Laura's full tits. With her nipples already stretched to the absolute maximum possible extent, the lever started tugging resolutely at the firm flesh of her boobs. In the blink of an eye, her tits were distended two full inches, then three, and then four. Laura whimpered. Still, her master did not stop.

'Click, click, click,' the little handle went back and forth – until poor Laura's tits were stretched down to her belly button. Her taut nipples added another two inches to the lewd distensions until finally, painfully, shamefully, and outrageously, the final couple of cranks of the lever brought her nipples, at last, into contact with the stretched lips of her dripping wet pussy. At that point, her master stopped, turning around to grin at us devilishly.

Somehow, I managed to tear my gaze away from the spectacle for a second, eager to see how Sarah was reacting to what was unfolding in front of us. I was not disappointed. As I looked, I could see Andre's fingers were deep in my wife's pussy, and absolutely glistened with her excitement as he slid them in and out of her. She was accepting his probing with complete abandon, with her hips gyrating on his big black hand and her breath coming in short sharp gasps, but as I looked, I could see her eyes remained fixed very firmly on the extremely lewd scene unfolding right before her. I turned my eyes back to the window.

At that point, Eddie stepped away from the bench and turned to fetch something from a cabinet mounted on the wall behind them. He walked gingerly, an obvious result of his now enormous rock erection and his huge, heavy balls, which banged against his inner thighs with each step. He wasted absolutely no time in finding what he needed in the cabinet and came back to her upturned ass with both hands full. I caught my breath again as I saw what he now carried. In his right hand was a tube of lube; in the right was a short, very thick, black latex dildo, which looked like the exact replica of the head of an erect penis. It was no more than three or four inches long but easily as wide as it was long and fitted to an oval-shaped leather base. A thin leather strap, perhaps six inches long, dangled down from the side of the base.

Slowly, almost lovingly, he undid the cap from the tube and squirted a very generous handful of lube onto the dildo, sliding his hands up and down it, coating it liberally all over. Then, with a brief glance toward the window, he held the dildo up so Laura could get a good look at it and addressed her briefly.

"Laura, my sweet, I thought I'd just say that because you clearly enjoyed the best man's dick in your ass so much; I am going to try to replicate that a little bit now." With that, he reached over with one hand and spread Laura's big ass cheeks, revealing her tiny little puckered ass hole. Then, without even a second of hesitation, he took the tip of the lubed-up dildo, pushed it against her crinkled hole, and pressed it into her, hard and fast. The fat black dildo slid home without stopping, so fast that it took Laura's breath away, and ours, as we watched in complete shock. Before we could even blink, the black dildo was all the way into her ass, the tender ring of her ass hole now stretched lewdly around the thick black shaft. She moaned gently, but her trainer was unrelenting, pushing the dildo against her ass hole so that all we could now see was the leather base. He paused for a second and stood back to admire his work. Laura just whimpered softly.

"Steve, come over here," Eddie then ordered, which took us all by surprise a little. Most notably, Steve, who had been sitting quietly off to one side, almost unnoticed, watching Laura's training and discipline silently. Who knew what thoughts or confusion were running through his mind?

But he did as instructed, coming slowly over to the foot of the bench where his new bride was now sitting, so flagrantly and brutally on display. He could barely pull his eyes away from her body and the implements of training that now held it captive.

"Yes?" he asked, somewhat nervously.

"Steve, it looks like you are getting far too much pleasure out of all of this," Eddie said with a grin. "Do you like what you see?"

"I urm…I ….. I'm not sure," Steve started to stammer.

"Well, that hard-on you're sporting down there is giving you away, don't you think?" the black man then asked. Steve started stammering again but was quickly cut off.

"Take your clothes off," Eddie ordered.

"What!?" Steve choked out, looking alarmed.

"You heard me." Eddie's voice had dropped in timbre now and suddenly sounded much more menacing.

Steve paused briefly, then obviously thought better of arguing and obeyed. He very quickly undid his bowtie and cummerbund, throwing them to the floor, then unbuttoning the black onyx studs that held his ruffled formal wedding shirt in place. He slid it off his shoulders, and I quickly realized he was extremely fit. He was in great shape, well-toned and without an ounce of fat, and had a very well-developed upper body to compliment his six-pack.

He then kicked off his shoes, leaned down, and pulled his socks off, too. Finally, he unbuttoned the waistband of his black trousers and slid them down his legs. There, he paused, standing only in his boxer shorts.

"Well?" Eddie asked. Steve blushed, knowing he was undressing for an audience for what looked like the first time. He knew that his body would give him away.

Indeed it did; as he slowly slid his shorts off, his quite impressive dick sprang to attention, standing out in front of him. Long, stiff, and proud. His excitement over his wife's discipline was now impossible to deny. Or maybe it was due to the prospect of what was about to happen next to him. There was no way to tell. But there was no way to deny he was enjoying it. All seven inches of his reasonably thick uncut cock made that ever so clear.

Eddie looked him up and down with a look of vague amusement. Then he said, very firmly, "Come over here so Laura can see you without turning her head too far and get down on your knees."

"Huh?" was all Steve could stammer out, but Eddie's dominant look was so fierce that Steve knew not to argue and quickly did as ordered, dropping to his knees at the front of the training bench. Laura had turned her head to the left slightly and was now watching with fascination.

It did not take long to work out what was about to happen. The only question all of us had was why was it going to happen?

I looked over at Andre, who seemed to anticipate what I was going to ask. He looked steadily at me and calmly and quietly replied, "Regardless of the type of program or the specific needs and requirements of the wife, we always train the husband, too. It's only fair. Surely Lewis mentioned that to you?"

My heart sank as he said it. Suddenly, I remembered Lewis's comment the first night he came to the house. The comment when he said how much more pleasure a woman would get from her own training if she knew of, or if she could see, the pleasure her partner was getting from participating, too. My heart settled just above my stomach a few seconds later, but they flip-flopped together nervously as I swallowed hard and turned my attention, way too eagerly, I'm embarrassed to admit, back to Steve and Eddie.


Chapter 15

Steve definitely didn't disappoint us, nor did he disappoint Eddie, from the looks of it. I have no idea whether he'd ever had any experience with this sort of thing before, but he took to it like an absolute natural. Maybe he knew he had no choice, or maybe he enjoyed it.

Maybe he felt like he owed this to his new wife, whose own discipline had already far exceeded the bounds of any decency. Maybe he simply and quickly discovered he enjoyed it more than he expected. To this day, I still have no idea.

But there was no denying his eagerness and thoroughness and accomplished and ready skill that he demonstrated when he began to take the big, black dick into his mouth.

Eddie began by having Steve lick just the big, swollen tip. Steve momentarily held back, but I can't be sure whether it was genuine or just to retain some tiny shred of independence. It was not long, though, before he closed his eyes, and his tongue poked out and started to flick over the deep purple-colored head of Eddie's magnificent black penis. He locked all around the top and sides and then, unbidden, started flicking his tongue over the sensitive frenum underneath as though he knew instinctively exactly what Eddie would enjoy. Then it hit me, as a man,  he would.

Laura watched, her face a picture of frustrated fascination as her husband gave oral sex on this handsome black stud. She stared as Eddie gently placed both hands on the back of Steve's head and pulled his mouth firmly down onto his big black shaft. She took a deep breath in as her trainer then slowly but surely guided Steve's head up and down on his very thick black cock, his lips stretched wide around the rock-hard flesh. And she continued to watch, spellbound, as Eddie unceremoniously started, with very obvious pleasure, to fuck her husband's mouth.

At that point, Eddie smiled, then really added insult to injury to the poor young man who was now so obviously in his control. He leaned forward, his dick still buried deep in Steve's mouth, and started to address him in a hoarse whisper. He spoke just loud enough for Laura to hear her husband's humiliation. Not surprisingly, the excellent microphones in the room picked up every word.

"You're very good at this, Steve," he started. "I can see you've obviously done this before, yes?"

Steve shook his head vigorously without letting go of Eddie's cock.

"Oh, I think you have," Eddie continued. "Either that... or you're just a natural, someone who simply loves sucking cock. Would that be right?" Again, Steve shook his head, but this time without the same vigor. Eddie pressed on with his teasing.

"Have you sucked big dicks before? Perhaps just a couple of times? I'm sure you have. You know exactly how to do it just right. You're really good down there, not too hard or soft. And just look at how much you can take down your throat in one got. That must be four or five inches, at least!" Steve moaned softly.

Eddie pressed on. "I guess it's something you've never told your pretty young wife about before, right? How you've secretly practiced getting big black cocks ready for her? Isn't that right, Steve?" He paused again, sliding Steve's head slowly up and down on his big thick black cock, which now glistened from his wet mouth.

"What else have you been practicing, Steve? Perhaps being taken from behind, bent over like a woman?

"Maybe dressed just like one?" he went on. "Bent over in tiny lace panties... perhaps in a black lace garter belt and wearing stockings and heels? I bet you'd like that. Hmmm?"

Laura craned her neck around even further and whispered urgently, "Oh fuck yes!"

Steve paused for half a beat as the implications of Eddie's words and Laura's agreement suddenly sunk in. And then, shockingly, he started licking and sucking Eddie's big cock even harder, trying to urge every inch of the thick black cock as far down his throat as he could get it. Then he slid it out of his mouth for just a second, but only to push it up towards Eddie's hard belly in order to gain access to his large, heavy, chocolate-brown balls. Eddie's big, tight balls looked so smooth and perfectly round as they beckoned Steve's waiting mouth. Without a second's hesitation, he started licking them both furiously, running his wet tongue up and over each one, making them shine as he covered them with his saliva. Then he started to gently suck the right one into his mouth, rolling it around carefully, just like a fragile egg, before he let it slip out, quite reluctantly and repeated the process with the left one in just as carefully.

"Ahhh... that's it, my exquisite little bitch," murmured Eddie. "You do that so well!" And then, much more harshly, "Now take my cock back into your mouth...and quick!" Steve did as ordered, sucking the first three or four inches of the big black cock back between his lips. Eddie pushed his hips forward hard, trying to get even more of it into his mouth, and as he did, grasped Steve's head tightly again. "Take every drop, my little bitch," he growled as he bent down and ordered. "Swallow every drop, or Laura will pay the price."

We looked up briefly at Laura, who was nodding eagerly, transfixed by the scene unfolding before her. Steve just nodded obediently and grabbed Eddie's hips with both hands, waiting expectantly. Eddie lost no time. With barely a moan, the handsome black stud's body tensed up as he let loose with stream after stream of hot cum.

To his credit, Steve did his best, and maybe if this hadn't been his very first time, he might have managed to handle Eddie's tribute. Maybe not. Or perhaps Eddie's raw manliness and the state of his excitement might prove too much for anyone to take, however accomplished.

At first, all we could see was Steve's Adam's apple bobbing frantically, trying to cope with the huge surge of sticky cum pouring out of Eddie's cock and into his waiting mouth. It became apparent very rapidly, however, that he was physically unable to keep up and swallow such a torrent of cum. Eddie's cum leaked from Steve's mouth and started to drip down his chin and cheeks, despite his desperate efforts to swallow the thick, creamy load. There was just too much cum, and soon the drops on his chin turned to rivulets and then into flowing streams, dripping down onto his naked chest, over his stomach, and even dripping down onto his big thick dick. I was really quite shocked when I looked down to see his long hard cock, standing up straight and proud. I don't know why, but based on what I'd just seen, I was still expecting him to have a small cock, even though I'd seen it before. But as I looked, I could see him, with his hand wrapped around his seven inches, jerking with excitement.

"You naughty boy," Eddie said to him quietly, still holding Steve's head firmly, as his cum covered shaft remained deep in his mouth. "Show me how well you can clean up, and I might consider going easy on Laura," he continued. Steve merely nodded meekly and, after swallowing his last mouthful of cum, did exactly as Eddie said. He slowly and carefully started licking up and down the black shaft, lapping up the long, sticky lengths of cum that trailed from Eddie's magnificent black cock. Over, under, and even all the way down to Eddie's tight balls, Steve sucked and licked every drop of cum from the black man's cock. Laura remained silent, watching in rapt attention, stretched pussy glistening as it betrayed her enormous excitement at the scene before her.

Finally, Steve was finished and looked up at Eddie expectantly. Eddie looked down at him. "Not bad, my sweet little slut. Not bad at all." He then turned to Laura. "Your husband really does sucks dick like a pro, Laura, doesn't he?"

Laura nodded. Eddie smiled softly.

"Maybe he does other things just as well. What do you think?"

Laura nodded again, but this time, she also had the courtesy to blush. Eddie pressed on.

"What else do you think he does well?" Eddie asked rhetorically. "Do you think he would take a dick like a woman?" Laura and Steve both gasped softly.

"Perhaps dressed up like one?" Eddie went on. "In panties and stockings...as he takes a big cock  up his tight ass? Would you like to see that, Laura?"

Steve moaned and looked down, and Laura was beside herself now. "Oh fuck, oh fuck...yes. Please!" she finally managed to stammer out.

Steve's face was now a picture of confusion, fear, and a very deep, shameful excitement if, indeed, such a mixture of emotions is possible in a man all at the same time. Eddie just looked at him and laughed.

"Well, this looks like it's shaping up to be an interesting marriage, doesn't it?" He paused. "Well, don't worry, there will definitely be time enough for that, I can promise you. Now, though, I need to finish with Laura. After all, Steve," here he looked very pointedly at the unfortunate young man on his knees, "you didn't really do a very good job, did you? So Laura has to be punished."

All of us once again collectively caught our breath.

Eddie was the picture of efficiency and calm as he stood up and, without ceremony, went over to Laura's upturned ass. He reached up and started toying with the plug that still filled her tight ass hole. "Do you enjoy this, my sweet?" he asked as he twirled the thick dildo in her ass.

Laura merely nodded.

"I think there might be something you'll enjoy even more," he said with another smile and grasped the leather base of the intruding dildo. Slowly, he started to pull it out. Laura moaned but reluctantly started to let it go. She visibly relaxed the tight muscles of her ass that had kept it captive and let it slide out of her body.

With a sigh, she felt the very thick, silicone dildo slide from her stretched ass hole.

Eddie wasted no time as he grasped the artificial penis by the base and walked around so he was in front of Laura. He looked meaningfully at her. "Now, according to Steve, on your wedding day no less, he discovered you liked to exchange dicks between your ass and mouth," he said imperiously. Laura shook her head from side to side and desperately murmured, "No."

"That's not good enough slut," Eddie said. Laura whimpered. "Open wide," he ordered.

"No!" Laura exclaimed.

"Yes," Eddie answered firmly and authoritatively. "Open your mouth."

Laura whimpered again. Then, as we all watched in shocked fascination, she slowly opened her mouth wide.

Eddie didn't hesitate for a second. With one smooth, quick movement, he slid the thick dildo into her now open and waiting mouth. It slid home all the way until the leather base was pressed snugly around her lips. She looked up at Eddie, partly in alarm and partly with a look of pure acceptance at her subjugation.

It was a very odd, deeply erotic look. Eddie completely ignored her. With innate authority, he reached down, grasped the dangling leather strap, and looped it around her neck. Then he took hold of the tiny clasp at its end and fastened it back onto the leather base itself. Laura was his, now and forever.

Laura was retrained, strapped, and held firm, with the thick dildo now secure in her mouth, which prevented any further protestations from her. We all looked on in awe and admiration at what he had achieved.

"It's time for Laura's discipline," Eddie said. "The discipline she's going to get as a result of your failure, Steve," he added wickedly.

"No!" he replied desperately, but deep down, I could just make out an air of inevitable resignation.

"Yes," Eddie answered simply.

As soon as he said that, Eddie walked over to the cabinet at the rear wall and started to remove some things, rummaging through a variety of implements. Eventually, he found what he was looking for. Slowly, he turned back to face us and the poor newlywed, now lying so naked and exposed before him.

My mouth almost dropped as I saw a long, black leather whip in his hand.

As we all waited and breathlessly anticipated the next move of this dominant black master, Andre cut in.

"It's time," he said without ceremony. "We've all seen more than enough of this little display. It's Sarah's turn now."

My heart fell at not being able to witness Laura's further discipline, but then suddenly, it hit me and soared at the prospect of what might come.

I looked over at my pretty wife, still dressed so provocatively in her tiny lace bra and almost nonexistent panties. She looked nervous, agitated, and unsure, yet her excitement at Andre's words was obvious, too.

"This way," he said. Andre then walked down the hall about 30 paces, all of us trailing just behind him. He stopped at yet another door on the left, then turned and pressed a small button set into the doorframe itself. Within a second, the door opened, and a 'hostess' was stood there, waiting expectantly. She looked at Andre with a wry grin, knowing exactly why we were there.

"Yes?" she inquired.

"Emily, I'd like you to prepare Sarah for us, please," was all he said. Emily smiled and looked Sarah up and down for a couple of seconds, clearly happy to oblige.

"It would be my pleasure, sir," she replied. "Was there anything in particular you had in mind for her?"

Andre pondered for a brief moment. "No, just something revealing will do," he answered and smiled at the irony of his comment as he cast his eyes up and down my already almost naked wife. "You can pick today," he added with a smile.

We saw Sarah gulp and try to catch her breath. I could tell that she suddenly felt a lot more naked and exposed in front of this woman than she had in front of the men who'd been playing with her body and teasing her. I guess it was just in keeping with the competitive nature of the sexes because I knew how much more critical women were of one another and how much they judged each other. Sarah knew that while we would have simply looked at her and enjoyed the view, Emily was now assessing her, and she knew just how many comparisons they would both be making between one another's bodies.

Emily was obviously not one to keep waiting. "Come in," she demanded somewhat harshly, and Sarah complied. Emily beckoned Sarah in. She also urged Lewis, me, and Andre to join her. We all obeyed quickly, eager to see what was going to happen next.

It was quite a small dressing room, with a hardwood floor carpeted in rich oriental rugs and walls decorated with tasteful, dark-red-flowered Victorian wallpaper. It was a complete contrast to all the modern décor we'd seen so far, but I wasn't surprised for some reason. I was starting to feel that each individual involved in this club was free to express their own little quirks and freedoms.

Soft lighting suddenly came from two or three small gilt lamps with dark shades set around the room. To our right was an ornate, built-in dressing table and mirror, and to the left was a heavy wooden door, but Sarah and the rest of us had no idea where it led.

But what was truly unusual about this room was the floor-to-ceiling clothing racks built into three of the walls. It was all women's clothing, and most of it, I suddenly realized, was lingerie or something close to lingerie. Sheer chiffon blouses and tiny skirts, black leather halters, little black satin demi-bras, white, 1950-style girdles with garters, pairs of seamed stockings hanging up in a score of different styles and colors; vinyl garter belts, and at least half a dozen styles of crotchless panties...

Sarah's jaw dropped open as she looked around, and mine did, too. It was like an adolescent boy's idea of heaven. Hell, it was a grown man's idea of heaven, too. There must have been enough sexy outfits in this room to dress 40 different women all at once. My wife's eyes jumped from one outfit to the next, trying to take it all in.!

Emily wasted no time. "Sit down over there," she ordered. Sarah sat. Emily swept along the racks, taking out a couple of items here and there and shaking her head. Eventually, she stopped, reached up, and removed a hanger. She slowly unhooked a little ensemble from it and held it up.

"This will be perfect," she said simply. "It will really flatter you."

Sarah gulped again as she looked up at what Emily had selected: a black satin, quarter-cup bra trimmed with a very dark blue lace. It had a matching satin and lace garter belt, which was a mere wisp of material, with four garters. And it had a pair of black satin panties, although to call them panties really was stretching the point. They were just an inch or two below the waistband, in both the front and back, and they opened into a very wide v shape, and the leg bands were just straps. Even from her seat, Sarah could see that they would completely expose her, both from the back and front. She blushed once again.

Emily handed them to Sarah, then turned away to fetch another hanger with a pair of black, seamed silk stockings. Finally, she asked Sarah what size shoe she was, and when Sarah answered, Emily turned to a small closet set into the wall. She looked through it carefully for a moment, then turned and stood back upright, passing Sarah a box. "These will do," she said, laughing.

Sarah took hold of the box and opened the top. Inside were a pair of 5-inch black patent leather pumps.

"About what I expected," we heard Sarah mumble to herself.

Emily heard her, and her tone grew less playful instantly. "Now get dressed," she said in a very no-nonsense tone of voice that broached no argument.

Sarah, nearly naked already, hurried to do as instructed. First, she took the tiny little panties and started sliding them up her legs. She blushed furiously again as she started to realize the picture she was creating. The panties, once slid up to her waist, were nothing more than a dark frame for her soft, pale white skin. Her round ass cheeks were completely uncovered, and worse still, the panties were cut away at the front in such a way that not a shred of material covered her dark triangle of pubic hair. She marveled, completely embarrassed at the same time, at the image of herself in the mirror.

"And now the rest?" Emily asked impatiently. Sarah hurried to comply. She removed her existing, already skimpy bra and took the even skimpier bra from the hostess. She slid her arms through the straps and pulled the tiny slivers of cups up around her tits. Then, she reached behind her back with both hands and closed the fastening together.

She looked back at herself in the mirror once more and saw that the blue lace trim around the top edge of each cup did not even come down far enough to reach the lower edge of her aureoles. Her nipples were now completely exposed. She couldn't help but notice the shelf design of the bra worked really, something she noticed with a hint of embarrassment. Each of her tits was pushed up and out, raising her nipples, too, and making them point slightly upward. As strange as it looked, Sarah had to admit to herself that the sight was truly titillating, however embarrassing. Her nipples had already hardened as she watched herself in the mirror, pointing out sharply. Emily smiled as she saw the effect the bra was having on Sarah.

"There's more," Emily continued and handed Sarah the matching garter belt, which was again black and trimmed with blue lace. Sarah, who had only recently started to get accustomed to such things, fumbled with it for a minute before Emily stood up and came over to help. She stood behind Sarah, took both ends of the belt in her hands, and pulled them together, fastening them at the small of Sarah's back. As she did so, she very gently but deliberately ran her fingers across Sarah's exposed ass cheeks before teasingly running a finger down between her cheeks.

Sarah stopped, however, and blushed as she let out a soft moan. It made Emily laugh.

"Oh, don't worry, girl. You're not for me tonight," she said softly. We have much bigger plans. But I'm sure there will be other opportunities one day, and I'll get to sample you."

Sarah flushed even brighter pink now.

Emily then reached over, took both stockings and gently slid one up Sarah's left leg and then the other up her right leg. She fastened each of the four garters and then lined them up, smoothed them out, and straightened the seams at the back. Finally, she took the pair of black, patent leather heels and told Sarah to sit. Then she slipped one on, followed

by the other.

"Stand up," Emily ordered. "Now turn around. Walk slowly up and down for me so I can see you."

Sarah didn't dare disobey Emily. She did exactly as she was told and watched herself in the mirror as she walked. It was a remarkable sight. She was dressed in a complete outfit, which was clearly very expensive. And yet, she was completely naked at the same time! Her full tits with their rock hard nipples, her round ass, her dark tangle of pubic hair that was now slightly exposing her moist, swollen pussy lips. She was wearing a lot of clothing, but at the same time, she was completely exposed! She blushed again at the sight, but Emily was impatient.

"Sit down; we need to sort out a bit of makeup," she ordered again. She produced dark red lipstick, some eye shadow, and some rouge. She even applied a little of the latter to Sarah's nipples. After quickly combing Sarah's dark hair, Emily leaned back and assessed her handiwork. She smiled.

"Not too bad...not too bad at all, if I do say so myself," Emily said with a quiet laugh. Then she quickly added, "Come on. They're probably getting impatient." With that, she grabbed Sarah's hand and led her toward the door in the corner.

They? Impatient? Sarah moaned quietly to herself. Now, what was going to happen? I knew she must have wanted to ask those questions, but I figured she didn't think she'd get any proper answer even if she did. She obliged without resistance and followed Emily as she opened the heavy, unmarked door into the unknown.

In the dim light, it took a moment for our vision to adjust. At first, we could only discern shadows and shapes, leaving us uncertain of our surroundings and what we were witnessing. As our eyes became more accustomed to the low light, the outline of a platform became evident, upon which Sarah and Emily had found themselves. The perimeter of the platform was clear, revealing a drop to a lower level a few feet away. To their right stood a piece of gymnastic equipment resembling a pommel horse, surrounded by various ropes and loops dangling from above. A wooden trestle was positioned against the wall they had just passed through, marking their entry into this mysterious space.

As our sight adjusted further, the area beyond the platform where Sarah and Emily stood began to come into focus. With a sudden, collective intake of breath, we realized they were not alone. The shapes and shadows resolved into ten or so individuals scattered across the room, some lounging on banquettes and others on leather chairs. The room's flooring was tiered, allowing those seated at the rear to be positioned higher than those at the front, providing everyone a clear view of the platform. Among these observers were couples, a mix of men and women, all seemingly attuned to the spectacle before them.

And then, I realized with a gasp that many of them were either naked or almost so.

And there was more as we both looked back at the platform on which she was now stood and at the various 'props' we all understood. Sarah let out a quiet 'Nooooo.....' and almost sank into Emily's arms for support.

At that moment, she suddenly and fatefully realized that she was about to be the show. This was a stage for her, and those in front of her were the audience. All the 'props' that surrounded the stage were for her and expressly for her.

Emily looked over at Sarah and smiled wickedly as she realized that Sarah had just figured it out.

Sarah stood frozen to the spot, utterly transfixed on the stage, looking about her in confusion and concern. We could all see her blushing across her entire upper body now as the thought of the picture she presented to the darkened 'theatre' sunk in: Her full tits were completely exposed as she stood there with rock-hard nipples, and her tits were perfectly held up and displayed by the expensive and very revealing bra. And she must have felt the cool air across her exposed legs and curves shown off by the black high heels she wore on her feet.

Sarah must have wondered what was next as she stood there. However, before any attempt at an answer formed in her mind, her new master came to stand beside her.

"What do you think, then?" he asked with a devilish grin. Remember that I told you it was going to be 'show time'?"

"Yes, but...but...this…..I ……Urm….," was all she managed to stutter out before he cut her off.

"Yes, this," he replied with a smile. "What you've been through so far, both tonight and over the past few weeks, that was just a mere initiation compared to what you'll be asked to do tonight," he started to explain. "This is all together very different. This involves a degree of submission, and the discipline you'll receive tonight pales in comparison to what you've been subjected to so far."

My beautiful wife gulped as she shook her head slowly.

"You will have an opportunity to say no," he continued. "Everything tonight requires your agreement. Without it, then it won't happen. Not because it couldn't; it would be all too easy for us to make you. But if we did, there really is no pleasure, not for me, not for anyone watching, not for Lewis, nor for Ben... Not even for you. You are going to want to do this. As much as you might hate yourself for it, you will be agreeing, willing me to do it. You will be begging me to stop, but you'll never say the words."

He sounded almost clinical as he explained. Sarah merely nodded her head, then slowly shook her head as he struggled to process what was happening.

"I am certain you will do things up here you have never done before." Saying that he grinned slightly, as it must have dawned on him that, in recent days, Sarah had already done a lot of things she hadn't even imagined before. As if he knew all about Lewis and the lessons she'd been put through already.

"Well, don't worry about that," he continued with a smile. You know what I mean. We will be taking you to new levels of intimacy, and you may not be the same after tonight. In fact, I guarantee you will not be the same when we are done here tonight. Are you truly ready for that?"

Sarah could only moan softly.

"I need you to answer," he said quietly.

"I...I..." she started.

"You are free to leave at any point," he said curtly. Perhaps it's best if I call Emily for your clothes."

"I...nooooo....." was all that emerged from Sarah's pouting lips.

"I take that as confirmation, then, that you will stay," he answered.

"Yessss....." Her answer was barely a whisper. She was clearly mad at herself and the way he was playing her, and she was clearly deeply confused at how he knew exactly what she would say.

Her eyes lit up for a second as the realization suddenly hit her. Perhaps this is what having a master means: someone who could take over your thoughts, someone who would make any degree of independent thinking silly and futile. But he didn't give her any time for further thought.

"Good. Now I'm here." He took her hand and led her to the very center of the stage. He placed her against the leather vaulting horse and then turned her away from the yet-unseen audience toward the back wall with its huge mirror.

Suddenly, he barked at her: "Now bend over the horse."

It wasn't all that high,  only about three feet or so, and Sarah leaned over it. I watched her suck in her breath as she felt the cool leather touching her naked stomach. On the front side of the horse, down on the floor, two handles were bolted. Before she could think about it, he had ordered her to grab them. She obeyed instantly, and as she did, he reached down and locked her wrists into place with two sets of silver handcuffs attached to each handle.

He then reached down behind her and grabbed her right heel, and with a quick 'click,' he fastened it with a short metal chain and a snap hook to a ring that was also bolted to the floor. He followed suit with the left, but not before yanking her legs wide open, almost as far as they could stretch.

My gorgeous wife was now standing on the stage, outrageously exposed to the audience.

Then, very slowly and teasingly, he reached over and grabbed a small metal lever on the horse's right side that I hadn't even noticed. He looked Sarah straight in the eye and then started to ratchet it back and forth quickly.

I felt my jaw drop as the leather bolster started to rise while Sarah's hands and feet remained securely restrained to the floor by the handcuffs and chain.

The movement of the horse served to raise her ass and, simultaneously, to spread her wider open as the horse rose higher. She moaned as she imagined the picture she was starting to present to the audience as she no doubt felt her ass spread slowly, inexorably, as the leather horse inched higher relentlessly, exposing her ass cheeks in all their firm roundness.

As it continued to rise, Sarah was opened wider with every lever movement. Slowly but inexorably, with her head almost as low as her feet, the basic physics of the maneuver now dictated that it wasn't only her ass but now also her pussy, that was displayed, and it was so brutally displayed. Her lovely pink lips came into view and spread slowly, too, as the horse rose, exposing the moisture glistening on them.

Worse than that, however, surely at least to Sarah's mind, was what the stretching was doing to her ass. As the horse rose further, her ass cheeks spread further, and as her ass cheeks parted, her lovely little pink ass hole became even more exposed to the audience's view. And as her new master cranked the horse even higher, my wife's anus became even more exposed.

But it didn't stop at that point. He continued to raise it, and with the bolster rising came the inexorable stretching that even started to open her rosy hole. She was utterly powerless to resist as the stretching became almost impossible.

And there, her big black master stopped.

"Look at Sarah's lovely ass," he said in a commanding voice to the darkened audience. "What a beautiful sight it is, don't you agree?" he continued.

"And don't worry, it will definitely be put to good use tonight. Good, thorough use before we're through here tonight." He smiled again as he spoke.

Sarah blushed furiously. She knew how badly she was blushing even without feeling the warm heat as it spread itself upward over her chest and up to her face because as she looked up, she could just about see herself and the vague shapes of the theatre audience behind her, thanks to the mirrored back wall. She could see the various colored spotlights directly above the stage, highlighting her exposed body and her master standing next to her as he worked the lever. She could see the various darkened shapes of the different people in the audience as they watched in fascination. She could see the tiny, red, blinking light off to the left as she...

What? What is that? Sarah wondered as her eye caught the tiny light blinking. For some odd reason, it stood out to her, focusing her attention on it. Out of character, she turned her head ever so slightly toward her master and asked, "What...what is it?" she asked, nodding her head toward the blinking pinprick of red.

He stopped cranking the lever for a second and chuckled. "Oh, I wondered how long until you noticed that. Well, we're recording this for posterity. His grin was positively devilish.

Sarah almost fainted for a brief moment as the reality of what he said sank in. "Oh fuck nooooooooooooo.....!!!!" she moaned. "How COULD you!"

Her fear merely caused him to smile once more.

"Yes, my dear. What we're about to do will make an exquisite video, don't you think? Just imagine it: our little video showing everything we've done tonight, safely in my keeping, for those unexpected events. You know, the sort of thing, like when one of my colleagues wants to sample a new woman, and he wants a little preview first... or maybe sold to a chain of adult video stores... or perhaps just held in reserve in case you fail to obey my future orders. What do you say? It's all rather ingenious, isn't it?"

Sarah's protest echoed around the tiny room. "No...." was all she said as she shook her head back and forth, disbelievingly. "You can't do that!" But even as she protested, we could all see that her nipples were stiffening. And she never said stop!

"That's enough from you," her master said quietly but very firmly. "You are here completely of your own volition and can stop at any point. But this is part of the price you'll pay. And there is no negotiating this part." Sarah fell silent, her face still bright pink with her blush.

Her master had stopped cranking the lever now, and instead, he now depressed a tiny pedal in the floor and grabbed the bolster. It turned extremely easily and completely silently in a half circle and stopped with a click, leaving Sarah facing the audience. He then walked over to the corner of the stage and, a second later, returned with a short metal rod, which had, at the top end, a small, leather-covered cup. He placed the lower end into a small fitting in the floor, then positioned the cupped end under Sarah's chin, raising her face slightly as he did so. It fitted perfectly beneath her, keeping her head perfectly level and facing outwards toward the crowd. He then started to crank the lever again, but this time in the opposite direction, lowering the horse and bringing Sarah's raised ass down until her knees now rested on the floor. We all wondered what was about to happen next.

"Okay, so who wants to be first?" was all her new master said, addressing the audience.

A tall, black, heavy-set man stepped up to the stage. I could tell that Sarah could see very little of him; the spotlights must have nearly blinded her. But I could tell that she would be able to see that he was naked, and his already hard cock was bobbing in front of him as he walked. He very abruptly stepped in front of her and, without ceremony, he shoved his hard cock into her mouth without saying a word. The thickness and length of his cock made her gag several times and stretched her mouth out, and as he started thrusting into her, there was no doubt she could feel it banging into the back of her throat.

"You will serve him," her master said quietly, "and any other men who care to take advantage of your services tonight." Sarah blushed again furiously.

But despite looking nervous, Sarah sucked him as her master ordered. He said nothing, only moaning quietly a few minutes later as his dick erupted into her mouth, filling it with hot cum. She swallowed almost all of it, only letting a few drops escape from her very eager mouth, which ran down her chin.

A second man followed as soon as the first guy was done. He was just as large as the first, and he, too, said nothing as my wife coaxed the cum from his balls with her tongue and talented soft lips. She swallowed his load, too, licking the final drops from his swollen purple dickhead as he pulled out, leaving a thin string of cum trailing from his dick to her full lips.

A third guy stepped up, followed by a fourth and a fifth. The fifth man chose not to cum in her mouth. Instead, as his balls started to tighten and his dick started to jerk, he pulled back, grabbed her dark hair with one hand, his dick with the other, and started to furiously jerk off as he spewed his cum across her face while Sarah looked up at him. It ran down all over her cheeks and dripped from her chin to the floor as she licked her lips.

The sixth, by contrast, started addressing her before he allowed her to take his cock. He looked down at her as she waited there with her mouth wide open, his thick shaft bobbing only inches in front of her now cum-covered lips.

"When I call for you," he started, and her heart must have skipped a beat as he spoke because mine certainly did.

"When I call for you," he continued, knowing full well the effect his words were having, "...and I will certainly be calling for you when your husband is at home, and regardless of whether he gives his approval or not...you will service me exactly as I'm about to explain."

With that, he slid his warm dick into her wide-open mouth.

"You will dress in a nice black elegant dress," he continued as she started sucking his thick cock. "Underneath the dress, you will wear a black lace demi-bra and a nice set of matching panties.

"When I get to your house, I expect your husband to be there and to greet me pleasantly as you do. As he watches, you will walk to the center of the living room, where you will unzip your dress and slide it down to your waist."

He paused for effect, his hard dick sliding in and out of my wife's mouth very fast now, relishing the service Sarah was providing. Then he started again.

"You will then get down on your knees. As you kneel down, you will unhook your bra, and you will fold the cups of it down so that your tits, including your nipples, are fully exposed."

Sarah gasped and started to suck him harder and faster.

"Once you have done that, you will unzip my pants and start to suck my cock just like you're doing now. Your husband will stand there, and he will watch all of this." Sarah moaned. We could hear her from where we sat.

He continued: "When I'm ready to cum, I will pull my cock out of your mouth, and you will hold your tits up for me. I'll cum all over them. You will then pull your bra cups back up and fasten it. Once your dress is zipped up, we shall head out for our dinner rendezvous."

Sarah sucked furiously as he concluded his story, and as he started to cum, he withdrew his cock from her mouth and aimed his dick at her full tits. Stream after stream of thick cum sprayed all over them, covering them with thick ribbons of his white, sticky cum. She almost collapsed as he came on her, and everyone could see, even from where we were sat, the effect of the orgasms that had started to roll from her hot, wet pussy and shook her entire body.

For the next couple of hours, I watched as my lovely wife was pleasured and, in return, pleasured the dozen or so black men who made up her audience. One by one, they each came up, eager and rock-hard. They held nothing back, and no act was too personal or intimate to perform on this beautiful white wife whom they held so exquisitely in their control.

They kept her strapped to the horse for most of the time, occasionally raising or lowering it and spinning it to different angles depending on how they chose to take her.

And they took her every way imaginable. Some of them took her gently, and others took her very roughly, depending on their individual temperaments and the mood.

They raised the leather bolster until her ass was once again spread wide open.

They took turns standing in front of her and pulling their hard black dicks up toward their stomachs to make it easier for her to lick their heavy, black balls. Some of them turned around when they were done with her licking their balls and pressed their tight muscular ass cheeks against her face, ordering her to lick their assholes too.

They made her suck their long, hard black cocks until they were slick with her saliva, and then some would turn her around and slide their hard wet cocks into her tight ass, probing deep in her bowels, making her groan.

They came in her ass and in her mouth, and by the end, her swollen, stretched pussy, was filled with pints of their black cum.

And each time one of them took her, they filled her with their thick, black dicks, and they brought her to rolling, shaking orgasms over and over again, with her entire body trembling as her moans of pleasure reverberated throughout the small room.

At one point, Andre stepped up on stage, no longer serving as Daniel's lieutenant but as a Master-in-training in his own right- eager to finally discipline this beautiful young woman. He was stark naked, his hard, defined muscles rippling. His body was oiled and glistened under the spotlights of the stage. His long, thick shaft, fully 10 inches long, stood out in front of him menacingly.

In his hand, he was carrying his black leather belt.

This time, though, he wasn't teasing. He demonstrated its true use as we watched in shock, awe, and a strange, terrible fascination. Slowly, almost tauntingly, he strapped my wife's bare ass. Between each stroke, he would lean down and whisper something in her ear, and then we would watch, unbelieving, as she strained to spread her legs even further apart, allowing the leather belt to reach even more of her most intimate, tender flesh.

By now, I was finally convinced that things had gone too far and that I needed to put a stop to it. So I stood up, and as I approached the stage, I suddenly stopped and had to catch my breath. I finally noticed that with each crack of the belt on her upturned ass generated in her a small spasm and a soft moan.

Andre knew, too. In fact, I've got no doubt that he had known it would be like this all along. If anything, it had probably been why he had been so eager to discipline her. He knew that every time he strapped her ass, it would cause another surge of pleasure to explode out from her pussy across her body, like endless waves breaking on the shore.

I sat back down in my seat as my brain processed what I was watching.

Finally, after about another fifteen minutes or so, and with my wife's ass and thighs now bright pink from his discipline, Andre stopped. He turned to the audience, squinted to see out into the near-darkness for a couple of seconds, and then singled out two guys, two of the biggest guys I'd seen all evening, and motioned them up. They didn't waste any time in complying. They got up on stage and quickly got undressed. We all sucked in our breath quite sharply when they slid their briefs down, revealing dicks every bit as long and thick as Andre's.

And with that, the final chapter of the evening's show started. The three of them spent the next half-hour working as a team, making love to my wife in every way imaginable as we sat watching in awe.

First of all, they unfastened her from the leather bolster so that they would have better access to her. Then, I got her into position on hands and knees. Andre lay underneath her, the second guy kneeled right in front of her, and the third guy got into position behind her. And then they took her, all three of them took her together, at the same time working their huge black cocks into her holes.

Imagine the scene. Three enormous black dicks sliding in and out of your wife's mouth, stretching her pussy out to the point her lips actually looked like they would be painful from how they were stretched so badly, and filling her ass so tight you couldn't even imagine how they had squeezed up there, and all you do is sit and watch. The size of the dick down her throat was so large that it almost completely muffled her cries of pleasure. The way each of them rotated through the positions, to first experience her pussy, then her ass, and then her mouth... The seemingly endless streams of hot cum they spray into and onto her, and all over her...

And finally, when all four of them appear completely satiated and lying in a tangled heap of limbs on the stage, how you are ordered up on stage by Andre and made to undress in front of the entire audience. How your own rock-hard dick, to your great embarrassment, reveals your own excitement to all of them. And how his instructions that follow are short, firm, unyielding.

Imagine that feeling of humiliation as you stand there, in front of everyone, naked and hard, six inches of rock-hard cock betraying how you feel about what you've just been ordered to do.

You want to tell the whole world there's no way you'd do it. Or, at worst, that you'd do it, but only to please your wife—not for a second because you want to do it.

But it's that rock-hard erection now on show to everyone watching that leaves them in no doubt. As you start to lick your wife's cum filled pussy on the stage, everyone can see your rock-hard cock. The awareness of your free choice and the fact that now you have elected to obey your instructions, your boner is just as hard makes it very clear to them.

You're enjoying yourself just as much as your wife!


Chapter 16

Life, or perhaps should I say private life, changed forever after that night, and certainly not for the worse. From then on, we both entered into a new dynamic that has remained forever electrifying and has felt forever new, even though, at times, it has felt morally or emotionally confusing. Whenever those issues cropped up, we managed to work them out over time. We've found a way to be able to analyze and dismiss petty jealousies or insecurities, and we've always eventually reached an emotional-intellectual plane that has, somehow, brought us even closer together and not further apart, as conventional thought might dictate.

Lewis slowly faded out of our lives, but over the following years he was replaced by other dominant black masters of equally strong will and equally or even firmer hand. But we have missed him, and sometimes we have wanted him back in our lives, but the last time we saw him, he finally explained to us that he had several other young couples to enlighten and that he had well and truly accomplished his mission with us. We were disappointed but understood.

Sarah came to discover ever-higher plateaus of pleasure under a succession of very strict disciplinarians, and I have to confess, so did I. They took her and, in fact, both of us to new realms of experimentation and to new levels of ecstasy, often at the club in Providence, but sometimes much closer to home too. Becoming part of our regular lives and not just the occasional Saturday night out.

We got to a point where a message would come through to one of our phones in the early morning as we were getting dressed for work. We'd note the instructions very carefully, I would then prepare Sarah, placing her over my lap, getting a butt plug lubed up before I slid it into her ass, to be held in place by a sheer black thong, and then I would not remove it until she got home from work that night.

Or I'd take her to a private rendezvous at one of the nice hotels in town, like the Four Seasons or the Ritz, where all we would be told was a room number. We'd head up to the room, where we would be welcomed by a small group of guys from that wider underground network of black Doms that we'd come to know. They specialized in training attractive young white suburban wives. There, Sarah would slowly undress until she was completely naked, and then, quite often, she would be ordered to masturbate for them as they made her tell them exactly what she wanted done to her.

Or sometimes she would return home at dinnertime from the office, but she would walk in clutching a champagne flute already full to the brim. Of course, it wasn't full of champagne, but instead, with the rich, creamy cum of the master who'd she had gone to meet her in a motel room that afternoon. And as I drank my bourbon on the rocks, Sarah would sit there and look at me and sip her lover's cum.

That was our life in the years that followed meeting Lewis, and a very rich and rewarding life it turned out to be. If I ever had any regrets, I certainly did not let them linger or affect anything. Whenever I had any doubts or even the slightest confusion, I always reminded myself that I was the one who had begun all of it. And indeed, the pleasure I gained from it was, I'm sure, easily equal to my wife's.

Only once throughout all of it did I have even a brief doubt, a tiny, niggling fear that I wasn't, in fact, in control of my life in the way and to the extent that I had thought I was.

That was several months after our first visit to the club in Providence. We were home alone one evening, in bed, making love together. After a lovely, romantic half hour, just as we were cuddling up to each other, Sarah giggled a little.

"What's up?" I asked as I awakened from my doze.

"Urm…. I've got a little confession to make," she said, giggling again.

"What's that?"

"Well..." she started sleepily. "Remember all that time ago when we met Lewis at the Ritz? That night in November?"

"Urm….yeah, how could I forget it?" I answered. "That night was the start of everything."

"Well..." she started again.

"Honey, wait. You mean to tell me that after all this time, you have a secret? Seriously?"

"Just a tiny one," she giggled again.

"And what would that be...?"

Her voice drifted over to me, ever so slow and dreamy, as my mind was still filled with blissful, post-orgasm impending sleep. She only whispered the words, so close was she to joining me in dreamland.

"I might have called him the week before and asked him to meet us there that night."

I turned to look at her, absolutely astonished. Her eyes were already closed, sleep finally having overtaken her.

A slight smile lit her face, and as I looked at my beautiful wife, all I could think was that it was certainly worth it.
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“Look at my pussy, baby. I’m just sat here gaping wide open.”

With that, Sarah consciously contracted her vaginal muscles, and a second later, a thick stream of cum started to flow out of her.

“Look at all his cum, baby. How does it feel to see your wife’s pussy filled with black bull cum? How does it feel to see it there and know you’re now a cuckold? I bet you loved it as much as I did, you little cuck bitch.”

Stuart could only nod at first, but after a few seconds, he eventually choked out his reply.

“Yes,” he said. “Yes, I love it. I love being cuckolded by a huge black cock. It’s incredible."
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As twenty-six-year-old Carl Freeman opened the front door of his townhouse, he paused for a second to wave to his attractive next-door neighbor, Anna, before he walked into his home. As he started to climb the stairs, he immediately heard his 25-year-old blonde wife, Jessica, in their master bedroom. Sadly for Carl, the noises he heard were all too familiar to him by now.

"Oh my god yes!" Jessica moaned. "Yes, that's it, do me with that big black dick! I'm your pregnant little black dick slut! Oh god, Carter, darling, I love it when you fuck me like this!"

As he stepped into the bedroom, Carl saw that Jessica was on top of her black lover, straddling him with her big baby belly resting inches below his chiseled abs. Carl took a second to take in the sight in front of him of his wife, with her smooth white skin now covered in a whole series of tattoos, with none more prominent than the Queen of Spades that was very visible on her now bloated left breast, currently bouncing up and down as she moved rhythmically up and down on the huge dick that was currently impaled in her vagina.

"Hi Carl, honey, you're home early," Jessica panted, politely acknowledging her husband's arrival in their bedroom without stopping.

"Not really," Carl said pretty nonchalantly. "I'm going to take a quick shower. Are you sorting out dinner tonight?"

"Oh yeah, Sweetie," Jessica managed to mutter. "Ooohh, fuck yes! That's it, Carter! Come on, fuck me harder! We've got some leftover chicken. Oh, fuck yes! In an hour or so."
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