
        
            
                
            
        

    

[image: ]




 
   

  
 


Black Defilement
 
   
Three Book Interracial Cuckold Erotica Collection
 
   

  
 

By
 
   
Anya Merchant

Book 1: Seduced By The Black Billionaire

Book 2:Black And White Photo Shoot

Book 3: Black Billionaire Boating Club






 
   

  
 

Seduced By The Black Billionaire
 
   
By
 
   

  
 

Anya Merchant

Copyright © 2014 by Anya Merchant

All rights reserved

Kindle Edition

 

This is a work of fiction. All names, characters, places and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or persons is entirely coincidental. This work is intended for adults only. It contains substantial sexually explicit language and scenes that may be considered offensive by some readers.

 

PROLOGUE

 

Nikki dug her nails into the bed as she felt Marcus slam his big black cock into her. This wasn’t part of her assignment, but she was too lost in a state of lust to put a stop to it. She was too turned on to even make an attempt. All of the events of the past few days had led up to that moment, and even though she loved her husband Eric deeply, she wanted this other man, this dark and mysterious enigma of a man, to fuck her as hard as possible. 

Thinking of her husband caused her to descend even deeper into a state of erotic ecstasy. He was watching, right at that moment. That had been the plan. She had gotten close to Marcus Johnson, the famous musician, businessman, and billionaire, all so her husband could more effectively prosecute a case against him. And now Eric was watching everything as it was live streamed through the lens of her phone, watching as his child hood enemy and longtime rival made her body shake with pleasure.

“Oh, that’s right baby,” said Marcus, increasing his pace as his hips smashed into her. “I knew I was going to fuck you from the very first time I saw you,”

Nikki moaned, too drunk on sexual desire to say anything. But she knew it was true. He had the look in his eye, right from when they first met. And something else was true, as well. She had wanted it just as bad as he did, right from the start.








  
 



CHAPTER 1

 

“Nikki, are you listening to me?”

Nicole Reeves turned her head up from her desk, snapping back to reality. She had been completely focused on reading an old case report, and it took her a second to realize that her lieutenant was speaking to her.

“Yes, of course, sir,” she said to him. “But uh, could you explain it to me one more time?”

Nikki felt her cheeks flush red as she spoke the words. It was already hard enough to be taken seriously as the only female detective in the police station, the last thing she needed was to develop a reputation for being an airhead. She was a petite woman, relatively normal looking, with nicely sized breasts of a good shape. She might even possibly be called pretty under the right circumstances. By the standards of her work place she was a bombshell, at least, but even though she had overheard some of the guys talking about all the things they wanted to do to her on more than one occasion, she still found herself to be rather insecure when it came to her looks.

“We have a new lead from the deputy ops, and he wants you on it specifically,” said the lieutenant. “Your husband being the state’s attorney may have had a little something to do with that.”

Nikki thought of Eric, and bit her lip. This wasn’t the first time that he had pulled the strings behind the scenes in order to land her an assignment. She constantly begged him to stop, and let her get by on her own merits. 

Often, the opportunities he’d find for her were outside of her area of expertise, anyway. Even more often, they were cases that he wanted to prosecute, and used her being his inside girl to try to sneakily get his way. More often than not, she usually found herself loathing him for it.

“Alright, who is it?” she asked the lieutenant warily.

“Marcus Johnson,” he said, with a small smile.

The murmur from her coworkers listening seemed to reflect her own reaction perfectly. Marcus Johnson was an eccentric rapper, businessman, and media mogul. He was one of the first hip hop music stars to be worth over a billion dollars, and you couldn’t turn on the radio for more than twenty minutes without hearing one of his songs.

“Sir, are you kidding me?” Nikki asked him, in disbelief.

“I kid you not,” the lieutenant said. “The state’s attorney sent our department a tip that there was a drive by shooting on his estate last weekend. The police were called in by the neighbors after they heard the shots, but Marcus and his entourage claim to have not been home at the time and seen and heard nothing.”

“How was that not on the news?” Nikki asked, skeptically.

“He’s worth over a billion dollars and owns a TV network, Nikki,” chimed in Benny, one of her coworkers. “If the man wants something buried, all he has to do is snap his fingers.”

The lieutenant had a file in his hand, and he passed it to Nikki. She thumbed through it, wondering just how in the world they would be able to do anything with such a case.

“You are going to get as close to the man himself as you can, Nikki,” said the lieutenant. “He owns a club downtown, and it’s essentially his home base in between his concert tours and vacations. Start there.”

“You want me to go to a club and try to get close to a billionaire?” Nikki said, exasperated. “Is this really within the realm of feasible police work for me? I don’t even know what I’d say to him!”

“Don’t say anything, just buy some new clothes, go to the club, and have a good time,” said the lieutenant. “You don’t necessarily even need to talk to Marcus. One of his friends would do just fine if they had loose enough lips. And if you get them drunk and have some fun, trust me, the secrets will start flowing.”

Nikki looked at him blankly, and then back down at the file. She had her assignment. There were no more objections to be made, and regardless of how far out of character it seemed, she would do her best to carry it out.

“Alright, I’ll see what I can do,” she said to him.

 








  
 



CHAPTER 2

 

“So how much back scratching did it take to make this happen?”

Nikki was sitting in the living room with her husband, Erik. He was watching the news on their HDTV with a pensive look on his face.

“Whatever do you mean, darling?” he asked her.

“Oh come on, this one is so obviously you,” she said. “The lieutenant even mentioned that you were the one who sent them the tip about it in the first place.”

“Fair enough, I sent the tip,” he said, turning his head to face her. There was a compassionate look on his face, but something was hidden behind it. Eric seemed to be a little angry, and a little eager.

“That’s not what I’m asking about,” Nikki continued. “You sent the tip, and your wife ends up to be the detective assigned to go undercover? Doesn’t that seem like a strange coincidence, to you?”

“I wanted you on the case, sweetie,” Eric said, followed by a heavy sigh. “I know that Marcus Johnson is dirty, I always have. I just wanted someone on the case who I know will get things done.”

“Why are you so hesitant to tell me what you know?” Nikki asked him, feeling herself becoming frustrated. “Just what does this guy mean to you?”

Eric stood up, and turned away from her. He walked towards the window and stared out it, tapping his finger nervously on the edge of the sill. Finally, he turned his head back towards her slightly, and spoke over his shoulder.

“Marcus and I…we went to high school together,” he said, slowly. “We don’t have the best history.”

He whirled around towards her, with a scowl on his face. He opened his mouth several times, as if trying to find the right words and failing, and finally stomped back over to his seat and dropped into it.

“He was a rude jerk!” Eric said, his voice gradually becoming louder and more intense. “Everybody thought he was this cool, creative, special little snowflake, but I knew better. His dad was scum, and so was he…so is he, he hasn’t changed, I know it!”

Nikki looked at him, and blinked several times. This was her husband’s motivation for pulling the strings of an entire police unit? She almost couldn’t believe it.

“He was a misogynistic asshole, and the kids even used to say…They used to joke about how close he had been with Amy, saying that they were secretly, well you know…”

Nikki searched through her memory, recognizing Amy as the name of Eric’s high school girlfriend. Things began to make a little more sense to her.

“I know nothing ever happened, but something like that, it says a lot about a person,” he said, lost in his own reminiscence. “Marcus hasn’t changed since then, if anything, he’s gotten worse. I want you to find out what he’s up to!”

“Honey…I can see that this guy is definitely no good, and you have plenty of reasons to distrust him,” Nikki said, rubbing her husband’s shoulders. “But do you really think that he’s doing anything other than releasing music and running a recording company? Why would he be involved in anything we could get him for?”

“I know he is, damn it!” Eric shouted, standing up again quickly. “It’s either the local gangs, or maybe the Mexican cartels, there has to be something! How do you explain his house getting attacked?”

Nikki had to give him that point. It did seem as though there was at least a little mystery surrounding Marcus Johnson. Everything didn’t add up perfectly, and the things that stuck out seemed to be hiding something dark and dangerous.

“Alright, alright, let’s say you’re right,” she said. “The lieutenant essentially just told me to go and hang out at his club. Do you really think that’s going to be enough to get me into his inner circle?”

“Yes!” Eric said, becoming excited. “If you knew him like I know him, you would see that you are the perfect person for this job. Just promise me one thing honey, one important, critical thing.”

“What? What is it?” Nikki asked, seeing the intense look on her husband’s face.

“Don’t trust him, and don’t believe a word he says,” Erik said. “He’s scum, just like his father.”








  
 





CHAPTER 3

 

“Explain to me again why this is a clothing emergency?”

Nikki was walking through the aisles of an expensive looking clothing store with her best friend, Molly. After discussing the situation with her husband the night before, she had decided that throwing herself into her new assignment would be in the best interests of everybody involved. The only sticking point was that she was a grown adult now. Her clubbing days (and relevant attire) were long gone.

“I need some nice new clothes,” she said to her friend. “You know, fashionable stuff…”

“Sexy stuff, you mean?” Molly said. Nikki’s friend was the head promoter for several clubs in the city, and was the best possible person she could have asked for advice.

“I don’t know if I would go that far,” said Nikki. “I mean, I’m still a professional, and technically, I’ll be at work even when I’m at the club.”

It was an excuse, and she could feel it the moment the words left her mouth. Nikki had never been the most fashionable girl. In fact, the last place she enjoyed spending her time, even back in her twenties, was the inside of a clothing store. All it ever seemed to consist of was trying on outfit after outfit of items that didn’t fit just right, until she would finally settle for a bunch of stuff that didn’t need to fit well and go home disappointed.

“Trust me, if you even want to get into Marcus’s club, you’re going to have to look stunning,” said Molly as she led her into a new aisle. “I know you only asked for clothing advice, but I feel like it’s my duty as your friend to make sure you get a complete makeover today.”

Molly began to browse through one of the clothing racks at a speed that was amazing and impressive to Nikki. After a minute, she pulled out a dress and handed it to her.

“Try this on,” said Molly. “And this one, too…and actually, here, take this one well you’re at it.”

With a couple of dresses in hand, Nikki made her way into one of the changing rooms and began to undress. She watched herself in the mirror as she did. The clothing she was already wearing was chaste and professional. It was her style, and it made her feel like the normal, modest, responsible adult that being married and having a career had turned her into.

She gave her underwear clad body a hard look. There were so many little things about herself that she didn’t like, and they were really what ruined clothes shopping for her. She did her best to push the thoughts out of her mind, reminding herself that she was her own harshest critic, and then began to try on the dresses.

The first two were close to what she was used to. They were nice looking, and would have been right at home in the wardrobe of her early to mid-twenties. Both of them were pretty, flashy, and attractive without being overly provocative. Unfortunately, neither of them fit as well as they should, which was also in line with her typical shopping experience.

The last dress was something else entirely. It was tight fitting, short, and strapless. She began blushing immediately when she saw her reflection in the mirror. It pushed her breasts together in a way that seemed to showcase her cleavage in the best possible light. It made her butt look nicely sized, not too big and not too small. It made her feel exposed, to say the least.

“How is it going in there?” called Molly. She didn’t wait for an answer, and stuck her head through the curtain almost immediately after asking.

Nikki turned and looked at her, with her cheeks flushed red and a slightly embarrassed and ashamed look on her face. She had been brought up by parents with a traditional idea of what a woman should look like, and many of those beliefs had stuck with her.

“Oh wow, that’s the one,” said Molly, grinning. “That is definitely the one,”

“I can’t wear this,” Nikki exclaimed. “I’m a police detective on assignment, if any of my coworkers saw me like this…”

“Like what?” asked Molly. “Like the type of girl that gets to skip the line and get in for free at a hot club? This is exactly what you need to look like, sweetheart.”

Nikki frowned, and then pushed Molly out of the dressing room. She looked at herself one last time in the mirror, and had to admit, it was not a terrible look for her. Maybe I can do this, she felt herself start to think.








  
 





CHAPTER 4

 

Nikki paid the cab driver and watched him drive off. It was a little after ten, and she was fully in undercover mode, standing outside Marcus’s club. She had spent the day at Molly’s apartment, having her nails and make up done and receiving advice from her friend about how to really play the part up.

There was a long line extending from the entrance, and as she began to walk by it to reach the back, she spotted someone she recognized.

“Hey Nikki,” a man shouted. “You look phenomenal.”

It was Ted Perkins, one of the state’s elite prosecutors. She had worked with him many times before. He was young, attractive, and one of the few people that her husband, Eric, would get nervous about her being in meetings alone with.

“Hey Ted, I had no idea that you were into the night scene,” she said. He motioned for her to cut in front of him in line, and she did, gladly.

“I have to blow off steam somehow,” he said to her. “Besides, this place is amazing. It usually gets a better turnout of people than any other club I’ve been to. So many gorgeous females!”

Nikki looked at him, surprised and slightly unnerved. He coughed and smiled awkwardly.

“I mean, well you know what I mean,” he said, nervously. “Well anyway, I guess you’re one of them tonight. Jesus, if you dressed like this in court the judge would hold you in contempt!”

Nikki blushed a little bit and waved her hand dismissively.

“Oh stop,” she said. “I’m here for the same reason you are. And you clean up pretty well yourself!”

“You think so? Thanks!” he said.

The two of them were next in line to go by the bouncer. He was a large man, covered in tattoos. When he saw Nikki, he smiled, met her gaze for a second, and then waved the two of them in.

“Wow, I never usually get in that easy,” said Ted. “They must love you here.”

“It’s probably just the dress,” said Nikki. It was at least partially true. Between the fashion advice of Molly and her amazing makeover skills, Nikki felt like a completely new woman. She was there undercover, but still planned to have a fun evening, even if business had to take priority.

The club was dark, and packed full of people. Blue lights from the roof streamed across the dance floor, and the bar over to the side appeared to almost glow from LEDs installed in the frame. The music was booming loudly, and Nikki could feel the entire room pulsing to its beat.

“I think that’s Marcus Johnson over there!” said Ted, pointing up to a DJ booth on the upper level. “You know, the rapper and RnB singer. This is his club.”

Nikki looked up to where Ted was pointing. The DJ was working his system, and standing behind him was the impressive figure of Marcus Johnson. He was light skinned for a black man, Nikki’s file had told her as much. His mom was white and his dad had been an African immigrant, apparently.

His hair was cut short, and he had a light, nicely trimmed and maintained beard. He was wearing a V-neck shirt that clung tightly to his rippling muscles. He had broad shoulders, powerful looking hands, and beautiful brown eyes that somehow managed to be both intense and soft.

“Oh wow, I didn’t think he’d actually be here in person,” Nikki said. It was a lie. She had gotten a call from one of her investigators earlier in the day who tipped her off to his schedule. As she was watching him, Marcus leaned over and whispered something into the DJ’s ear. The DJ nodded several times, pressed some buttons, and the song suddenly changed to something with a slightly slower beat.

“He acts like such a big shot,” said Ted, also watching. “Well, I guess he kind of is, but still...”

Marcus suddenly turned his head, and began to stare directly at Nikki. His eyes seemed to have some kind of power over her, and though she at first wanted instinctively to turn away, she felt them drawing her in. Electricity passed between them for a moment, and then Marcus was walking over to the stairs, still looking in her direction.

He came down onto the ground level. Several girls attempted to pull him into dancing, but he walked by them. Several more tried again, attractive woman with gorgeous faces and perfect bodies. One of them was even a supermodel that Nikki recognized from the cover of Vogue magazine. Marcus kept walking. He was on a path straight towards her. Ted stood, jaw agape, as the superstar walked up to the two of them and held out his hand for Nikki to grab.

“Come on,” he said to her. “Let’s dance.”

Nikki felt her heart race. She hesitated for a moment, and then put her hand on top of his. It was warm and calloused, and felt exactly like what a man’s hand should feel like.

“H-hey, Nikki, hold on,” said Ted. She wasn’t listening, and Marcus pulled her away from the lawyer and onto the dance floor.

Soon, the two of them were bouncing up and down in unison with the rest. All of the people around them would sneak glances over, as though they couldn’t believe that a man of such fame would be dancing in their midst. Marcus had a cool smile on his face, and seemed to not even notice.

“I saw you from the second level,” he said to her. “You’re new here, what’s your name?”

He brought his body up close to hers, and she let him. His arms were held out to the side, and she had to resist the temptation to run her hands along his chest.

“I’m, uh, Nikki,” she said, nervously. She felt like a school girl talking to her crush. Something about this man’s presence was making her feel incredibly shy.

“Nice to meet you, ‘Uh Nikki’,” he said, grinning.

She blushed and laughed, feeling silly.

“I’m sorry, it’s just,” she said, relaxing a little. “I know who you are.”

“Of course you do,” said Marcus. “I bet you also know why I’m dancing with you, too,”

Nikki felt a wave of hot fire pass over her body. What was he talking about, she wondered. Her body seemed to know, but her mind was unable to make the connection, to make the leap and put together what this superstar stud was saying.

He took her by the hand, slowly turned her so her back was facing him, and then pulled her body against his. She could feel something hard poking into her butt, and her hips begin to move, to grind, seemingly of their own will.

“I want to get to know you Nikki,” he said to her. “Would your husband mind, if I got to know you?”

“N-no…I mean, I don’t know?” she said to him. She could feel his hardness, and her womanhood was moist with excitement. She wanted to get to know him, too. She wanted to get to know this man badly, and her body was craving his touch.

“I have a concert tomorrow,” he said to her. “Just tell the people at the front that your name is Nikki.”

“Nicole Reeves,” she said. He had backed up from her slightly, and when she turned around, he was gone. She looked all over the dance floor, but could see no sign of Marcus Johnson. It was like he had disappeared into thin air.

Ted sauntered back over to her almost immediately. He had two drinks in his hand, and offered her one. She took it to be polite, but was still too shocked and excited to even think about drinking it.

“So uh, what did he want with you, anyway?” asked Ted, naively.








  
 





CHAPTER 5

 

It was late when Nikki finally arrived back home. She ended up hanging out for a bit after meeting Marcus. Finally, she turned down a ride from Ted and made her back in a cab at around one in the morning. Eric was still awake, pacing nervously around the kitchen ads she made her way in.

“How did it go?” he anxiously asked her as she walked inside. “What happened?”

“Easy, I haven’t even taken my shoes off yet,” Nikki said to him with a sigh.

Eric took a deep drink from a glass of liquor in his hand.

“Sorry, honey,” he said. “I’m just excited, that’s all. I have a vested interest in this case.”

You aren’t the only one that’s excited, Nikki thought to herself as she made her way into the living room. She sat down on the couch, and took a moment to let her body relax into it.

“It went well,” she said. “I think I made progress…”

“I need details, Nikki,” he said impatiently. She felt her anger peak as he leaned over her, prodding her verbally for information. As tired as she was, it was the exact opposite of what she wanted to come home to.

“It was pretty straight forward,” she said to him. “I only talked to him for a minute.”

“What did the bastard say to you?” Eric demanded in a harsh voice. “Fucking scum bag! Please tell me that he told you something we can use.”

“He didn’t tell me anything. We just talked…and danced.” Nikki watched her husband’s face turn pale as she finished her sentence.

“Did he touch you? What did he do?” Eric stood up quickly, and was back to pacing back and forth. He took a long swig of his drink and emptied the glass.

“No, of course not, he was quite respectful,” she said. That much was partially true. At the very least, Marcus hadn’t done anything that she hadn’t wanted him to do. She felt her chest and thighs begin to heat up as she remembered how they had been dancing. 

“Good…” said Eric, seeming to allow his paranoia to subside slightly. “Did you make some progress on the case?”

“I think so,” she said. “He invited me to his concert, said that all I needed to do was say my name and I could get in for free.”

Eric gave her a doubtful look, and a nervous flash crossed his face. He got up, walked into the kitchen, and began to pour himself another drink.

“I don’t know about this, honey,” he said to her. “Going to the concert…I mean, it just seems like it could leave you vulnerable. This is a dangerous man, there’s no telling what he might…what he might do to you.”

“I’ll be fine, honey, nothing is going to happen,” she said to him reassuringly.

“I thought you would have been able to get some dirt on him just through talking with his friends, maybe an ex-girlfriend or something,” Eric said, bitterly. “I don’t know if going to his concert is really going to get you anywhere,”

“Eric, this was your idea!” she said. “Quit worrying so much and let me do my job.”

Eric sighed, and took yet another sip of his drink.

“Fine,” he said, relenting. “Just promise me one thing.”

“What is it?” she asked.

“Don’t believe a word that scum bag says,” he told her. “Marcus is a scum bag, he was that way with Amy, and he’ll probably be that way with you. I just don’t want you to, you know, listen to him and his words. He’s fucking scum.”

Nikki felt a little uncomfortable at her husband’s words. She did her best to bury the emotion and put on a smile.

“I’ll do my best, sweetie,” she said, hugging him.

“Also, bring your phone with you,” Eric said. “Listen, if you manage to talk with him privately, the police don’t just want you recording him, they want a live stream.”

He took out his own phone and began demonstrating.

“The unit at the police station that’s backing you up has a surveillance stream set up. Just run the app they had you install and hide your phone somewhere discrete.”

“I will, honey,” she said. Nikki kissed her husband tenderly, and felt him give her a tight hug.

“Remember Nikki, don’t listen to his lies,” Eric said. “Marcus isn’t the creative saint everyone makes him out to be, he’s just a scumbag thug.”

“I won’t honey,” she said.

Eric stood up, finished his drink, and then headed off to the bedroom where he collapsed, drunk. Nikki stayed up for a while longer thinking about the day, about her assignment, and about Marcus, and eventually fell asleep on the couch, without meaning to.








  
 





CHAPTER 6

 

Nikki Reeves spent much of the next way getting herself fixed up again. Molly had also helped her pick out some more casual clothes that would fit right in at a concert, and after changing into those and doing her make-up, she set off.

The venue the concert was being held at was huge and the line outside was long and rowdy. This time, Nikki did find herself having to wait. It took her the better part of an hour just to make it inside. Just as Marcus had promised, when she said her name, they waved her through without incident, handing her what looked like a backstage pass.

 It was crowded, and with thousands of people crammed inside, the stage seemed almost tiny in comparison. The front was packed with what was essentially a wall of people, so she made her way to a decent spot in the center of the audience section and waited on the back of her heels for the opening act to kick off.

“You look like this is your first concert,” said a girl standing next to her. “Try to relax a little bit.”

Nikki looked over at her. The girl had a short, spiky hair cut and lots of piercings. Her clothes were tight fitting and tiny, not totally unlike the outfit she herself was wearing.

“Sorry, I’m just excited,” she said, shaking her head. “Have you been to many of Marcus’s concerts before?”

“Yeah. Honestly, I think most of the girls here have. He definitely has a solid following of chicks in his fan base,” the girl said smiling. “Most of them are just groupies and sluts, though.”

Nikki smiled at her, and then held out her hand.

“I’m Nikki, by the way. Nice to meet you,” she said to her.

“Kendra, likewise,” the girl replied.

The opening act kicked off shortly after. It was a hip hop ensemble, with several rappers sharing verses and joining in together for the chorus. The cheering of the crowd was loud, and Nikki had to strain to make out any of the words. 

They performed several songs, and then after taking a bow and receiving a loud, raucous applause from the audience, they made their way off stage. There was a short interlude, and the entire crowd, Nikki included, seemed to wait anxiously as the seconds ticked by.

Finally, Marcus stepped out onstage. His outfit was simple, but very carefully chosen, and consisted of a black hooded sweatshirt with gold trim, unzipped halfway exposing his bare chest, and an expensive looking pair of slightly baggy jeans with the end of a nice cloth belt hanging from the side.

The crowd surged uncontrollably as he made his way over to the microphone. Nikki felt people push her from the sides and back as they struggled to get a better view. Her heart seemed to thump rapidly, mirroring the wild activity around her.

“Marcus!” yelled Kendra from beside her. There was no way her shout could be heard over the noise of the venue, but her eyes were full of a desperate sort of hope and she waved frantically, trying to get his attention. Nikki found herself thinking about just how many of the girls there must be feeling the same thing.

“How is everybody doing tonight?” Marcus asked as he pulled the microphone off its stand.

The crowd roared outrageously in response, Nikki included.

“That’s good to know,” he said, with a coy smile.

The first song in Marcus’s set list played off the crowd’s energy. Soon enough, people were bouncing up and down in unison to the beat. Nikki felt her legs move all most of their own will, bringing her up and down along with everyone else there. It was as though a spell had been cast over the entire room, over all of the people in it, and over her.

She forced herself to remember why she was there in the first place. This was business. She was on assignment, and it was up to her to keep that in mind. The guy on stage, the guy in the spotlight, with people calling out to him as though he was someone out of a mythical legend, he was her target. He was the one she was there to investigate.

Her heart raced, and a strange tingling sensation spread through her body as she thought about what that investigation might entail. The encounter the night before had been short, but so incredibly intense. And all of her husband’s concerns only seemed to add fuel to the fire of her heart. Something about this man had captured her attention, in a capacity that went beyond what she was officially there for.

Marcus moved through his set list with relative ease. He had an energy as he performed that seemed to be an amazing contrast to the laid back and calculated figure she had met at the club. He was wild now, rhyming and singing into his mike with a passion that was infectious. The crowd seemed to react to his every word and gesture, creating a back and forth that was just as much a part of the show as the music itself.

At the beginning of one song, a girl climbed onto the stage and rushed towards him. One of the musician’s body guards stepped out from back stage and began to head towards her, but Marcus waved him off with a cavalier look on his face. He grabbed her hand as she came over to him, and began to dance with her as he performed.

 She was beautiful, and Nikki felt her own emotions and the emotions of many girls in the audience begin to surge up. It was hard for her not to compare herself to this girl, the one that Marcus had seemingly chosen, at least for the moment, to be the recipient of his attention. 

He had his hand around her hips and pulled her against him, grinding lewdly in front of a crowd of thousands. The song came to a close, and as the audience broke out into applause, Marcus put his hand on the girl’s chin and brought her face close to his. At the last second his lips veered off to the side, and he kissed her chastely on the cheek before sending her off into the crowd.

“This last song is for somebody special, somebody who I find exciting,” said Marcus. He stared off into the crowd, and for several moments, his eyes locked directly onto Nikki’s. She felt her body shiver with electricity, and felt like his gaze was looking deep into her soul and sending out an invitation to do more. He smiled that same coy smile, and then continued with the show.

The lights dimmed inside the venue. A spotlight illuminated Marcus solely, giving him an almost superhuman presence on stage. The song had a long drawn out beginning, and when he finally cut in with the lyrics, the words seemed to blend together in Nikki’s mind. She couldn’t hear what he was saying, but his eyes were locked onto hers. She found herself staring at his body, his exposed chest, and feeling an incredible heat flow through her body.

As he came to a close, Marcus seemed to smile and nod at her. A strange feeling came over Nikki, and though she knew she was there to investigate this man, somehow she found herself feeling like he had won. Whatever he did or didn’t tell her, or did or didn’t do to her, at least from that point on, was not solely up to Nikki. This man had cast a spell on her, and she felt herself being drawn to him for an inexplicable reason.

“Thank you all for coming out tonight,” said Marcus. “Drive safe, peace and love be with you. All of you.”

He turned, and began walking off stage. Several of girls in the audience threw their shirts, bras, and clothing at him. Nikki was sure that she saw at least one pair of panties land near his foot. Marcus ignored it as though it was nothing other than a few droplets of inconsequential rain and walked backstage through the curtain.

“I can’t believe it,” said Kendra. Nikki had forgotten she was there, in her excitement.

“Can’t believe what?” she asked her.

“I have chills all over, I have never seen him perform like that before,” the girl said.

The crowd began to thin out. Nikki started to follow Kendra towards the exit, when unexpectedly, a large man that she recognized as one of Marcus’s entourage walked up to her.

“Excuse me, Nikki, right?” he said. “Marcus wanted to invite you backstage to talk with him privately.”

Nikki looked over at Kendra, who had overheard, and saw the girl’s jaw drop completely open.

“How in the name of…?” Kendra asked, trailing off, too shocked to formulate a proper question.

“A-alright,” Nikki said. “I mean, I would like that.”

The man led her over to a door by the side of the venue, and she stepped through it.

 








  
 



CHAPTER 7

 

Nikki followed the man down a long hallway, and then he opened a door at the end and gestured for her to go through it.

“This is Marcus’s private dressing room,” the man said to her. “He just has to finish with his post show procedures, and then he’ll be right in.”

“Thank you,” Nikki said. The man smiled at her, closed the door, and then Nikki was alone.

Her heart was racing. It had been for the entire concert, but now it seemed to become even more intense. She wondered just what it was that had her feeling so nervous. It was reminiscent of her experiences talking to boys in middle school, or more accurately, pining for them and hoping they talked to her.

The dressing room was relatively Spartan in its décor. It contained a closet, a couple of suitcases of luggage that she assumed belonged to Marcus, a desk with a mirror on the wall, a couple of chairs, and a king sized bed. She made her way over to the bed, sat down on it for a moment, and then changed her mind, sitting in one of the chairs instead.

Her mind felt like it was in the midst of emotional warfare. She kept thinking about how she would get him to talk about the darker side of his activities, but at the same time, found herself coming up with justifications for him and whatever it might be that he was engaged in.

 It was chaotic, but more than anything, she just wanted to see him, not from afar among the throng of girls in the audience, but up close and personal. She wanted to know what he wanted to talk to her about, why he had invited her to the concert and backstage, and most importantly, just what it all meant to the mysterious man.

Her phone vibrated, breaking her from her thoughts. It was from Eric, and she felt her mind try to switch gears as she unlocked her phone.

“Have you gotten anything yet? Remember to set up the stream, and don’t trust him, he’s up to no good!”

It was hard for her to imagine her husband at home, waiting anxiously for updates, nervous about what might be happening. She decided to take his advice, and pulled up the app that would let her stream the contents of her phone out to the police station and her husband. It was discrete, and once she turned it on, there was no sign that her phone was even on other than the slight warmth emanating from its body. She smiled into the camera, blew it a kiss, and then started looking around the room for a place to set it up.

There wasn’t much that seemed like it would work. She finally decided to hide it in her purse, which she turned on its side and left open just enough so the camera could record outwards. She set it onto the desk, tried to make it look as unexposed as possible, and then sat back down in a chair. From its angle, the camera had a view of about two thirds of the room, only the area by the door was outside of its range. Another minute or two went by, and then the door opened, making Nicole jump slightly in her seat and her heart race with emotion.

“Hey,” Marcus said as he slowly walked into the room. “I’m glad you took me up on my invitation,”

Nikki stood up out of her chair, and looked at him. He was still wearing the half zipped sweatshirt, and she could see his broad chest and well defined muscles underneath. She felt heat wash over her as she focused on articulating words.

“Y-yeah, I’m glad I did too,” she said, feeling stupid. “I mean, I really wanted a chance to talk to you.”

She felt herself wondering about just how this was going to go. It felt like Marcus could see right through her. Like they were playing poker, and not only did he have the lion’s share of the chips, but had also stacked the deck against her.

He stepped closer to her. She felt heat radiating off her body, and felt her thighs begin to quiver. His eyes looked at her intensely, but there was a soft, intimate glow in them that threatened to suck her in. And she found herself wanting to get sucked in.

“Do you want to talk right now?” he asked her, the words leaving his moth slowly and quietly. “Or do you want to talk after?”

Nikki stared at him, her entire body aching for his touch, and felt her lips begin to form words voluntarily.

“After…” she said to him.

It was as though the starting pistol for a race had gone off. Marcus kissed her passionately, and she felt her arms wrapped around him. Their tongues flicked into each other’s mouths, testing the waters as they pushed their faces together.

Nikki felt his hands slide across her back, quickly reaching the bottom of her shirt and pulling it up. She stuck her arms up in the air and felt the fabric slide across her face as he lifted it off her. They were kissing again, and Marcus roughly pushed her towards the bed, unzipping his sweatshirt and freeing his broad shoulders from it.

He pushed her flat onto the bed, and climbed on top of her, kissing her lips, her face, and the exposed flesh of her breasts, and then ripped her bra off forcefully. She moaned, and began undoing his belt. She could feel his hardness pressing against the confines of his jeans, and she unzipped his pants and slid them down.

Marcus groped at her breasts and kissed her fiercely. He pushed his lips against her neck, and bit her gently.

“I know why you’re here Nikki, and I’m going to fuck you anyway,” he said to her. “With your husband and coworkers watching,” he whispered into her ear.

She felt emotion sweep through her. The logical part of her brain was screaming for her to put a stop to it, to end it there and cut her losses. Her lust was overriding them, however, and she felt her womanhood pulse with desire for him. She needed him, she needed him to take her right then and right there, and the need pushed the consequences out of her mind.

Marcus pulled down his boxer briefs, exposing his rock hard cock to her eyes. It was bigger than any Nikki had ever seen before, and she had to fight off a gasp when she saw it. He quickly pulled down her panties, and pushed it inside of her.

Nikki’s cunt was wet and ready. She felt his huge dick pushing inside of her, stretching her, filling her up, and wanted more. She moaned with erotic lust and wrapped her arms around him, urging him on with her finger nails.

Marcus fucked her hard and raw. His dick pounded into her cunt, with the sound of their flesh meeting echoing rhythmically throughout the room.

“Oh god,” Nikki cried out. “Fuck me Marcus,”

“That’s right,” he whispered into her ear. “You are going to be my little slut from now on,”

Nikki began to tense up, and felt pleasure wrack her body violently as she went into the throes of an orgasm. Ecstasy shot through her body in waves, and she realized that she was screaming. She never screamed normally in sex, but it wasn’t something she could hold back. This man had taken her and was using her, and she loved every second of it.

“That’s right,” said Marcus. “Your pussy was made for my cock.”

He began pounding her even harder. Nikki was almost in a daze from the intense feeling still flowing through her body, and didn’t realize until too late that Marcus had pulled his dick out and brought it in front of her face. He grabbed her hair roughly and pushed his cock into her mouth.

Nikki never gave oral sex. It just wasn’t something that her modest mindset allowed for, at least not until that moment. She began sucking Marcus’s cock lovingly, using her tongue the best she could to massage his hard shaft and letting her lips do the rest.

After a couple moments of this, she felt Marcus tense up. He groaned, and then pulled his rock hard member out from between her lips, making a small popping noise as he did. Nikki looked directly at the head of his cock as it began to explode, feeling the white hot load of cum splash into her mouth and against her tongue.

“Oh yeah, that’s right,” said Marcus. 

The two of them breathed heavy as silence settled into the room. Marcus collapsed onto the bed, and without meaning to, Nikki found herself curling up against his shoulder. Another minute went by, and then all of the sudden, he began to speak again.

“I do know why you’re here, Nikki,” he said to her. “I know all of it.”

Nikki’s inner conflict had reached a pitched and heated state of intensity, and she didn’t hear him at first. Her phone was still streaming, still sending the feed back to her husband and coworkers. They had seen everything, seen her expose herself and become a slut for this man. How could she ever go home?

“How?” she asked him. “How could you know? Why did…why did this have to happen?”

“I didn’t mean for it to happen like this,” he said. “I meant to tell you the truth, and send you on your way.”

Nikki was silent. Marcus sighed, and then continued.

“Yes, my house was attacked recently. And yes, I did respond with an attack of my own,”

He looked her right in the eyes, and somehow, she knew that what he was telling her was the truth.

“MY wife…my first wife, died many years ago. In an attack much like that one, but not against me.”

Nikki could hear the emotion in his voice. Marcus turned away for a second, and took a deep breath before continuing.

“It was a cartel hit, against someone totally unrelated to us,” he said slowly. “She was caught in the crossfire. They took her from me, a bunch of drug cartel assassins took her from me, all because they use violence and machine guns to buy their bread.”

He stood up from the bed and turned away from Nikki. It was only now that she saw his bare back for the first time, and the scars that seemed to adorn every inch of it.

“I’ve never stopped fighting them ever since,” he said, still turned away. “It’s easier to do now that I have the money and the means, but they have money, too. And more manpower.”

Nikki thought about what she was hearing, and finally spoke up.

“Why didn’t you tell the police about this from the beginning?” she asked him.

“Because I’m still breaking laws, just for a better reason than most,” he said with a pained smile.

“They will know now, though,” she said, her voice lined with worry for him. “The feed from my camera, it-“

“It’s disconnected,” he said. “I’ve been jamming your cell phone since the moment I walked in.”

Nikki looked at Marcus, and saw a deeper and darker mystery beginning to unfold in front of her. She thought for a while, and then wrapped a sheet around her and walked over to him.

“What should I do?” she asked him. “I want to help you, if I can,”

Marcus turned towards her and smiled his coy smile, looking deep into her eyes.

“Just go home, then,” he said. “Go home, pretend this never happened, and I’ll let you know if there is anything you can do.”

He began getting dressed. Nikki sat on the bed for a while longer, feeling her heart race at the idea of trying to put the events of the day behind her. Was it really possible to pretend that something this intense, this forbidden, and this erotic, had never happened?

“I can’t stay,” he said to her once he was fully clothed. “You can take your time getting dressed, and think about what you want to do. Just tell Ed when you’re ready to go, he’ll be waiting right outside the door.”

He turned and began to walk out of the room.

“Wait!” Nikki cried as he opened the door. Instead of stopping, he just turned, smiled at her, and then continued out into the hall, closing the door behind him.

Nikki sat down on the bed, and began to cry inexplicable tears. She pulled out her phone, and after a moment, typed in a text message to Eric.

“I’ll be home soon, honey. Nothing happened, didn’t even need to use the stream.”

Unbeknownst to her, it was just the beginning.
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PROLOGUE

 

“Oh god Dominic, don’t stop!”

Jenny was deep in a state of animalistic lust. Dominic was pumping his big cock into her with intensity, his dark skin color seeming to contrast against the paleness of her body. Aaron had stopped snapping photos and stood watching, mouth agape, as a much more muscular and masculine man fucked his wife.

It wasn’t supposed to go this far, thought Jenny. This was supposed to be just a regular photo shoot, with a small erotic overtone, nothing on this level. But as she felt Dominic’s huge dick pump into her faster and faster, stretching her cunt out in a way that was far beyond anything she had ever experienced before, she found herself being glad that the line had been crossed.

“Oh yeah, that’s right Jen,”” said Dominic, breathing heavy. “How does it feel to get fucked by a real man’s cock?”

Out of the corner of her eye, Jen could see her husband slink back towards the door, completely emasculated. She couldn’t see the look on her his face, but somehow, she had a pretty good idea of what it must be like.








  
 



CHAPTER 1

 

It was a quiet Monday afternoon, and Jenny was making her way home from the grocery store.  The sun was shining, and the gentle fall breeze swept leaves up into the air and deposited them gently into the street. Jenny pulled into her driveway, noticing that her husband’s car was still gone, and parked.

She climbed out of her sedan and began carrying her groceries inside. It had been a very calm day for her, as usual. After finishing up with school and earning an advanced degree in the spring, she had been looking for work and finding little that was appropriate, credentials wise. The past couple of months had been boring, but also very relaxing, and gave her a chance to give the life of a stay at home wife a try.

Jenny carried her bags in threw the front door and set them down on the kitchen table. There was a letter addressed to her husband’s work address on the table, the envelope already torn open. It seemed unusual to her, as Aaron generally tried to keep his work as far away from the house as possible.

Jenny’s husband was a photographer, mostly of weddings, couples and stock photos. From what he had told Jenny, it all sounded very drab and unexciting, but the level to which he kept it to himself still made her somewhat curious.

She picked up the envelope, and held it in her hands, feeling the thickness of the paper and wondering what was inside. She didn’t just have to wonder, and after a quick mental rationalization about how it was already opened, and laying out in the open, she reached into it.

There was a stack of photos inside, which she quickly began thumbing through. Most of them were of a cute looking interracial couple, and were completely in line with what she had seen before of her husband’s work.

As she continued flipping through them, however, Jenny began to notice that an increasing amount of the photos seemed to have a more intimate overtone. The black man had his hands on the white woman in a way that seemed to cross beyond what most photographers would try to get out of a photo shoot.

The last photo in the stack gave Jenny a moment of pause. It featured the man on top of the woman, kissing her neck brazenly. The woman’s shirt was off, and her large, milky white breasts could be seen being pushed together by her tiny bra. Jenny felt a strangely hot feeling spread through her as she stared at the scene.

Jenny heard the front door opening. Her husband walked into the house and made his way into the kitchen.

“Hey honey, how was your…day?” he said, his words trailing off as he saw the photos in her hand.

“It was fine, uneventful,” she said, looking at him suspiciously. “What are these?”

“Those are nothing,” Aaron started to say, with droplets of sweat spontaneously forming on his forehead. “I mean, where did you find those? They’re just from a recent shoot I did where the client had…a special request.”

Jenny looked at her husband, still very skeptical.

“Exactly what kind of request?” she asked him. “These seem almost pornographic,”

“No, no, no!” Aaron stammered. He attempted to take the photos out of her hand, but she held them out of his reach.

“I just have a client who really likes the idea of, uh, couples in love,” he said to her. “Couples where the man and woman are from different races.”

Jenny wasn’t sure how to respond. She wasn’t sure if she understood exactly what her husband was saying, and his reaction just made her all the more curious.

“So it’s nothing illicit?” she asked him.

“No, of course not!” he replied quickly.

“Would you mind if I sat in for one of your shoots, then?”

“I mean, they are usually private, you know, for the sake of the models,”

“Honey, this is an issue of trust,” she said.

Aaron looked at her, and then averted his gaze down to the floor. After a couple of long seconds , he looked back up at her and smiled.

“If you really want to honey, sure,” he said to her. “I’m doing one in my studio tomorrow that you can come by for, if you want.”

“Okay, I will,” Jenny said to him.

The two of them spent the rest of the night relaxing. Jenny made dinner, and they both ate it, making small talk. The subject of the photo shoot did not come up again, but in the back of her mind, it was all Jenny could think about.








  
 



CHAPTER 2

 

Aaron had told her about a photo shoot happening at noon. It wasn’t until 12:45 that Jenny made her way over, having been distracted by an old college acquaintance she ran into at the gym. She parked her car outside the nondescript building that her husband did all of his shoots out of, and headed inside.

She walked down the hallway towards the main photography room, and opened the door. What she saw when she walked inside made her breath catch in her throat.

A broad shouldered, muscular black man with short, neatly cut hair and a light beard was buttoning up his shirt. His chest was exposed through the open slit of the fabric, and Jenny couldn’t help but stare at his impressive pecs. She felt her heart begin to beat faster as she looked at him, and his eyes met hers.

“Hi,” he said to her with a flirtatious smile. “You must be Jenny, your husband said you might stop by.”

“Yes…that’s me,” she said to him, feeling almost at a loss for words. He stepped closer to her, and heat seemed to spread through her body.

“I’m Dominic,” he said. He reached out his hand towards her and leaned in slightly. “Nice to meet you,”

When Jenny took his hand, sparks almost seemed to fly in the room. There was an almost palpable feeling of sexual tension on the air, and the entire room seemed to rise by a couple of degrees in temperature.

“Sweetie, there you are!” said Aaron as he made his way over from the back of the room. Jenny and Dominic continued staring at each other for a second longer, lost in their own intense moment.

“Uh, yeah,” she said, finally turning towards her husband. “I ran into Janet at the gym, it took a little longer than I thought to get here,”

Aaron smiled at her, and then wrapped her in a big, suffocating hug.

“I see you’ve met Dominic,” he said to her. “He’s awesome, one of the best models I’ve worked with.”

“Yes,” said Dominic. He put his hand on Aaron’s shoulder and moved him out of the way, giving him a clear path to Jenny. “Your wife seems like a very nice woman herself,”

Jenny blushed fiercely at his words. Something about this man was lighting a fire inside her. She wanted to be alone with him, to see more of him, and felt a strange and intense desire filling her that she hadn’t felt in many years.

“We’re just finishing up for today, unfortunately,” Aaron said to her.

“What? No…” said Jenny. She wanted to see this man in action, see him modeling and showing off his body.

“Let’s take a couple more, Aaron,” said Dominic. He clapped her husband on the back and began walking back onto the set.

“Uh, I think we have enough for today, I mean…” Aaron stuttered. Dominic looked him in the eyes and said nothing, and Jenny’s husband looked away sheepishly and then stepped towards his camera.

“Have you met Anna before?” Dominic asked her.

It was only then that Jenny realized that there was another person in the room. Sitting on the couch in front of the camera was a busty petite woman, with blond hair and blue eyes. She was wearing a tight tshirt and a small and form fitting pair of denim shorts. Jenny couldn’t help but notice just how similar looking the woman was to her.

“Uh, no, I haven’t,” she said. “Nice to meet you, Anna,”

“Anna is also a new model,” said Aaron. “My patron who commissioned me for this shoot specifically requested someone of her type, along with Dominic.”

“Yes, she has been a pleasure to work with,” said Dominic. He sat down next to the woman and rubbed her back. She smiled meekly and began blushing as he touched her. Jenny’s mind ran wild with ideas as she watched the woman react to Dominic’s touch. It seemed overtly erotic, and Anna appeared to be biting her lip slightly as Dominic’s hand slid up and down her frame.

“A-alright, if we’re going to shoot a couple more we should get started,” said Aaron, holding up his camera shyly.

Dominic and Anna both got into place on the couch, and faced each other. Aaron began snapping a couple of basic shots of them smiling and looking into each other’s eyes. The scene instantly peaked Jenny’s curiosity, and seemed quite similar to a couple of the photos she had seen the previous day in the envelope.

She continued to watch as Dominic leaned his face close to Anna’s neck. It seemed as though he was whispering something to her, and she closed her eyes and flushed red as he did. Aaron was still snapping away with his camera, with a slightly perturbed look on his face.

Dominic began to kiss Anna’s neck softly. She released a small moan as he did, and oriented her body to give him better access to whatever he wanted. Jenny felt her thighs begin to tingle as she watched the scene play out. 

The dark skinned man continued on, kissing and fondling Anna with a lustful intensity that drew Jenny’s attention in even further. Her husband was taking photos, but seemed to be just as much of an observer as she was.

“Okay, uh, I think we have enough,” Aaron said, dropping his camera down.

“Just a couple more,” said Dominic. The man had an intense look in his eyes, and he began kissing Anna passionately. Jenny could only just how much of this was actually part of the shoot, and how much of it was something else. Something passionate, erotic, and base.

“I think you should stop, Dominic,” said Aaron, quietly. “We have enough for today.”

Dominic seemed to not even hear him. He pulled Anna’s shirt up and over her head, and pushed her into a laying position on the couch. She was moaning softly, and biting her bottom lip. Dominic shifted his position so that he was on top of her, and began to kiss her intensely.

It was hard for Jenny to watch the scene without becoming aroused. She began to play with the tips of her hair with her fingers, and bit her own lip, mirroring the actions of the woman on the couch. Dominic was making out with her with such ferocity that she was sure that it had gone beyond acting, or modeling.

Suddenly, a ring tone rang out through the air. Dominic pushed himself back and off Anna and pulled his phone out of his pocket. He seemed to be drawn out of his passionate state as he looked at the screen, and slid off the couch, standing up and walking towards the door.

“We’ll have to finish this tomorrow,” he said as he walked by Aaron.

“O-okay, that’s fine,” her husband replied timidly.

“Nice meeting you, Jenny,” Dominic said to her. “I hope we get a chance to talk more in the future,”

“I hope so, too,” said Jenny, feeling a familiar warmth spread through her inner chest.








  
 



CHAPTER 3

 

Jenny woke up the next morning to the sound of her husband speaking frantically into his phone.

“Isn’t there any way you can still make the shoot?” he said, pacing around the room. “It’s only for today, and you can meet up with your family and pay your respects to your grandmother for the rest of the week.”

She watched as he listened to a response over the phone, frowning.

“This puts me in a bad situation!” he cried. “What do you expect me to do, the client wants the pictures by Friday…okay, okay fine. Yeah sure, I’ll tell Dominic. What? No, I don’t think he’ll be angry. Alright, talk to you soon.”

Aaron hung up the phone and sighed loudly, collapsing into a sitting position next to her in bed.

“What’s wrong, honey?” she asked him, rubbing his arm.

“Anna just dropped out of the shoot,” he said, pouting. “Goddamnit, what am I going to do? I’m screwed!”

Jenny watched her husband stomp around the room, looking as though he was on the verge of tears. He began to bang his head against the bed, throwing a fit not unlike a small child.

“I can…” she started, thinking very carefully about what she was about to say. “I can fill in for her.”

Aaron looked up at his wife. His face was a mixture of surprise and confusion. He walked around the room for a second, staring at Jenny and seeming to be deep in thought.

“No, absolutely not,” he said. “I could never ask you to do that. And besides, I don’t think it would be a good fit for you.”

“Honey, do you really have any other choice, at this point?” she asked him. “We look a lot alike, you have to admit. And this way you would be able to finish the shoot and keep your client.”

Aaron spent another minute mulling it over. He looked as though he was trapped in between a rock and a hard place. Finally, he sighed loudly, and then turned back towards his wife.

“If…if you think it’s best, then okay,” he said to her. “But you have to promise me something.”

“Anything, sweetie,”

“Dominic tends to get a little handsy during shoots,” he said. “It’s just his style. He’s a really serious model.”

“I noticed, before I mean,” said Jenny, smiling. “I don’t mind,”

“Just don’t let him have his way, okay?” said Aaron. “If he does something you don’t like, please just stop him,”

“I will honey,” Jenny said. In the back of her mind, she knew that there was very little that Dominic could do that she wouldn’t enjoy. Just the thought of having him put his hands on her, and kiss her, it was enough to make her womanhood begin to moisten and ready itself right there.

“Okay, then,” said Aaron. “I’m fine with it. I just think we should be careful, and make sure things don’t get out of control.”

“You are such a worrier!” said Jenny, smiling. “Just focus on taking the photos and let things play out, okay? Everything will be fine.”

Aaron was silent for a second. The look on his face was strange, as though he was imagining what might happen with Jenny and Dominic and already feeling uncomfortable. Underneath that was something else, however. There was a small element of arousal that Jenny could only detect because of how long they had been together.

“Fine,” he said, finally relenting completely. “I’m going to send you with Melody this morning to do some clothes shopping, it will be reimbursed by the client, so don’t overdue it.”

Jenny nodded, and felt herself begin to get incredibly excited. The day seemed like it was going to play out in a very interesting way.








  
 



CHAPTER 4

\

Melody was at the house about an hour later. Jenny had met her before, but was once again surprised by the woman’s eccentric sense of fashion. All of her clothing was expensive and revealing, and the thought of getting fashion advice from her almost made Jenny blush.

“Hey Jenny,” she said. “Aaron tells me that you are going to be our sub for Anna today?”

Jenny smiled, and nodded her head.

“It was kind of last minute,” she replied. “I’ve always wanted to give modelling a try, though,”

“Oh, that is just rich,” said Melody. “Anyway, if you’re going to do it, let’s make sure you look the part.”

The two of them piled into Jenny’s car, and after ten minutes of driving, reached the clothing store. They both headed inside. Jenny made a beeline for her usual aisles, but felt Melody looking at her quizzically as she did.

“This is for a glamour shoot, honey,” she said, leading Jenny in a different direction. “Follow me.”

“I know what type of shoot it is, I just didn’t think…oh, wow,” said Jenny, her words trailing off as the stopped in front of an impressive rack of lingerie.

“The client’s not going to like the fact that we switched models at the last second,” Melody said. “I think we should ratchet things up a little in the heat department, in order to compensate for it. You don’t mind, do you?”

Jenny thought back to meeting Dominic the previous day, and her husband’s reaction to her being involved in the shoot. It was complicated, and she could feel a conflict building within her, but at the same time, the idea of doing the shoot had a strange pull on her. To be modeling with another man, as her husband snapped photos, for some reason, it seemed incredibly hot to her.

“No, I don’t mind at all,” she said to Melody. “Let’s push this as far as we can…”

Melody picked out several skimpy lingerie outfits for her to try on. She brought all of them into one of the small dressing rooms and began to undress. As she did, Jenny took a close look at her body. She had never considered herself to be the prettiest girl, but she was also terrible at detecting when she was getting attention from men, which skewed her own bias. She tried on the first outfit, and though it didn’t fit perfectly, the way it accentuated her features made her blush as she looked in the mirror. Must just be the clothes, she thought to herself.

She took off the outfit, and readied another to try on. The thought of Dominic, shirtless and kissing Anna passionately, popped into her head. He was going to be her modeling partner for the day. She would be working in very close proximity with him, to say the least. Jenny felt her body heating up, and unconsciously began to rub one of her nipples as her mind began to run wild with ideas.

“Everything okay in there?” asked Melody from outside the curtain. “You’re taking an awfully long time…”

“Yeah, I’m fine,” replied Jenny. One of her hands had made its way down to her womanhood, and had begun rubbing it up and down. She couldn’t control herself, the thought of doing a photo shoot and having another man touch her body was exciting to her beyond all reason.

“Are you sure?” Melody asked. “Look, we have to get you to the studio and into make-up, try to speed things up a little,”

“Yes, of course,” said Jenny, half moaning. “This shouldn’t take long.”

She slid one of her fingers into herself, and began massaging her cunt as she tweaked one of her nipples. All she could think of was Dominic, his black body, and his powerful muscles. She felt herself beginning to speed up, quickly approaching the point of release.

“I’m going to wait out in the car, you have five minutes to meet me out there,” said Melody, insolently. “Working with talent is the worse, jeez,”

Jenny groaned and broke out of her reverie. She changed back into her regular clothes, grabbed a couple of the lingerie outfits that fit, and headed out to pay for them. The prospect of wearing them later on in the day, in the studio, in front of not just her husband, but Dominic, had her incredibly excited.
 








  
 



CHAPTER 5

 

Jenny was sitting on the couch in her husband’s studio, impatiently waiting for Dominic to arrive. Aaron was fidgeting with his camera and tripod nervously, seeming to emit an aura of anxiousness that filled the room.

“When do you think he’s going to get here?” asked Jenny. She was wearing normal clothing, having not changed into any of the more risqué stuff at her husband’s request. They had to redo the photo shoot from the very beginning, and it seemed as though at least the first hour would just be both her and Dominic in street clothes.

“I have no idea,” said Aaron. “That guy is always late. He’s a great model though, that’s probably the only reason I put up with it.”

Jenny tried to imagine her scrawny and timid husband putting his foot down and demanding that the Dominic, with his muscular physique and bold personality, be on time. It was almost comical to her, and she had to stifle a laugh.

“It’s fine, I’m sure he’ll be here soon,” Aaron said to her. “Besides, it gives me a chance to talk to you about something before the shoot gets underway…”

“What’s up, honey?” she asked. Aaron set his camera aside and stepped towards her, frowning.

“I’m changing the shoot a little,” he said. “I don’t think it’s a good idea for you to go as far as Anna did. You know, I mean, it’s your first day, it just wouldn’t be right…”

“It’s okay honey,” she said. “I can go as far as Dominic is willing to go, it will be fine.”

Jenny found herself getting strangely aroused at her husband’s reluctance. He looked so concerned, and so nervous. He had his arms crossed and seemed to be having an emotional battle on the inside.

“I don’t know…” he said to her, shaking his head slightly. “It’s kind of hard for me to take photos of you and him. I mean, you’re my wife.”

“I know honey, but it’s just for the shoot,” she said. “None of it is real. You know that as well as anyone,”

Aaron looked at her. His eyes seemed to be silently pleading with her. Jenny wondered if he was going to man up, and put a stop to this. Something on his face gave her the answer before he had even formed the words in his mouth.

“I…I guess you’re right,” he said. “Besides, we can just get some angles that make it seem like more is going on then there really is.”

“Great, that will work great,” said Jenny. She felt her body begin to heat up between her thighs, and licked her lips, excited for what was to come.

After another ten minutes, Dominic finally made his arrival. He was wearing a loose dress shirt with the top few buttons undone and baggy slacks, with nice polished dress shoes. Jenny felt a thrill go down her spine as she got a glimpse of his hard arm muscles pushing their way out against the fabric.

“Hey there,” he said. “I hope I didn’t make you guys wait too long,”

Aaron seemed to scowl slightly, but said nothing. Jenny smiled and oriented her body language towards him.

“I uh, I don’t know if you heard, but I’m filling in for Anna today,” she said, beaming at him.

“That’s news to me,” he said, walking over. All of his movements were slow and cool, almost as though the entire world moved at his pace.

“I think we’ll be able to have a much more involved shoot with you, actually,” he said to Jenny. “Anna was a little nervous about certain things, and you seem much more open.”

“No!” blurted out Aaron. His cheeks were red, and he seemed to be flustered and unnerved.

“I mean, we shouldn’t push her beyond what she’s comfortable with today, it’s her first day, Dom,” he said quietly. “And I mean, she’s my wife,”

“I’m willing to do whatever is required of me,” said Jenny, smiling. “What do you think, Dominic?”

“I think we should get started,” he said, walking over. Jenny couldn’t help but glance down at his crotch as he approached her on the bed. His bulge was noticeable, and seemed to almost call out to her.

The first few shots were just of the two of them on the bed. It was hard for Jenny to sit still. The distance between her and Dominic was small, and it almost felt like their bodies were being pulled towards each other by some kind of magnetic force.

Aaron snapped away with his camera reluctantly. The order for the set of shots they were doing was just for them to look at each other happily. As Jenny looked at Dominic’s face, she could see the look on it, and it was full of heat.

“T-that’s good, you two,” said Aaron. He got closer to the couch and began snapping close up photos of their faces.

All of the sudden, Dominic leaned in and kissed Jenny deeply. She was surprised, but instantly felt her tongue lash and respond, flicking across his as she lost herself in the moment.

“Hey, wait a sec,” said Aaron. “We don’t need any kissing yet, not for this part!”

Dominic broke away from Jenny and glared at her husband.

“Just take the shot,” he said.

Aaron gulped, and held out his camera. Dominic leaned in and kissed Jenny again, more sensually this time. She felt her body melting, and her arms unconsciously wrapped around the black man’s broad shoulders.

“Uh…Okay, I think that’s good,” Aaron said after a moment. The two of them didn’t hear him and kept making out for a minute longer, until Dominic final broke the embrace. Jenny felt her whole body tingling with desire. She wanted him, and was beginning to lose herself in the scene.

“You’ll need to change for the next shoot, Jen,” Aaron said to her. “You two will have to be a little bit more careful for this one, it’s a little more explicit. We wouldn’t want it to go too far, seeing how you’re just a stand in, ha ha…”

His laughter was forced and empty. Aaron was incredibly uncomfortable with what was going on. He looked towards the wall and avoided eye contact with the two of them as Jenny got up and headed to change in another room.

As she took off her normal clothes and changed into some of the lingerie, Jenny could hardly resist the temptation to rub her womanhood, and prepare herself for what was about to happen. Dominic was so bold, and the kiss had gotten her incredibly excited. She didn’t care that her husband was there, something inside her was craving what this muscular black man had to offer.








  
 



CHAPTER 6

 

Aaron made his way into the changing room as Jenny was tying the last of the strings in the back of her top. He gave Jenny a look that was heavily laden with stress and frustration.

“Honey, this doesn’t feel right,” he said to her in a very small voice. “I can just wait for Anna to get back. You don’t have to do this.”

“What? It’s fine, sweetie, don’t worry…” she replied.

“I, I don’t like the idea of you having to do this for me,” he said. “I know you love me, but I don’t feel like you should have to make my problems into your problems.”

“I love you honey, that’s why I’m doing this,” she said. “I’ll love you even more afterwards, you don’t have to worry.”

“Honey, you aren’t hearing me,” Aaron said, sounding as though he was on the verge of crying. “I don’t want to see you doing anything with another man, Dominic is the kind of guy who will-“

“Who will what?” asked Dominic. He had made his way over to the door and was peering inside, smiling broadly.

“N-nothing,” stammered Aaron. “I think my wife was just having some second-“

“Are you ready Jenny?” asked Dominic. He looked incredibly pleased with himself, and his eyes seemed to beam at her as though he was a wolf looking at its dinner.

“Yes!” said Jenny excitedly. “Let’s do it!”

The three of them headed back into the main photo shoot area. Jenny and Dominic took up places on the couch in similar spots to where they were before. From the second that they sat down, it was almost as though the two of them were in their own little world.

Dominic took his hand and cupped Jenny’s cheek. She looked deep into his eyes. The sound of Aaron’s camera snapping pictures could be heard in the background. Jenny figured that he had given up his protest and decided that if it was going to happen, he might as well get the shots.

Dominic leaned in and began kissing Jenny passionately. He leaned her back onto the couch, and she moaned slightly as he assumed a position on top of her. He pulled his shirt off, and began feeling her breasts and groping at her body.

Jenny could feel hot fire flowing through her body. She wanted him so badly, and didn’t care where or why it was happening. She pulled the back string of her lingerie corset, undoing it and freeing her breasts for both Dominic and the camera.

“H-hey,” said Aaron. “I don’t think we really need shots of this…”

“Just keep shooting Aaron,” said Dominic. He began to kiss Jenny’s breasts. His lips felt amazing on her body, and she began to buck her hips up against his crotch. He pulled down her panties in one smooth movement, and she was totally naked and ready for him.

“Jen!” cried Aaron. “We should stop this…”

She didn’t hear him. Dominic was pulling down his pants and freeing his hard member from its confines. It was huge, much bigger than Aaron’s and much bigger than any cock she had ever had before. Jenny leaned forward and licked it from the base of the shaft all the way to the top of the head.

“Oh yeah,” said Dominic. “That’s a good girl.”

The click of Aaron’s camera could still be heard in the background. Jenny was shocked that her husband was still taking photos, but far too focused on Dominic and what was about to happen to give it much shot. He kissed her again deeply, and then shifted her into a good position on the couch and spread her legs.

“Stop…” said Aaron quietly. “Please, this is going too far.”

Dominic just smiled, and pushed his rock hard cock against the entrance of Jenny’s pussy. She was already wet, and her cunt slid open invitingly. It still took some pressure for him to start to get his dick inside her, and its girth stretched her out as it moved forward.

“Oh god…” moaned Jenny. “Fuck me, please fuck me,”

“Oh I’m not just going to fuck you,” said Dominic as his hips slowly began to move. “You will be my personal little slut by the time we’re done here,”

Another snap came from Aaron’s camera. Jenny was on the verge of being completely lost in the feeling of Dominic fucking her, but managed to look over and get a glimpse of her husband. He had his camera in one hand and his dick in the other, masturbating shamefully to the scene in front of him.

“Oh yeah, do you like that, little man?” asked Dominic. “I’m going to cum inside your wife, tonight and whenever I want from now on.”

He began pumping into Jenny even faster. The sound of his flesh banging into hers echoed throughout the room. Jenny was screaming now, deep in a state of erotic bliss. She began to orgasm as Dominic fucked her hard, feeling her cunt contract against his dick as she threw her head back and moaned.

“That’s right, you slut,” he said. “You’re loving every second of this. You love my dick, I want to hear you say it,”

“I…I love your dick,” said Jenny. She looked over and saw her husband blowing his load all over his pants.

Dominic pulled his dick almost all the way out of her, and then pushed it in as far as he could, quickly. The feeling was amazing for Jenny, and she felt her cunt began to contract again. Dominic began fucking her even more roughly, pinning her arms down on the couch and slamming his hips into her.

“Please, don’t cum in her,” said Aaron. He appeared to be snapping photos again, still watching the scene passively.

“It’s not up to you, little man,” said Dominic. A second later, he grunted, and Jenny felt his white hot seed begin to splash deep into her womb. She felt him collapse on top of her, still thrusting as he enjoyed an intense orgasm.

The next couple of minutes were completely silently. Eventually, Dominic got up from the couch and dressed himself. He walked towards the door, and turned back at the last second.

“I think we’ll have to do another shoot with your wife sometime soon,” he said to Aaron. “Maybe next time I will bring a couple of my friends to join in.”

“I, I can’t believe that just happened,” said Aaron, stunned.

Jenny looked at him, and just smiled.
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PROLOGUE

 

Katie had to bite her lip to keep from screaming as John Freeman rammed his big black cock into her. It had all started out so innocently, at least on the surface. John had been aggressively aiming to fuck her ever since she and her husband David had arrived on his yacht that morning.

And now that was exactly what was happening. John thrust into her powerfully, fucking her in a way that David never could have managed. He was still in the room, nervously going over the papers John had handed him as a distraction, still operating under the naïve and misguided assumption that the entire affair was just a job interview and not the deliberate cuckolding that was playing out before him.

“Oh that’s right you little slut,” said John. “You like the big black cock, don’t you?”

Katie could only moan in reply. She loved his cock. The illicit, voyeuristic aspect of their tryst was just making it even hotter. She had thought that her husband was going to step up at first, to put a stop to what was happening. She had been wrong, and she was glad.








  
 





CHAPTER 1

 

“Honey, you’re never going to believe what happened today!”

Katie Parker was washing dishes when she heard her husband get home. He was excited, which was a good thing, given how rough times had been for them recently.

“What happened, sweetie?” she asked. He walked into the kitchen and dropped his suitcase onto the floor, grinning.

“The Freeman Company took a look at my resume!” he said. “I got a call from John Freeman’s assistant this morning, he wants me in for an interview tomorrow.”

“That’s amazing news!” she said. Katie dried her hands off and gave her husband a hug. It had been a hard first year of marriage for them, and though she loved her husband dearly, he was usually very passive when it came to asserting and improving himself.

At 30 years of age, Katie had married David as much out of convenience as love. She was getting older, and felt like it was the best thing she could do for herself. Katie had always been insecure about her looks, though by most standards, she would be considered above average, even pretty on a good day. Her breasts were nicely sized and the only reason she occasionally felt as though she was lacking in attention from men was because of how bad she was on picking up on their hints.

“This could change everything,” said David. “An opportunity like this is what I’ve been waiting my entire life for!”

“I’m so excited for you, honey!” said Katie. She began taking out the ingredients for dinner.

“Cook extra food tonight, I feel like celebrating!”

David began bustling around the living room, listing off concerns he had and debating with himself out loud about what he should wear the next day. Katie had seen her husband like this many times before. His career had progressed to the level that David had hoped it would after leaving college. He was an accountant, and with the economy hurting, work was hard for him to come by, especially given how nervous he got before interviews.

“Just relax, sweetie, I’m sure everything will go fine,” Katie said to him. “The Freeman Company sounds like they will be a fair and discerning judge of character. I wouldn’t worry about them giving you a chance.”

“Do you really think so honey?” asked David. He was almost like a little boy in his constant need for her affirmation.

“I’m sure of it,” she said. “I watched and interview on the news with John Freeman a couple of months ago. He seems like quite the man.”

That was putting it lightly. John Freeman was unlike any CEO Katie had ever seen before. Self-taught and self-motivated, he had started his company at a young age, and after a couple of smart investments, had grown it from there until it was worth over five billion dollars. John was an attractive black man, with rippling muscles, neatly trimmed hair and beard, and a very casual clothing style. The interview had left a distinct memory in Katie’s mind, and she began to grow a little excited as thought of what it would be like to be around him in person.

“What did he seem like?” asked David. “I mean, is there anything in particular that jumped out at you? This interview has to go well!”

“He was very strong, very masculine,” said Katie. “Just go into the office tomorrow and be as confident as you can be.”

“It’s actually on his yacht,” said David. “The invitation was for me and my wife, if you want to come…”

“Seriously?”

“I mean, yeah,” said David. “You don’t have to, if you don’t want to, though.”

“I wouldn’t miss it for the world,” said Katie.

David continued to buzz around the house anxiously as Katie prepared dinner for them. Her mind was full of thoughts related to John Freeman. Though she hadn’t voiced her concerns to her husband, it seemed a little strange that someone of Freeman’s caliber would be looking to hire him. Then again, John Freeman was such a mysterious figure in the public eye. It was hard for her to guess at his motivation.

“Honey, do you think I should wear my blue tie or my red tie?” called David from upstairs.

“David, we’re going to be on a yacht, think casual clothing,” she replied. Her husband was hopeless when it came to these kinds of things. She found herself appreciating the fact that she was given the chance to accompany him. He would be a nervous wreck on his own, and this way, Katie might be able to talk with John if she saw an opportunity to put in a good word for him.

The thought of meeting the handsome, black billionaire one on one got her excited. She began to day dream about the man as she cooked their food, and felt a little guilty for doing so. She was only going to support her husband, this wasn’t about her and it wasn’t about anything other than David landing a new job.

Or at least that was what she told herself…








  
 





CHAPTER 2

 

Katie and David arrived at the docks early the next morning. It was a beautiful summer day and the sun was out and shining. The air was hot, and both of them had dressed appropriately, with David wearing a casual, short sleeved dress shirt with slacks, and Katie wearing a nice, flirty summer dress, with her swim suit underneath. She hoped that there would be a chance for her to get into the water.

“Jeez, the boat is huge!” said David. “The thing could easily fit 300 people…”

Katie turned and looked out into the water.  Sure enough, a gigantic yacht was headed over to the docking platform. It seemed to dwarf all of the other boats nearby. Calling it a yacht almost didn’t do it justice. The boat was really more of a miniature cruise ship.

“Oh wow, that’s amazing,” said Katie. “I’m so glad I got to come with you.”

“Yeah, well John is a thoughtful guy for being considerate and sending a joint invitation,” said David. “Either that, or he’s just incredibly forward and angling for a chance to meet you!”

Her husband laughed nervously at his own joke. Katie rolled her eyes, and the two started off down the wooden dock, towards the boat. There were a couple dozen people who also seemed to have been invited. It seemed like what John had planned for the day had less to do with business and more to do with high class partying.

John Freeman’s yacht slowly pulled up to the edge of the dock. Ropes were tied, anchor was set down, and a long wooden plank bridge was folded out over to the edge of the pier. Katie watched as a couple of people came out of the boat and across it. The last one to cross was the big man himself, John.

He was wearing a tight V-neck shirt that showed off his rippling muscles in a spectacular fashion. He had broad shoulders, strong looking hands, and a masculine smile that was much more enticing in person than anything she had seen on TV or in pictures.

“I’m glad you all could make it today,” he said to the crowd. His voice tone was playful, and it seemed to make Katie feel as though she was already having fun just by hearing it.

“We’re going to be out to sea for most of the day,” he said. “I realize most of you are here for business as opposed to for pleasure, but what I’m hoping is that you’ll be able to enjoy a mix of both. I’ll still be keeping all of my scheduled appointments, I just like this as a setting much more than the drab walls of my office.”

The crowd laughed, and then John walked back onto the boat. Everyone began to follow, boarding the yacht. It was just as expensive on deck as it had looked from afar, if not more so. There were waiters walking around with food and drinks, and everything just seemed to scream of money.

An attractive woman carrying a tray of mojitos walked up to her and David, and they each took one.

“Are you sure it’s okay for you to drink before your interview?” she asked her husband.

“I feel like if I don’t, I’m going to crack under the pressure,” he replied. “Besides, something tells me John won’t mind. I mean, hopefully.”

There was music playing over the speakers of the yacht, drowning out the sound of the engine as they set out to sea. The deck was huge, and people began to spread out over it, eating and drinking merrily. Katie split off from her husband, enduring his anxious and lost look of confusion, and headed for a group of women about the same age as her that were chatting near the bow.

“Hey, haven’t seen you before,” one of them said as Katie approached them.

“No, first time,” she replied. “My husband is here for an interview with John’s company. I had no idea the boat was going to be this…extravagant.”

“Yeah, John gets a kick out of this type of thing,” the woman said. “It’s more of a satirical jab at old money than anything.”

There was a short silence, and then the woman extended her hand.

“Alice,” she said. “Pleased to meet you.”

“Katie, likewise,” she replied, taking the woman’s hand.

“So how did you end up on this boat?” asked Katie.

“I’m here pretty frequently, my husband is one of John’s regular clients,” she said. “It’s nice to be able to take mini little ocean cruise vacations frequently, I honestly love it. And John is…well, let’s just say he’s quite the host.”

A look passed between several of the women in the group, and a couple of them giggled like school girls. Katie smiled, just trying to fit in and hide her confusion, more than anything.

“I think you’ll have fun today,” said Alice. “You haven’t even seen the pool yet, have you?”

Katie shook her head no, feeling suddenly very glad that she had worn her swim suit under her clothes.

“How exactly does John afford all of this?” she asked. “I mean, the boat doesn’t come cheap on its own, but hosting this many people? And so regularly?”

“He’s a billionaire, in case you didn’t notice,” Alice replied.

“Yeah, I know that, I just mean, why does he do it?” asked Katie. “This just seems like such an empty use of money.”

“Well, you’ll have to talk to him to get the answer,” said Alice. “And if he’s in the right mood today, he will definitely want to have a…conversation with you.”

The girls laughed again. Katie smiled at him, and then excused herself, making her way back over to her husband. As she left, she heard one of the girls make a joke to another.

“If John has a conversation with her, he’ll rip her in two!” the woman whispered. “She’s tiny, and his thing is…well, you must know.”








  
 





CHAPTER 3

 

Katie walked over to her husband, who had migrated over towards the middle of the deck. He was finishing the mojito he had grabbed earlier and pacing side to side nervously, back turned to her. Katie watched as he flagged down another waiter carrying more drinks.

“Hey,” she said. “Ready for your interview?”

“I think so?” he said to her. “I mean, I’ve just been going over what I should say in my mind to prepare. I should ask a lot of questions, right?”

“Just…try to relax,” said Katie.

She looked across the deck, and was surprised to see the man in question approaching the two of them. John looked like he was having fun, and had a drink in one hand and an attractive girl hooked around his other. He was smiling broadly, and walking with purpose.

“David Parker!” he called as he walked up to them. “I’m so glad that you could make it,”

“Yes, well I’m also glad that you, I mean, I’m glad that-“

“Is this your wife?” asked John.

“Katie,” she said, extending her hand. “It’s nice to meet you.”

“It is nice to meet you as well, Katie,” replied John. He stared into her eyes with a small smirk on is face as he took her hand. Katie could feel a strangely hot sensation flowing through it and up to her chest. She felt nervous as she met the man’s soft, yet intense gaze.

“I, I just came with David to help calm him down, you know, for the interview”,” she said.

“He has no reason to be nervous, my manager will take good care of him,” said John. “And likewise, neither do you. I will take good care of you, Katie.”

She found herself giggling at his words. David shot her a confused glance, but she barely saw it. John was drawing her into his world with his eyes and expression. A charged silence settled over the three of them, and Katie felt as though if John touched her body again, she would explode, right there.

“So, uh,” said David. “Are we going to do the interview out on deck, or…”

“Mr. Douglass is on his way to take care of that, rest assured David,” said John. “And I need to be taking care of some things with the other guests. If you will excuse me…”

He turned away from them and began walking away. Katie found herself staring at him as he left. The man was everything he had been made out to be, and it was almost like some kind of spell had been cast over her. David noticed it as well, and frowned.

“Honey, I think it would be okay if you came down to the interview with me,” he said.

“No, that’s okay,” she replied. “We’re both here for the party. I might as well take the time to enjoy it…”

“I just mean, I feel like, this might not be your crowd?” said David, nervously.

“Stop worrying honey, everything is going to be fine,” she said. “Just focus on your interview and we’ll meet up after.”

He swallowed hard, and then forced a small smile onto his face. A man in a nice, professional looking suit was walking up to him.

“I’m Mr. Douglass, please Mr. Parker, follow me,” he said, gesturing.

“Alright,” David said.  “See you later sweetie.”

He gave her a quick kiss, and then was off.

Katie wandered around on the deck, eventually making her way towards the back. The pool was up on the second level, and the sound of splashing began to call to her. She climbed up a ladder to it, and saw several of the girls she had met before, along with a number of muscular men, swimming and splashing about.

“Katie, hop in!” called Alice from the water. “It’s the perfect temperature!”

“Ah, jeez, I need sunscreen first!” she yelled back.

“I can help you with that,” said John, walking up behind her.

She turned and looked at him. He was already squirting some into his hands, and had a dangerous smile on his face. She smiled back, feeling a strange thrill run through her, and then slowly pulled her summer dress up and over her head, exposing her swim suit.

John gestured towards an unfolded towel nearby, and she lay down on top of it. He slowly lowered himself down over her, straddling her body. She felt his hands make contact. The lotion was cold, and caused her to shiver slightly, by the feeling of his touch was electric.

“It would be a shame for you to get a sunburn, you have such beautiful skin,” said John.

“Yes, thank you. You’re so kind,” she said. Her voice had taken on a flirty tone.

“I wonder if your husband would mind having another man put his hands on you?” asked John.

He pushed his hands across the side of Katie’s back, and then under her arms. His fingertips brushed against the edge of her breasts, and she felt hot fire begin to rage within her chest.

“N-no, I don’t think he would mind,” said Katie. John’s hands felt amazing, and she found herself wanting him to touch her more, all over.

“Oh, I think he would,” said John. “But I’m going to touch you anyway…”

John’s hands massaged lower, and he slipped his fingertips into the waistband of her swimsuit bottom. She shivered, and felt her heart beating faster. John let his hands move across her butt, and then down to her legs, which he began to sunscreen with the utmost care.

“I’m going to do a very thorough job on you,” he said. “Oh yeah,”

Her started down at her calves, and slowly brought his hands higher, and higher, until they were groping her thighs. Then, he let his fingers slowly dance their way even further up, and began to feel between her legs, right next to the edge of her swimsuit. Katie felt herself becoming hot and wet, and wanted John to push his hand up even further, into her.

“There you go,” said John, pulling his hands off her. “If you need more, come see me later.”

He smiled at her, and then pointed towards the pool. Alice and the other women were still calling for her to get in. She looked back towards John, but he had disappeared.








  
 





CHAPTER 4

 

Just as Alice had told her earlier, the pool was the perfect temperature. Katie enjoyed swimming, she always had. The pool was deep and wide, and proved to be an excellent place for her to show off her skills, swimming laps above and below water.

“Hey, not bad,” said one of the guys in the pool.

“Thanks,” she said, splashing water at him.

What started as retaliation on the guy’s behalf quickly devolved into a splashing fight that everyone in the pool took part in. Katie was laughing so hard that she couldn’t breathe by the end of it. Eventually, Alice climbed on top of one of the muscular men in the pool’s shoulders, and called a cease fire.

“That’s enough!” she yelled. “Let’s call a truce!”

Katie heard something from one of the higher decks, and looked up. John was watching them with his drink in hand, sun glasses on, muscles rippling through his tight shirt, and laughing. Katie blushed a little when she saw him, and immediately shouted in agreement for an end to the water fight.

After about a half hour of swimming, she finally made her way back onto the deck. After drying herself off with a towel, and putting her dress back on, she headed back over to where the main party was being held.

People were still talking and socializing, but everyone seemed a good deal drunker. Katie wondered if that was just how these types of parties went. The shoreline had grown distant, and it gave her a sense of being free from all of the commitments she had back land. It was a very freeing sensation.

“Hey honey,” said David, walking up to her. The look on his face was discouraging.

“What happened?” she asked. “What did they say?”

David frowned and shook his head.

“I thought it was going well, at first. The guy asked a lot of questions, but I had a lot of answers for them. It was strange, though, he asked me about things related to my personal life, too. And related to...well, to you,”

“That is strange,” said Katie. “So in the end…?”

“The manager interviewing me said, well, no. As in they don’t have a position for me. He seemed as though he was confused why I was even there.”

“You are here because I specifically invited you in for an interview, David,” said John. He had made his way up behind the two of them. He was a muscular man, and his presence was powerful.

“Oh, uh, thank you,” said David. “I don’t mean to be rude, though, but if you requested me, then…”

“Then why weren’t you offered a job?” asked John. “It’s because you weren’t qualified. Don’t take it personally though. I was just trying to see if you would fit into any of the more traditional roles, first. I do believe there is a job I have for you, but I think it might be a little different from what you are used to.”

“Seriously? Just give me a shot, I will do whatever it takes!” said David. Katie couldn’t help but notice how her husband was acting almost like a stray dog begging for a treat, with John playing the role of the owner.

“Alright, that’s a good start,” said John. “If you and your wife can follow me below deck, I will be able to give you a better impression of just what it is that you will be doing.”

John was standing in between Katie and David, and he slowly but confidently slipped one of his arms around her. Katie felt like body was electrified, and every small movement of John’s hand only seemed to intensify the sensation.

“What, uh, I mean, okay?” said David. His expression was one of pure confusion. “But, why does my wife need to come down with us?”

“I just would like a chance to talk with her,” said John. “Don’t worry, you’ll be busy filling out paperwork, anyway…”

“It’s fine honey,” said Katie, trying to mask the eagerness in her voice. “This is what you wanted, isn’t it?”

“I mean, yeah, I guess?” said David. John and Katie began walking towards the entrance below decks, and he followed them.








  
 





CHAPTER 5

 

“Just sit at the desk over there, David,” said John as they walked in. “All of the paperwork should already be laid out for you.”

The room they were in appeared to be John’s private lounge. There was a large, flat screen TV, and a very expensive and comfortable looking couch. The lights were dimmed, and there was a small private bar off to the side.

“O-okay,” he said. “I’m good at paperwork, it shouldn’t take me long,”

“Don’t rush through it,” said John. “As your new boss, my first task for you is to take your time and fill out each of the forms very carefully.”

He led Katie over to the couch, and the two of them sat down on it. She felt her heart beating fast. John’s hand began to slide up her thigh, and he met her gaze with the same soft intensity she had noticed before. Katie moved her leg out a little more to give him better access, and felt his fingers begin to rub her womanhood.

“Are you guys alright over there?” asked David.

“Yes, David, just focus on the papers,” said John. He leaned forward and began kissing Katie’s neck. She moaned, unable to stop herself.

“Oh yeah,” John whispered into her ear. “You know what’s going to happen now, don’t you?”

John pushed her back onto the couch and leaned forward on top of her. The sound of David’s pen scratching against paper could still be heard in the background as he continued to follow John’s instructions diligently.

John began to kiss Katie passionately, his tongue flicking into her mouth and teasing her. She responded in like, and then John pushed back off her and began to take his shirt off.

“What, what are you guys doing?” asked David, nervously.

“Nothing David, just focus on your work…” said John. 

He pulled Katie’s dress up and over her head, and began to grope her aggressively. Her swimsuit top was the next thing to go, and she felt John’s hard erection begin to poke against her through his pants, and began undoing his belt to free it.

“Katie, what are you doing?” asked David.

“Nothing, honey, just do what John says,” she replied. John’s dick popped out as she pulled down his boxers, and she licked a small dot of precum off it hungrily. John moaned, and pulled her head down onto his cock, enjoying the sensation of her mouth.

She gave him the best blowjob she could muster. Sucking dick had never been on the frequent menu for David, but something about John’s masculine and aggressive attitude was bringing her slutty side out. He wrapped one of his hands around her hair, and began to slowly guide her mouth up and down.

“Oh yeah, that’s right,” John said. His voice was loud, and David could clearly hear him. Both John and Katie had given up on being sly, and were beginning to become lost in the illicit nature of what was happening.

John began to push his hips up and meet Katie’s lips as they came down on his rock hard member. It felt amazing, and Katie had a very nice technique when it came to dick sucking. Eventually, John’s desires pushed him further. He pulled Katie’s head up and pushed her back on the couch, pulling her swimsuit bottom off. The two were completely naked now, and there was no stopping what was about to happen.

David was watching silently from the desk in the corner. He looked nervous, and unsure, and powerless, but also incredibly aroused. His pants were visibly tented, and one of his hands was sliding closer and closer to his crotch.

John pushed the head of his cock against Katie’s entrance. Her cunt was wet and inviting, and gave easily to it. He pushed in halfway to start, and then pulled out almost all the way, and then pushed in further, feeling the wet inside of Katie’s pussy wrapping around his hard cock like a tight tunnel.

Katie was moaning with pleasure. She dug her fingernails into John’s back, urging him on. John began to pick up his speed. His cock slapped into Katie harder, and the noise of their flesh banging together echoed throughout the room. 

David watched on, feeling as though his agency had been stolen out from under him. His wife was getting fucked by this man, and she appeared to be enjoying it, a lot. More than she had ever enjoyed sex with him. He found himself unconsciously unzipping his pants, and before he knew what was happening, he was stroking his cock as he watched another man fuck his wife.

John was slamming into Katie, hard. With every stroke, she would moan as she felt his dick push into her.  He had the stamina of athlete, and continued fucking her hard even as she began to orgasm on his dick.

“Oh god,” she cried out as waves of pleasure swept through her body. “John, oh god!”

“That’s right,” said John, loud enough so both she and David could hear. “You are my little white slut now…say it!”

“Oh god, I can’t!”

“Say it!” John was fucking Katie with all of his strength. His cock was huge and rock hard, and it seemed to Katie as though it had a strange, sexual power over her.

“I’m your little white slut, John,” she said, finally. “I’m your slut, and you can fuck me however you want.”

“That’s right!” he replied.

John slammed his cock into Katie a few more times, and then pulled out. He grabbed her by the hair again and began face fucking her, enjoying the feeling of her mouth on his cock. After a few rough, powerful pumps, he pulled out, and his rock hard cock began to explode hot white cum all over her face. Katie caught as much of it as she could on her mouth and licked even more up with her tongue.

She collapsed on the couch, exhausted by the intercourse. John sat and breathed heavy for a moment, and then began quickly getting dressed. David had cum all over himself in the corner, and slowly made his way over to his wife after cleaning the mess up.

“The job is yours, Mr. Parker,” said John as he pulled on his shirt. “I expect you to be at my office first thing Monday morning…and one more thing.”

He walked over to the door and opened it, and then turned back.

“Bring your wife with you.”
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