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

This three-part, dual point-of-view series explores the introduction of another man into a marriage that thrives on danger and pushing boundaries to the limit. Lots of interracial sex, a growing desire for humiliation, and a few kinky surprises are guaranteed.

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

Cuckold Dreams - Part 1

Brandon

I lusted after Mattie from a distance for years, never thinking I had a chance with her.

Then I broke out of the friend zone and, against all odds, I married her.

When she turned out to be even kinkier than I was, I knew I didn’t deserve her.

So I set about trying to prove it.

And I almost did.

Mattie

Some men are made to have fun with, but you can’t marry them.

And the man you marry can still be fun, just not the same kind.

Unless he’s got wild and kinky ideas about what fun really is.

The kind of ideas you had no idea existed.

Until he showed you.

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

Cuckold Dreams - Part 2

~ Brandon ~

What kind of idiot pushes the woman of his dreams into another man’s arms and bed?

How stupid do you have to be to encourage that man to think he’s in charge?

Why in the world would the woman you love do exactly what you’re asking her to do?

When everyone knows it’s all going to end badly.

~ Mattie ~

I love my husband more each day, but I can’t live without my bull.

Good thing we’re all on the same page.

Or so it seems.

For now.

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

Cuckold Dreams - Part 3

~ Brandon ~

It’s all spun out of control but it’s the most indescribably fantastic thing that ever happened to me.

And that’s saying something because I thought the same thing when Mattie married me.

But this is so much more than just being married to the woman of my dreams.

Giving her away hurts so much but it hurts so good.

Too much is never enough.

~ Mattie ~

I used to think I knew what I wanted.

Now I know better.

God help me.
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Cuckold Dreams - Part 1

1

Brandon

“No offense, pal, but how in the world is Mattie with you?” my coworker and supposed new friend Troy asks me. We’re sitting at the bar waiting for our wives to return from the ladies room on a beautiful fall afternoon in West Palm Beach. We’re all getting our pregame buzz on, or so I was told when we came here a half hour ago. I just shrug at Troy and smile.

“No, seriously,” he says. “She’s gorgeous, and funny as hell, and you’re, well, no offense, pal, but she could have done better. Way fucking better.” He takes another swig of beer and signals to the harried bartender for another round. I’m sipping my beer carefully as I’m the designated driver, as usual, and I shake my head but it goes unnoticed. I’m used to it, though - people not seeing me. Been like this all my life.

Except when it mattered. With Mattie.

“I don’t know what to tell you, Troy. Just lucky, I guess.” I smile and take another small sip.

“Come on, man. She’s the best-looking woman I’ve seen in a long time, and I just can’t wrap my head around you and her, together, never mind married for, how long has it been?”

“Three years, but we’ve been together for five.”

“Yeah, that’s what I thought you said, and that’s even crazier. She had two years to come to her senses before she took the plunge, and she went ahead with it anyway? And now, even after a…” He sits back and lets the bartender pour him another shot before going on with his rant.

“Yeah, I get it, Troy. She’s outta my league, I’m in over my head, all that shit. I’ve heard it all before, so I get it.” I glance over his shoulder and breathe a sigh of relief as the women are threading their way through the raucous crowd of Florida Gators football fans. We’re almost three hundred miles from the stadium in Gainesville, but the whole state is loaded with fans and bars that cater to them. We happened to be in south Florida this afternoon, much to Troy’s dismay - he wanted to drive all the way to the game and try to scalp tickets. I told him no. I couldn’t care less about college football.

“Hey, there, gentlemen,” Troy’s wife, Zoe, yells over the noise when she and Mattie arrive to take the seats we’ve been holding for them. “What have y’all been talking about?”

“I was telling Troy that his team doesn't have much of a chance today, but he didn’t want to hear it.” I don’t have a clue if the Gators are favored or not, I just didn’t want to continue the talk about how I’m a dweeb and my wife’s a hottie. I know that. I don’t have to hear it from my new work buddy. But from the look Troy is giving me, it’s obvious he’s already too wasted to read the room. Or even just our corner of it.

The ladies slide onto the barstools we vacated and Troy starts to say something when the whole bar erupts. It’s just the home team running onto the field and I give Mattie a look but she just smiles and shrugs - she’s much more at home in this type of environment than I am, even if it’s been a number of years since her wild days - five years, to be exact. We’re only here today because she was much more interested than I was in watching the game at a bar, her one-time natural habitat. But we've been trying to make new friends since we moved to South Florida a couple of months ago, so it was an easy concession on my part when Troy invited us. Now that I’m here, though, I’m regretting my generous spirit.

“So,” Troy continues, undeterred by the interruption, “I was asking your husband how in the world you wound up with a dork like him, Mattie. What’s up with that?” Mattie laughs and Zoe rolls her eyes but is still smiling, which is good. I’ve learned over the years that other women, even good-looking ones like Zoe, can be less than civil to Mattie for looking the way she does.

“What can I tell you, Troy?” Mattie asks with an innocent smile. “The man stole my heart.” She smiles at me and gives my hand a squeeze, then she arches an eyebrow and I see a twinkle in her eye that sends a shiver down my spine. “It certainly helps that he’s hung like a horse,” she dead-pans at Troy.

He almost does a spit-take with his beer. “Say what?” he finally manages.

Needless to say, I am not hung like a horse. Quite the opposite, actually.

And therein lies our unlikely story.

Mattie and I met in middle school in Tarzana, California almost two decades ago. I had just moved to the state with my newly-single mom who got a job there to get away from her abusive second husband, my own father having been killed by a hit-and-run driver when I was a toddler. We lived in an apartment on the wrong side of town but I got to attend the good middle school through some quirk I never took the time to understand. Mattie and I were in the same class in eighth grade and I fell for her straight away, as did every boy in the class and the entire school, eventually. She was a Valley Girl through and through, with long, incredible blond hair and gorgeous blue eyes. She developed early and was for a while the talk of the playground, but she was so nice and easy to like that she didn’t get too much shit for it, at least that was my take at the time. I found out later that her troubles with other females started way back then.

But I digress.

We knew each other all the way through high school but never really got close, although I sure as hell wanted to. She was too cool for me and I knew it, so we stayed more acquaintances than friends, even though I went out of my way to join every club or extracurricular activity she was in, which didn’t work out the way I’d hoped at the time. We talked now and then, but she was always dating the star quarterback or the captain of the basketball team, and then high school was over and we lost touch. I lost touch, at least - I’m sure she never gave me a second thought. Not until much, much later.

The game turned out to be a bust which Troy admitted happens more often than not in recent years, Florida football having seen better days from what I could tell. We left when the game was out of reach and headed home in the late afternoon. I was good to drive as always so I dropped Troy and Zoe at their place and was about to head to our condo when Mattie put her hand on my shoulder and tickled my ear.

“Feel like fooling around?” she whispered as she smiled at me. I knew exactly what she meant. I nodded and smiled back, careful not to rear-end the car in front of me on I-95. My head was hurting from all the noise at the bar, not to mention the one beer I nursed all afternoon, but whenever Mattie was in the mood, I made every effort to accommodate her because it didn’t happen all that often - usually when she was a little drunk, like today. So I exited the highway and pointed the car east toward Palm Beach, our new favorite place to fool around.

I cross over the Intracoastal Waterway to the narrow slip of a barrier island that is Palm Beach and head north on the A1A to The Breakers, our new playground. We don’t come often but it’s always fun, especially when Mattie is feeling frisky, which she obviously is today.

I valet the car and we head into the cavernous lobby of the 500-plus-room hotel, threading our way through the guests and tourists to our favorite restaurant in the hotel. I walk Mattie, who looks amazing as always in a light sundress and three-inch heels, to the bar, which is somewhat crowded but not too bad as it’s still pretty early. As soon as I get my wife situated I head for the men’s room, not because I have to go but because it’s a convenient place for me to get out of the way and let Mattie do her thing. Not that she has to do anything at all, the way she looks takes care of that, usually before I reach the entrance to the restrooms and pause to lean against one of the columns that line the wall. I turn to watch my wife getting hit on - never fails to happen - and check my watch.

We’ve lived in Florida for just over two months - I got transferred to take on a bigger role in our IT infrastructure department which I know is boring as shit, so enough about that. I work with Troy and a hundred other nerds who, if they knew about her, couldn’t imagine how I’m married to a goddess and know nothing about the little game we play when we’re, mostly when Mattie, is in the right frame of mind. Like today. I’ll give her a few more minutes to get acquainted with her new admirer before I join her, invariably after he’s bought her a cocktail, and spoil his day. I don’t know why it tickles me to do this, and I have absolutely no clue why Mattie indulges me, but we have fun with it and then go home and fuck like newlyweds. I’m sure it seems silly but we get a real kick out of it.

Just when I’m ready to head to the bar to join my wife and ruin her new friend’s prospective wet dream, I realize that I actually do have to use the facilities, so I duck inside which delays my return. By the time I arrive at the bar and come up on Mattie’s blind side, she’s talking animatedly with her suitor who’s eyeing me with a look of sudden despondence that just slays me every time. Mattie turns when I touch her shoulder and throws her arms around my neck, going all out to make me feel like I’m the most important man in her life, which I am. Before she can turn back to her gray-haired patron, who by now realizes that he’s made a terrible mistake, he slinks off without another word. It’s all just too perfect.

“Well, that was quick,” she says when she realizes the Silver Fox has already vacated the premises. “You’re just so impressive, honey, you scared him off.” Her ironic intonation is purely intentional - if he’d stuck around, she would have really stuck it to me, which I love. No idea why, I just do.

“Five-foot-six and a hundred fifty pounds of pure intimidation, babe.” I kiss her cheek and she nuzzles my neck as I catch the bartender’s attention and order a club soda.

“Not to mention your three and a half inches of blue steel,” she whispers, then almost busts my eardrum with her raucous burst of laughter. “Oh, I’m so sorry I didn’t get to tell Martin that line.”

I wrap my arm around her waist and pull her close. “We can always do it again if you want to.” I look around as the bar begins to get more crowded by the minute. “Should be a good crowd tonight.”

She nuzzles me again. “If you like. But if we leave now, I can give you a quick blow job in the car.” She pulls back and smiles at me, lighting up the whole world. My whole world, at least.

“Tempting as that sounds, I’d like to stay for a little while.” She gives me an exaggerated pout and straightens up. She waves to the bartender for another drink but he misses her signal and I smile to myself. She doesn’t drink that much anymore and only when we’re out together, but bars have this effect on her, which is one reason we don’t do this too often.

“Looks like you’ve got another admirer,” I stage-whisper as I watch a single black gentleman at the other end of the bar talking to the bartender and pointing at us. Or, I should say, pointing at Mattie. The bartender nods and mixes another piña colada for my wife, which is a pretty bold move on her new admirer’s part with me sitting right here. But it’s happened to us often enough that I don’t even flinch. When the bartender delivers the drink and motions to the buyer, Mattie looks at him and raises the glass. She’s looking away from me so I can’t see her smile but I can see his. His teeth are gleaming, more so than usual, as he’s quite dark. I glance around the bar and he’s the only black man I see, giving me a bit of a thrill. Today is really taking a nice turn for us.

“Invite him over,” I whisper in her ear, and she motions for him to join us. He’s up and moving our way in a flash. He sits on the other side of my wife and introduces himself to her, mostly, but then he reaches around behind her to shake my hand.

“Ja’Quan Drake,” he says as his hand engulfs mine.

“Brandon Cooper.” Mattie turns to me and raises her eyebrows. I give her a subtle nod and she smiles. I can’t blame her. Ja’Quan is a very good-looking man. “Are you staying here at the hotel?” I ask, trying to sound as innocent as possible.

Mattie leans back on her barstool so we can talk in front of her, something I’ve asked her to do in the past. I can only see her profile as she looks at Ja’Quan and she looks enthralled by him. I’m not surprised - she’s always been a soft touch for a handsome face. My dick swells a bit more in my jeans.

“Me? No, I live in West Palm. You?” he asks me but turns immediately to Mattie with a vaguely predatory smile. His eyes on hers compel her to answer for me.

“We just moved to Delray Beach a few months ago.”

“What are you doing up here, then?” he asks with a more overt undertone as it dawns on all three of us that we’re all playing the same game. I sit back a bit to let Mattie run with it, curious to see just how she responds.

She turns to glance at me and cocks an eyebrow before swiveling her head back to Ja’Quan. “Same as you, I guess, in a manner of speaking.”

“Is that so?” He smiles at her again, looking like the Big Bad Wolf sizing up Red Riding Hood. “You’re trolling for hotwives who might want to take a walk on the dark side?”

She blushes, hard, which is unusual for my wife - over the years, she’s seen it all, done most of it, and is not easily embarrassed. But Ja’Quan has managed to do just that and in record time. “Uh, no, not exactly,” she finally manages to say in a quiet voice.

Ja’Quan sits back and laughs, not at us but more as a way to lighten the mood, which it accomplishes. “Don’t worry, I’m just yanking your chain,” he says to Mattie. “I saw you with the old dude.” We both laugh with him - it’s a little forced but not too much. “But I’m not understanding your game, to be honest. Is it just to get a free drink?”

I decide to jump in. “No, not at all. We just…” I’ve never had to explain it to anyone before and I look at Mattie but she’s just as unable as I am to put it into words. “We’re just having a little fun, is all.”

“Uh, huh,” he says, clearly skeptical. “Not trying to scam anyone?”

“No, definitely not,” Mattie says. “It’s just a game we play.”

“So, you’re not here to…”

“No,” she goes on. “Not really…”

Not really? WTF?
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Mattie

“Can you believe that guy?” I ask Brandon as he drives us home. “He pretty much called me a prick tease.”

He glances at me and a slight smirk creeps across his face. “Well, if the shoe fits…”

“Oh, come on, Brandon. And don’t forget, this was all your idea in the first place.” I’m almost yelling, something that always makes me feel like I’m wrong, which is usually the case. Of course, that only makes me want to yell louder.

“Don’t worry, Mattie, I remember. But it is what we’re doing, the two of us. We’re teasing guys that don’t have a prayer of getting what they want from you.”

“I never make any promises,” I tell him with a whiny tone - even I can hear it.

“Why does this bother you so much all of a sudden? We’ve been doing this for a while. What’s the problem?” He’s keeping his eyes on the narrow road as we drive toward our place in Delray, so I can’t really see his full face. But she looks and sounds genuinely confused, which I find astounding.

“Because I don’t like it when someone calls me that.” I’ve been called that before, long before Brandon and I got together as a couple. And he knows it.

“You mean back home in Tarzana?”

“I’ve asked you not to refer to that place as home, haven’t I?”

“Sorry. But is that where all this is coming from?” He glances at me and the look of concern on his face is endearing, if not downright adorable. That’s the thing about Brandon - he’s always looking out for my best interests, in everything he does. It’s a big reason we’re together.

I turn in my seat to face him. “Yeah, that’s exactly where this is coming from, but I don’t want to talk about it anymore. I don’t want to let Ja’Quan spoil a great day for us.” I put my hand on his lap and run my fingernails up his inseam. He glances at me again but now he’s smiling. Now, we’re getting back to where we were going when I asked him if he wanted to fool around.

“Should I pull over?” We’re on the A1A, having decided to take the scenic route home from The Breakers. “There’s a place for beach parking in about a mile or so.”

“No, that’s okay. I want to get home as quickly as we can.” As I’m talking, I pull on his belt and unbuckle it. He reaches for his seat belt and undoes it and I do the same. The alarm doesn’t go off because Brandon disabled it not long after we bought the car. Obviously, this isn’t the first time we’ve done something like this. It won’t be the last time, either.

“It’s still pretty light out,” he mentions, looking around as if it just occurred to him.

“No shit, Sherlock,” I say with a smirk. “Traffic’s pretty light, though.” I tug at his zipper and he lifts his hips enough for me to slide his jeans down enough to free his erection, such as it is. He’s already leaking enough precum that I can easily lubricate my hand and his shaft, but I make a show of licking my hand slowly. I know he can see me do it because he smiles without turning to look at me.

“Are you sure you don’t want me to pull over somewhere?” he asks, all hopeful.

“I’m sure.” I begin to stroke him and he grips the steering wheel just a little tighter. His lips part and I know he’s not going to last long, so I just have to decide if I’m feeling generous or a little bitchy.

Then he solves my dilemma for me by asking me for a story. He side-eyes me and I nod, smiling - I can’t talk with something in my mouth. So, bitchy it is.

“Did I ever tell you about the time I asked Trevor about the black guys on the team?” Trevor was one of my high school boyfriends, captain of the basketball team, and a real dick. Oh, he had a nice dick, too, but that’s not what I mean. He was so… never mind.

“Doesn’t ring a bell,” Brandon responds, his voice a little ragged as I jerk him slowly. He’s down to ten miles below the speed limit so I know I need to make this quick, which shouldn’t be a problem.

“We’d been together for only a few weeks and it was the beginning of the season. We were in his car going at it hot and heavy in the back seat when I asked him if the rumors about Derek Marshall and Deron Garrett were true. You remember them, right?”

“Who could forget them?” he whispers, his dick swelling in my hand, so I ease off a bit.

“Well, just as he sticks his dick in my pussy, I asked him if he saw the new guys in the locker room yet. And if they were really as big as everyone said they were. He wilted on the spot and got so pissed.”

“Is that right?”

I start in again on Brandon’s dick and feel him swelling again almost immediately - clearly my choice of subject matter struck a major chord with him, which doesn’t surprise me all that much. I could see the look in his eyes when he first saw Ja’Quan at the end of the bar.

“That’s right.” I bring him to the brink again and stop. He moans slightly. It’s adorable.

“What happened next?” His voice is almost cracking.

“Well, as I said, Trevor got so pissed at me for bringing up someone else just when he’s getting ready to fuck me, so he pulled my hair and stuck his half-wilted dick in my mouth. It wasn’t the first time he fucked my face but it was the first time he was so pissed when he did it.”

“Did you like that?” He sounds almost pathetic now, so I start stroking him again. Then I notice that we’re passing the golf course just north of Delray so we’re almost home. It’s time to wrap things up.

“I didn’t at first, but the more forceful he got with me, the wetter I got.” I stroke him faster and lean over to nibble his earlobe, something he loves so much. Plus, it allows me to breathe in his ear as I whisper, “And when he came, he jammed his dick so deep into my throat I thought I might drown from all the cum he had.”

Brandon’s dick begins to twitch and he bites his lip so I let go of him. He moans when I sit back in my seat. I watch his discharge leak from the tip of his small but hard dick, not spurting but just leaking out, a perfectly ruined orgasm, which I’ve perfected with a lot of practice over the years we’ve been together. With my husband’s approval, of course.

But here’s the other thing. As I watch my husband’s semen flow gently out of his small, hard dick like water gurgling from a bubbler, I feel heat flooding my womanhood. I get so turned on by this, it’s almost obscene. I’ve never done anything like this with any other man, and I’ve been with a lot of men in my life. Every fiber of my being feels alive and electric as if I’m about to have my own orgasm even though I’m nowhere close to climaxing. Not yet, at least.

We’re down to a crawl now in the car, ten or eleven miles an hour on the speedometer, and I feel compelled to look around for cops or even just another motorist ready to lean on his horn. Luckily, we’re alone on the road and I see our condo complex sign just ahead anyway. I breathe a sigh of relief as Brandon turns into our parking lot and somehow keeps it together enough to navigate our assigned parking space under an overhang and right next to a concrete wall. I don’t know how he does it but he always does. So far, at least.

He shifts into park and turns the ignition off and sighs. He turns to look at me and I smile at him. He smiles back before adjusting his jeans so he can button himself up for the short walk to our door by the complex pool. Our unit is one of the best in the complex, right on the Intracoastal, not far from our parking spot and far from the A1A. Aside from the occasional boat that blasts its horn to announce itself to the drawbridge just south of us, it’s perfect.

“Are you okay?” I ask, more out of politeness than anything. We’ve been playing this game for years now and if there’s anything I know, it’s that Brandon has just gotten exactly what he craves, although I have no idea why. He doesn’t either, so there’s that. All I know is I’m about to get what I want, too. I open my door and turn to get out but he grabs my arm. Not hard, nothing like that - he knows me too well. Just hard enough to make me pause and turn to look at him.

“Thank you,” he says with the most serious look on his face. “I mean it.”

I nod and smile. “My pleasure,” I tell him as I get out of the car and slam the door shut. He finishes adjusting himself and then he takes my hand, my clean hand to walk me to our condo. He keys us in and I grab his head with both hands to kiss him, hard and deep. I’m still a little tipsy from the game but more than anything I’m horny as hell, from the beers, from The Breakers, and most of all, from Ja’Quan. Not to mention ruining Brandon’s orgasm. I do love being bitchy sometimes. A lot of the time, truth be told.

I unbutton his shirt as he does the same for mine, and we scatter clothes all the way to the bedroom from the front door like some cheesy ‘90s rom-com movie. We’re naked when we hit the bed and I climb onto it and position myself like the queen he makes me feel like, my head against the pillows and my body open and available to my ever-pleasing husband. He crawls between my legs and grabs my thighs, pulling me away from the headboard slightly. He kisses my mound and licks my pussy playfully, almost teasingly but more just a prompt for me to grab his hair and pull his face into my womanhood. He lets me, of course. He knows how much I love this, and I know how much he loves pleasing me.

Pleasure surges throughout my body as his tongue touches my clit. I let go of his hair for the moment so I can touch my breasts and tweak my nipples. They are hard as pebbles and my pleasure only intensifies when I massage my breasts with my palms. I gasp and arch my back and clamp my eyes shut to luxuriate in the feeling of pure bliss. Brandon slips his tongue into my folds - he has an unnaturally long tongue - and I suck in a breath at the sheer sensual deliciousness of it. I reach for his hair again and pull his mouth back up to my clit, pushing me closer to the edge of a monumental release. But I fight to hold it back because I know from experience that the longer I wait the better it will be.

Another few minutes of edging - Brandon is as good at it as I am but with different goals and results in mind - has me thrashing my head back and forth as he licks me and I fondle my own breasts. Then he shifts himself around and I almost lose it, because I know what’s coming. He’s got his arm up underneath his body so he can press his thumb into my vagina while still licking my clit. I’m so close now but I fight to hold off. I’m at the precipice and he knows it. He pushes his thumb deep inside me and it’s so incredible, but then he ups the ante again as his middle finger grazes my asshole. I’m so wet that his finger is completely lubricated, and he pushes it slowly, sensually into my dark passage. I’m almost incoherent as his fingers probe my depths while his tongue stimulates my nub. I let go of my nipples and grip the sheet. He inserts another finger into my asshole, then another, and I leap into the abyss, letting myself go and screaming as I climax so hard I must be losing consciousness.

“Oh, fuck,” I gasp. “Oh, god, oh god, oh god oh god.” A tsunami of pleasure engulfs me and carries me away as my clit throbs and my pussy and ass clench so hard on Brandon’s fingers, which only serves to magnify the incredible sensations that send me reeling.

Finally, I collapse, spent. Obliterated. Brandon slips his fingers out of my holes and rolls off the bed, headed for the bathroom to wash up. I can’t open my eyes but I hear the water running. I almost nod off until I feel him climb onto the bed and lie next to me, kissing my lips gently but not insistently. He knows exactly what to do and he does it, every time.

God, how I love this man.
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Brandon

I watch Mattie sleep for a while after we made love. I’m too keyed up to doze off and I had nowhere near as much alcohol as she did, so sleep is not coming to me, nor do I want it to. I’m more than content to just lie next to my wife and think about how lucky I am to have her. I know it sounds corny as hell but it’s true. I still can’t believe it.

After I went away to college in the east, Mattie stayed in California. I found this out long after the fact because,as I mentioned, we didn’t stay in touch. I got a degree in computer science on needs-based scholarships and a ton of student loans, then I moved back to Tarzana, not because my mom lived there but with the unconscious hope that I would find Mattie still living in town. Now, I know what you’re thinking - I could have looked her up on social media or even in the phone book, assuming that’s still a thing, but this wasn’t a plan I cooked up. It wasn’t even a hope that I had - in the five years I went to school with Mattie, I never had the balls to ask her out, and we were never really even friends, just passing acquaintances, the kind you have in high school. If I couldn’t even be her friend when we were in the same building day in and day out, what were the odds that I could get anything going now that we hadn’t seen each other in years?

So I came home with nothing in mind except to get a job and help my mom out as best I could. With my degree and the effects of the financial crisis receding from the tech world, I found myself in high demand. I job hopped to good effect in those early years and moved to various parts of the LA area as various opportunities presented themselves. I got pretty good at advancing my career and at the same time, I also got better at talking to and even impressing women, something I struggled with in college. Mostly because I am not what you would call well-endowed. Quite the contrary, I’m small where it counts. Below average. Well below average. Which I knew and which came across whenever I met someone I liked.

But sometimes, being functionally inadequate in one area brings out compensating factors in other areas. I found that some of the women who gave me a chance, once they got a look at my unimpressive equipment, were more than happy for me to use my mouth instead. One girl I dated for a short while told me that I had a very long tongue and she wished I’d not be so invasive when I kissed her, but she was smart enough to recognize that however annoying my tongue was in one venue, it might be just the opposite in another, more sensual area of her body. Which proved to be my turning point. Suddenly, I had much more confidence and that came across as well. I found myself, if not a player, at least I was somewhat in the game.

Then I reconnected with Mattie, and everything was different. Just not at first.

“Hey there, sleepyhead,” I whisper as she begins to stir. She glances at me and blinks her gorgeous blue eyes.

“Wow, how long have I been out?” she murmurs.

“About an hour. Are you hungry?”

“Starving. Do we have anything in the fridge?” She sits up and reaches for her bathrobe at the end of the bed. “I’ll just be a minute,” she says as she heads for the bathroom.

“Take your time, I’ll put something together for dinner.” I do a fair amount of the cooking - honestly, I do all the cooking - as I’m more interested in eating than Mattie is. She’s constantly weighing herself, her one vanity, and it’s always a struggle to get her to eat more than enough to starve a bird. There was a time I thought she had anorexic tendencies but she’s just really conscious about her weight.

Not that I’m complaining - she’s got a killer body.

I throw on some clothes and head to the kitchen to scrounge up something for us to eat when I notice the business card on the kitchen table. I pick it up and smile. Ja’Quan must have given it to Mattie when I wasn’t looking. I’m surprised to learn that he runs a landscaping company in West Palm Beach. I don’t know why I thought he might be more than a glorified gardener - meeting him at a hotel where the average room runs over a grand a night or the really nice suit he was wearing had a lot to do with it, I’m sure - but I just didn’t imagine him cutting lawns for a living. I put the card down and start in on dinner.

“Hey, there,” Mattie says when she wraps her arms around me from behind. “That was really nice, if I didn’t say so earlier.” I turn around in her arms and kiss her lips - she has the most amazing lips, by the way - and she lets me. My wife loves kissing me and I love kissing her. She has no issue with how long my tongue is. None. In either venue.

“I had fun,” I tell her when we break away from devouring each other. “We should do that more often.” She walks to the fridge to pull out a bottle of wine and I go back to the stove to continue working on dinner when I ask her, “When did Ja’Quan give you his business card?”

She turns and looks at me with pure astonishment. “What are you talking about?”

“His card. It was right here on the table.” I glance at her and she’s still looking confused.

“I didn’t take his card. He tried to give it to me but I told him no thanks.”

I look at the card again. It’s a little bent, almost as if it’s been crumpled. And it’s right next to my phone and keys. “I guess he must have slipped it in my jacket pocket.”

“You didn’t take it from him?” Mattie asks with a doubtful tone.

“No, why would I?”

“Well, why would I?” She counters quickly. “I don’t want to see him again. And we live in a condo. What would we need a landscaper for?”

I shoot her a look. “Seriously, Mattie? You really think that’s why he wanted us to have his number?”

She turns a deep shade of red and looks away from me. And it dawns on me. “And how did you know he’s a landscaper, anyway? If you never saw his card?” Suddenly, that story she told me in the car on the way home makes a lot more sense to me. Mattie has always maintained that she’s not attracted to black men and I haven’t pressed her on it, even though I’ve been a big fan of interracial porn for years. Interracial cuckold porn, to be precise.

“It’s okay, Mattie,” I whisper, trying to soothe her. She’s usually not like this, not at all. Like I said in the bar, she's not easily embarrassed. “What’s going on?”

“Nothing,” she says in an unconvincing tone. “It’s nothing, really.”

“What’s nothing?” I caress her back.

“I really don’t want to talk about it, Brandon.” She slips away from my embrace and goes back to the fridge. “Did you find something for us to eat?”

I look at the stove where I’ve already got leftovers warming up. I lean against the kitchen table and fold my arms. “But there’s something bothering you, even if you don’t want to talk about it, right?”

She turns and glares at me, a look that almost always ends whatever we’re disagreeing about. But I’m determined to stand my ground this time. I don’t budge or back down.

“Let’s just eat, okay?”

“No, I want to know what’s bothering you, Mats. I don’t want to just sweep this away, you know?” I’m always on the lookout for a chink in our relationship since it’s so incredible to me that we even have a relationship, let alone one that’s gone on for half a decade now. Mattie could up and leave me tomorrow and no one, not even my own mother, would be surprised. So, I’m always a little on edge.

But she seems to be standing firm as well, leaning against the kitchen counter and not meeting my eyes. We stand there, stalemated, for what seems like an eternity. Finally, she rolls her eyes and looks me square in the face. “It’s not fair, Brandon. It’s just not.”

My heart rate leaps. “What’s not fair, Mattie?”

She waves me off and begins to walk away. I grab her wrist, not hard enough to stop her, just enough to indicate I want her to stop. Which, thankfully, she does. She looks at me again and tears are flowing down her cheeks.

“What did I do?” I ask, stunned.

“You didn’t do anything, don’t you get it? I’m the one who’s being unfair, not you.”

“Wait, what?” She gently twists her wrist free from my grasp and walks into our small living room. I go back to the stove to turn off the heat and then join her. She’s wiping her tears when I sit next to her, but when I try to put my arm around her shoulders, she shakes me off.

“I just can’t take you being all nice about it right now, Brandon. I just can’t.”

“Being nice about what?” This is a first - I’m in trouble for being nice?

“You’re always nice, Brandon. It’s so infuriating.” She looks away from me.

“Seriously?”

She sighs. “No, not really. It’s why I love you. But it’s just too much to take, sometimes. You’re so nice. Why can’t you ever be bad, like me?”

“What in the world are you talking about, Mattie?” I wait but she doesn’t seem to want to tell me what’s eating away at her, even though something clearly is. But she touched on a subject we’ve visited before, and not in a good way, although I have no idea what I can do about it. “Is this about…”

“Stop, Brandon. Just stop, okay? I said I don’t want to talk about it, or didn’t I make myself clear?”

“Clear as glass, Mattie.” I walk back to the stove and turn on the heat again. I mean, what more can I do? I was born this way, and she knows it. She married me knowing this would never change. So she’s right. It’s not fair. Not even a little bit.
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Mattie

Brandon and I eat dinner in relative silence, exchanging just a few words here and there about things that don’t matter. I know I’ve confused him but I don’t know how to explain what’s going on without hurting him, the last thing I want to do. The food is excellent even if it spent a few days in the fridge - say what you will about my husband, he’s an excellent cook - and I clean up the dishes quickly while he sits in the living room watching something on TV. When I finally finish my end of our nightly sharing of household responsibilities, I join him and switch off the TV. He looks at me, unsurprised but obviously concerned. We hardly ever fight and never about anything important, so this is going to be hard. It’s been so many years since I’ve had to confront a man about anything, let alone this.

“I owe you an apology for lying to you,” I tell him in as soft a voice as I can manage. “I don’t know what came over me, but when you mentioned Ja’Quan’s card, I just panicked. That’s no excuse but it is what happened.”

“Why would you panic about something like that?” he asks so gently I almost want to cry. This man never ever loses his temper and I love that so much. I love him so much.

“Because I was ashamed. I am ashamed. I should have just owned up to it from the start but it’s so, I don’t know… Embarrassing, I guess.” I haven’t been able to look my husband in the eyes as I’m talking to him, but now I do. His eyes are loving, concerned, not angry, not resentful. I’m not surprised but so grateful.

“Why would that be embarrassing?” He doesn’t even mention my being ashamed.

“Because there was no reason for me to take his card - no good reason, at least. Like I said, what do we need a landscaper for?”

“And as I said…”

I cut him off. “I know,” I tell him a little too harshly. “I know,” I repeat myself with more kindness. I’m trying, I really am.

“So this is about…?”

I fidget and look away again. My tears begin running down my cheeks. “Yes,” I whisper. “I don’t know what came over me. It was all just so quick when he offered it to me at the bar. I didn’t really think it through.”

Brandon reaches for my hand and I have to force myself to let him take it in his. I really feel so bad that I don’t want him to touch me, which makes no sense but it’s what I’m feeling. I really don’t deserve him. I really don’t.

“It’s okay, Mattie. It’s nothing, really. I don’t understand why you’re so upset about this.”

I gently pull my hand away from his and wipe my tears with both hands. I look at him. I look long and hard, then I tell him. “I’m upset because I knew exactly what he was doing when he offered me his card, and I knew exactly what I was doing, too.”

He doesn’t flinch. He doesn’t jump off the couch and scream at me as he should. He doesn’t hit me, not that I deserve something like that but it’s happened before. Not with Brandon, which is why I’m with Brandon, but with other men. Men who weren’t good for me, who didn’t love me the way my husband does. Men who wanted to control me. Men who weren’t good for me at all. Not like my husband, who is so good for me.

“Is that why you’re so upset?” he asks. “Because you want to see him again?”

“Shouldn’t I be?” I look at him hard. “Isn’t that awful of me?”

He looks at me for a long time without responding. Finally, he whispers, “Maybe not.”

Now it’s my turn to stare. “What did you say?” I ask at last.

“Maybe it’s not so awful of you to want to see him again.” He cocks an eyebrow at me.

“Why would you say something like that?” I ask while trying to keep myself from wanting him to tell me it’s okay.

“Look, I know what you gave up to be with me, Mattie.” We talked about it a million times when we first got together five years ago. I never felt like he believed me when I told him I was fine with it. Now I’m beginning to realize that maybe he was right.

But I can’t think that way, not now. Not after three years of marriage. I’m no prude - far from it. I know married people cheat on each other all the time. But that doesn’t make it right. And it doesn’t make it okay for me to even think about doing something like that to Brandon.

“We’ve been over this and over this, honey,” I tell him. “I don’t mind, really. You make me so happy in so many ways, in all the ways that really matter. That doesn’t matter, not really. Not to me. And we’re married. That means so much to me as well. I love you so much, Brandon, and I’d never do anything to hurt you.”

He listens without comment. When I finish, he sits back against the couch cushion and sighs. Suddenly, I feel as if I’ve done something that’s upsetting him and it’s got nothing to do with the business card or Ja’Quan. I tilt my head and raise my eyebrows to prod him to talk to me, to tell me what’s going on with him, because for as much as I love him, I still don’t understand him. Not really.

“What?” I finally ask.

“I don’t really know how to explain it.”

“You have to try.”

He sighs again. “When we first got together, I thought I’d died and gone to heaven, I was so happy.” He told me about how he felt when we were in school together and I was shocked. I never really knew how he felt back then. “And I knew why you settled for me.”

“I didn’t settle for you, Brandon. How can you say that?”

“Because it’s true, Mattie. It’s always been true, but you never did anything to prove it until now.”

I take his hands in mine. “It’s not true, Brandon. I love the way we are together. I love the way you make love to me. There’s nothing about it that I don’t love.”

“Then why did you take Ja’Quan’s card? Is it because he’s black?”

“No, and you know it. That’s never mattered to me.”

“And I believe you. But you did take his card, Mats. A part of you, even if you can’t admit it, even to yourself, wants to see if the rumors about black men are true.”

I let go of his hands and lean away from him. “You’re wrong, Brandon,” I say in a soft voice. “Besides, what does it matter? I’m married - we’re married. That’s the important thing here.”

He looks at me again, as if he’s brewing up to something. “What if I was okay with it?”

“Okay with what?” I think I know but he has to be explicit. We can’t afford any misunderstandings about something like this. And I realize that maybe he’s right - I do want it. More than I realized.

“With you seeing Ja’Quan,” he says with a catch in his voice. “With you fucking him,” he whispers.

“That’s crazy, Brandon. I don’t know him. We just met him, for what, twenty minutes? And how would that make you feel? Wouldn’t you be crushed if anything happened?”

“Not necessarily, Mattie. I mean, I’ve always felt like you were too good for me, and as much as it drove me crazy, I kind of liked it, too. Knowing that I might lose you made it like I was walking on a tightrope over a deep canyon. It was a thrill.”

“Is that why you like it when I make fun of you when we fool around?” I never understood that. The more I made fun of how small he was, the hotter the sex when we got home. As if he was trying to prove something. Like today. “Is that what this is all about, Brandon? You want me to humiliate you by sleeping with someone else?”

“No, not really. Or maybe I should say, not entirely. Mostly I want you to be satisfied, Mats. I love it when I make you cum, but I know it’s not what it could be because, well, you know.”

He really is small. But I don’t care. Not really, as I’ve told him a thousand times.

He goes on. “But the thought of you with a guy like Ja’Quan, assuming he’s got what it takes, makes me so excited. I’m hard as steel just thinking about it.”

“I’m so confused, Brandon. I really am. If you slept with another woman, I’d be devastated. Why don’t you feel the same way about me sleeping with another man?”

He hesitates again but finally, he admits what I’ve never heard from him before. “Because you’re so much better than me.”

“No I’m not,” I protest, weakly.

He rolls his eyes. “Oh, come on, Mattie. You know it’s true. I’m a dweeb and you’re a goddess.”

“Don’t say that, Brandon.”

“Even if we don’t talk about it, you know it’s true. Why do you think I get such a kick out of our little bar game? I love walking up on some poor sap and ruining his day like that, but it wouldn’t work at all if I looked like you do. That would make sense, you with a great-looking guy. But when they see me, it absolutely crushes them. Don’t you see how much fun that is for me?”

I just sit there, stunned. I had no idea.

“And then, when you make some comment about how small I am where it counts, that’s just the cherry on the sundae. It’s like the best thing ever, because, one, it’s true, two, it makes them feel even worse about themselves, and three, it’s so embarrassing for me to be called out like that by my own wife. Don’t you get it?”

I shake my head. “I don’t get it, Brandon. I mean, I thought you just liked being looked up to, that you were proud of me. Not that you were embarrassed to be what you think you are.”

“But one is tied to the other. If I looked like Chris Hemsworth or even just some good-looking nobody, it wouldn’t be nearly as much fun. But the humiliation is the kicker for me.”

“Why? Why do you like being humiliated?”

“I have no idea. Why did you always gravitate to guys who had big dicks and treated you like shit before we got together?”

“I told you, it wasn’t by choice. Those guys were the only ones who had the balls to approach me. I don’t know why.”

He snorts. “Of course you do. It’s because you intimidate the hell out of everybody - men, women, the whole enchilada. The big-swinging-dick types were the only ones who thought they had a chance, but then they treated you like shit. Not that I’m complaining, far from it. If one of those Neanderthals had any sense at all, he would have treated you like the goddess you are and you’d be married to him. I lucked out, pure and simple. I know it, and you know it.”

“So what makes you think Ja’Quan is going to be any different than those guys?”

“I don’t know - maybe he won’t be. But I just got a sense from talking to him, even for just a few minutes, that he might be different. And you did, too. Otherwise, you wouldn’t have taken his card.”

We sit there staring at each other for a long moment. Finally, I ask, “You really think so?”

He nods. “I think it’s worth a shot.” He slides toward me and wraps his arm around my shoulders. “Let’s do this. I reach out to him and tell him that the condo complex is looking for a new landscape maintenance company to take care of the grounds. Lord knows we could use one. I’ll invite him over and see what happens. If he’s a big dick in every sense of the word, well, we haven’t lost anything but an hour of our time.”

“You’re sure you want to do this?”

“I’ve been sure of only one thing in my life, Mattie, but this is a good bet. I can feel it in my boner.”

We laugh and go back to the bedroom.
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Brandon

“We’ve got fifty units, all totaled,” I tell Ja’Quan as I show him the complex the following Saturday afternoon. “So we can afford a decent monthly maintenance contract. And as you can see, the firm that’s doing it now is not giving us our money’s worth.”

He glances around at the overgrown common area outside our main entrance, adding, “You got that right.” I’ve never seen a maintenance crew do anything since we moved in. That’s not to say they haven’t but there’s not much evidence of any work being done - the beds are overgrown and weed-infested. “This isn’t the kind of thing I usually do, but I’ll give y’all a quote, just the same.”

We’re strolling down the outdoor corridor that lines the courtyard of the complex, headed to the back to our unit. Mattie is waiting for us to finish the quick tour. Ja’Quan has yet to see her as we met in the parking lot by the lobby just to let him know I was serious when I asked him to come over. He seems to be, if not convinced, then pretty good at playing along with my ruse. Little does he know that I don’t have any sway with the condo board to hire him.

“What’s your main business, Ja’Quan?” I didn’t look at his website before I called him.

“I mostly do commercial design and new construction these days, but I started out doing mostly maintenance like this back in the day. I have a few clients that I’m still taking care of, mostly in Palm Beach.”

“How big is your company?” I ask, embarrassed that I misjudged him and his business. I thought he did a lot of the physical labor himself.

“It varies with the job flow and such, but I usually have between fifty and a hundred men working for me, especially this time of year.”

“Really?” I give him a look and he just smiles. “Sorry, I thought this would be something you’d be interested in.”

“Oh, I’m real interested, Brandon. Don’t get me wrong. I been around long enough to know that you got to be open-minded about any inquiry. You never know where it’s going to lead.”

I look at him again but if he’s being coy about suspecting the real reason he’s here, he doesn’t show it. Not that it would make any difference to me. In fact, I like the idea that he knows why he’s really here, if that’s the case.

“Our unit, Mattie and mine, is back here by the pool,” I say as we turn a corner and the small pool area comes into view. “You remember Mattie, right?” I glance at him and he doesn’t quite roll his eyes but it’s close.

“Yeah, Brandon,” he says with a barely straight face. “I remember your wife.” He hits the last word just a little bit too hard, it seems to me.

“I’m sure she'd love to say hi, if you’ve got the time,” I offer.

“Sounds good.”

We walk to the door and I unlock it. Mattie is standing at the sink where I’m sure she saw us walking toward our unit. She gives me a quick look and grabs a dish towel to wipe her hands. “Hey, honey. You remember Ja’Quan, don’t you?” I say as I step inside and he follows me. Mattie turns to face us and the look on her face is priceless - she’s trying to hide her nervousness and failing miserably.

“Hi, Ja’Quan,” she says without overdoing it. “Nice to see you again.”

“Mattie,” he says with a slight nod and a smile. “Good to see you, too.”

“Can I get you something to drink?” I ask.

“A beer, if you’ll join me.”

“I can do that.” I walk past Mattie to the fridge and give her a look. She’s still standing near the sink, almost frozen in place. I nod toward the living room and she blinks, then moves in that direction.

“Nice place you two have here,” Ja’Quan says as he walks to the back window. “Right on the Intracoastal, too.”

“We like it,” Mattie says as I uncap the beer bottles. I walk around the partition into the living room and hand Ja’Quan his beer, then motion for him to sit on the couch next to Mattie. I sit in a chair I never sit in and Mattie gives me a look. I smile and nod, then turn to Ja’Quan who’s smiling at me. A knowing, almost lascivious smile that makes my stomach drop and my dick hard.

“So, what’s the plan here, Mattie?” Ja’Quan asks while still smiling at me. Then he turns to look at my wife. “Should I talk to you or your husband about this?”

Mattie turns to look at me with concern, almost panic, in her eyes. “About the condo contract?” she asks unconvincingly.

“No,” Ja’Quan says in a deep, serious voice. “Not about the condo contract.” I hadn’t noticed before this moment just how deep his voice is. Maddie turns to look at him but she’s not answering him. So I do.

“You’ve done this before, as you mentioned at the hotel,” I say to Ja’Quan.

“Many times.” He keeps his eyes on Mattie.

“Away from the hotel?” I ask.

“Many times.”

“Well, it’s our first time, so maybe you can tell us how it usually goes,” I say with a slight break in my voice. I’m even more nervous than I realized.

He looks at me. “First time? Really? So you always just lead the poor saps at the bar on and never close the deal?”

“I never lead anyone on,” Mattie manages to say, but with a very defensive tone.

“Doesn’t matter,” Ja’Quan says with a slight wave. “As long as we’re clear about what this is,” he adds with a slightly menacing tone. “I don’t want you two shining me on. We clear?”

I answer, “Crystal clear, Ja’Quan.”

“But…” Mattie says, then stops. “What if…?”

He holds up his hands. “Naw, it ain’t like that, Mattie. You can always change your mind and walk away, no worries. I’ll never force anything on you, just to be clear. You want to stop, we stop. But I don’t want any of that shit you pulled on the old dude at the hotel, where he never had a chance.” He turns to me. “Did he?”

“No, he didn’t,” I admit.

“Yeah, what’s up with that? You get your rock off stringing guys along or something?”

“Something like that.” I don’t want to elaborate and Ja’Quan seems fine to let it go. He turns back to Mattie.

“So, as I said before, how do you want this to go, Mattie? You want me to take you out dancing or something? Make it like we’re on a date? Or are we ready to get down and dirty right here, right now?”

Mattie turns to me with indecision and fear in her eyes. I didn’t expect Ja’Quan to be so direct either but she’s clearly distraught. Which, I have to admit, surprises me, given her past. And thrills me, as well. She really has left the party-girl part of her behind since she married me.

So why am I trying to resurrect it?

“Okay, I think I see how it is,” Ja’Quan says as he stands up from the couch. “But let me ask you one last question before I go - which one of you wanted to do this, really?”

I glance at Mattie but she’s still looking like the proverbial deer in the headlights. So I turn back to Ja’Quan and tell him it was my idea. He nods. He takes a step toward the front door but stops and looks back.

“Tell you what. Why don’t I leave you both with something a little more real to think about?” He’s looking at me but it feels like he’s talking mostly to Mattie. When he turns to look at her, he offers her his hand. She takes it and stands up, and he pulls her gently to him. She allows him to. Neither of us has said a word but it’s clear he’s not waiting for an answer.

He gently takes her into his arms and kisses her. It’s not a forceful, aggressive kiss, but quite tender, almost tentative. He backs off immediately but holds on to her, his hands sliding down to her hips. She’s clearly uncomfortable but she’s not trying to break free from his light embrace, either. It’s almost a stalemate and it is, quite frankly, fascinating to watch. The contrast between them is extraordinary. Mattie is so light and Ja’Quan is so dark. I’m mesmerized.

He kisses my wife again, a bit more insistent but still with respect. It’s as if he’s inviting her to respond but not forcing it at all. It’s up to her. His hands remain on her hips - he’s not exploring her body at all, just holding her without plastering his body onto hers. Waiting. He keeps his lips closed and then back off and looks at her. She’s just staring at him, her eyes wide and focused. I’m no longer in the room as far as they’re concerned.

Then he kisses her again, a longer kiss that gently escalates into more than what came before. His lips envelop hers, and his tongue explores her mouth when she parts her lips to allow him to. He pulls her to him and where there was a gap before, now there’s none. If he’s hard - and how could he not be? - she must feel his erection pressed against her belly. She doesn’t kiss him back as much as she allows him to kiss her, a passive, almost submissive act that hits me hard. Her hands remain hanging at her side, not embracing him but not pushing him away, either. It’s a seriously erotic thing to see.

And then it’s over. He breaks free from the kiss, stares into her eyes for a second or two, then turns to walk away. He doesn’t say another word but quickly exits through the front door. We watch him go and then turn to look at each other.

“Do you want me to go get him to come back?” I ask my wife, not knowing what she’ll say or what I want her to say.

She surprises me. “No, don’t do that. Kiss me, Brandon. Taste him on me.”

Fuck.
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The next weekend, I find myself driving to The Breakers for Sunday brunch. Brandon stayed home. I’m meeting Ja’Quan at the hotel.

I’m wearing a demur sundress that Brandon suggested this morning when I was getting ready. I was going to go with slacks and a nice blouse but he said I should dress up, if only just a little. And when I slipped into an old pair of flip-flops, he went to my closet and pulled out my sexiest high heels, and handed them to me without saying a word.

“It’s like you’re serving me up to him on a silver platter,” I said as I put on the shoes. He didn’t respond.

We talked only once about it all week, a long discussion after Ja’Quan left our place, right after Brandon made love to me. I asked him why he was so interested in giving me to another man and he told me he wasn’t sure, but he was sure that it was something that excited him so much even if he didn’t understand it.

“Don’t you love me?” I asked, knowing he does but wanting him to tell me.

“More than anything. That’s why I want you to do this.”

“You know that makes no sense to me.”

He smiled. “It makes no sense to me either.”

Then he made love to me again, something that he never does.

So, here I am, a week later, heading off for a date with a man I barely know for the first time in over five years. In some ways, it’s exciting - not knowing how it will turn out but with a good idea of how it will go if I let it. It’s an old feeling, one I thought I’d left behind when I married Brandon - putting myself in the hands of another human being. With my husband, I’m in charge. Now, I’m not. It’s exhilarating, scary, hot as hell, and crazy. As I said, I thought I’d left crazy behind years ago.

When I reconnected with Brandon back then and we fell in love, my life changed so much. For the first time I was treated with respect, and deference even, and I loved it. The men I was with before Brandon used me for their own purposes, something I knew subconsciously at the time but could do nothing to prevent or even stop. More than once I had to give up everything to get away from abusive relationships, only to fall right into another one and start the cycle all over again. It wasn’t until Brandon came back into my world that I was able to put an end to the madness.

So, what am I doing now? This feels different but familiar and not in a good way. I love my husband and don’t want to do anything to hurt him or our relationship, but he is hell-bent on pushing me into something I thought I’d left behind. I know I could say I don’t want this, but it wouldn’t be true. A part of me wants to revisit that part of my past that scares me, to see if I can handle it, to see if it’s as exciting and dangerous as it was all those years ago. Am I crazy? Maybe. Is Brandon? We’ll see.

I pull into the huge parking lot at the hotel and head inside. Ja’Quan said he would meet me in the hotel lobby. I walk toward the towering seven-story hotel, past the fountain out front, and into the building. The crowd is enormous for a Sunday morning but I expected as much. The hotel is famous for its brunch and tourists come from all over the country to pay $200 per person for the privilege. I was impressed when Ja’Quan picked this place for our ‘date’.

“Mattie,” he calls out from my left as I move through the crowd. I turn and see him and he looks great, even better than I remember when we met him here at the bar. He’s wearing a suit and tie and he looks more like the kind of person who would stay here at the hotel, at two grand a night, then the gardener I originally took him for. He’s smiling as he moves my way and when he approaches, I see he’s going to kiss me. Which thrills me and scares me and I have no idea what to do, so I let him. His lips meet mine and the feeling is electric. In my mind, everyone in sight is looking at us, wondering what that married white woman is doing kissing a black man she only just met a couple of weeks ago.

Clearly, I’m losing my mind.

“You look amazing, Mattie,” he says as he offers me his arm. He walks me through the lobby to the cavernous dining hall where brunch is served. The room is incredible, round for the most part, with a huge chandelier at the center of a domed ceiling and two-story windows that look out over the Atlantic Ocean.

The hostess seats us in a veritable sea of tables and I can’t help but feel like she’s judging me, which is clearly absurd but I can’t shake it. I glance around at the families and older couples at the neighboring tables, looking for signs that they see me for what I am. For what I’m doing.

“Earth to Mattie,” Ja’Quan says for the second or third time, bringing me back to the here and now.

“Sorry.” I take a menu from the server, a man, thankfully, and look at it carefully without seeing it at all. “What were you saying?” I ask Ja’Quan.

“I said you can relax, Mattie, or I should be saying that. What I was trying to ask you was how you’re doing. But I can see that this is a little much for you, at least for right now.” He’s looking at me with his eyes on mine but all I can think about is how big his cock was when he pressed it against me last weekend in my living room. How am I going to do this?

“No, I’m fine. Sorry.” I glance at the menu again but it’s like it’s printed in a foreign language.

“Do you like Champagne, or something else?”

I look up. “Oh, whatever you think.”

He waves to the server and orders a bottle of Dom Perignon. I’m studying the incomprehensible menu when I realize the server is waiting for me to hand it to him - apparently, it’s just a drink menu.

“Mattie, you’re so uptight. Settle down, girl. Nothing’s going to happen if you don’t want it to. Enjoy brunch, if nothing else. We’re just getting to know each other if that’s all you want this to be.”

He seems so kind that I begin to relax a little. “You really didn’t have to go to this kind of expense for me,” I tell him. “Brandon and I have never come here for brunch.”

“Well, then, I feel honored that you allowed me to pop your brunch cherry at The Breakers, Mattie.” He smiles at me and I’m sure I’m blushing. Which is absurd. “Too much?” he asks with a laugh. “Come on, lighten up.”

I force a smile and wonder if this was a huge mistake after all. I’m beginning to feel like I’m being pressured, something I thought I was long past. So I decide to say so. “Actually, it was too much, Ja’Quan. This is really hard for me.”

He raises his hands in mock surrender. “Noted, Mattie. I’ll be nothing but the perfect gentleman from now on, okay?” He smiles again and it strikes me just how gorgeous he is.

“Let’s start over,” he says. “How was your week?”

We exchange pleasantries for a few minutes about his company and my lack of employment and how I need to get a job but I just love lounging by the pool and Brandon’s okay with it but only to a point and we’re getting to the end of that. Finally, when the Champagne arrives, I signal that I want the conversation to take a more serious turn as we toast our new whatever-this-is.

“So, let me ask you something, Ja’Quan. When you came here to the hotel bar two weeks ago, did you really expect to meet someone, a hotwife, I think you called it?”

He smiles and shoots me a look. “Of course.”

“Besides me, I mean.”

“So do I.” He raises an eyebrow.

“Really?”

He stops smiling. “Let’s get one thing straight, Mattie. When I tell you something, you can take it to the bank. I will never, ever, lie to you. About anything. Clear?”

“Yes.” I wait but he doesn’t seem inclined to go on. So I press him. “Did you meet another woman and sleep with her, here at the hotel?”

“I did.” Again, he doesn’t elaborate.

I just sit and stare at him, amazed. “Can I ask you a question?”

“Sure, fire away.”

“Why am I here? If you can just show up at the hotel and find a woman to sleep with, why go to all the trouble of all this?” I glance around at the huge dining room.

He smiles and leans back in his chair. “Really? You don’t know?”

“I really don’t.”

“Okay, let me spell it out for you, Mattie.” He leans close, really close, and I follow his lead. Our heads are mere inches apart. “Because you’re special,” he stage-whispers.

“How do you know that? We kissed. Maybe I’m not.” I know that’s not true but he doesn’t.

“I don’t know, but it almost doesn’t matter.” Again, he doesn’t elaborate. Which kind of pisses me off.

“So, I’m just a pretty face and a nice body? That’s all you see in me?”

“Nope, not at all. I think you’re pretty for sure, but it’s more than that. You’ve got that special something that’s hard to put into words. It’s like that old dude said about porn - I can’t define it but I know it when I see it.”

“So I remind you of porn?”

He frowns slightly, not losing his smile completely, but clearly, I’m frustrating him. “Let me try coming at this from a different angle. I don’t know you, Mattie, and you don’t know me. But I know enough about myself to see that you’re exactly what I want in a woman. You’re young, you're beautiful, and most importantly, you’re blonde.” He leans back again. “Come on, surely you know that your hair is something special, especially for someone like me.”

“Someone like you?”

He sighs, his smile gone. “A black man in America.”

“What does that matter?”

“Aside from personal preference, I have no idea. I just know it does.” He takes another sip of his wine. “Ask Brandon. I’m sure it’s a thing for him, too. You said something about having boyfriends before you got married. Didn’t they make a big deal out of the way you looked? All California surfer girl and everything?”

Now it’s my turn to sit back. I know it did matter to a lot of the men I dated or wound up living with. Even more so, I know the way I looked intimidated a lot of men, my husband included when we were in school together. It’s why I wound up with so many assholes - they were the only ones who weren’t intimidated by my looks. Or so I came to believe.

“There’s some truth to what you’re saying, I’ll admit.”

He nods and leans in again. “Of course there is. This country has put a premium on beautiful women for as long as anyone can remember, especially blondes like yourself. It’s the top of the white-privilege pyramid. Nobody’s whiter than you, Mattie.”

“So, it’s a racial thing for you?”

“Somewhat.” He almost snorts. “Isn’t being with me a racial thing for you?”

I don’t answer but I don’t have to. How can it not be?

“And look, I’m not talking about dragging you around so I can show you off. I’m sure you had enough of that all your life. If we never went out in public together or were seen anywhere at all, I’d be okay with that. Just being with you, in the privacy of a quiet bedroom, well, that’s a hell of a reward for me just knowing that it’s happening, period. It’s fucking awesome, frankly.”

I try to process everything he’s saying but it’s making my head spin. I never looked at the way I look like this before. White privilege? I’m not sure it’s true at all, but I can’t refute what he’s saying because it’s his way of looking at things. I may not see it the same way but I can’t diminish or disrespect his opinion just because I don’t agree with it.

“Now,” he goes on. “That said, I would love nothing better than to take you out and show you off. Black clubs, and white shindigs, everything. It don’t really matter to me. Hell, I could walk you through a supermarket and it would be a kick and a half - all those people looking at us and thinking, what the hell?”

“So you want to rub their noses in their racism?”

“I don’t give a flying fuck why they notice us. I just love the fact that I get to walk you around and show you off, if that’s what we do.” He leans close again. “Course, most of all, I want to fuck you, Mattie. Long and hard, gentle or rough, however you like it. Doesn’t matter to me. Just so long as I get to fuck you, I’m good.”

The memory of last weekend, with Ja’Quan kissing me and the feel of his cock against my belly comes roaring back to me. It’s been five years since I got properly fucked by a man with a big dick. I love my husband more than he’ll ever know, but he’s never fucked me the way I know Ja’Quan could fuck me. The way he will fuck me. If I let him.

“Oh, and one more thing, Mattie. I don’t want this to be a one-time thing. I want this to be something special if that’s what we both decide we want. I’m sure it’s what Brandon wants - that boy’s got the word ‘cuck’ practically written on his forehead. I can tell you from long experience, he’ll be on board for us getting together on a regular basis. I can almost guarantee it. So, if you’re at all worried about how he might feel, let me tell you, he’s good. He’ll be real good. So will you.”

I don’t know what to say. I just sit there, staring at him. But my pussy is wet and my nipples are hard at the prospect of letting him have his way with me. I have to admit, if only to myself, he’s got game.

“So, what do you say we head upstairs to my room?”
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Brandon

It’s dark outside when I check my phone for the millionth time since Mattie left this morning for brunch with Ja’Quan. I haven’t heard a buzz or a ping, so I don’t expect to see a text or a missed call. I promised her I wouldn’t call her, that I’d wait until she called me, but it’s been almost twelve hours since she left and more than six hours since I last talked to her, and that was a quick call to ask if she could spend the night if she wanted to. Of course, I told her that would be okay with me.

More than okay, to be honest.

I only wished I told her to let me know if she decided to stay so I wouldn’t be up all night wondering if she’d be coming home before morning or not. Clearly, I didn’t think it through. Or maybe I did without realizing it and my subconscious devised a diabolic way to torture myself even more than I thought possible, because that’s what this is - pure, exquisite torture.

I spent most of the day cleaning the condo and doing laundry. I changed the bed and washed the sheets, emptied and cleaned out the refrigerator, and scrubbed the grout in the bathroom, something I’ve been meaning to do ever since we moved in. I’ve been busy all day trying to keep my mind off what’s going on a few miles to the north of here, but it’s been a fool’s errand. I can’t stop thinking about Ja’Quan fucking my wife.

I cooked my own dinner of course and put some aside for Mattie, but a couple of hours ago I wrapped it up and stuck it in the fridge. I’m watching TV in the living room now, contemplating whether I should just call it a day and go to bed when I hear a key in the door.

“Brandon?” she asks as she opens the door and comes inside. I’m off the couch in a heartbeat and it’s all I can do to not attack her as soon as she’s inside. I stand at a distance to take her in, to see what I can see of what happened today. And tonight. When she turns to look at me, I gasp involuntarily.

“Hi,” she says softly with a shy smile.

“Oh, my god,” I respond without thinking. “What happened?” She’s a mess - her hair is all tangled, and her makeup is either gone or smeared. Her dress is disheveled and looks stained. My dick is so hard it almost hurts.

“Well, do you want me to sit down and tell you about it?”

I think about it for a second. I want to say that I’d rather take her to bed and reclaim her but she looks completely exhausted. I don’t want to come off like an ass so, against my strong desires, I say, “Sure.”

We walk a short distance to the living room and sit on the couch. I give her a bit of space and she doesn’t seem to mind. I’m dying to kiss her but I’m not getting any sense that she’d be receptive. And the idea that she might not be makes me even more excited.

“Well,” she begins, “we had a long talk at brunch but didn’t even get to the food. We did drink some Champagne, though.” She looks at me and I know what she’s thinking - drinking usually relaxes her and puts her in the mood. “So, after paying $400 for brunch, we just went right to his room.”

“He got a room at the hotel?” When she told me she was staying with him she didn’t mention where. I just assumed they went back to his place in West Palm Beach.

“It was spectacular, Brandon. I guess I really underestimated him at first. He must be doing really well with his landscaping business.”

I just nod and keep quiet, as I did the same thing. I feel a bit ashamed about it. “So, you went up to the room…” I prompt her.

“Yeah, sorry. I’m just really tired. Maybe we should just go to bed and I’ll give you all the details in the morning before you go to work.”

I try not to look as disappointed as I feel but she notices. She slides over to me and strokes my cheek. “But you’re really anxious to hear about it, aren’t you?”

I nod, more relieved than I want to let on when she leans in to kiss me. Her gorgeous mouth and sensual lips are swollen and I can taste him on her, almost as much as last week. And when she slips her tongue into my mouth, something she almost never initiates, it occurs to me that she’s giving me a taste of something else, too.

“Uh, did he…?” I ask when we come up for air.

She just smiles and nods. I close my eyes, trying not to cum in my pants.

“Ja’Quan said you’d love it. He’s really done this a lot.”

“What else did he say about me?”

“Well, he told me not to clean up before I left to come home.” She raises an eyebrow and smiles, a knowing, lascivious smile that floors me.

“Really? At all?”

“He said you’d really appreciate that.”

I stand and offer her my hand. She smiles up at me and takes my hand, and I walk her to the bedroom as excited as I’ve been in a very long time. “Maybe you could, you know…?”

“Tell you a bit more while you reclaim me?” she says as she undoes her dress.

God, how I love this woman! “If that’s okay.”

“Well, he was really gentle with me when we first got to his room. He was almost sweet, which I really didn’t expect. We sat on the couch in his room for a while and just made out like a couple of high school kids. I’m sure he was just going slow to make sure I was in the right frame of mind, and I have to say, it really worked. Kissing him was so sexy. His lips are just huge and so delicious. I don’t know why I avoided black men before now.”

“It was a conscious decision for you?” She’s undressed before me and she climbs into the bed and pulls the covers over her body as if she’s hiding something. I race to strip off my own clothes and climb beside her. I pull her into my arms and kiss her again, thinking about what she told me. I don’t know if I can really taste Ja’Quan or if it’s all in my imagination, but it’s incredible either way.

“I’m really tired, Brandon, so I think you should just fuck me without a lot of foreplay if that’s okay.”

Yeah, that works for me.

I climb between her legs and she guides my dick into her pussy. “Can I ask…?” I begin but stop when my dick slides into her. It’s an incredible feeling - she’s so loose and slick from being with Ja’Quan. I’ve read about what it’s like to fuck your wife with another man’s cum in her cunt, and dreamed about it, but the reality is so much more than I could have ever hoped for. The feeling is so sensual, but also so degrading - I’ve been cuckolded.

Suddenly, it occurs to me that I’m sawing in and out of my wife’s pussy with no concern for her. She’s been fucking Ja’Quan all day. “Are you too sore?” I ask at last. “Am I hurting you?”

She smiles. “Oh, honey. That’s so sweet. No, baby, you’re not hurting me. Ja’Quan was so big, and he stretched me so much that I can barely feel you.”

My head almost explodes. My humiliation overwhelms me and I cum almost immediately. I want to cry - I could have fucked Mattie forever and died a happy camper, but my dick didn’t cooperate. Premature ejaculation has never been a problem for me before. But this experience was beyond comprehension. I’m thrilled, devastated, and oddly satisfied. Still, I feel compelled to apologize to my wife for climaxing so quickly.

“It’s fine, honey. I couldn’t possibly have cum again after, well, you know.” She smiled at me and then kissed me again. Then she rolled me onto my side of the bed. “But now I have to get some sleep, Brandon. I’m so worn out.”

She’s sleep-breathing in seconds. I just lie next to her and wonder how our lives are now completely different but it’s exactly what I always wanted. I never told Mattie - I’m not sure I even realized it myself. But this, whatever it was that happened today, is perfect for me. A dream come true. I drift off to sleep with visions of Ja’Quan’s cock deep in my wife’s pussy.

The next morning, I wake up with a raging case of morning wood and wonder if Mattie will be upset if I wake her up to make love to her again. Normally, she’s not inclined to indulge me without at least a good bit of foreplay, but I feel like yesterday changed our relationship forever, and now is the time to let her know what I expect, how I want it to go from here. I’ve never been one to be direct with her - it’s why we’re together, really. Once she had her fill of all the alpha-male assholes who took advantage of her and left her used and unsatisfied, she found me to be just the opposite - a thoughtful, generous, and considerate lover who always put her needs before my own.

Of course, if she shoots me down, I’ll be devastated. Is it worth the risk?

There’s only one way to find out.

Mattie is lying on her side facing away from me as usual - she almost always sleeps on her left side. I ease toward her and she stirs slightly as I press my body against hers. I kiss her shoulder and she moans a bit, not exactly encouraging me but not putting me off, either. I slide my hand down her side and hold her thigh, then I press my erection against her bottom. She doesn’t react. I press a little harder and pull her leg up slightly. She lets me. I slide my hand behind her and caress her butt cheek, then slip my finger into her pussy. She still doesn’t put me off but remains quiet and still. My finger is just at the opening of her folds and she’s still wet. And swollen, from what I can tell. I ease it into her and she moans again, and it’s the absolute sweetest sound in the world - she’s not only okay with it, but she’s into it. That pleasing sound that only a woman who is willing to have sex with you, so perfect, so sexy. Then she goes one step further and pushes back against my hand with her hips.

I don’t wait another second but withdraw my finger from her pussy and grab my dick to aim it at her opening. She pushes back against me again as I ease into her. She’s still so slick and, to my mind, just as loose as last night, which is exactly what I was hoping for. Not that my smaller-than-average dick ever feels all that big in her, but last night and again this morning, it’s as if I’m barely touching the walls of her tunnel at all. Even though that fact makes me swell to my fullest. My sorry-assed fullest.

I begin to slowly pump in and out of her and she syncs her rhythm with mine. God almighty, she’s fucking me back! I’m in heaven as I fuck my wife first thing the morning after she cucked me for the first time ever, a thought that brings Ja’Quan’s black cock roaring into my head. I imagine him fucking Mattie from behind like this, or better yet, I see his black python fucking her face and spewing his black seed down her throat, something she didn’t exactly say happened but certainly alluded to last night.

Suddenly, Mattie pulls away from me and turns to face me. She’s smiling but it’s more of a smirk than a warm smile, and I’m suddenly the kid who got caught with his hand in the cookie jar. “What do you think you’re doing, Brandon?” she asks in a playfully serious tone.

“I can’t stop thinking about you and Ja’Quan, Mattie,” I answer truthfully. “It’s driving me wild.”

“Is that so?” she says as she sits up. “I hadn’t noticed.” She pushes me on my back and climbs on top of me, easing my dick back into her pussy. She almost never rides me like this.

“So, do you want to hear more about yesterday?” she asks as she begins to rock back and forth, grinding her pubic bone into mine.

“Yes, please.”

“You might not like what you hear, honey. It’s bad. Really bad. I was really bad.”

“Tell me, Mattie.”

“He was the best lover I’ve ever had, Brandon. He fucked me so good that I orgasmed while he fucked me. That’s never happened to me before, you know.”

Oh, yeah. I know. “Really?” One of my best traits, maybe the one thing that won Mattie over in the first place was that I got her off with my mouth and tongue like no one ever had before. “What was that like?” I’m trying to play it cool but it’s tough. This is big. Huge.

“Yeah, baby. It was so good, the way he fucked me with that big black cock of his. He took his time and made sure I was satisfied before he came inside me, Brandon. But he came inside me so many times. It was amazing.”

She arches her back and throws her head back as she relives her day with her new black lover. “It felt so fucking good, Brandon. I loved it so much.” She’s fucking me hard now and I’m about to cum, but I know I don’t want this to end. I have no illusions about making her cum but that only humiliates me more which excites me to the point that my dick erupts inside her.

She smiles at me as I lie panting underneath her. “It’s a good thing Ja’Quan took such good care of me yesterday, isn’t it, baby?”
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Mattie

Although it was completely unpremeditated on my part, Brandon and I didn’t make love again the next day other than first thing in the morning, which happens to be Labor Day. We were very affectionate and there was a lot of touching and kissing, but we never actually did anything else. I expected him to push the issue when we went to bed, but he was content to cuddle and didn’t press me. I’m not sure what I would have done if he had.

Tuesday morning, as he’s getting ready for work, I cook him breakfast, something I never do. He notices and makes a big deal about it, which is really nice.

But I had an ulterior motive.

“So,” I begin as I top off his coffee mug. “Let’s talk about where we go from here, okay?”

“Sure,” he says as he looks at the clock on the microwave.

“You can be late for work this one time.”

He smiles and nods. “Yes. Yes, I can.”

I carry my own mug of coffee to the table and sit next to him as he eats. “As I’m sure you can guess, I want to see Ja’Quan again.”

He finishes chewing and nods. “I’m not surprised.”

“And you’re okay with it?”

“More than okay. I love the idea.” He looks at me with his eyes so innocent and I wonder if he knows what he’s getting into. Since I’m not at all sure what I’m getting into, I’m pretty sure he’s clueless.

“I imagine you can guess that I’ve never done anything like this before,” I offer.

“Really? You never cheated on any of your insanely jealous boyfriends before I came along?”

I laugh but then I go serious. “Is that how you see this? As cheating?”

He pauses and takes another bite of eggs. “No, actually, I don’t. I was just thinking about how my predecessors would have perceived it.”

“Okay, that makes sense. But you don’t see it that way, right?”

“No, not at all. As long as I know what’s going on.” He gives me a look.

“You mean, you want to know in advance?”

“I think so. Is that asking too much?”

“No, I guess not. But circumstances might come up…” I give him a look right back.

“Yeah, I can see that.” He chews for a few seconds. “But you get my drift, right? I’d really like to be kept in the loop.”

“Yeah, that seems perfectly reasonable.” I look at him hard and he gives me a quizzical look in response. “You’re sure that you’re okay with this?”

He puts down his mug and takes my hands in his. He looks so earnest. “Mattie, I love you, and I want you to be happy. If I can’t make you happy, I’m okay with you getting some help.”

I sigh and give his hand a squeeze. “But you do make me happy, Brandon. I love you, and I always will love you. I hardly know Ja’Quan. It’s a totally different thing.”

“No, I get that. And it’s fine, I know what you’re saying. But it’s not like I didn’t know what you gave up to be with me, Mats. To marry me. And I’ve always felt a little bit bad about it. I can’t change who or what I am, but I’m okay with you looking elsewhere to get what you need.”

I roll my eyes. “I don’t know that I’d call it a need, really. More of a want. A desire.”

“Call it what you will, Mattie, I’m good with you seeing Ja’Quan.” He looks at the clock again. “Now, if it’s all the same to you, I need to get to work.” He stands and carries his dish and mug to the sink. “Do you plan on seeing him today?”

I sit back in my chair, amazed at how nonchalant he is about it all. “I don’t think so. I’m still pretty sore.”

“Is that so? I thought you said…”

I cut him off. “Let’s not do this, okay? I’m sore now, so let’s just leave it at that.”

He nods. “Just let me know if you change your mind, okay, Mattie? Or if Ja’Quan changes it for you.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

He smiles as he grabs his phone and briefcase. “Just a guess on my part, but I’d say that now that Ja’Quan has had a taste, he’s going to want more. And soon.” He’s out the door before I can respond, but then he comes back to kiss me goodbye.

“Just keep me in the loop, Mattie.”

After a quick swim in the pool right outside our front door, I sit down with my laptop to look through the job openings I’ve been emailed by the various apps I signed up for. It appears that there are a million jobs available in the south Florida area but either they’re way down in Miami or they suck. Everyone is looking for waitresses, my occupation before Covid, but the restaurants that are advertising all look like either national chains that have cheap prices and crappy tips, or high-end places in Ft. Lauderdale and Miami that will require long nights and weekends, something I really don’t want to do at this point in my life. Especially with a new man in my life - another man at that.

Then my phone rings. Speak of the devil.

“Hi, Ja’Quan,” I say as I answer.

“Hey, there, Mattie. How’s it going? You miss me yet?” I can hear his smile without seeing it.

“It’s been a day, Ja’Quan. Get over yourself.” I laugh just to make sure he knows I’m kidding.

“I just wanted to see how things went with your cuck yesterday.”

“My cuck?”

“Yeah, your cuck. What’s his name, Brad? Bob?”

“You know his name, Ja’Quan.”

“Doesn’t matter, really. How’d he take you staying out til all hours?”

“He was fine.” I won’t elaborate. It seems intrusive.

“You two good with me seeing you again?”

“We just talked about it this morning, and yes, he’s fine with it.” I don’t add that I’m not sure I understand why, but that’s another matter.

“And what about you, babe? You want to see me again? You like the way I treated you the other day?”

I smile again in spite of myself. I hate coming across as easy, but I can’t seem to hide the fact that I’m very much enthralled with the idea of seeing Ja’Quan again. “Yeah, I would like to see you again, Ja’Quan.”

“Why don’t you drive up to my place this time, then?”

“I don’t have a car, Ja’Quan. Brandon took it to work.”

“Then I’ll come to see you. I can be there in an hour. Sound good?”

I think about it for all of five seconds. “I need to run it by Brandon first, Ja’Quan. Is that okay?”

“Sure, whatever you need to do, Mattie. Let me know what he says.”

I hang up and am about to call my husband when I hesitate. Is this too fast? Is it too much? Is Brandon just telling me what he thinks I want to hear when he says he’s good with all of this, whatever this is? Do I really care?

Yes, I do care. I really care. I don’t want to alienate my husband. But I am so ready to be with Ja’Quan again. I’ve never experienced anything quite like him, and I need to experience him again. Am I asking for trouble? Probably. Do I care? I do, but that doesn’t mean I’m not going to do it.

“Hey, Mattie,” Brandon says when he answers my call. “What’s up?”

I pause, thinking that I should have thought about what I was going to say before I called, but it’s too late now. “I heard from Ja’Quan, baby. He wants to come over to see me.”

“Today?” He doesn’t sound too surprised, and he doesn’t seem outraged, either. Maybe a little disappointed is all. Or maybe I’m hearing something that is all in my head.

“In an hour,” I say without elaborating. What more is there to say?

“Okay,” he says. “And you want him to come over?”

“I kinda do, honey. Is that okay?”

“Mattie, it’s okay. I really don’t mind that you want to see him. You don’t have to apologize.”

“Really? I feel bad asking so soon after we talked this morning.”

“Well, I don’t want to say I told you so, but…” I can hear his smile.

“But you told me so.”

“I did, didn’t I?”

“So I can call him back and tell him yes?”

“Yes, you can call him back and tell him yes.” He pauses, then adds, “And Mattie?”

“Yes?”

“Thanks for asking me first.”

“I said I would.”

“I know, but thanks, just the same.”

“I love you, baby.”

“I love you too, Mats.”

Ja’Quan was thrilled to hear back from me so quickly and he was here in less than an hour after I talked to Brandon. I was beside myself thinking about Ja’Quan coming to our place again - it just seems so obscene which makes it feel so lascivious. I don’t understand why that appeals to me but it does. I have some trouble concentrating as I rummage through my closet to pick out something to wear. I think about wearing the same sundress I wore to brunch for about two seconds before discarding it. Then it dawns on me that I’m not leaving the condo - I don’t really have to dress at all. I can wear one of my sexy nighties, of which I have several because Brandon keeps buying me new ones.

Then another thought occurs to me - I have the white teddy I wore on my wedding night in a box on the shelf in my closet. I’ve not worn it again since our honeymoon. It’s a combination of sexy and virginal, even though I was no virgin on my wedding night. I pull the box out of my closet and hold the teddy to my body as I look at myself in the mirror. Is this the way I want to wear it again for the first time? No - it’s too much of a betrayal to Brandon. I put it back in the box.

I opt for a simple pleated skirt and a plain blouse but without a bra or panties underneath, just sheer, thigh-high stockings. I also wear my sexiest stilettos. I make up the bed and pull back one corner of the top sheet and blanket as if we were staying in a fancy hotel. Not as fancy as the one I spent the day with Ja’Quan but hopefully, he’ll get the message - an expensive piece of chocolate is all that’s missing.

After I put on far too much makeup, I wait for him to arrive but I can’t sit still. I’m pacing and tidying up without thinking until I smile when I realize how nervous I am. Is it just the fact that he’s about to have me in our bed? Is it that my life is about to change completely and irreversibly? Or is it that I’m so looking forward to feeling his cock inside me. Probably all three.

There’s a knock on the door. I calm myself and don’t run to answer it. After a beat, I walk through the living room, my heels clicking on the tile floor with a satisfying signal that I’m coming but I’m taking my time getting there. When I pull open the door, Ja’Quan is standing there, leaning against the railing that fronts our entrance, smiling at me. It’s a knowing smile that sends a shiver through me but makes my pussy even wetter and makes my belly clench in anticipation of what’s to come.

“Hey, babe,” he says to me. “Looking good. Real good.” I say nothing but step aside to invite him into my home. He struts inside - there’s no other word for it. He looks around before turning to me. “Brandon’s not here?”

“Did you expect him?” I ask, surprised.

“No, not really. Soon, though.” He offers me his hand. “Come here,” he adds.

I stroll to him, smiling. He takes me into his arms and kisses me, his hands roaming all over my body. It’s such a contrast to the last time he stood in my living room and kissed me without molesting me. Now, he claims familiarity. It sends another shiver through me. His mouth almost devours mine and his tongue penetrates my lips without invitation. He kneads my ass before slipping under my skirt and fingering my pussy from behind. I spread my legs for him and it feels so submissive, something I never feel with my husband, and I know how much I’ve missed this feeling. I thought I could live without it for five long years, but I was mistaken. I want - I need - to be taken.

“Where’s the bedroom?” he asks when he lets me come up for air. “I want to fuck you in your bed.” I take his hand and lead him to the back of our modest home. I begin to strip off the clothes I just put on and he follows my lead - there is nothing romantic about this act, it is so purely sexual that I want to say something but I don’t know what to say. So I just get naked, feeling like a sex worker with her afternoon client, something I’ve never done but this feels like I imagine that would be like. Which spurs me to ask, “How long will you be staying?”

“What time does your husband come home?” he responds, almost reading my mind.

“He won’t be home for hours and hours.” I put one hand on Ja’Quan’s shoulder and the other around his waist to pull his naked body to mine. I rub my breasts against his chest and press his cock against my belly. He’s hard for me, as he should be, but it still feels so good to know the effect I have on him. I always had this effect on men but it used to scare me. Now, I crave it once again.

“Lie down, Mattie, and spread your legs for me,” he orders me, another thrill. I do so. I smile up at him as he eyes my body. “Play with yourself for me a bit.” I touch my clit with my finger and gasp for him, feeling as if I’m on display and loving it. He smiles and nods. “Make yourself ready, but don’t cum. I want to make you cum when I fuck you.”

I lie back and rub my nipples with my other hand while I finger myself to a near orgasm that builds so fast I almost lose control. I gasp again as he climbs between my legs and rubs his cock up and down my slit, nudging my clit and almost sending me over the edge each time. I hold my breasts in each hand and tweak my nipples and it feels so, fucking, good. I close my eyes as he begins to slowly penetrate my folds with his cock, so thick and rigid that it feels like the best cock I’ve ever had. I look down and watch it disappear into my needy cunt, his black shaft burying itself in my white sheath. It’s so obscene but it feels so, fucking, good.

“Cum on my cock, Mattie. I want you to cum for me,” he says with a voice so deep I feel it in my bones. I reach down to touch myself but he moves my hand away. “Cum on my cock without touching yourself. That’s what I want you to do.” That’s exactly what I want, too. It’s so new for me that I almost can’t believe I can do it - I’ve never done it before, until the other day at the hotel. I had no idea I could cum on a man’s cock but now, suddenly, that’s exactly what I’m doing as he buries himself deep inside me, stretching me and pushing against my cervix as a wave of pain and pleasure builds to an unsustainable crescendo. I grip the sheet with my hands and arch my back as I cry out, overwhelmed by the crashing thrill that consumes me as my pussy grips Ja’Quan’s cock so tight and pure joy ripples through my body.

“That’s it, Mattie. I love it when you cum on my cock like that. We’re gonna do that all afternoon.”

And we do just that.
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Brandon

My day dragged on unmercifully after I talked to Mattie. I had a feeling she’d be hearing from Ja’Quan sooner rather than later but I really didn’t expect it to be quite that soon. So I’m trying to concentrate on what I’m doing but it’s almost impossible - all I can think about is what I’ll find when I get home.

I also have time to think about what this means for us and our marriage.

When I reconnected with Mattie five years ago, she was a server at a nice steakhouse in the valley near Tarzana. I ran into her at a party one of our old classmates threw for New Year’s Eve. I was there to find out what was happening since I left the area years earlier, while Mattie was there to cut loose after a bad breakup. She recognized me immediately, which shocked me and thrilled me in almost equal measure. I was also surprised to find out that she never went to college and really never left our old hometown.

She was a little drunk when we started talking and, as I found out later, she’s most willing to talk about herself when she’s had a few drinks. She told me everything, how she kept falling for alpha-type losers who had big-dick swagger but no skills beyond satisfying themselves. I listened as she talked and realized that I might have a shot if I didn’t push too hard, something I never had a problem with. It turned out that playing it cool was just what she needed, not to mention being a man who took her seriously and didn’t use her for his own selfish reasons. My recently improved self-confidence and being several years older helped me convince her to take me seriously as a potential love interest, coupled with her disgust with charismatic but self-centered men she had been drawn to since high school.

Once I had my foot in the door, I went all out to show her that I was not only boyfriend material but a good provider with excellent long-term prospects. I treated her with the respect she deserved, for the first time in her life, which I parlayed into a solid long-term relationship and, as soon as she would have me, a marriage.

But I knew I’d built my house on shaky ground - most of the guys she dated in high school, and from what she told me, all of the ones she fell into dysfunctional relationships with after that, had great bodies and big dicks. I realized that I lucked out in two ways by running into her just after she’d broken up with one of the jerks and just as she came to the realization that a handsome face and a big penis were more of a liability than an asset. I was the perfect antidote and I arrived at the perfect time. We moved in together a year later and married a year after that.

However lucky I felt at winning the woman of my dreams, I always felt like I had no right to think she’d be happy with me in the end. Not really, at least. So I came up with a little game to keep reminding her that although she could attract virtually any man she wanted, she was coming home with me. At first, she didn’t understand why I wanted to tempt other men by leaving her alone in bars, the kind of place where she met almost all of her former lovers and boyfriends. I felt like giving her a taste of her past would cement our relationship, but over the years I came to realize just how much I enjoyed playing with fire, emotionally. I’m sure a psychiatrist would have a field day with me and my fucked up way of looking at the world, but I knew that this was my version of BASE jumping or hang gliding. Some men thrive on physical danger and the adrenaline rush it brings - I’m addicted to emotional peril, with a little fear of success thrown in for good measure. Something in my psyche was convinced that I didn’t deserve Mattie and I seemed determined to prove it.

Ja’Quan, I now realize, is the embodiment of my emotional thrill-seeking and my self-destructive tendencies brought to life. Any reasonable man would insist on a cessation of any further contact between him and the love of my life, but I’m not reasonable. The fact that he poses such a threat to me only makes his presence more thrilling, more dangerous, and more desirable. I don’t know where these fucked-up desires come from, I only know I have them and they won’t go away. I don’t want them to go away. For as much as I love Mattie, and I love her more than words can ever express, I know that the risk of losing her is a risk I can’t turn away from.

I drive home from work with my penis almost exhausted from my up-and-down erections all day long, at least since she called me to ask if her new lover could come to our home and fuck her in our marital bed. It’s insane, but also insanely hot and I’ve thought of little else for hours. I have to work extra hard at keeping myself from speeding home from the office. As I pull into my parking spot, my erection comes to life again, barely. I haven’t cum all day - I’m not that stupid - but it almost feels like I should have. Blue balls are a bitch.

I see no sign of Ja’Quan when I enter the condo but I didn’t expect to - even he has to know that I’m not ready to watch him with Mattie. I close the front door loudly behind me to announce my homecoming as I don’t trust my voice to actually work at this point. I toss my keys on our cheap Formica-topped table which makes another racket and I hear a distant voice coming from our bedroom. My wife’s voice - she’s still in bed. I glance at the wall clock. It’s almost five. She called me at eleven.

“Mattie?” I call out from the living room.

“In here,” she answers, barely. I move toward the bedroom door which I can see down the short hallway. It’s slightly ajar. I walk up to it and push it open. I see my wife lying on our rumpled bed.

“Mattie,” is all I can manage to say. She’s lying on the bed with her legs splayed wide and her pussy still gaping. Did he just leave? Is he in the bathroom? Finally, I gather myself and ask if Ja’Quan is still here.

“No, he left about fifteen minutes ago.” She’s looking at me with half-closed eyes and a sort of smile on her lips. “How was your day?”

“Not as good as yours, from the looks of you.” I walked into the room once I realized I was still standing at the doorway and sit on the bed next to her. “Are you okay?”

“I’m fine. Are you okay? Is this what you wanted to see, how you expected to find me?” She seems to be perking up a bit as she questions me. I don’t know what to make of it, so I just focus on answering her questions.

“Yeah, I’m okay. He was here all afternoon?”

“Yes, he was. But we stopped to go out for lunch around two.”

I blink. “Really? You went out with him?” My dick swells even more which I didn’t think was possible.

“We went to Two Georges. Molly waited on us.”

I close my eyes - we haven’t lived here for very long but we quickly adopted Two Georges up in Ocean Ridge, one town north of us, as our go-to spot. And we always sit in Molly’s section, right on the Intracoastal for the view of the water and the boats that pass right by the restaurant, sometimes stopping for lunch or dinner. It’s our spot. It was our spot.

“Don’t worry, she was cool,” Mattie says as she rolls onto her side. “You’ll be fine.” She takes my hand in hers. “That’s what you like, isn’t it?”

“Yeah, that’s what I like,” I admit, somewhat reluctantly. We’ve only been doing this for a few days and it feels like Mattie is already reading my mind.

“It was Ja’Quan’s idea, to go to our spot,” she says with a sly smile.

“Oh.” Now I get it. He asked her where they could go to inflict maximum pain. I have to admit, he’s good at this. I guess he should be if he’s as experienced as he says he is.

“I’ve been waiting here for you at his suggestion, too. He said that cucks just love a freshly fucked cunt, filled with the bull’s cum, in his experience. He said he’s heard that it’s really something.”

“I’ve heard that, too,” I say as I stand up to undress. I’m unbuttoning my shirt when Mattie sits up a bit and tells me to stop.

“I think you misunderstood, baby.” She cocks an eyebrow and frowns.

“Oh.” I stop undressing and just stare at her. “I’m not sure that’s something I want to do, Mattie.” She doesn’t say anything. “I was hoping for a repeat of Sunday night.”

“I know you were, baby, but you know why I married you, right? You know what you’re so good at. Do I have to spell it out for you?”

“But…”

“Shhh, don’t talk.” She reaches for my hand and pulls me toward the bed, but lower, near her legs. “You never know, baby. You might like it. I know I will. At least, that’s what Ja’Quan said and I just know he’s right.”

She moves her legs so that her pussy is pointed right at me. She smiles and cocks her eyebrow again, so I turn my body and kneel on the floor next to the bed. She slides into position and I can smell as much as I can see just how used her cunt is, how Ja’Quan must have fucked her long and hard just before he left.

“Brandon, what’s wrong, baby? Do I need to be more forceful with you? Would you like that?” She offers me her hand and I feel compelled to reach up and take it. She pulls me inexorably toward her beautifully destroyed pussy which is now actually leaking Ja’Quan’s cum. I’ve never been so nauseous and excited in my life as Mattie tugs on my hand.

I lower my head and lick her thigh. Then I lick the other and back again, circling in on her mound. I feel so lightheaded. When the idea of sharing Mattie first occurred to me, I thought about this act for all of about five seconds before deciding it was not something I wanted to do. But that was before my wife told me to do it. Now, I’m torn. I live to make her happy, heaven help me. I look up at her and find her staring at me, her eyes alive and her smile radiant and only a little bit sadistic. Maybe I’m projecting.

“Go ahead, Brandon. Do what you do so well. Do what you know I love so much.”

I kiss her swollen folds and my lips come away with his essence on them. It’s vile and disgusting but it is so humiliating that I have to lick her. I run my tongue over her clit in the hope that if I can distract her, if I can make her cum again, maybe that will suffice. I caress her clit with the tip of my tongue, something I know she loves, and sure enough, she closes her eyes and moans the most satisfying, sexiest moan I’ve ever heard escape her lips. As I continue to make oral love to my wife’s nub, I close my eyes and try not to think about what lies just beneath the apex of her used and abused love tunnel.

Then she grabs my hair and mashes my face into her cunt. Ja’Quan’s juices inundate my mouth and tongue and nose and I’m drenched with him. I want to retch but I can’t.

“Yes, Brandon, yes. Fuck me with your tongue. Fuck me like you mean it. Tongue my G-spot, Brandon. I want your tongue deep inside my dripping pussy.”

So I do.

Mattie begins bucking almost immediately - clearly, she’s been looking forward to this as well. After just a few seconds, either all of Ja’Quan’s cum is squeezed out of her or I get used to it so that I no longer taste it, and now I can focus on what I’m good at, the reason I won Mattie over so long ago. I tongue her super-sensitive G-spot with my unnaturally long tongue until she screams and pulls my hair so hard it feels like she might pull it from my scalp in clumps. It always feels that way but it never fails to excite me - this is real pain to complement my emotional pain. This is why I’m with this goddess in the first place.

“Oh, god, Brandon. Oh my god,” she screams as her body convulses and her thighs squeeze my head like a vice. Finally, she can’t take any more and she pushes me away. My face is saturated with their combined juices and they begin to cool on my cheeks and chin immediately. I rise from my knees and go to the bathroom to wash my face - she’s never let me kiss her until I do, and that’s always been with only her juice all over me up until now.

When I’m clean and come back to bed, Mattie welcomes me with open arms but closed legs. I sidle in next to her and she kisses me. I can taste him on her lips and smell his cologne on her skin and my dick throbs with excitement. I try to nudge her legs apart but she won’t let me. I back away from her luscious lips and wonder what’s going on.

She gives me a wicked smile and reaches for my dick. I’m leaking precum like a sieve and she begins to jerk me off without explanation. I look at her with growing amazement but she just shakes her head while continuing to work my erection with her delicate hand. My dick swells as she does, then she lets me go and I groan in protest - I knew when she grabbed me what she had in mind but I’m still not happy about it.

Mattie wanted to ruin my orgasm, and she did. I ooze semen all over myself and the blanket and I just want to cry. She pulls me into her embrace to comfort me. I bury my face in her beautiful blond hair and softly sob as she strokes my head with her clean hand. She whispers soothing words in my ear and kisses my lips.

“I know this is what you want, Brandon, so just let me give it to you, okay?” I nod, almost inconsolable. She kisses my lips again, a chaste kiss that is wet with my tears. “That’s my good boy,” she whispers again and again.

The thing about a ruined orgasm is that it leaves you completely unsatisfied even though your balls have been drained. All the pent-up desires and needs go unfulfilled as if the pressure dissipates slowly but you never get a satisfying release that feels good. It actually feels pretty bad - not painful or anything, just unsatisfying. And it leaves me feeling helpless.

“God, I love that,” Mattie says. “I didn’t realize just how much until now. I can’t believe how different it feels in this new context.” She kisses me gently. “You don’t mind, do you? You’ve always told me how much you like it when I do that after we fool around.”

I want to tell her that it’s not ever been something I actually loved, but I don’t. Right now, I feel like she’s got the upper hand in our relationship and there’s something about being in this position that scares me and thrills me at the same time. So I just keep my mouth shut.

“I love you so much, Brandon. I don’t think I’ve ever loved you as much as I do right now. It’s almost overwhelming.”

Fuck. How can I possibly be upset with her?
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Mattie

For the rest of the week, Ja’Quan came to my condo to fuck me almost every afternoon. It was glorious. I felt like a new woman, one who had finally been shown what good sex was all about. To say it was a revelation is to understate it badly.

Brandon and I talked about it every night. I didn’t ruin his orgasm again after that first night and he seemed so grateful for that. He stopped fighting me about eating Ja’Quan’s creampie, too. I think he realized I wanted that and would have been sorely disappointed if he stopped. I even think he’s beginning to enjoy it, at least a little bit.

But as the weekend approached, I wondered how we were going to deal with it. Friday night, after we made love, I broached the subject with Brandon.

“Are you going to leave if Ja’Quan comes over tomorrow?”

He shrugs. “Do you want me to?”

I frown. “Don’t answer my question with one of your own, Brandon. What do you want to do?”

“I’m not sure, Mattie. Do I have to decide now?”

“No, of course not. I’m not even sure Ja’Quan is going to come by. It’s been quite a week, all in all.” I’ve never cum so much in my life and I’m getting a little sore, to be honest. Not that I would ever say that to either of my men.

My men. I really like that phrase and everything it means.

“I’ve been reading a lot about cuckolds,” I tell him as we’re lying in bed after he made love to me. “That’s how I found out about…” I hesitate - I’m still a bit unsure how he feels about eating me out when I’m filled with Ja’Quan’s sperm.

“Creampies?” he asks with a wry smile.

“Yeah. Are you okay with that, really?”

He shrugs. “It’s a mixed bag, I’ll be honest. I know you love it. I know it’s a big reason why you’re with me, isn’t it?”

I sit up and look at him. “It was at first, but I don’t think it’s the biggest reason. I love you, baby. I love you so much it hurts.” I touch his hand and he smiles as he reaches for my cheek.

“Yeah, I know. But if I…” He stops. “Never mind. Water under the bridge.”

“No, what were you going to say?”

“It’s nothing. But I do love pleasing you, and I get a very strong sense that my going down on you after you’ve been with Ja’Quan is very, very pleasing.”

I smile and look off into the distance, thinking about it. “It really is. Not only does it feel fantastic, but there’s something about it, when you’re, uh, cleaning me up?” He nods and smiles. “There’s something about it that just thrills me so much. I’m not sure why, it just does.”

“Is it because you think I don’t want to do it?”

I wasn’t going to say that even though it’s exactly what I was thinking. I’m not sure if I should even admit it, but since he brought it up, I do. “A little. Is that terrible of me?”

He shrugs again. “No, not really. If that’s how you feel, then that’s how you feel.” He gives me a side-long look and a shy smile. “To be perfectly honest, I like that aspect of it.”

I’m suddenly very focused. “What aspect, exactly?”

“That you’re making me…” He looks away. “No, that’s the wrong way to put it. That you want something even more just because I don’t want to do it. Does that make sense?”

I pull him to me and kiss him. “It does, and I love that you’re willing to do that for me, baby. I really love that.”

He looks down, unable to meet my eyes. “So, about tomorrow…”

“Yeah?”

“Do you really want me to watch if Ja’Quan comes over?”

I reach for his chin and tilt his head so that he has to look me in the eyes. “I really do, baby. I want you to watch me fuck my bull. Okay?”

“Okay, Mattie. Okay.”

“I called Ja’Quan and he’ll be here a little after noon,” I tell Brandon the next morning.

“Okay.”

“Okay? That’s all you’re going to say?” I’m standing in the bathroom brushing my hair while my husband showers.

“What do you want me to say, Mattie?”

“How about, ‘What can I do to help you get ready?’ or something like that?”

He looks at me through the shower curtain which is translucent. “Yeah, I can do that.”

“I was thinking you could shave my legs. Would you do that for me?” I smile at him. “For Ja’Quan?”

He smiles. “Yeah.”

I slip off my robe and join him in the shower. He tries to grab me to kiss me but I push him away gently. “No, not before I see my bull, baby. No touching, no kissing, just help me to get ready, okay?”

He nods, all serious and solemn, and I pass him my shaving cream and razor, then I sit on a little edge of the tub at the far end of the shower as he kneels at my feet. I lift my foot and put it against his chest so he can easily reach where he needs to. I’ve never asked him to do this before and he never offered, and it feels so, I don’t know, naughty. My husband is preparing me for my bull. We’ll be doing this a lot, I decide.

“You don’t want me to…” he asks as he spreads the shaving cream up my thigh toward my pussy. “I’m not suggesting, just asking.”

“I think we’ll save that for another time,” I tell him.

He runs the razor down my leg and I watch him closely. He’s hard as he shaves me, and a hint of a smile keeps escaping his serious expression. “Having fun?” I ask him at last.

“As a matter of fact, I really am.” He has me switch legs and he does an excellent job.

“I may never shave my own legs again.”

“No problem, but you’ll have to get up pretty early,” he says as he puts the razor away.

“Well, I’m going to start really looking for a job next week.” He just nods and offers me his hand to help me stand up. We don’t embrace under the water but I know he wants to. I pull back the curtain for him to exit. “I need to wash my hair.”

A half-hour later, after I’ve dried my hair and put on a sexy little dress and high heels while Brandon watched, I ask him if he’s excited or nervous.

“Both, I guess,” he says as he watches me from the edge of the bed as I put on my makeup.

“Me, too.”

For the first time since I met Ja’Quan for brunch, I go all out with my makeup - heavy eye shadow, liner, mascara - the works. I use my deepest shade of red lipstick to finish the look, and I turn to Brandon. “Too much?”

“I don’t think that’s possible, Mats.” He smiles, but he looks a little off. Nervous? Ill? Or something else?

“Are you sure you’re okay, baby?” He just nods.

There’s a knock at the door. “Should I get that?” he asks.

“If you would.” I stand and wait so they can reconnect without me in the room. Plus, I think all my preparations call for a dramatic entrance. I hear their voices but can’t make out what they’re saying and my curiosity gets the better of me, so I sneak out of the bedroom and inch down the hall being careful not to make a sound with my heels on the tiles.

“I’m thinking she can work part-time or full, whatever works,” Ja’Quan is saying to Brandon. “That sound good to you?”

“Sure thing, Ja’Quan. Whatever you want.”

I can’t take not knowing what I missed. “What’s this?” I ask as I come around the corner to reveal myself.

“Hey, babe,” Ja’Quan says, ignoring my question. “Looking fine.”

“What’s this I hear about working?” I ask point blank.

He gives me a look but I don’t back down. “I was just telling Brandon here that I could use some help at my company. I know you said you need a job, so I’m offering you one.”

“Working for you?” I ask, astonished. “Doing what?”

He smiles again, a sly, almost lascivious smile. “Oh, a little of this, a little of that, babe. We’ll work out the details as we go.”

I tap my foot as I think it through. “No, Ja’Quan. I’m going to need more than that before I decide to do anything.”

He nods but keeps smiling, just a bit less. “Okay, then. Mostly I want to use you for public relations and recruiting. I’m having a hell of a time keeping workers in this environment, and I think having you working in the front office with the rest of my office staff would help me a lot.

“And I was thinking we could do some schmoozing when the season starts up next month. Go to some charity events, stop by at some private parties, that sort of thing. It’ll be fun, and I know I’ll get some business out of it, too.”

I just stare at him. “How will that get you more landscaping business, Ja’Quan?”

He gives me another look. “You just let me worry about that, Mattie,” he says as he reaches for his belt buckle and begins to unbuckle it. “Now get over here and show your husband how great my black cock looks in your pretty little mouth.”


Cuckold Dreams - Part 2
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Brandon

I’m sitting on the couch in our living room when I hear Mattie’s key in the front door of our condo. I glance at my phone to check the time and to see if I missed a text - I didn’t expect my wife to come home tonight, but I’m glad she did.

“Hey, baby,” she says as she walks into the room. She looks great, which is also unexpected. Usually, when she gets home from a date with her boss she looks, well, a little more disheveled. I’m already standing so I walk to her and kiss her passionately - it’s been a long evening.

“How was your night?” I ask when we break from our kiss.

“Interesting,” she says but doesn’t elaborate. “And I really need to pee.” She walks away from me to use the bathroom so I go back to the couch. I wait for her to return, wondering what about the date with Ja’Quan was interesting. She’s been working for him at his landscaping business for a couple of weeks now, but this is the first time they’ve gone out as a couple to ‘promote’ the business, one of the reasons he hired her. Not the main reason, of course.

I still don’t understand how this aspect of her job description is supposed to work and Mattie is just as confused about it as I am. But Ja’Quan was quite confident that having her on his arm at social events in Palm Beach would promote his business, and he’s signing her paycheck, so she just does as she's told.

I hear the toilet flush and water running in the sink, so I straighten up on the couch. It’s been a long day and evening for me, wondering what tonight’s event would bring. We spent the afternoon together shopping as Mattie wanted my help picking out a new dress and shoes for her date, driving her to the salon to get her hair and nails done, then shaving her legs before she left for the party. As I watched her leave when Ja’Quan came to collect her, I was overwhelmed by my pride in how good she looked but humiliated at how it was all for another man to enjoy and show off.

“So,” she says as she joins me on the couch. “What do you want to know?”

“Everything,” I tell her with a smile. “Tell me everything.”

“There’s not a lot to tell, honestly.” She’s sitting at some distance from me, which is fine - I just want to talk right now. We can get more intimate when we go to bed. “The event was a fundraiser for some charity I had never heard of. And it was in the big ballroom at The Breakers so the crowd was enormous, which was just what they wanted, I’m sure.”

“How did it feel, being there with Ja’Quan?” I knew she was all revved up before she left at the prospect of being seen with her black boss. We still don’t know that many people here in southern Florida, so she didn’t expect to see anyone she knows at this kind of event, but I knew it was on her mind. Not to mention that Ja’Quan insisted she wear her wedding ring.

She rolls her eyes. “It was so strange, Brandon. I felt like everyone was looking at us all night, from the people at our table during dinner to the wait staff and even the band. I’m sure a lot of it was in my head, but not all of it. Every time I looked at some old white couple, and it seemed like there was no one there but old white couples, they’d look away from me as if they were talking about us and were embarrassed.”

“Did you feel embarrassed, being there with Ja’Quan?”

She thinks about it for a second before shaking her head. “No, embarrassed is the wrong word. I just felt like we stuck out, you know? We were the only mixed-race couple there.”

“Didn’t you expect that?” I’m getting hard thinking about it but I shift in my seat to hide the fact. Mattie is so wrapped up in her story that I’m almost certain she doesn’t notice me trying to hide the growing tent in my pants.

“I kind of did, but it was so much more intense than I expected.” She looks at my crotch and notices. “It looks like you understand exactly what I’m saying,” she says with a sly smile. “Do you like the idea of your wife being escorted to a big charity dinner by her black boss, baby?”

“Did you say there was a band?” I ask, ignoring her question. “And dancing?”

“Oh, yeah,” she says with a renewed focus on her story. “I didn’t expect that but it was really fun. Ja’Quan is a really good dancer.”

“No surprise there,” I say more to myself than anything.

“Oh, now, don’t be jealous, Brandon. You don’t even like to dance.”

“I’m not jealous, Mats. Not at all.” Still, I can’t get the picture out of my head of my wife in her skin-tight gown and platform stilettos, being whirled around the dance floor by her tuxedoed boss as the cream of Palm Beach society looked on. For some reason, that’s hitting me harder than the fact that Ja’Quan is fucking my wife. All the time, lately, and usually in our bed.

Which prompts me to ask, “Where is Ja’Quan, anyway? I’m surprised he didn’t decide to stop over.”

She smiles and scoots toward me. “He said he was tired, but I think he just wanted to give us some time to catch up on how things went tonight.” She touches my cheek with the back of her hand and then grabs my collar and pulls me toward her for another kiss. At first it’s more chaste than the first one, but then she explores my mouth with her tongue, something she never used to do until she met Ja’Quan. And it’s almost always a signal of what’s come before.

“Really?” I ask when she backs away.

“Is that okay?”

“I’m just surprised, that's all. In the car, while he was driving?”

“No, out in front.”

I just stare at Mattie. “You went down on him in front of our condo complex?”

“It was dark and he didn’t park under the light.”

“Still.”

She touches my dick through my pants. “I thought you’d like it.”

“But that’s not why it happened, is it?”

“No, of course not,” she says simply.

No, of course that’s not why it happened - I’m merely an afterthought these days. It happened because Ja’Quan wanted it to happen, pure and simple. Although, nothing about our relationship is pure, or simple, these days.

It’s hard to believe all the changes that have taken place for Mattie and me in the weeks since we met Ja’Quan. After meeting him one afternoon at a bar in the Breakers, he quickly integrated himself into our lives. But that’s a story that I’ve told before, so I won’t rehash it here. Suffice to say, since he became my wife’s bull and then hired her as his personal assistant, he’s the main focus in almost everything we do outside of my work.

Don’t get me wrong - I’m not complaining. This new direction for Mattie and me is exactly what I wanted, even if I didn’t realize it before the fact. We fooled around with other men in the past, not sexually but just teasingly, and it charged our sexual activity. But when Ja’Quan entered the scene, it became clear to both of us that we wanted more, and he was perfectly situated to give us both what we were looking for. In fact, since we allowed him to carry us to new depths, we’re both so excited we can barely contain ourselves.

That first became apparent the first time Ja’Quan fucked my wife in front of me. He came to our condo on a Saturday when I was home. Prior to that, he’d only come over during the week and was gone by the time I got home, so everything for me was left to my imagination. I saw Mattie after she saw Ja’Quan almost every day, and he never failed to leave her ravaged, which I loved in a twisted, unexplainable way. But I didn’t have the courage prior to that day to watch it happen. So, as with so much else, he took charge of the situation that afternoon in our living room.

“Get over here and show your husband how great my black cock looks in your pretty little mouth, Mattie,” he told her almost as soon as he arrived. She walked to him and went straight to her knees, something I’d never seen her do before. It was so submissive and so hot that I got an instant erection. She unzipped his jeans and pulled out his black cock and immediately took it into her mouth as if sucking another man’s penis right in front of her husband was the most natural thing in the world for her to do - no hesitation on her part, not even a glance in my direction. She worshiped his cock on her own for several minutes before Ja’Quan took over and grabbed her hair with both hands so that he could fuck her face. He wasn’t rough with her, just in control. She had been stroking his cock and caressing his balls with her delicate hands, but once he took over she dropped her hands to her sides. Again it struck me as such a submissive act.

I found myself wondering if he planned to cum in her mouth when he pulled back and offered her his hand. She stood up and he walked her into our bedroom. This was where he’d been fucking her all week, so I wasn’t surprised. But as I trailed along behind them, I was amazed at how hard it hit me - he acted like he owned the place, and Mattie, and it was as if I didn’t exist. Which, oddly, I found tremendously exciting.

“Take that dress off,” he ordered her and she complied without hesitation. She did everything he wanted without batting an eye, also intoxicating for me. I’ve spent the five years we’ve been together worrying about what she wanted and how she was feeling about everything, and this newcomer was ordering her around to satisfy his desires without a second thought, or so it seemed to me.

Once Mattie was naked, he had her climb onto the bed and spread her legs for him. He climbed between her thighs as I watched for the doorway. They kept their eyes on each other, with Mattie looking as if she was under some kind of spell. He just smiled the whole time. He rubbed the head of his thick black cock up and down Mattie’s wet slit and she moaned and closed her eyes, her head slumping back against the pillows. She held her legs open for him as he eased his python into her folds and her low, guttural moan was so gut-wrenching, I almost came without touching myself.

“Cum for me, Mattie. Show me how much you love cumming on my cock, something you’ve never done with anyone else.” I glanced at him but he didn’t look my way. I knew he was saying it for my benefit because Mattie only ever came from intercourse since she met and fucked Ja’Quan, something she never thought was possible before she met him. Now, she could cum on command, without touching herself, without my tongue on her clit or deep in her vagina, massaging her G-spot. She’d told me before what had happened when Ja’Quan made her cum with his cock, but that was the first time I watched it happen. It was deeply, deeply humiliating.

“Oh, god, Ja’Quan,” Mattie moaned in a ragged tone. “Oh, my god you feel so good. Fuck me, Ja’Quan. Fuck me,” she said, over and over.

Then, after staying on his knees for a long while, he leaned forward and took my wife’s body into his strong black arms. The sight of their skin-to-skin contact was somehow so unexpected and so intimate, I was rocked again. She caressed his head with her hands and the stark contrast between her white skin and his blackness was almost overwhelming. She pulled his head down so she could kiss him, but that word doesn’t do justice to what I witnessed - she devoured him. Her lips couldn’t get enough of his, her tongue kept wrapping itself around his, her subtle moans and gasps just added to the incredible intimacy of their lovemaking.

Lovemaking. The word struck me hard. Ja’Quan wasn’t fucking my wife, as I’d imagined. He was making love to her - sensual, passionate, ardent love to my wife. To my wife. I never, in my wildest dreams, thought they would look like this together. Made for each other. Perfect together.

My erection vanished.

As their bodies reveled in the pleasures of their intimacy, I watched in awe. All at once I understood why my wife was so enthralled with her lover - how could she not be? When we reconnected five years ago, I had been the perfect contrast to her previous lovers, but Ja’Quan was so much more for her - the lover she always deserved but never had.

What had I done? I pushed her into this and now I was fucked. I slunk away to the living room, unable to watch them any longer.

But here’s the thing.

As with everything else that we would come to learn about Ja’Quan, that first time he fucked my wife in front of me was a carefully calculated performance on his part. Earlier that first week, he’d always spent hours with Mattie, fucking her again and again over the course of the afternoons while I was at work. But that Saturday, when I was in the condo to witness it, he stayed less than an hour. He left without acknowledging my existence, hammering home the superfluous nature of my existence. When the front door to our condo closed behind him as he exited, I was convinced that my marriage was over, that I had been displaced by the better man. I stayed on the couch wallowing in self-pity.

“Brandon?” Mattie called out from the bedroom. “Baby?”

I wish I could tell you that in her voice I heard hope, that I somehow rallied to resurrect the belief that I was not done, that we were not history. But I didn’t. I didn’t hear the love in her voice, the concern she had for my well-being. I was beyond hope and I feel ashamed to this day that I missed what should have been so obvious.

“Coming,” I replied, completely dejected. I was ready for her to drop the hammer on me, on us. Sorry baby, he’s just too good. That’s what I expected to hear. God help me.

When I came around the corner and saw Mattie lying in our bed, she was reaching for me with both hands. “Come here, honey. I want you. I need you so bad, baby.”

Still it didn’t penetrate. How could it? I saw it, I saw them with my own eyes. I was done.

“What is it?” I asked as I sat on the edge of the bed, ready to flee at the drop of a word from my wife.

“Take your clothes off, baby,” she cooed with a sexy smile. “I told you I need you.”

I was about to reply that I could do what I had been doing all week after Ja’Quan left with my clothes on, but I didn’t. I stood up and stripped out of my shirt and jeans and climbed into the bed, positioning myself between her thighs, prepared to do it again. But she stopped me.

“No, Brandon. I want you to make love to me. I want you to reclaim me properly. I want to be your wife again.”

I looked up at her and my head almost exploded. “Really? You’re sure?”

“How can you even ask such a thing, baby? Ja’Quan’s a great lover, as I’m sure you saw. And I just love the way he fucks me, no doubt about it. But you’re my husband, Brandon. I love you - you’re the one who made all this possible and I’ll love you until I die. Do you understand me? I love you, silly. I love you so much, and I think I might just fall to pieces if you don’t fuck me right now!”

So I did. And it was glorious.
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Mattie

I’m driving to work Monday morning after dropping Brandon off at his office. We spent a quiet day yesterday reconnecting as husband and wife, something I knew he needed. I don’t know why Saturday night hit him so hard - he didn’t want to talk about it so we didn’t - but by Sunday night he seemed to be back to his old self. It was nice. We slept in, had a late breakfast and walked on the beach in the late afternoon. We were a normal couple again.

But now my focus is on my new job, which I still don’t fully understand. I have my own desk in the trailer that serves as Ja’Quan’s headquarters but my role is still a mystery to me. I was hired to help him recruit and retain workers, something he’s struggled with since the pandemic, but what I’m supposed to do is unclear, to say the least. Most of his workers don’t even come into the trailer - I spend the day watching him and his staff do their jobs. He keeps telling me it will all be clear in time, but for right now, it’s pretty boring.

And nerve-wracking. I sit across from Ja’Quan’s ex-wife, Lakeisha, who still owns half the company she started with him twenty years ago. They’ve been divorced for over a decade but she won’t sell her half back to him, at least that’s what he’s told me. I’m also sitting right across from Susan, a huge white woman who has been with Ja’Quan and Lakeisha since they started the business. Margie keeps the books from what I’ve been told, while Lakeisha takes care of almost everything else, from purchasing to scheduling to collections. The business seems to be in good shape having weathered the pandemic better than most small businesses.

But I don’t know what I’m doing there.

“Morning, Cinderella,” Susan says as I enter the trailer. “Did you have fun at the ball Saturday night?” Susan’s got a droll sense of humor but she seems to like me well enough to kid me incessantly. I smile at her and she laughs, then she turns back to her computer. I turn to Lakeisha but she’s ignoring me - she doesn’t seem to like me one bit. Not that I blame her, but it makes for an uncomfortable environment.

“Don’t bother sitting down, Mattie,” Ja’Quan says as he stands up from his desk at the far end of the long, narrow room. “We’re heading out.” He moves toward the door and I trail along behind him. He’s dressed for work, which means jeans and a sports shirt while I’m dressed for the club, at his direction. He wants me in a dress and heels every day, which makes me feel even more out of place in the office. Not to mention at the job sites he has me drive him to.

“What’s our destination this morning, Ja’Quan?” I ask as I climb behind the wheel of his truck. I don’t really need to know but I just want him to start talking, and if I don’t ask, he’ll just get on his phone and stay there the whole time.

“Take the highway south and get off on Forest Hill heading east,” he tells me, already buried in his phone. We’ve been going to his various work sites since I started but not for any reason I can discern. He does all the talking with the foreman and I just stand around getting stared at by the workers. It’s demeaning but it can’t last, I keep telling myself.

“We’ll be there in about fifteen minutes, Maurice,” he says into his phone. “Don’t let him leave before we get there.”

“What’s my role today?” I ask when he hangs up. “Eye candy, again?”

“Don’t knock it, Mattie. Word is getting around about you.” He’s scrolling and not looking at me as I drive on I-95 past the airport.

“Word about what?”

“Just the fact that you exist and that you’re working for me,” he says in a tone that makes me feel like an idiot. “That’s the point.”

“I still don’t get the point, Ja’Quan. Can you please explain it to me?”

He sighs and puts his phone down. “I want everyone in the building trades to know I’ve got a new employee, Mattie. That’s all. Nothing beyond that.”

“Why? I don’t get how that does anything for you?”

“The less they know about you, the better it is for me and my business. For all they know, you’re my driver. We’ll leave it at that for now.”

“Are you dangling me as bait, Ja’Quan? Are you implying that I’m available?”

He turns and looks at me. “Let’s get one thing straight, Mattie. I’m never going to share you with anyone but your husband. That’s his deal, not mine. I’m not into that shit.”

“Then what’s the point?”

“I told you. Men like women who look like you. They see you with me, it elevates me in their eyes. They don’t even know it’s happening, mostly. They just assume I’m banging you and wish they were, too.”

“And that’s going to get you more employees and more business?”

“It might. And if it doesn’t, I like having you drive me around all day.” He leans over and tweaks my nipple. I turn to glare at him and he nods at the traffic I’m driving in. “Eyes on the road, Mattie.”

I turn my attention back to the road and huff at Ja’Quan, but he knows I’m loving the attention. Ever since he came into my life I’ve been reminded how much I miss the way my old boyfriends used to be so aggressive with me. I always liked it up to a point, and they invariably crossed that line eventually, which was awful. I wound up with Brandon mostly to get out of the cycle of escalating disrespect and violence I’d endured with all of my previous boyfriends, but after five years with my gentle and deferential husband, I’m reminded how much an aggressive man turns me on.

“When is your ex-wife going to stop shooting dagger-eyes at me in the office, Ja’Quan?” I ask out of the blue. “Or is she going to make life miserable for me forever?”

“Don’t worry about Lakeisha, Mattie. Her bark is worse than her bite.” He goes back to his phone and starts scrolling again.

“Does she still love you and want you back?” I ask, knowing it’s unlikely but wanting to get his attention. “Is that why she hates me so much? Because she knows about us?”

It works and he shoots me a look. “She doesn’t know about us, Mattie. She knows you’re happily married.”

“But she knows I went to the fundraiser with you Saturday night, doesn’t she? I’m sure she suspects it’s not just a work thing.” I wait but he doesn’t respond. When I glance at him, he’s looking at his phone. “She knows about your interest in hotwives, I’m guessing.”

He continues to ignore me, so I give up and focus on exiting the highway and finding the work site. We pull into an open lot next to the office building where our crew is working on the new landscaping. Ja’Quan has about ten crew members carrying shovels and pushing wheelbarrows full of mulch to finish off a project that has been under construction for two months. The foreman, an older black man named Maurice who I met once before at the office, walked up as I was parking the truck. He came to my side of the vehicle and opened the door for me, then offered his hand as I stepped down carefully in my heels and dress, which was billowing in the stiff breeze.

“Those shoes gonna get you seriously injured, pretty lady,” Maurice says as I hold my dress down. “They look real nice but they’re not for this kind of work site.”

“Is Reggie still here?” Ja’Quan asks abruptly as he comes around the front of the truck.

“He’s over there, boss,” Maurice says, pointing at the site command center, another trailer.

“Come on, Mattie, I want to introduce you two,” Ja’Quan says as he puts his hand on the small of my back. I feel almost as if I’m being shown at the Westminster Dog Show.

“And who do we have here, Ja’Quan?” the man we’re walking toward asks as we approach.

“My new executive assistant, Reggie. Mattie Cooper, meet Reggie Hill, the fastest up-and-coming developer in West Palm.”

“Well, I don’t know about all that,” Reggie says as he shakes my hand. He’s a bit older than Ja’Quan and heavier, but the way he looks me up and down as we shake hands, and the way he holds onto my hand just a little longer than necessary, sends a shiver up my spine. “Pleasure to meet you, little lady,” he says in a tone that’s just short of smarmy. I’m beginning to understand why I’m here.

“You get my bid on the Penthouse West Palm Hotel, Reg?”

“I did, Ja’Quan, and it looks good. You’re definitely in the running.” He keeps eyeing me as he talks to Ja’Quan which is getting on my nerves. But I keep a big smile plastered on my face. I glance at Ja’Quan and he raises an eyebrow at me.

“Is Mattie here going to be your foreman on that job, if I give it to you?” He looks at Ja’Quan for a long second before he bursts into laughter. Ja’Quan joins him a beat too late and I join in after that, completing the uncomfortable moment.

“Whatever it takes, Reggie. Whatever it takes,” Ja’Quan says and another chill runs down my spine. Is he serious?

“I’ll let you know, Ja’Quan,” Reggie says as he shakes our hands again, lingering with me again and giving me a look that makes me want to wash my hands. “Nice to meet you, Mattie,” he adds just before he walks away.

“What did you mean by that?” I whisper as we watch him disappear into the trailer.

“Nothing, Mattie. Nothing at all,” he says without meeting my eyes. “You just keep doing what you’re doing and we’ll be fine.”

“What exactly am I doing, Ja’Quan?”

He turns and looks me up and down, much the way Reggie did. “Looking like a wet dream come to life, Mattie.”
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Brandon

I’m cooking dinner as usual when I hear Mattie’s key in the front door. I turn to see Ja’Quan coming through the door with Mattie - they’re so deep in a heated argument that they hardly notice me.

“I never said anything like that,” Ja’Quan almost yells as he pockets the key. Did Mattie give him her key, to keep? Or is he just severely distracted by their discussion?

“You told him you’d do whatever it takes, Ja’Quan. I was there, remember? I heard you say those exact words.”

“Well, I may have said that but you’re taking it out of context,” he goes on shouting. I flinch at the venom in his tone - I’ve never heard him so upset with Mattie.

“What other context is there? Do you have anything else in mind to win the contract from Reggie?”

“That’s my business, Mattie.”

“Well, it’s part of my job, isn’t it? To help you win new business?”

I intentionally drop an empty pan in the sink. The raucous clatter gets their attention. “Everything okay?” I ask in a calm voice.

“Just fine,” Mattie says in a tone that doesn’t line up with her words.

“Let’s put it to Brandon,” Ja’Quan says to my wife. “How would you feel if I had Mattie sleep with a developer to win a big contract for my firm?” He doesn’t wait for me to answer before he turns to Mattie. “I told you I have no intention of sharing you.”

“I appreciate that Ja’Quan,” I tell him. “Mind if I ask how this all started?”

Mattie turns to me. “We were at a job site this morning…”

“I’m outta here,” Ja’Quan interrupts her. “You two have a great night.”

“Wait,” Mattie says as he moves toward the door. He doesn't. “How are you going to…”

He cuts her off again. “I’ll take an Uber back to the office.” He slams our front door shut behind him before she can protest any further.

“Everything okay?” I ask as I turn the stove off.

“I don’t know, Brandon. I truly have no idea.”

“Do you really think he was pimping you out today with that developer?”

“It sure sounded that way to me. And to the developer, too. I’m pretty sure that’s how Reggie took it.” She sits down hard at the table without making a move to change out of her ‘work clothes’. Which is fine by me - I love the dresses Mattie wears to work. I don’t understand them, but I love them, which prompts a question.

“Is your wardrobe just a precursor to what Ja’Quan ultimately has in mind for you, Mattie?”

“I guess it might be,” she admits. “I don’t know, really. Why?”

I just shrug, unable to say what I’m thinking. But my wife knows me too well.

“Come on, Brandon. Spit it out.”

“I don’t know,” I tell her, stalling. “I guess it just seems, I don’t know…”

She looks at me hard, then her eyes go wide. “You’re into it, aren’t you?”

I shrug again. Is she pissed? Am I going to regret being honest with her? Is it too late in any event? “I’m not saying that, really…”

“Then what are you saying, Brandon? Does the idea of me sleeping with a complete stranger to win Ja’Quan a bid turn you on?”

I shrug again. “A little, I guess. Doesn’t it turn you on, Mattie?” She continues to glare at me but she doesn’t say no, either. “It does, doesn’t it?”

“No, not really. I mean, I don’t know, Brandon.” She looks up at the ceiling and almost howls in despair. “Is there no end to this fucking kinkiness of yours?”

“Hey, that’s not fair. I’m not the one who took the job without knowing anything about it.”

She looks at me for a long moment and softens. “God, you’re right. It’s just hard for me to admit.”

“And that’s okay, Mattie. If you need to put this on me, I’m cool with that. Don’t feel bad.”

She eyes me again, clearly thinking about all manner of who-knows-what. “Is this another tightrope thing for you?” she asks gently.

“I guess it is. Does that bother you?”

“No, not really. I still don’t understand it completely, but a little, I guess.”

I nod. “Maybe it’s crazy, but sometimes you need to be a little crazy, right?”

She frowns. “See, that’s the thing. I thought I’d left crazy behind when we got together. I’m not sure bringing it back into our lives - into my life, especially - is such a good idea.”

I nod again. “And if you don’t want to, obviously, it’s your call. I don’t want to pressure you, Mattie. That’s the last thing I want to do.”

“No, you don’t want to pressure me but you’re giving me permission to do something totally insane, is that it?” She smiles, but it’s not a warm smile. More like one of resignation, as if to say that I’m nuts, she realizes it, and that’s kind of okay. Or something like that.

“Something like that,” I tell her.

“Well, I really don’t think that Ja’Quan is going to go for this in any event, so it’s probably beside the point.” She almost seems relieved.

“Do you want me to talk to him? I might be able to explain things better than you.”

She laughs, suddenly and without mirth. “Seriously? You can explain this?”

I give her a wry smile. “No, I guess that’s probably not possible. But I can tell him how it feels to, uh…”

“To give me away to someone else?”

“Yeah, that.”

We turn suddenly when we hear a key in the door. It’s Ja’Quan. “Fuck the Uber,” he says as he comes into the room and slams the door behind him. “Let’s go,” he says to Mattie as he grabs her hand and drags her from the kitchen toward the bedroom. I watch them go without comment - what would I say? He’s been coming over regularly since he hired her, but usually with some kind of notice or warning. This is not unprecedented but it is unusual. And unexpected, obviously.

I hear the bedroom door slam. Usually, when he comes by to fuck my wife, he leaves the door open so that I can watch, which I do on occasion. Not tonight, which is fine with me. One of the things I find tough to watch is how tender and loving he is when he makes love to Mattie. It tears me up inside to see them together as lovers, which I don’t want to think about most nights. I pushed her into seeing Ja’Quan and I don’t regret it, but the old saying about being careful what you wish for is always on my mind.

Not tonight, though. It’s not long before I hear the bed banging against the wall as Ja’Quan fucks my wife - there’s no love-making going on this time. I wonder briefly if I should intervene but decide that Mattie knows I’m here and she would call out to me if she needed, or wanted, my help. So I busy myself with dinner, wondering vaguely if he’ll be staying to eat with us and smiling at how ridiculous that sounds - the man is fucking my wife and I’m worried about feeding him after he’s finished having his way with her. And from the sounds coming from the bedroom, he is really having his way with her.

And she’s loving it. Her cries of passion are unmistakable, further humiliating me - she has never once sounded like this with me. It cements my belief that I did the right thing in encouraging her to be with Ja’Quan and reignites my guilt at marrying her in the first place. She’s been nothing but supportive and loving with me when we’re together these days, but I’ve got my doubts about the nature of our relationship - always have, always will. The tightrope analogy comes to mind again, as she mentioned a few minutes ago. I feel like one of the Flying Wallendas - doomed to court disaster by urges I can’t control or resist until it finally consumes and destroys me.

Suddenly, I realize the bedroom has gone quiet again. I set another place at the table and wait. The wall clock ticks so loudly in the eerie silence of the condo but it’s soothing, too. I keep the stovetop burners on low and sit at the table, waiting. It’s too early for them to just go to sleep for the night and I’m hungry so I can only assume they are, too. I contemplate for a half-second knocking on the door to see if they’re coming out, but wipe that thought from my mind. My place is to wait without asking, so that’s what I do.

After several minutes, the bedroom door opens and Mattie comes to the kitchen. She looks much as I imagined she would - rode hard and put away wet, is the expression that comes to mind - and she gives me a sheepish look as she brushes her tangled hair from her eyes. I smile and ask if Ja’Quan is staying for dinner.

“I told him he should, that you have something you wanted to talk to him about,” she says in a quiet tone. I look at her with my eyes wide.

“Really?”

“If it’s still what you want, baby.”

I nod again. “It’s still what I want.”

“What’s that?” Ja’Quan asks as he comes around the corner from the bedroom. He’s fully dressed and looking none the worse for wear.

“We were talking before you came back,” I begin as I stand to serve dinner. He sits at the head of the table and Mattie sits next to him. “About Reggie.”

“What about him?” he almost growls.

Mattie asks, “Do you want me to leave you two alone?”

“No, you can stay,” I tell her, then glance at Ja’Quan for his approval. He nods.

“So, what were you two talking about?” he asks in a softer tone.

I bring two plates of food to Ja’Quan and Mattie, then go back to the counter to make one for myself. “It’s just that I thought I might be able to explain to you how it feels.”

He takes a bite of his dinner and waits for me to go on.

“How it feels to…” Mattie starts but he waves her off.

“I want to hear this from Brandon,” Ja’Quan says.

I bring my plate to the table but I’ve lost my appetite. I’m not sure why I’m so nervous but I am, and even that feels somewhat humiliating. I look at him as he takes another bite of his food with his eyes on mine. I swallow and put my hands on the table.

“It’s hard to explain,” I begin. “I’m sure you remember the old guy at The Breakers that tried to pick up Mattie the night we met you.” He nods. “Well, we’d done that a dozen or more times before that night…”

“Way more…” Mattie cuts in, prompting a scolding look from Ja’Quan. She bows her head and picks at her food.

“I remember,” Ja’Quan adds. “Still don’t get it.”

I go on. “In a way, I didn’t either, until you came along. I was just tempting fate, I guess. Playing a game that intrigued me but that I didn’t fully understand. Now I do. And it’s a powerful thing, sharing the woman I love with another man.”

“But I don’t love Mattie,” Ja’Quan states. “Big difference.”

“That’s true, but you still feel possessive, for whatever reason. That’s the thing that matters, the feeling that she belongs to you, even though she doesn’t. I feel that every time you’re with her. That she’s mine to give because she’s mine in the first place. Without that feeling, the other wouldn’t be there.”

He looks at me and then at Mattie. “What the fuck is he talking about?” he asks her.

She looks at him with a mix of fear and confusion in her eyes, but she manages to smile weakly and shrugs. “I don’t get it, honestly.”

He looks back at me. “So, what you’re saying is that you want me to pimp out your wife to a guy I can’t stand just to win a contract from him? Is that really what you’re saying, Brandon?”

“Doesn't matter what I want, Ja’Quan.” I look at my wife. “What matters is what she wants.”

“You want me to do that?” he asks. Mattie just nods, almost imperceptibly. “Why the fuck would you want to fuck that fucker?”

“I don’t,” she whispers. “I want to do it because it’s what you hired me to do. For you.”

He just stares at her for the longest time. Then he looks at me. “And then?”

“I have no idea. I just wanted to tell you how we feel about this.”

He blows out a breath and tosses his fork on the table. “You two are a piece of work, you know that?”

I reach for my wife’s hand and she takes it. “Yeah. We know.”
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Mattie

“So, how would this work?” Ja’Quan asks me.

“I’m not sure,” I tell him, then I turn to Brandon. “Any thoughts?”

“Well, I think you have to string him along, at first. If you just, you know, jump the gun, there’s no way to make sure Ja’Quan gets the contract.”

“That makes sense to me,” I say as I turn to Ja’Quan. “What do you think?”

“Whatever, Mattie. I’m still not so sure this is a good idea, to be honest.”

“Why?” I ask.

“Aside from the fact that I told you I don’t want to share you with that fucker?” I nod, ignoring his main concern. “What if it works? Are you going to jump into bed with every developer in South Florida?”

“Only the ones that are willing to do business with us. With you.” I smile. “This is all about you, Ja’Quan. Not me.”

“Uh, huh,” he says, standing up. “You take care of this, Mattie, then we’ll talk about what comes next, I guess. But don’t put me in the middle of it, either. I don’t want you making it seem like I’m desperate for the business, okay?”

“Of course, Ja’Quan,” I whisper. “I won’t do anything to embarrass you.”

With that, he pulls me out of my chair and kisses me hard. I’m surprised by his sudden burst of passion, right in front of Brandon, at that. When he lets me go, he gives me a look and just leaves, slamming the front door as he does.

I turn to Brandon. “Are you sure about this?”

“Do I look sure about anything, Mats?” He gives me a crooked smile and shrugs. “I just get a distinct feeling that you really wanted this.” He stands and comes around the table to take me in his arms. “Am I wrong about that?”

I put my head on his shoulder. “No, you’re not wrong. But I’m still not sure it’s the best idea you’ve had, and I have no clue how I’m going to make it happen.”

He takes me by the shoulders and holds me at arm’s length. “Really? You don’t know how to use your legendary feminine wiles on a man who already insinuated that he’s willing to throw business to your boss if you’ll sleep with him?” He smiles and I have to smile back, although I’m not sure I’m feeling as confident about myself as he is.

“I just don’t know how I’m going to do it, is all.”

He gives me a side-long look. “Wow, you really are out of practice. And after all those men at the bars who came onto you?”

“They were sitting ducks, Brandon. We knew what they were all about when we walked into those bars. This is different.”

“How, Mats? If you show up at the guy’s office looking like a million bucks, what’s he going to assume? All you have to do is make sure he gets how it’s going to work.”

“Which is what scares me. I don’t know how to do something like that. It seems so, I don’t know…” I shake my head and fight off the tears that are welling up. “So crass.”

He pulls me close and eases my head onto his shoulder again. “Yeah, I can see that. But you’ve got to keep in mind, Mattie, that’s what this is. It’s a quid-pro-quo, which is pretty much the textbook definition of prostitution. You just have a middleman collecting the money.” He leans away from me again. “Come to think of it, it’s exactly that, and Ja’Quan is your pimp. Reluctantly, from the way he acted, but maybe that was the problem for him. He sees it for what it is.”

“And you don’t?” I ask with my eyebrow cocked. “I think you love that aspect about all of this.”

He grins and pulls me to him again, grinding his erection against my body. “I won’t lie, I do love it. Don’t ask me why, but I do.”

“You are so fucked up, Brandon. You know that, right?” I ask without looking him in the eyes.

“Oh, and you’re not? You love this, too, Mattie. Don’t you?”

“It is kinda nasty, isn’t it?” I ask with a smirk. “What kind of pervert have you turned me into, baby? I was never like this before I met you.”

“You sure about that, Mats? I heard rumors when we were in school, you know?”

I push him away from me, kidding but not really. “I don’t think so.” I pout and he laughs.

“Come on, babe. I never believed them at the time.”

“But now you do?” I pick up the dishes from the table and carry them to the sink. “I’ll clean up tonight.”

“We’re done talking about your job, are we?” he says with a big shit-eating grin.

“We’re so done, baby. You have no idea.” I give him my stern look, the one that lets him know when I mean business.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” he asks, suddenly on his heels.

“You’ll see.” I push him out of the kitchen and he lets me, protesting weakly.

“Fuck,” he says before he walks to the living room.

“Fuck is right,” I tell him as I walk away.

“Hey, before I forget,” he says, turning around and looking at me with his puppy-dog look. “Did you give Ja’Quan your key to the condo?”

I stand there smiling at him for a couple of seconds. “No, I had another one made for him.”

He just stares at me. “Really?” he asks at last. “Without any discussion?”

“That’s right. Is there a problem, Brandon?”

He smiles. “No, I was just curious.”

“Good answer.”

The next morning, I drop Brandon off at work and drive directly to Reggie’s office which I looked up on the internet. I’m dressed to kill, as my husband puts it, in a slinky dress and come-fuck-me heels, thigh-high stockings, and way too much makeup. I decided this morning that if I’m going to do this, I have to do it now before any more self-doubts set in. I’ll worry about going to work in this outfit after the fact.

The address for Reggie’s office is in a pretty impressive building in West Palm Beach, a far cry from Ja’Quan’s double-wide trailer on a dirt lot. I park in the parking lot and walk toward the main entrance with my heels clicking on the cement, feeling more like a businesswoman than a whore thanks to the briefcase Brandon lent me. It’s empty but it helps me look the part. I walk in a growing stream of men and women on their way to work and it helps calm my nerves. The elevator lobby is crowded with people waiting for one of the four elevators and I glance at their faces, making sure they don’t notice me staring at them. They look bored or engrossed in their phones as the elevators move at a snail's pace according to the numbers flashing above the closed doors. Finally, a ding announces the arrival of an empty car and the crowd moves forward. I press the button for the top floor and turn to face the doors and wait.

As we ride higher, stopping at almost every floor along the way, I think about what I’m going to say to Reggie, if he’s even in the office, which now seems unlikely - I really didn’t think this plan through. But I needed to do something to put it in motion so neither Ja’Quan nor myself would talk me out of it if I waited. Finally, after some fidgeting and shifting around to let all the other riders off at their floors, I arrive at my destination. I exit and am confronted by a huge glass wall, unlike every other floor we stopped at. Reggie’s company name is emblazoned across the glass and I can see two black receptionists standing at a sleek front desk, engrossed in whatever it is they’re doing. They look fairly young and are dressed for an office job from what I can see, with matching blazers and white blouses, and conservative hairstyles. They are not all that attractive but not quite plain, either. Just the same, I know I’m about to be judged.

“Is Reggie Hill available?” I ask the one who looked up when I opened the glass door.

“Do you have an appointment?” she asks me with a slight frown and a ton of attitude.

“I don’t, but if you’ll just tell him that Mattie Cooper would like to see him…”

“He’s not in yet, and I can tell you that his calendar is quite full, Miss Cooper.”

“It’s Mrs. Cooper,” I tell her, putting my left hand on the desktop so she can see my wedding ring. “And if you’ll just tell him I’m here…”

She cuts me off. “Mr. Hill doesn’t see anyone without an appointment, Mrs. Cooper,” she sniffs. “I suggest you call his secretary…”

“Mattie?” I hear behind me and turn to see the man himself. He’s dressed in a suit, not unlike the one he was wearing at the construction site yesterday. I extend my hand and he shakes it without making me feel like he’s sizing me up, which he clearly is doing. “To what do I owe this pleasure?” His eyebrow rises, almost imperceptibly, as he asks.

“Ja’Quan has an amendment to his proposal he wanted you to see first thing,” I lie - my briefcase is empty, but I hold it up slightly for effect. “Do you have a few minutes? I know it’s a huge imposition, but we felt you should know about our changes in the proposal as soon as possible.” I raise my own eyebrow quite boldly as I have my back to the receptionists. I’m not sure why their opinion of me matters - it just does.

“I always have time for you, Mattie,” he says with a tone that I’ve heard all my life. I’m sure the flush of my face is giving away my embarrassment and I wonder if this was all a huge mistake after all - maybe I’m just not cut out for this type of thing, no matter what Brandon thinks.

Reggie looks past me to the receptionists and tells them to hold his calls, then he escorts me into the office and walks me past a slew of desks to the corner where his office looks out over the coastline and the ocean. The view is stunning and his office is a huge surprise as well - sleek furniture and beautiful art make the place look more like a movie set than a functional place of work. His desk is not just uncluttered but almost spotless, with only a phone console, a monitor, and a keyboard in sight.

As he walks me inside his lair, he tells his secretary he’s not to be disturbed just before he closes the door. He turns to me and motions for me to sit at the small conference table in the corner where he joins me. The office itself is also completely made of glass so I breathe a small sigh of relief that he won’t be overtly inappropriate with me. But our conversation could be, which made me nervous and wet in anticipation.

“So, Mattie,” Reggies begins. “What’s this about Ja’Quan’s amendment to his proposal?”

“Well, actually, Reggie,” I say as I give him a coy smile. “He left it to me to amend the proposal. He said that whatever I decided to do would be fine with him.”

Reggie’s eyes widened a bit as he listened. “Is that right?” I nod. “So, what do you propose, Mattie?”

“What will it take, Reggie? I just started working for Ja’Quan and one of my main roles is in business development. Your contract is my first real opportunity to prove myself, so I’m all ears.”

He just stares at me and strokes his stubbly beard for a long moment. A smile slowly emerges on his face as he looks me up and down. I’m sure my face is turning crimson again but I don’t move or say a word. I just let him take me in, and he does.

“Did Ja’Quan tell you about the job, Mattie? That it’s the first in a string of similar projects for an up-and-coming hotel chain that wants to really make a splash in the market here?”

“I don’t know much about the particulars of the project, Reggie. As I said, I’ve only just started with Ja’Quan.”

“That’s fine, no need for you to get all bogged down in the dirt, right? I can tell you’re more of a big-picture type, which is as it should be. But you should understand, if I give this contract to Ja’Quan, and you, our relationship will likely wind up going on for a good while.”

“How long would you say that might be, Reggie?” I’m really getting wet now.

“Years, Mattie. Especially if things go well for all parties involved.”

“And how would I be involved, once the first contract is signed?”

He looks at the ceiling and steeples his hands. “Oh, I imagine you’d have to negotiate each new project as they were approved. Assuming you’re still working for Ja’Quan at that point.”

Now it’s my turn to contemplate Reggie. “Is that an offer of some kind?”

He smiles and shakes his head. “Oh, let’s not get ahead of ourselves, okay, Mattie?” He shifts in his chair and leans toward me as if he’s about to share a secret. “I can certainly see why Ja’Quan hired you and I’m definitely intrigued by his, and your, proposal. I see no reason we can come to a mutually beneficial arrangement for all parties, assuming you’re open to ongoing and thorough negotiations.”

I shift in my chair to mirror his posture. “When, exactly, can we start seriously negotiating, Reggie?” I raise one eyebrow and smile and he smiles back at me.

“I see no reason to wait a minute longer.”
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Brandon

“So, what happened then?” I ask Mattie as we’re lying in bed that same night. So far, she’s filled me in on her meeting with Reggie, right up to the point where he pretty much propositioned her. I’m hard as nails even though we had sex as soon as we got home from work.

“He got up from his chair and poked his head outside his office door. He told his secretary to get the Penthouse Hotel contract then he came back to sit with me in silence while she brought it in. He put it in his briefcase and walked me back to the reception area. I had no idea what he was doing - I thought he was going to sign it at the reception desk or something, but he just kept going and we took an elevator to the lobby and then walked out of the building. Finally, I asked him what we were doing and just said, ‘Negotiating.’ He walked me to his Mercedes and when he opened the door for me, I hesitated and looked at him. He didn’t say a word, so I screwed up my courage and got in. He drove me to his house in West Palm without a word between us the whole way. It was surreal.”

I’m playing with Mattie’s nipples while she’s talking until she finally bats my hand away. I laugh and she shushes me. “Do you want to hear this or not?”

“I want to hear everything.”

“So, we get to his place and of course, it’s right on the Intracoastal.”

“Of course.”

“Same as ours but, well, you know.”

“A couple of million dollars nicer?”

“At least. So, anyway, he walks me inside the house, which is so incredible I can’t even begin to describe it, and straight into the bedroom without even offering me a drink. I felt like such a…”

“Whore?” I ask with an innocent smile.

“Yes, but do you have to put it like that?” She taps my arm lightly and I nod for her to continue. “He still hasn’t said two words to me, and he just starts to undress. So I follow his lead and before too long we’re both naked.”

“How did he look?”

“Not great, I’ll be honest. But you know what?” I nod again. “It was almost perfect, him being older and a bit overweight and all. It’s like it kind of fit what I was doing. I had no desire to fuck him, but I was there to do a job so that just appealed to me in a weird sort of way, you know?”

“Yeah, I get it. The dumbest thing about Pretty Woman was how good-looking Richard Gere was.”

She looks at me with a smirk. “Yeah, that was the dumbest part.”

“One of the dumbest parts, okay? But don’t let me interrupt you.”

“I know, let me tell the damn story.” She taps my arm again. “So, we’re both naked and he pulls me to him to kiss me, and I think about, who else, Julia Roberts and the whole no-kissing thing, but I’m too late to put up a fuss as he just dives right in and he’s practically licking my tonsils. It was really gross, Brandon. But it made me feel so nasty, too.”

“You got into it?”

“I did. How fucked up is that?” I shrug and prod her to continue. “So, he’s got his hands all over my ass and he’s practically devouring me when all of a sudden, he just throws me on the bed. Not in a bad way, just, ‘okay, enough of that, spread your legs for me, bitch.’”

“He said that?”

“No, but he didn’t have to. So I spread my legs and grabbed his dick…”

“How big was he?”

She rolls her eyes. “God, you are so fucking predictable. He was smaller than you, okay?”

I shrug and grin. “I was just curious.”

“Uh, huh. So I grabbed his dick and put it in me and he started going at it, like he hasn’t been with a woman in months or something. He didn’t last two minutes. I was hardly excited at all but I was so wet from his office that he either didn’t notice or didn’t care, probably both. He just started grunting and arching his back and it was over. I almost couldn’t believe it.”

“He never had a chance, Mats.”

She looks at me. “What’s that supposed to mean?” she asks in a not-nice tone.

“Just that he was so excited to be with a woman who looks like you that there was no way he wasn’t going to nut in no time.”

“Uh, huh.” She side-eyes me and I smile and shake my head.

“It’s a compliment, Mattie.” She softens a bit and I nod one last time. “Please, continue.”

“So, he was done and I was wondering, what now? But he rolled off of me and got up to get his briefcase, which I hadn’t realized he brought with him from the car. He opens it up and pulls out the contract and a pen signs it and hands it to me. Like he’s paying me.”

“Which is exactly what he was doing, Mattie.”

“I know that, but it was just so cut and dry. I felt cheap.”

“It’s a half-million-dollar contract, isn’t it?”

She hits me again. “That’s beside the point, Brandon. I just felt like I’d been used, like a cheap whore, regardless of the price, and now he was all, ‘that’s it, folks, nothing more to see here.’”

“So, he handed you the signed contract, and…?”

She looks at me with wide eyes. “That’s where it really got weird.”

“That’s where it got weird?”

“Yes. He hands me the contract, both of us still stark naked and I’ve got his cum dribbling out of my pussy, and he tells me that he wants to see me again, like regularly. That I’m the best thing that’s happened to him in a while and he doesn’t want to lose me to Ja’Quan.” She shakes her head. “I don’t know where that came from. We hadn’t talked about Ja’Quan since back at his office. But he told me, get this, he wants to pay me from now on. And he offered me a thousand dollars an hour for the privilege. Just to keep me coming back.”

My mouth falls open. “Seriously?”

“I’m not joking, Brandon. It was so, fucking, surreal.”

“What did you tell him?”

She looks away and then down, clearly embarrassed. “What do you think I told him?”

“Really, Mattie? You said yes?” Now I’m embarrassed - at how hard my dick just got.

She notices. And she looks me straight in the eyes. “Isn’t that what you wanted, husband of mine? To turn your wife into a whore?”

I nod. God help me.

Over the next few weeks we fell into a pattern. Mattie would drop me off at work so she had the car. She continued to drive Ja’Quan around to job sites so he could be seen with her, or so she said. And every once in a while, maybe two or three times a week, she would get a call from Reggie. She saw him after work most often, sometimes on the weekend, and she would go to his house to fuck him and collect a thousand dollars in cash. He never lasted very long and never asked her to stay for the full hour, so she was fine with the arrangement. At least, that’s what she told me.

Finally, after almost a month, I asked her about Reggie and Ja’Quan.

“What do you mean?” she says, looking at me as if I said something wrong.

“Does Ja’Quan ever talk about Reggie? Does he even know that you’re still going to see him?”

“He knows, I think, but we don’t talk about it. Reggie has come by our office a couple of times.”

I do a double-take. “Really? How did that go?”

“Fine,” she says, a little defensively. “They had some things to work out about the job.”

“And you were right there, in the office with them, and they never talked about you?”

“No, they didn’t. Why does that surprise you? You see Ja’Quan all the time and you never seem to have a problem with it.”

“Yeah, but you said Ja’Quan’s been different with you since you got Reggie to sign the contract,” Mattie told me that ever since that night when I talked to Ja’Quan about sharing Mattie, he’s been rougher with her in bed. I haven’t seen it but I’ve heard it whenever they get together at our condo, which is pretty often. The bed never used to bang into the wall when they were making love, but now… It’s a good thing we have the bed against an interior wall or the neighbors would be complaining.

“He’s fine, really. That day at the office was like any other. We have developers coming by all the time.”

I find this news interesting as well. “So Ja’Quan’s plan is working?” I cock an eyebrow at my wife. She almost blushes.

“I guess.” She tries to change the subject but I’m not having it.

“Have you talked to Lakeisha or Susan about it?”

“About what?”

I roll my eyes. “About the business. If things are different than they were before you started working there?”

“No,” she admits a little sheepishly. “Why should I?”

I just stare at her for a few seconds before saying, “No reason, I guess.” If she doesn’t want to know, I’m not going to push it.

“We do seem to be getting a fair number of new crew members, now that I think about it.”

“That’s what I mean, Mats. You’re having precisely the impact Ja’Quan said you would. Everyone is whining about how hard it is to attract and keep workers, except at your office. You think that’s a coincidence or something?”

She shrugs. “I guess you’re right.” Then she looks at me with alarm. “You don’t think…?”

“What?”

“Is Ja’Quan telling people about me and what I did with Reggie?”

“Good question, honey, but you should probably ask Ja’Quan about it because I don’t have a clue.” I have my suspicions, though. “What about Reggie? Do you think he’s talking about what you’re doing?” I’ve been curious about that as well but didn’t feel it was my place to ask until now.

“Well, now that you mention it…” she says with a sheepish look.

“What?”

“The last time I was there, he seemed different.”

“Different how?”

“Just, I don’t know. Bolder, I guess.”

“What does that mean?”

“Well, you know how he’s always so quiet, never talking much or at all, really?” I nod. “That changed a bit last time.”

“What did he say?”

“Not too much, but he…” She stops and looks at me. “I really didn’t want to tell you.”

“What? Why not? What did he say to you?”

“It wasn’t bad, or anything, just, you know. A little dirty.”

Fuck. My dick starts getting hard immediately. “Like what?”

“Well, for one thing, he had me undress him. That was new. And then he had me get on my knees to suck him. And while I was doing that, he called me a whore.”

My head almost explodes. “Jesus, Mattie. Why didn’t you say something to me?”

She bows her head and I have to touch her chin so she looks me in the eyes. “I was embarrassed, Brandon.”

“You were embarrassed? Why should you be embarrassed?”

She looks away from me again. “Because…”

“What?”

“I liked it,” she whispers. “I really liked it.”

I just stare at her for an eternity. “Oh,” I finally manage at last. “Why did you like it, Mattie?”

“It just made me feel so degraded,” she says as if she’s confessing something wicked.

“And you like feeling that way?” This is an aspect of my wife I never knew existed. “Is that why you like it when Ja’Quan is rough with you?” I’ve been dying to ask about that, too. She just nods her head.

“Do you hate me?” she asks, and my head almost explodes again.

“God, Mattie. How can you even ask such a thing?”

“Because it’s so wrong, Brandon. I don’t know why I’m like this. I thought I left all that behind when we got together, and for a long time, I did. But this has brought back all kinds of feelings I tried to bury back then and I’m not sure it’s a good thing, you know?” She looks so helpless that I just wrap my arms around her.

“It’s not a bad thing, Mattie. It’s just a thing. We don’t get to choose what turns us on, remember?” We’d had this discussion the first time I suggested going to a bar to fool men into thinking she was available. It was a long time ago.

“I know, but I still feel bad about it. I wish I didn’t feel like this, Brandon. I wish I could just be normal.”

“But what’s normal, Mattie? Am I normal? Is anyone, really?”

“Most people aren’t like us, Brandon,” she says flatly. It feels like I’m losing her.

“Do you want to stop? We can end all this right now if that’s what you want.”

“But that’s not what I want, don’t you see? I wish I could, but I don’t.”

“Then let’s keep going and see where it leads. As long as we love each other.”

She gives me a look that takes my breath away. “Oh, my god, Brandon. I love you so much. I could never live without you.”

“But you want to keep seeing Ja’Quan and Reggie, right?”

“Do you hate me for wanting that? Because you should. I do.”

“Never, Mattie. I’m so lucky to have you, I still can’t believe it.”

She touches my face - a gentle, loving gesture that almost makes my heart melt. “I know, baby. I love you, too. I just don’t want to do anything to hurt you.”

I stare at her for a long, silent moment, trying to decide if I should do my own sharing. Finally, she asks me, “What is it?”

“Do you remember when you told me about giving Ja’Quan his own key to the condo, and I asked why you didn’t talk to me about it first?”

“Yes.”

“I was just blown away when you did that, but in a good way. It was so forceful as if you were disregarding my feelings entirely. And I found that to be so fucking hot, Mattie. I was just blown away by what you did.”

“I don’t understand, Brandon. What are you saying?”

“That I want more of that. You get excited when Ja’Quan gets rough with you, or when Reggie says degrading things to you, right? Well, that was my version of the same thing, but from you. I don’t want Ja’Quan bossing me around or anything like that, but when you do it?” I roll my eyes. “It just makes me so excited. I kind of wish you would do it more, Mattie.”

“Really?”

I lower my head as I look at her. “Do you want Ja’Quan to go back to the way he was at first, or do you like this new version of him better? Do you want Reggie to treat you like he used to, or like the last time?”

She stares at me for an eternity. Finally, she nods and says, simply, “Okay. I get it.”

My dick is so hard it hurts.
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Mattie

Everything is getting so complicated and confusing - Reggie is treating me like a whore, Ja’Quan is treating me like my old boyfriends used to treat me, and Brandon wants me to treat him like a child. Or something - I’m not exactly sure what. It’s beginning to drive me a little crazy.

The only thing I know for certain is that I’m busy all the time. I haven’t been able to lie out by the pool or go for a swim in the ocean in months. Aside from driving Ja’Quan around to his various job sites and to meetings with prospective clients, he takes me to his apartment several times a week during the workday to fuck me. He never makes love to me anymore, not the way he used to, and I’m fine with it. I didn’t realize what I was missing until he changed, but now that I know I have no interest in going back to the way things used to be between us.

This is ironic, really, because he was the first lover I ever had that made me cum from penetrative sex, or PIV, which I found out from some website stands for ‘penis-in-vagina’. Due to his size, so different from Brandon (read bigger), and his generous technique when we first got together, he opened up a whole new world to me, one that culminated with me orgasming on his beautiful cock whenever he made love to me. It was a revelation and I will always be grateful to him for that.

Once he demonstrated his expertise at lovemaking, I thought I’d reached the promised land and I was more than content to stay there. But when he got pissed at me for seducing Reggie for his business, Ja’Quan became much more aggressive with me. Gone was the generous lover who made sure I was taken care of, replaced by a man who used my body for his own needs with little regard for my pleasure or even comfort. As I said, he became just like the men I knew from before I reconnected with Brandon. But the difference is, and this was just so huge I can’t even tell you, I didn’t need him to be gentle or loving with me anymore. Now that I knew I could orgasm from fucking, that’s all I ever needed or wanted. After five years of being treated like a delicate princess, first by my husband and then by my bull, I was more than ready to go back to being treated like a fuck-toy to be used and nearly abused by a man with the will and the equipment to do it. I never knew how glorious sex could be until Ja’Quan put it all together for me.

Reggie, on the other hand, does nothing for me physically. He’s smaller than Brandon where it counts but a lot larger in every other way - he’s easily fifty pounds overweight and he doesn’t wear it well at all. In fact, he almost disgusts me with his bulging belly and man-tits. But his disgusting appearance was absolutely perfect once he started treating me like the sordid whore I am for him. It took him a while to get to where he is now, and it took me just as long to realize that being Reggie’s whore would be so degrading, but now that we’re on the same page, it’s fantastic. I have no idea where my need to be degraded comes from, but it touches a part of me that nothing else does - not Ja’Quan, certainly not Brandon, nothing I’ve ever experienced before. When I see an incoming text on my phone from Reggie, usually just giving me a date and time to show up at his house so he can fuck me, my belly clenches so hard and my pussy gets so wet that I’m always astonished at the effect he has on me. And I’m quite sure that if we were just fucking it wouldn’t be like that at all. To be honest, if Reggie wasn’t paying me, there’s no chance in hell that I’d ever let him touch me.

My feelings about being demeaned by Reggie are the only clue I have at figuring out Brandon and his need to be humiliated by me. For all the time we’ve been together until now, I thought of my husband as my equal partner in our relationship, and I thought he was on the same page as me. If he had tried to explain that he didn’t want to be treated as an equal before I started seeing Reggie, I don’t think I could have understood what he was talking about. But once Reggie began degrading me, I was in a better position to understand what Brandon wanted. I’m not sure I’m all that good at giving him what he’s looking for, but at least I have some clue as to where his head is at.

Yesterday was a perfect example of everything I’m talking about. I went to work as usual and drove Ja’Quan around for most of the day with a quick stop at his apartment. He fucked me long and hard with no concern for my comfort or pleasure, but I came at least twice before he finished in my pussy. As usual, he didn’t let me clean up - he just gave me a towel to put on the driver’s seat of his truck so I didn’t stain the upholstery. We continued our day as if nothing had happened. I just leaked his cum into my panties for the entire afternoon.

I was driving home after work when I got a text from Reggie. He wanted me to come over immediately, something he’s doing more and more, especially when he knows I’m done with Ja’Quan. I drove to his place and let myself in as he always leaves the door unlocked when he summons me. I found him in the office he keeps in his home, working on his laptop. He looked up and acknowledged my presence but not much more, so I began to undress, something he instructed me to do as soon as I arrive. Once I was naked, he made me wait, standing in the middle of his office as he tapped the keyboard without another glance my way. Finally, he asked if I’d been intimate with Ja’Quan.

“He fucked me about three hours ago,” I told him.

“He cum in your cunt?” Reggie makes a point of being crass whenever he talks to me. It always makes me a little wet when he does.

“He did.”

“You shower after?”

“No, I just got dressed.”

“Fine,” he said as he stood up from his desk. “Suck me off for a while and I’ll finish in your ass.”

I’m not a big fan of anal but I’ve done it now and then, mostly before I got married. Brandon tried it once but decided he liked my pussy better, and Ja’Quan has never even brought it up which is fine with me - I’m not sure how I could get his cock inside my dark passage without a good deal of lube. Which I’m sure he doesn’t have on hand. Reggie, on the other hand, loves fucking my ass and making a big deal out of the fact that he’s the only one in my life right now who does, which is also fine by me. He never stops talking about the fact that he’s fucking my ass while he’s doing it and how only a slutty whore would allow such a thing but I’m fine with that. Better than fine - I thoroughly enjoy an extra bit of degradation about an act I find exceptionally degrading.

In any event, I arrived home last night with Ja’Quan’s cum still leaking out of my pussy and Reggie’s cum leaking out of my ass, not to mention the taste of his pre-cum, which I still find particularly disgusting, still on my tongue. I kissed Brandon when I got home, deeply, something he knows from experience means I’ve got another man’s essence as a gift for him. Which he loves, of course.

After dinner, which he cooked, we went to bed and I had him eat me out, fore and aft, something else he knows all about now, and then I didn’t let him fuck me. He’s getting totally into denial, which I’m not all that fond of but as long as he licks me to another orgasm, I can live with it. Not all the time, but for special occasions, like when my bull and my john have already fucked me? Yeah, I’m okay with just having my husband hold me with his throbbing dick pressed against my body but unrequited.

“You’re sure this is what you want?” I asked him, as I almost always do in such circumstances.

“Yeah, I’m good,” he whispered in my ear as he caressed my breasts. I turned my head to kiss him and I tasted the other two men in my life on his lips.

My kinky husband never ceases to amaze me.

The next morning, I wake up alone in bed but I hear Brandon in the kitchen. I slip on my robe and join him.

“Morning, sunshine,” he greets me with a warm smile. “Sleep well?”

“Like a baby.” I sit at the table and wait for him to bring me a mug of coffee. He’s got scrambled eggs on the stove and bacon crisping in the oven from the smell of things, which is lovely. “You?” I ask and not just out of politeness. “You okay, really?”

“Yeah, I’m fine. I told you I was fine.”

“But I want to make sure, okay?” I take the coffee when he hands it to me and grab his free hand. “I’m not going to stop asking, Brandon, so get used to it.”

“Understood.” He goes back to the stove and plates our breakfast, serving me as if I was a special guest in his restaurant, even though he’s never worked in food service in his life. “We should probably talk about it.”

“About what?”

“Well, last night. I really, really enjoyed that, Mats. I don’t know how else I can explain it to you.”

“Okay,” I respond and take a bite of eggs. “But you’re not saying you want this to be an all-the-time thing, are you? I mean, I love scratching your itch, but I want my husband to make love to me once in a while, you know?” I touch his hand. “Don’t you want to make love to your wife? In the traditional way, I mean?” I laugh and he smiles, but I’m getting a bad feeling. “Brandon?”

“I do, Mattie. Really, I do. But it’s just so hot when we do what we did last night, you know?” He takes a bite of bacon. “I don’t know why it appeals to me so much, but it does.”

“What, exactly? Being celibate?” I sit back in my chair. “Do you masturbate when I’m not here, baby?” It never occurred to me to ask before this moment. Brandon always maintained that he never masturbated when it was just the two of us, but we made love a lot so I believed him.

“I told you, I’m not much for self-stimulation, Mattie.”

“And that’s still true?”

“It is.”

“I never did understand that, and now it seems even weirder.” I watch him closely.

“It’s just more exciting if I don’t,” he says all matter-of-fact like. “I like being revved up all the time, and if I masturbate that feeling goes away.”

“But we used to make love, Brandon. How is that different?”

He rolls his eyes. “Come on, Mattie. Making love is its own reward. You can’t compare it to masturbating.”

“But we don’t do that either, anymore. At least, not for the past two weeks or so.” It’s been twenty-two days, not that I’m keeping track or anything.

“I thought you liked it when I go down on you,” he asks with a hurt look that makes my heart ache for him.

“I do, Brandon, but I like lovemaking, too.”

He leans forward and takes my hands in his. “If this isn’t working for you, Mattie, all you have to do is say so. We can stop what we’re doing and go back to being a normal married couple again if that’s what you want. You just say the word.”

“That just makes me feel selfish, Brandon. It’s like, I’ve got Ja’Quan and Reggie, and now I’m going to force you to make love to me? It’s not right.”

He shakes his head. “I just want you to be happy, Mats. Whatever it takes, that’s what I'll do. Just tell me what you want.”

I stare at him for a good long while. “Are you sure you’re good with last night, Brandon? It’s really what you want?”

“It’s really what I want, Mattie. But only if you’re okay with it.” He looks at me, his eyes speaking volumes. And once again I’m reminded just how much I love this strange man of mine.

“Okay, then.”
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Brandon

When I arrive home Thursday evening, I find my wife sitting on the sofa in our living room. She’s not crying - she’s not doing much of anything - she’s just sitting, staring at the blank wall across from the sofa. She turns to look at me when I enter the room but she doesn’t rise to greet me. She nods but that’s about it.

“What’s wrong, Mattie?” I ask as I move to sit down next to her.

“Reggie wants to take me to New York for the weekend.” She turns to look at me and cocks an eyebrow. “I think he wants to change our relationship.”

“What makes you say that?”

“Well, for one thing, he asked me how much Ja’Quan is paying me. I told him it was none of his business but he just laughed.”

“New York? For the whole weekend?” She turns to look at me again, this time with a little smirk. “What?” I ask.

“You’re wondering if he’s going to pay me for the whole weekend, aren’t you?” Mattie has been banking all the money Reggie’s been paying her and it’s adding up quickly, but an entire weekend, at a grand an hour is a big step up. A quick calculation tells me it would more than double the balance in her account.

“It crossed my mind,” I allow. “Did he ask for a discount or something?” I add with a half-hearted laugh.

“No, he just said he’d pay me $25,000 to go with him. Why would he do that?”

I swallow hard at the number. “I don’t know, Mats. He’s obviously trying to get your attention.”

She nods and gives me a crooked grin. “Mission accomplished.”

“Yeah, no shit. Does he want to hire you away from Ja’Quan, do you think?”

“I didn’t ask but I think that’s where this is all leading.” She’s looking at the far wall again. “I don’t know what to do, Brandon.”

“Did he tell you he’s going to offer you a job?”

“No, not in so many words, but what else could it be?”

“Maybe he just wants to take you out on the town. Show you off, kind of like Ja’Quan does but in a bigger venue.” Ja’Quan has taken Mattie to a couple of private parties as his date, in much the same way he took her to that charity ball at The Breakers several weeks ago.

“No, this feels different. As if he wants to make some kind of statement or something. And why ask what Ja’Quan is paying me if not to make me a better offer?”

I nod and sit back against the couch cushion, next to my wife and staring at the far wall with her. “But it makes no sense, Mats. If he’s going to try to hire you away from Ja’Quan, why wouldn’t he just offer you a big salary and then take you to New York? That could be part of your job description, I would imagine. Business traveling companion, or some such thing.”

“Yeah, that’s true.” She’s not emphatic in her agreement with me, more distracted than anything. “I don’t know,” she says more to herself than to me.

“Well, why don’t you ask him? Or better yet, why don’t you just say yes and see where it all leads?”

She turns to look at me. It’s not a warm, loving look. “So, you’d be okay with me jetting off to New York with the guy who’s paying me to have sex with him on a regular basis? Is that what you’re telling me, Brandon?”

Shit. When you say it out loud like that… “I guess I am Mattie.” I bow my head a bit before asking, “Is that so terrible of me?”

She turns away. “No, I guess not. It’s just so, I don’t know…” She stands up and then sits down again. “I just don’t know what to do.”

“Have you told Ja’Quan?” I ask, pretty sure I know what her answer is.

“Oh, god no. I think he’d shit if he knew.”

“Are you comfortable with the idea of going without telling him?” I feel a little weird asking - it’s as if I’m trying to talk her into it. I have no idea why and it’s not lost on her.

“No, not really,” she says with a look back at me. “But I can only imagine his reaction if I went and didn’t tell him, and then he found out.”

“Do you want me to tell him?” I ask, wondering if I’m shooting myself in the foot.

Her surprise at my offer is palpable. “You’d do that for me?”

“If you want me to, sure.” We look at each other for a few silent moments. “When would you leave?” I ask at last as it seems settled.

“Tomorrow afternoon, but I have to figure out a way to leave work early. Reggie wants to spend two nights in New York and to get there early enough to go to a nice place for dinner.”

“I’ll take care of it,” I tell her with no idea how I’m going to do that.

“Really?” She throws her arms around my neck and kisses me passionately, a sweet but sexy kiss that gets me going immediately. Once we stop, she says, “I feel like this is one of those times when I’m going to insist on making love to my husband.” She kisses me again, even more deeply. She eases me back so that I’m lying on the couch with her pretty much on top of me. I’m hard as steel now and I’m not going to stop her. I decided a while ago that whatever Mattie wants, Mattie gets. I’m just along for the ride.

“Take your clothes off,” she whispers in my ear just before she rolls off of me. I stand next to the couch and strip off my clothes but she doesn’t move. She just props herself up on her elbow and watches me as I undress. It’s pretty damn erotic.

“You were with Reggie today, right?”

“That’s when he told me about New York.” She doesn’t elaborate so I don’t ask. “And did Ja’Quan…?”

“No, just Reggie.” She flashes me a knowing smile that takes my breath away. She’s wearing a dress as she always does when she’s working, along with the kind of platform stilettos that Ja’Quan loves. She continues to watch as I kick off my sneakers and peel my socks and jeans off. When I toss my clothes aside, I stand there for her to look at me, which she does until she flops on her back and opens her arms. And her legs.

“Fuck me, Brandon. I’ve got a fresh load of Reggie’s cum in my pussy that I saved for you. So fuck me, husband, like the good little cuck you are.”

I’m sure my face turns beet red at the mention of the word, even though I’ve long come to terms with it. Still, there’s something about hearing it from my wife that just humiliates me in a way I find so incredibly exciting. I kneel between her thighs as she hikes up the hem of her dress. I can smell her and Reggie but I keep my eyes on hers. She is so fucking beautiful when she smiles so seductively.

“I’m not all stretched out tonight, Brandon, because Reggie is even smaller than you,” she tells me as she reaches for my dick to guide me into her. She’s so wet, slick even, and it’s been so long since I made love to her that I close my eyes to concentrate on not finishing too soon. She grabs my hand and pulls me toward her and I ease completely into her hot, wet pussy, my mind almost exploding at the idea that Reggie was doing the same thing not long ago. She does indeed feel pretty tight but that only makes it harder not to cum. I pump my dick into her for a few seconds before I cum in a gush with a cry of anguished frustration. Mattie kisses me to silence me and then holds my head against hers and whispers that it’s okay, she doesn’t mind that I’m so quick to cum, and that it’s not my fault.

Which only makes it worse. And better. God, I’m so fucked up.

The next morning, I call in sick at work. I’m still not exactly sure how I’m going to talk to Ja’Quan but we have breakfast together and it feels like the old days when it was just the two of us. Mattie seems as nervous as I feel but we talk about unrelated things and make each other laugh nervously until she finally stands up and gives me a look that says, enough. I nod and take the dishes to the sink.

“Have you figured out how you’re going to get me out of work today?” she asks at last.

“No, not really. But I’ll think of something.” I turn and look at her over my shoulder.

“I got a text from Reggie while you were in the shower this morning. He’s coming by to pick me up at 2.”

“Here?”

“Yup.” She cocks an eyebrow and smiles. “What now?”

“You know what?” I finally ask rhetorically. “I think it’s time I finally just take the bull by the horns, no pun intended, and tell Ja’Quan the truth. I think you should just drop me off at your office and then go to the salon and get your hair done and maybe a manicure. I’ll take care of it with your boss.”

She looks at me with a combination of gratitude and respect in her eyes and I feel like my heart might just thump right out of my chest. “Really?” she asks before she walks over to me and kisses me. “I love you so much, Brandon Cooper.”

“I love you, too, Mattie Cooper.”

“How are you going to get home if I drop you at Ja’Quan’s office?”

“I’ll figure something out. Don’t worry about it.”

She nods and goes to the bedroom to get dressed while I clean up the breakfast dishes. I try to think about what I’m going to say to Ja’Quan but I can’t, so I just focus on the task at hand. I’m putting the last dish in the dishwasher when Mattie comes around the corner. She’s in leggings and a tee shirt, which surprises me. “You’re going to New York like that?”

“Sort of. Reggie told me to dress comfortably for the flight. We’ll go shopping in New York before we go to dinner.”

I smile. “It’s a shame you’re not flying to LA so he could take you to Beverly Hills and really let you live the dream.”

“I’ll be fine. I’m sure we’ll be able to find something for me to wear in all of Manhattan.”

“No doubt.”

“Shall we go?” She picks up the keys to the car.

“Let’s.”

Fifteen minutes later, she’s dropping me at the door to Ja’Quan’s trailer. I forgot just how blue-collar his place of business is. I haven’t seen Reggie’s office but from the way Mattie described it, there’s no comparison. I think if he does indeed try to steal her away from Ja’Quan, she’ll have a hard time turning him down.

“Have fun,” I tell her as I open the passenger door and lean over to kiss her.

“See you Sunday night,” she says, offering her cheek to me. “Good luck in there.”

“Thanks.” I climb out of the car and she pulls away immediately as if she can’t leave fast enough. I watch her go before turning toward the trailer. I trudge up the stairs to the door and think about knocking before I just walk in instead.

“Brandon?” Ja’Quan asks as I poke my head inside. “Where’s Mattie?”

“She’s taking the day off,” I state simply. “She asked me to tell you why.”

His surprise turns to concern. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Why don’t we step outside,” I ask, looking at the two women in the trailer at their desks as they try desperately not to look at me. He rises from his desk and follows me out the door.

“What’s going on, Brandon?” he asks, his tone now dark and almost menacing.

“Look, Ja’Quan. Mattie and I really appreciate all you’ve done for her with the job and everything. But she’s thinking about maybe looking for something a little more challenging. Something with a real future.”

“Where is she, Brandon?”

“She’s with Reggie, Ja’Quan. He’s taking her to New York for the weekend.”

He just stares at me. I stare back. Finally, I look away. “It’s nothing personal, Ja’Quan.”

He laughs, but there is no mirth in it, just a short burst. Sarcastic, even.

“Where in New York, Brandon? Where did he take her?”

“I don’t know, Ja’Quan. She didn’t say anything about where they were staying. I’m not sure she even knows.”

“And you’re okay with this?” he asks, putting me on my heels. Am I, really?

“I convinced her to go,” I tell him with all the bravado I can muster.

“Really? What the fuck is wrong with you, man?”

“I just want what’s best for Mattie, Ja’Quan.” I try to sound like I mean it because I do. But even I didn’t believe what I was saying. He shakes his head.

“I gotta go, Brandon.” He turns and goes back into the trailer. I pull out my phone to order a ride. As I bring up the app, I decide to go to my office after all. The weekend will be long enough as it is, and I can use the distraction.
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Mattie

As I drive home from the salon, freshly manicured, pedicured, cut, and styled, I decide to wear something smart and fashionable so I don’t come off looking some hick from the sticks to the saleswomen in New York. When I get home, I rummage through my closet and select a sexy but somewhat demur cocktail dress that will do fine if for some reason we don’t find anything on Fifth Avenue. Or so I assume that’s where we are going because I’ve never been anywhere near New York City in my life, never mind shopping there with a substantial budget. Reggie told me he’d be paying for my new outfit.

I slip on a pair of thigh highs and a matching bra and panties set before donning my dress. I had the makeup lady at the salon do my eyes so all I have to do is my lipstick, for which I bought a fresh stick and the brightest red they had in the display case. As I finish applying and blotting, I have to admit I look really, really good. I should - I’ve never spent this much time or money on my appearance before in my life.

Reggie is clearly trying to get my attention because even before he picks me up, my fee for the entire weekend hits my bank account. I study my balance in near-disbelief - I’ve never had anywhere near this much money in my account in my life. Between the money I’m earning from my job with Ja’Quan and the fees that Reggie has been pouring into my account, I’m almost to the point where I can pay off Brandon’s student loans all by my lonesome, something I’ve been targeting from the beginning. His birthday is coming up and for a time I thought I wouldn’t be able to pay down all the loans to zero, but with the new, and unexpectedly early deposit to my account, I’m well over the threshold.

I check the time and realize I have a few minutes until Reggie’s due to arrive - the man is frighteningly punctual - so I sit on the sofa to wait. He’s never been to our condo and for obvious reasons, I’m nervous as a squirrel. Compared to his place, we live in a dump, but with any luck, he won’t notice. He usually only has eyes for me, and today of all days I should be able to distract him.

Finally, I hear a knock on the door and I rise to walk slowly and loudly to the front door, my heels clicking on the tiles to presage my arrival and my appearance. I ignored Reggie’s instructions to dress casually for the flight so I don’t want to spring it on him without some warning.

I’m not disappointed by his reaction.

“Good god, Mattie,” he gushes as I pull the door open for him. “You look amazing.”

“Thanks, Reg. Shall we go, or can I offer you a drink first?”

“We should go,” he says without convincing me. “The jet is probably on the runway.”

“We’re flying private?” I ask, not bothering to hide my surprise and excitement.

“Of course. It’s a NetJet but we’d never make it if we were flying commercial.”

I grab his lapel and pull him to me. “Well, I’d say that calls for a little something special to celebrate.” I pull him toward the bedroom but he resists. Which amazes me.

“Much as I’d love to fuck you in your marital bed, Mattie, we really should go.”

I make an exaggerated sad face but agree to leave, grabbing my purse and travel bag as we exit the condo. I ask but he declines to answer all kinds of questions on the short trip to the Palm Beach airport about our plans for the weekend, so I go silent for the last few minutes of the drive. Until I see the plane.

“Wow, Reggie. This is amazing,” I rave.

“I thought you’d be impressed.” He escorts me onto the jet, a sleek aircraft that is impossibly elegant and not quite ostentatious but damn close.

“I knew you were well-off, but I had no idea you were this wealthy, Reg.” I actually did look him up online. According to what I found out, he’s in great shape but his family’s real wealth is tied up in the business - Hill & Sons Enterprises, based out of New York, of course.

“I’m not wealthy, Mattie. Not yet, at least. Due time, due time.” He smiles as the flight attendant, a beautiful brunette who shoots daggers at me when she thinks I’m not looking, escorts us to our seats. We’re the only passengers on the aircraft that seats at least a dozen people if necessary.

“What’s all this about, Reggie?” I ask once we’re airborne. “I mean, why all the expense and trouble of flying me to New York?” I wait until the attendant is finished pouring the Champagne before leaning close and whispering, “Yesterday, you were calling me a slutty whore while you fucked me. It doesn’t add up.”

He chuckles. “Well, it occurred to me while I was fucking you, Mattie, that maybe I have this all wrong. That Ja’Quan actually is onto something, having you work for him.”

“All wrong?” I ask, alarmed. “What’s wrong with me?”

“There’s nothing wrong with you, Mattie. I meant our relationship was all wrong. I see all the business you’re bringing in for Ja’Quan, but he’s small potatoes if you get my drift. I can use someone like you, too. And I can offer you a real career, not just a job as a glorified chauffeur. Hill & Sons has over ten thousand employees, worldwide.”

“So, you’re offering me a job?” I ask, still astonished even though I suspected he might do exactly what he’s doing.

“I’m offering you a career, Mattie. I think you can really go as far as you’re willing to put in the work.”

“Doing what, though? I don’t know anything about the construction business.”

“You let me worry about that, okay? I’ll teach you everything you need to know.”

“Would I work directly for you, Reggie?”

“Initially, yes.”

“And then?”

“We’ll just have to see where your talent takes you.”

“But I’m married, Reggie. My husband’s job is in South Florida.”

“And so is yours, working for me. A lot of couples manage to coordinate their careers, Mattie. It can be challenging, but it’s done all the time.”

We spend the rest of the flight talking about the business in general and the history of his family’s company. Started by his grandfather and now run by his father, they build hotels and apartment buildings around the world but most of their operations are on the east coast. He and his two brothers are vice presidents of the company and are vying with each other to take over when his father retires in a few years.

“If I can build up the Florida division it will give me a leg up,” he tells me as we’re landing at Teterboro, an airport I never heard of before. I can see the Manhattan skyline in the distance and my heart is thumping in my chest at the site of it.

“Where are we going tonight?” I ask him, hoping I’m not being too rude about changing the subject.

“I’ve got appointments with a couple of personal shoppers I know at some exclusive boutiques, then we’ve got reservations at my favorite French restaurant in the city. You’ll love it, believe me.”

“Can I text Brandon where we’ll be staying, just so he knows? We’ve rarely been apart since we got married.”

I watch Reggie carefully to see if the mention of my husband’s existence and my concern for his mental well-being is taken well, but he doesn’t react at all as far as I can tell. He gives me the name of the hotel and I text it to Brandon, then switch off my phone as we taxi to the terminal. As promised, a limo is waiting for us and we’re on our way into the city as the sun begins to set, showing off the skyline in spectacular fashion. “We don’t have time to go to the hotel first, do we?” I ask, making my intentions obvious as I run my lacquered fingernails up the inseam of his suit pants.

“We really don’t,” he says with a smile. “But I can turn off the intercom.” He gives me a look. I nod and unbuckle his belt. He’s hard when I take his penis in my mouth and it’s just a few minutes before he’s cumming. I swallow of course and he hands me a bottle of water from the bar while he buttons himself up.

“Let me ask you something, Reggie,” I tell him as I dig my new lipstick out of my purse along with my compact mirror to freshen up my look. “Am I going to be your whore or your assistant if I decide to work for you?” I give him a look and he smiles.

“Why can’t you be both, Mattie?”

“You don’t think that will affect my reputation in the company, or hurt my chances at advancing my career?”

He considers me for a long, silent moment before leaning close and whispering in my ear. “Let’s get something clear from the beginning, Mattie. From the first day I met you at the job site when Ja’Quan brought you around to tempt me in order to win my business, I knew I wanted you. And when he made it obvious that you might be available, I was thrilled. But when you came to my office to offer yourself to me, I became obsessed with you. That you were willing to whore yourself out for your boss's business was almost inconceivable to me, but I knew it was exactly what I wanted. I wanted you.”

“Really?”

“Oh, yeah. But here’s the thing. At first, I thought that just fucking you for money would be enough, and for a while, it was. But the more I had you, the more I wanted you. I’d never really been much for paid sex before, but once I paid you for sex, I was hooked. I fucking love paying you for sex. I don’t really know why, I just love it. It’s so fucking filthy. And I’m just talking about the idea of it, you understand. What we do is almost irrelevant. Just paying you for sex is so obscene and vulgar.

“Now, that’s not to say I don’t love what we do together, because I do. I’ve never been with such an uninhibited woman, I gotta tell you, Mattie. Usually, the more beautiful the woman, the less willing she is to get down and dirty, which is a shame, usually. I’ve been with more than a few real lookers in my day but mostly they were stiffs between the sheets. Kind of like what you said about your former boyfriends with big dicks. They felt like they didn’t have to try because they’re so goddamn beautiful, so they just lie there, like their shit don’t stink.

“But you are the exception that proves the rule, Mattie. I’ve never met a woman who was so willing to debase herself like you just did. I’m not sure you realize how fucking amazing you are, and that’s not even taking into account how gorgeous you are, and you are so fucking gorgeous you almost hurt my eyes.”

“I don’t know what to say, Reggie,” I manage to whisper. “I had no idea you felt this way about me.”

“That’s because I had no idea, either. This has been almost as surprising to me as it must be to you. I’ve been married twice before and I never felt like this about either of my wives, the mothers of my children. You’ve changed me, Mattie. For better or for worse, and it’s probably for worse, to be honest, you’ve changed me.”

“Sorry,” I tell him with a sad smile.

“Not your fault, so there’s no reason for you to apologize. But I think you should understand where I’m coming from.” He turns to look out the side window as the limo snakes its way through the Lincoln tunnel. “But I’m not finished.”

“Pardon?”

“There’s more to tell.” He turns back to face me. “I hate the fact that you’re married, but I love it as well. I love it because there’s something so satisfying about turning a white man’s wife into a fucking whore that is beyond belief. I can’t imagine why your husband allows you to do this, but I absolutely love the fact that he does. It’s so hot, I can’t even tell you.”

“I had no idea you felt that way, Reggie,” I whisper without looking at him.

“Neither did I at first, but I came to relish it. Sending you home to your husband with my cum leaking from your ass? Fuck, Mattie. I love it so fucking much. And that’s not even bringing up Ja’Quan. How he lets this happen is beyond me, too.”

“He’s got nothing to say about it, Reggie. It’s my body, I’ll do what I like with it.”

He laughs. “Yeah, right. Are you telling me that if Ja’Quan told you not to fuck me, you would drop me?”

“Well, he won’t do that because he doesn’t want to lose your business, Reggie.”

“And he knows for a fact that he wouldn’t lose my business, Mattie, because I told him that it’s a done deal. Once I signed the contract, there’s no way in hell I could explain taking it away from him, if for no other reason than he does great work. I’d come off looking like a fool, and I’m nobody’s fool.

“No, he’s cool with whoring you out, same as your husband is, you ask me. No idea why, though. I’d never share you if you were mine.”

I look at him and touch his face. “Is that what this is all about, Reggie? Because I’ll never be yours?”

“Probably. Who knows? I just know how I feel about you, Mattie, and if having you work for me is the best I can do, then I’ll take it. As long as I get to keep fucking you. And pay you for the privilege.”

I blink. “Wait, what? Are you telling me that even if I come to work for you, you’re going to keep paying me to fuck you?”

He grins. “Pretty sweet deal, eh?”

“But why?”

“I already told you, Mattie. Paying you makes it dirty. If you just fucked me because you worked for me, it would change everything. Hell, if I had to guess…” He blows out a breath. I’ve never seen him frustrated like this before. “If Brandon was somehow out of the picture, and Ja’Quan, too. And if I somehow persuaded you to marry me, I’d still pay you to fuck. It’s that important to me. I never paid anyone to fuck before I met you, but I can’t even conceive of not paying you. It’s too much a part of who we are to each other. I’m your first and only sex client, right?”

“Yes, you are.”

“And you’re the only whore I’ve ever been with,” he says, almost proudly. “And if you dropped off the face of the earth tomorrow, I doubt I’d ever pay for sex with anyone ever again. I never did before, why would I do it then?”

“But why pay me? I mean, if I worked for you. Or if somehow we were married? I don’t get that at all.”

“To be honest, I don’t either. And maybe I’m full of shit, I don’t know. But that’s how I feel right now. That’s how I perceive the future. Our future, Mattie. If you’ll let us have a future together, in whatever form you decide works for you.”

I turn away from him at long last, my neck almost stiff after bending too long to look at his face as he talked. I’m blown away by it all, and I know it’s going to take a while to process everything. But one thing I know for sure - no matter what happens, I will never be married to this man. Never.

But I don’t tell him that. I don’t say anything at all for a good long while.


9

Brandon

“Have you heard from Mattie yet?” Ja’Quan asks for the umpteenth time. He’s called me every twenty minutes since I left his office and caught an Uber to my job. I’ve let all but the first few calls go to voicemail because they’re all the same. But this time I answered because I got a text from Mattie. Finally.

“There’s staying at the Penthouse Hotel in Midtown,” I tell him although I’m not sure why. I’ve got a feeling he’s about to do something stupid but I’m in no position to stop him. I may not want Ja’Quan to dominate me, as I told Mattie a few months ago, but that doesn’t mean I can stop him from actually doing it when he wants to. And tonight he very much wants to.

“Thanks, Brandon. I owe you.” He hangs up before I can ask what he means, but I’m pretty sure I already know. Now I just have to decide whether to let Mattie know what I did, and what I think Ja’Quan is about to do. Should I let him intervene without a word to my wife? Probably not. Will I let him, anyway? Probably.

The biggest question in my mind is whether letting Ja’Quan get involved is in my best interest or my worst. Honestly, it could go either way. I’m not sure what he’s planning to do with the information I just gave him, but what I am certain of is that he’s going to do something. Unlike me, he’s a man of action. I, tragically, am not. For better or for worse, I’m about as passive as they get. And I’m okay with that.

God help me.


10

Mattie

The rest of the day went by in a whirl. From the airport, Reggie took me to a couple of fancy dress shops where the prices were outrageous but the clothes were unbelievable. He bought me a gorgeous cream-colored gown for tomorrow night and a black cocktail dress for dinner tonight, then took the limo to the hotel so I could change for dinner.

So Reggie could fuck me too, of course.

For the first time since we’d been together, he didn’t really fuck me, though. This time he made love to me. It was so sweet. He kissed me like he loved me, undressed me slowly and lovingly, and spent more time on foreplay than almost all the rest of our encounters combined. As I said, it was sweet.

I just didn’t have the heart to tell him that it was not what I expected or wanted from him.

Dinner was amazing. He took me to a French restaurant in Midtown as promised. The decor was ridiculously overdone but in a good way, the prices were astronomical, but the food was incredible. I’ve never had anything like it and if I decide to take the job working for Reggie, coming to New York for dinner would be a huge perk that I doubt I’d ever get tired of. The city is all that its reputation suggests and then some, and I’m sorry it took me this long to get here. As we’re finishing our dessert, I tell Reggie so.

“Good,” he responds with a huge smile. “Glad to hear it. Does that mean you accept my offer?”

“I don’t remember you actually making an actual offer yet,” I tell him with a smirk.

“Okay, fair enough. How about this? We start you off as my executive assistant, with a hundred grand a year salary, fifty percent bonus potential which you can absolutely count on if you last the year, a company car, all the vacation you want within reason, and monthly trips to New York, minimum. How does that sound?”

I just stare at him. I feel the people at the surrounding tables staring at us and I can’t decide if they could hear what he was offering or if they’re just not used to seeing a mixed-race couple in this place, as everyone here looks like they’re on death’s door, to be honest about it. But I don’t really care. I just got the offer of a lifetime. Still, I feel like I should at least talk to Brandon about it before I say yes.

I definitely want to say yes.

“Sure, take your time,” Reggie responds when I ask him for time to think it over. “Anything else you can think of that I can do to sweeten the deal, you let me know.”

After dinner, we go back to the hotel and make love again, and it’s nice again. Which prompts me to talk about it after the fact.

“I know you want to make it clear to me that you can be more of a lover than a client, Reggie, and I really appreciate it. I do. But it’s not how I want us to be. I like it when you treat me like a whore. I love it, in fact. And I can tell that you love it, too. So let’s go back to that kind of relationship, okay?”

He nods, smiles as if he’s not upset, and proceeds to jam his cock down my throat without really asking. I flail and gag on his swelling member until he’s hard again, then he flips me around to fuck my dripping cunt from behind. Since he’s already cum three times today, he takes forever to finish, pulling my hair so hard I’ve got tears streaming down my face the whole time, before he finally cums deep in my ass.

“Yeah, that’s more like it,” I tell him as I fall asleep in his arms.

I awaken with the sun streaming through the curtains in our hotel room. It’s the first time I’ve spent the night with Reggie. It’s the first time I’ve slept with anyone other than my husband since we got together - Ja’Quan has yet to spend the night with me. It’s an odd feeling, rolling over to find another face staring back at me.

“Morning,” he says with a big smile. “Mind if we get some breakfast before I fuck you again?”

I have to laugh. “Well, when you sweet talk me like that, how can I say no?” I reach under the covers for his cock and he’s hard. “You sure? I am all bought and paid for.” I shudder a bit at the realization. My belly clenches hard and my pussy gets wet.

“Yeah, I’m sure, Mattie. You wore me out yesterday. I loved it but I’m pushing fifty, keep in mind.” He leans in to kiss me and I let him, even though he’s got a serious case of morning breath. He pushes his tongue into my mouth and I wonder if he’s reconsidering. I wonder if I want him to reconsider. But he ends the kiss and rolls away from me to sit on the edge of the bed. “I don’t mean to pressure you, but in the cold light of day, are you still interested in coming to work for me? I know you’re reserving a final decision until you speak to your husband, but I’m just curious how you feel.”

“It’s a very tempting offer, Reggie. But I’ll let you know, okay?”

He looks over his shoulder at me and nods, then he stands and walks toward the bathroom. His physique leaves a lot to be desired but he doesn’t look all that bad for his age. He’s going bald, too, something I really don’t care for, but I’m trying to keep an open mind about him.

Suddenly, one aspect of our conversation that we haven’t discussed at all  comes to mind. He leaves the door to the bathroom open as he pees, so I go to the door myself and instantly regret it - seeing him standing at the toilet, his gut hanging over his too-small penis as he dribbles into the bowl, makes me wince. But I just have to ask something and it can’t wait.

“What about Ja’Quan, Reggie. Are you going to be okay if I still see him now and then?”

He turns and looks at me. He really looks at me, eyeing my naked body up and down while he holds his flaccid cock. “Your personal time is your own, Mattie. If you want to see Ja’Quan, there’s not much I can do to stop you.”

I think to myself that there’s a lot he could do to make it almost impossible to stop me, but I have to give him credit for good intentions. “Okay, thanks.”

“That said,” he says as he shakes his little penis, “I think you’re going to be really busy. You’ve got a lot to learn, Mattie, and I’m going to be a tough taskmaster.” He flushes and walks toward me to take me in his arms. He kisses me again but this time I turn away after a quick peck. “That bad?” he asks with a lopsided grin.

“I’m afraid so.”

“Let me brush my teeth and we’ll go get some breakfast and talk about your future with Hill & Sons, assuming that’s the way you decide to go.” I nod and stand next to him at the other sink to brush my own teeth. It’s an oddly erotic moment in its domesticated banality, a man and a woman, both naked, doing something so commonplace as they look at each other in the mirror. I can certainly imagine a future with this man, weird as that seems. A strictly professional future, of course.

We get dressed and take the elevator to the lobby, which is surprisingly crowded for a Saturday morning. There’s a line already at the front desk and several people are sitting in the lobby or waiting for the concierge - the place is really hopping.

“Did your company build this hotel?” I ask Reggie as I hold his arm while he escorts me through the crowd toward the front door.

Until he stops short in the middle of everything.

“Look at that,” he says to me in a stage-whisper. “Your pimp is here.”

“What?” I ask looking at him and seeing his eyes narrowing and his mouth turning down.

“Here he comes,” he grumbles.

“What the fuck, Mattie?” Ja’Quan says to me, startling me when I turn to see him approaching. “What the fucking, fuck?” He’s not shouting but the effect of his barely-controlled tone is almost worse.

“Ja’Quan, what are you doing here?”

“That’s what I’m asking you.” He keeps his eyes on me, ignoring Reggie, who steps forward.

“Let’s not make a scene, Ja’Quan,” Reggie says, finally drawing Ja’Quan’s eyes to him.

“Stay out of this,” Ja’Quan growls down at him. I’d forgotten how much taller Ja’Quan is than Reggie.

“Stay out of what? I bought and paid for this weekend,” Reggie responds.

“I’ll send you a refund,” Ja’Quan says with his eyes on me again. “I’ve got two tickets back to Palm Beach, Mattie. We have just enough time to get to the airport if we leave right now.” He offers me his hand, which I look at as if in a trance. “Are you coming with me?”

I can feel so many eyes on us as we stand in the middle of the crowded but now quiet hotel lobby. I keep my eyes on Ja’Quan so I don’t have to see all the strange faces watching these two men fight over me.

“I promised Reggie, Ja’Quan,” I tell him in the saddest, whiniest tone imaginable.

“Promised him what? We have a deal, Mattie. We have a deal and you’re coming home with me.”

The tension is almost unbearable. The guard at the front door is walking toward us. My head is ready to explode.

“That’s okay, Mattie,” Reggie says out of the blue. “Go on home with your pimp, if that’s what you’ve got to do.” He lets my hand fall from his arm and he gives me a rueful smile when I look at him. “My offer still stands, though. So you think long and hard about who has your best interests in mind. I’m not going away.”

“Shut the fuck up, Reggie,” Ja’Quan almost shouts just as the guard arrives.

“Gentlemen, is there a problem here?” he asks, his hand on his gun. I shake my head.

“We’re fine, officer,” Reggie says. “My friends were just leaving.”

“Come on, Mattie,” Ja’Quan says as he grabs my hand. I don’t fight it. I go with him.

He nearly drags me through the front door and onto the sidewalk where he hails a cab. I get in without really thinking, without really acquiescing but without resisting, either. It feels vaguely familiar. I turn to look at Ja’Quan but he doesn’t meet my eyes. He keeps his eyes on the road in front of the vehicle, as if he’s driving.

“We’ll talk about it when we get home,” he tells me. “Until then, I don’t want to hear a word from you.” He turns my way at last and shoots me a look. I feel myself shrinking into the seat.

I look away toward the side window to hide the tears that are welling up in my eyes.

It’s going to be a long flight home.


Cuckold Dreams - Part 3

1

Brandon

“I think I really screwed up,” Mattie says to me on the phone. She’s back from New York but more than a full day early.

“What happened?” I ask with my mind flying around to all sorts of possibilities.

“I’ll tell you when I get home.” She hangs up before I can ask another question, which isn’t like her. We talk on the phone all the time and I usually have to end the call. Her quick hang-up only fuels my anxiety. I decide it’s time to call her boss, Ja’Quan.

“What’s up, Brandon?” he asks after answering immediately.

“I just got a call from Mattie, but…” He cuts me off.

“She’s with me. I’ll be dropping her off shortly at your place. We just landed in Lauderdale.” He hangs up on me as fast as my wife did.

Now my anxiety level is through the roof. I was the one who told Ja’Quan about Mattie’s trip to New York with their client, Reggie, where she was supposed to spend the entire weekend. If she’s with him now, he obviously flew to New York to bring her back. So I’m to blame for whatever Mattie thinks she screwed up.

Fucking shit.

I pace around our condo for what seems like an eternity, waiting for them to arrive, which they finally do around three in the afternoon. Mattie flew out with Reggie yesterday afternoon after ditching work - he offered her twenty-five thousand dollars to spend the weekend with him and now she’s back early. I brace myself for the fallout when I see her and Ja’Quan walking through the courtyard toward our unit. Neither of them looks happy.

“I’ll see you at work on Monday, Mattie,” he says when he unlocks our door and holds it open for her. He walks away without entering, another surprise, but understandable given how pissed he looks. Mattie does not look pissed, much to my relief. She looks shell-shocked.

“What’s going on?” I ask as I move tentatively toward her. She throws herself into my arms and starts balling - I hate it when Mattie cries but at least she’s not screaming at me for screwing things up, but I’m almost certain we’ll get to that in short order.

“You were right. Reggie wanted me to come work for him, and I blew it, Brandon. I let Ja’Quan drag me away without putting up any fight at all. I’m sure Reggie will never talk to me again, never mind make good on his offer.”

I hug her as she talks and walk her to the couch in our living room to sit down and, hopefully, calm down. But she just keeps sobbing into my shoulder as I stroke her back.

“What was his offer?” I ask, hoping to distract her but also curious. The man is loaded, runs one of the biggest construction firms in the Palm Beach area, and has been paying Mattie a thousand dollars an hour to fuck her for a couple of months. I’d guessed that the trip to New York was a precursor to offering her a job so he could be with her much more often, something I’m still wondering if I’m comfortable with.

“He said he’d pay me a hundred thousand a year and a big annual bonus with a car and monthly trips to New York while he taught me about the business. It sounded great but I told him I wanted to talk to you first, but then Ja’Quan showed up and spoiled everything.” She looks up suddenly and gives me a heart-rending look. “Did you tell Ja’Quan where we were staying after I texted you?”

I wince and bow my head. “I did. He was calling me every twenty minutes after I told him what you were doing.” Mattie didn’t feel comfortable talking to Ja’Quan about her planned weekend in New York, so I offered to talk to him about it. He didn’t take it well.

“Oh, Brandon,” she says, shaking her head. “How am I going to fix this?”

“Do you want to take the job with Reggie?”

She looks at me, her face a mess with tears and indecision. “I don’t know. I did, but now I just don’t know.”

“You can quit, you know. With Ja’Quan, I mean.”

“I know. But when he just showed up in the lobby of the hotel like that, I was so overwhelmed. I don’t know if I can. He’s so intimidating.” She shakes her head. “And I have no idea what Reggie thinks about what happened, but I can’t imagine he’s okay with me just leaving like that. And after he already paid me.”

“Wait, what?”

She gives me a look. “Yeah, I didn’t get a chance to tell you. He wired the money to me before we left. The whole amount. I feel like I should send at least half of it back.” She shakes her head again. “What am I going to do?”

I pull her into my arms again and hold her. “It’s always up to you, Mattie. What do you want to do?”

She pulls away and looks at me, wiping her tears with her hands. “It’s such a good offer, Brandon. I wanted to take it on the spot but once I’m through training with Reggie, he said I could be relocated anywhere in the world. That’s why I told him I had to talk to you first.”

My heart swells to hear how my wife is concerned with my career ahead of her own - it’s not something we’ve ever had to think about before. But it doesn’t add up. “Do you really think that Reggie would let you go that easily, Mats? I mean, he really seems to be enamored with you.”

She stares at me for a long moment, then tilts her head. “He did say something to that effect.” She looks away for a bit then looks at me again. “Do you think he was just telling me what I wanted to hear so that I would take the job?”

“It’s possible, but who knows? He doesn’t just work for himself, does he?”

“No, it’s his family’s business. He wants to run it when his father retires, but he’s got two brothers to contend with.”

I’m losing the thread on our conversation, so I steer it back to Mattie. “Well, what about Ja’Quan? What do you want from him?”

She looks down, something she always does when she’s embarrassed, which isn’t often. “I don’t know, Brandon,” she whispers, unconvincingly.

“Come on, Mattie. I think you do.” She’s never been so happy with a lover, me included. I know it and it’s okay. Sort of.

“I think you know how I feel about Ja’Quan.” She looks up at me and almost smiles.

“Yeah, that’s what I thought.” I do actually smile at her, and I mean it.

“I’m sorry, Brandon. I really am. But you said you were okay with it.”

“And I’m still okay with it, Mattie. I love you, and I want you to be happy, first and foremost. If you need to keep Ja’Quan in your life, in our lives, then that’s what I want you to do.”

“But how? How can I do that, if I want to go work for Reggie?”

“You might have to put Reggie’s job offer on hold for the time being. Do you think he’d keep seeing you as a client if you did?”

She smiles, a shy one but real, too. Finally, she adds, “Yeah, I think so.”

“He’s really into you, isn’t he?”

“Well, he was. I guess we’ll just have to see if he still is.”

“I guess we will,” I allow. “And Ja’Quan said he’d see you at work on Monday if I heard him right.”

“Yeah, can you imagine?”

“He’s into you as well, Mattie. As much as you’re into him.”

She nods and looks down again. “It’s hard to wrap my head around, baby. I thought once I was married, I wouldn’t have to do this again.”

“Do what?”

“Juggle men. It was always like this until we reconnected.” She smiles at me, a warm, loving smile that thrills me, just like it always does and always will.

“We can stop if that’s what you want.” I’m being deadly serious.

She winces. “But I don’t want to stop,” she says and it’s obvious that it slipped out. Her eyes went wide as soon as the words left her mouth. “I’m sorry, but you said you wanted the truth.”

“No, it’s fine, Mattie. I know you love fucking Ja’Quan. And Reggie too, apparently. It’s fine, really. Just talk to me and don’t hold back.”

She sighs and looks away. “Okay, but if you want me to stop, tell me, okay?”

I nod but she still looks doubtful. “I will, Mats.”

“As I’ve told you, Ja’Quan was the first man I’ve ever been with who can make me cum just by fucking me, although it doesn’t feel quite right calling it ‘just fucking’ if you know what I mean. His cock, and more importantly, the way he uses it, is unlike anything I’ve ever experienced in my life.” She takes my hand in hers. “And I don’t want to lose that, Brandon. I just don’t.”

“Okay, that makes sense to me. And what about Reggie? He’s mediocre at best, right?”

“Oh, yeah. At best. But I like the fact that he pays me, pays us a great deal of money to fuck me.”

“But we don’t really need the money, Mattie.”

“I know, but it’s not just the money, it’s the fact that he pays me. It’s like, he’s buying my sexual favors as a service that I provide. I’m just the instrument of his pleasure. I don’t really enjoy fucking him and it’s fine - I’m not supposed to. It’s better than fine, actually. It’s extraordinary. I love being used like that.” She sighs again but with a hint of a smile. “He tried making love to me when we first got to New York, and it was okay but it wasn’t what I wanted. Only because I knew it wasn’t really what he wanted. He was trying to please me and he just can’t - he doesn’t have the right stuff for it. So I told him to stop.”

I open my eyes wide now. “Really? How did he take it?”

“Pretty well, I’d say. He immediately went back to treating me like the whore I am for him, and that’s what I wanted. It was great, for him and for me. I like being his whore. I really do.” She stares at nothing for a few seconds and then she shakes her head. “It’s pretty fucked up, you know?”

I grab her hand and squeeze it. “We don’t get to…”

She cuts me off. “I know, Brandon. We don’t get to pick what turns us on. But it’s still pretty fucked up, you ask me.”

“Nobody’s asking, Mattie. No one cares but you. Certainly not Ja’Quan or Reggie, and not me, either.” I give her another squeeze and she looks at me, her eyes still doubtful. “Fact is, I think it’s hot as hell. I love the fact that my wife enjoys being the instrument of another man’s pleasure.” I cock an eyebrow at her and she finally gives in and smiles at me. “Believe me, I do.”

“Okay, Brandon. I’ll never understand what you get out of it, but if you tell me you’re okay with all this, I’ll believe you.”

I kiss my wife and tell her to come to bed with me so I can make love to her.
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Mattie

Monday morning, I’m driving Ja’Quan to a job site as if the weekend never happened. He’s scrolling on his phone in the passenger seat next to me while I navigate what passes for rush hour traffic in West Palm Beach. We pull into the empty lot next to the construction site and I put his truck in park and turn off the ignition. I wait in silence for him to give me some clue as to how the day and the rest of the year is going to play out.

“So,” he says at last as he puts his phone in his pocket. “You really like being a whore?”

I wince as if I’ve been struck. Physically. “It’s not as simple as that, Ja’Quan.”

“Seems pretty simple to me. He’s offering you a job, so you’ll fuck him as part of your job description.”

“How do you know he offered me a job?”

“He called me last night, Mattie. Told me I shouldn’t hold you back, that he’ll give you a career, and all that bullshit. You say yes? He wasn’t really clear on that point.”

“He called you?” I ask with a dull voice. I’m not processing at all.

“That’s right. I wasn’t going to answer at first, but then I figured I owed it to him to listen to what he had to say, seeing as I spoiled his weekend. Wished I hadn’t picked up once I heard what he said.”

“He told me I’d have a career if I went to work for him, Ja’Quan. It sounded like a really good offer.”

He snorts. “You really think he’s ever gonna treat you as anything other than a whore, Mattie? As soon as you offered yourself to him for money, your fate was sealed. He just wants a cheaper way to get into your panties, that’s all. You’ll never amount to shit in his eyes, or his company’s for that matter.”

The thought had occurred to me, but I wasn’t about to admit that to Ja’Quan. “What else did he tell you?”

“That he doesn’t want a refund for his inconvenience. He told me to tell you to think of it as a signing bonus.” He laughs, without a hint of humor. “Fucking cocksucker. Some fucking nerve.”

“Is he going to pull his business? Because he said he wouldn’t.”

“I’m sure he said a lot of things, Mattie. Doesn’t mean any of them are true. But no, he didn’t cancel our contract with his firm. He doesn’t have the juice to pull that kind of half-assed shit. He’s got people in New York he’s accountable to, so I’m not worried about that. What I am worried about is that I might lose you to that asshole.” He turns to look at me for the first time and his eyes feel like they might burn a hole right through me.

“I came with you, didn’t I?” I ask, weakly.

“I ambushed you. Now that you’ve had the weekend to think about it, what are you going to do? Are you going to leave me, Mattie?” I hear a bit of pleading in his voice for the first time ever.

“I don’t think I can, Ja’Quan.” I start to cry and he hands me a handkerchief.

“When you first told me you needed a job, you didn’t make it sound like you were looking for a career. What changed?”

I wipe my eyes while I think about the answer to his question. “I guess I just didn’t see myself as a sort of a trophy that you parade around town to impress people. And I didn’t see myself as a chauffeur either. It’s not that I’m complaining, but I think I need more than this.”

“Then let’s go back to my original question. Do you like being a whore?”

I’m stunned. “Is that what you think I want?”

“I don’t know. That’s why I’m asking.” He just stares at me.

“I like it some, but I don’t think I want to make a career out of it.”

He nods. “The reason I ask is because I’m getting all kinds of offers. Well, not outright offers. They don’t make it so obvious, you know what I mean? They dance around it, so to speak. But I know what’s really on the table. And so far, I’ve ignored them. Or, if they get too blatant about it, I shut them down. But if what I’m hearing from you is true, maybe I should take them up on it.”

“Who is making these offers, Ja’Quan? People I know? Men that we deal with on a regular basis?” I’m so stunned I don’t know what to say. I thought I was just coming along as eye candy, as Ja’Quan put it to me when I first came to work for him. I had no idea things had gone to such an extreme, and that Ja’Quan had kept it from me.

“Well, take the guy running this project, for instance. You remember Cameron Shaw, don’t you?”

“I guess,” I admit, although I’ve met so many project managers and building developers the past few months, I’m having trouble conjuring up an image of him.

“Well, he’s got another project that he’s taking bids on that will break ground next month. I’ve talked to him and put a bid in for the subcontract, but he’s been slow to get back to me.”

As Ja’Quan lays out the situation, I find myself getting wet at what I know he’s suggesting without coming right out and saying it.

“Bottom line it for me, Ja’Quan. Do you want me to go into the trailer and offer to sleep with him to improve your chances of winning the business?”

He gives me a sly smile. “Well, that’s one way we could go, but I’m thinking we should be a little more direct about it.”

“More direct than that?” I ask with my eyes wide in astonishment.

“You probably don’t remember, but we’ve been here before. I know Cam has a private office in his trailer.” He just lets it go and allows me to draw my own conclusion. “You up for it?”

My pussy is wet at the sheer lasciviousness of what Ja’Quan is proposing. I’m not sure it’s what I had in mind but it’s appealing to me at the moment.

“I don’t want you to think that I’m always going to be available for this sort of thing, Ja’Quan,” I warn him.

He nods. “Understood. We’re just kicking the tires, that’s all.”

“Okay, then. Let’s see what we can do.” As he turns to open the truck door, I grab his arm. “You’ll be with me the whole time, won’t you?”

“If that’s what you want, Mattie.”

“That’s what I want, Ja’Quan.”

We climb out of the truck and approach the trailer. It’s a bigger unit than the one Ja’Quan has for his office and when we get inside, a vague realization comes back to me that I have been here before. When I see Cameron Shaw, I remember him, as well. He’s in his late forties, lighter-skinned than Ja’Quan but not by much, and of smaller stature as well. He’s good-looking but just barely and I remember him having his eyes on me the whole time we met with him a month or so ago.

“Hey, you two,” he almost shouts when he sees us, a big smile appearing suddenly. “To what do I owe this pleasure?”

“Morning, Cam. We wanted to talk to you about the Quadrille Boulevard project if you have a minute.”

He gives Ja’Quan a look and then he glances at me. “I told you we’re still working through the bids, Ja’Quan.”

“Well, we’ve got a modification that might interest you, Cam. Why don’t we go into your office and Mattie here will show you what we have in mind.”

He looks at me again and I’m quite sure I’m blushing right through the smile I’ve got plastered on my face. A hint of a smile flashes across his lips and he nods, looking back at Ja’Quan before telling the woman sitting at the desk in front of the door to his office to hold all his calls, just as Reggie had done with me a month ago. Deja vu all over again.

“So,” Cameron says when Ja’Quan closes his office door behind him. “How’s this going to work?” I look at my boss and he gives me a grim look and a quick nod - he does not look happy but I’m glad he’s here. I turn toward Cameron and walk in his direction, slowly, emphasizing the sway of my hips as I smile at him as seductively as I can. When I’m standing directly in front of him, looking down slightly as my heels make me taller than him, I wait to see if he’s going to make the first move. He arches an eyebrow and then reaches for my hand to pull me closer. He kisses me, lightly on my painted lips, then deeply, his tongue exploring my mouth. I feel his other hand on my hip and then on my breast as he feels me up. My nipple, already hard, throbs with excitement at his brazen touch. He drops my hand and touches my leg, slipping his fingers under the hem.

“Let’s get something clear first, Cam,” Ja’Quan says out of the blue. I lean away and turn to look at him, as does Cameron, reluctantly from his look. “We expect to get the bid on the project. Got it?”

“We’ll put your bid at the top of the list of contenders, Ja’Quan. That’s the best I can do.”

Ja’Quan nods and looks at me. “Let’s go, Mattie. Give me a call when you’re ready to get serious, Cam.”

I step toward the door but Cameron grabs my wrist. I turn to look at him and he lets go. I can see the lust in his eyes as plainly as I can see the anger as well.

“What, you think a quickie with your bitch here is gonna win you a contract like that, Ja’Quan?” he almost growls. “What else you got?”

Ja’Quan nods at me again but we haven’t discussed this turn of events at all, so I go back to the only playbook I know - Reggie’s. “I charge a thousand an hour, Cam. How many hours will it take to win the business?”

He looks at me, clearly startled by my impertinence but he quickly recovers. “I don’t know, Mattie. You any good at this?”

I step toward him again and reach for his belt buckle. “What do you think?” I ask in a near whisper. Then I lick my lips.

“How about a little taste?” he asks. “So I can see for myself?”

I give him my most dismissive smirk but I go to my knees and begin to unbuckle his belt. He lets me, of course. I have his hard black cock free in a few seconds and he is leaking precum, which I lean forward to lick, slowly, sensuously, with the tip of my tongue as I hold his gaze with mine. He smiles as I run my tongue down the underside of his cock and pull his trousers to his ankles. My pussy is wet, my nipples are hard, and my clit is throbbing. I'm so excited by the scene.

I reach for his balls with one hand and caress them as I begin to suck his cock in earnest. He’s big, not as big as Ja’Quan but he’s impressive enough. I make as much noise as I can as I suck his cock and jam it deep into my throat as they do in the porn videos Brandon has shown me. When he reaches for my hair, though, I bat his hand away.

“When you sign the contract… maybe,” I tell him as I lick the head of his cock seductively. “Not until then.”

“So, there’ll be more?” he asks, his voice cracking slightly.

“For a grand an hour, Cam,” Ja’Quan says from behind me.

“I’m gonna need a dozen sessions comped to give you that business, Ja’Quan,” Cam says as he keeps his eyes on mine. I take his cock deep into my throat again and he moans in spite of himself.

“Three sessions, Cam. And that’s my final offer.”

I up my tempo and jerk his cock with my hand as I aim his swelling member into my mouth. I’m massaging his balls furiously when he spurts and hits the back of my throat. I gag involuntarily, turning my head slightly and the next jet of his essence hits my cheek.

“Done,” he gasps.
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Brandon

“Have you reached out to Reggie since New York?” I ask Mattie as we’re eating a late dinner one night. “It’s been what, two or three weeks?”

“Something like that,” she admits without answering my question. I wait - I’ve learned not to press too hard when we discuss her career. Since she and Ja’Quan started really using her to win business, she’s been incredibly busy, and she doesn’t need any undue pressure from me.

Tonight is a perfect example of her new schedule. She got home around six from making her usual rounds with Ja’Quan since he was still using her as his chauffeur. Just before we sat down to eat, she got a text from Cameron, her new biggest fan. She told me about the deal to win his business, and the man was true to his word. After her third visit to his office, he signed the contract with Ja’Quan’s company. Since then, though, he’s been texting every other night to have Mattie come to his home in West Palm. Two other developers are now on her list of ‘clients’ and are at various stages of working through their ‘complimentary sessions’ as she calls them. I can only imagine how busy she’s going to be a few weeks or months from now.

When the text from Cameron arrived, she told me to hold dinner and left. She was still dressed for work, which means a sexy dress and high heels, so she didn’t need to change. I put the chicken I was barbecuing on the grill and watched something forgettable on Netflix until she came home, looking about as expected, which was a bit disheveled but not too bad. Apparently, Cameron is still in what she calls the ‘honeymoon phase’ with her and doesn’t treat her too rough.

“How’d it go?” I ask with a measure of hesitation. I’m dying to know but I don’t want her to feel any pressure to regale me with tales of her new dalliances. We’re still feeling our way in this new phase of our twisted relationship.

“Fine,” she says, ending the discussion before it began. She catches me looking at her and I see her soften, which wasn’t my intent but I’ll take it just the same. “I’m sorry, I know you’re interested, but it’s been a day.”

“I understand.” I put dinner on the table while she freshens up - I rarely get to reclaim her anymore, much to my chagrin. I’ll have that conversation with her at some point as well, but not today. So that’s when I ask about Reggie. Again.

“I haven’t heard a word from him,” she tells me without shutting me down completely. I wait and she goes on. “I don’t know if he’s having second thoughts or what.” She takes a bite of chicken and smiles to tell me she approves and appreciates my efforts. Once she finishes chewing, she asks, “You think I should reach out to him?”

“I don’t see how it can hurt you. Either he changed his mind and you get your answer, or he respects your initiative in getting back to him.” I don't tell her that she probably should have done it a week or two ago. “Why don’t you call him after dinner?”

“Really?” She shrugs. “I guess I just feel like not hearing from him has kind of told me everything I needed to know.” She looks at her plate and then at me. She cocks an eyebrow and gives me a sad smile.

I smile, too. “Don’t be like that. He might just be waiting for you to call him.” She nods again but looks almost bored by the whole conversation, which feels wrong. “What’s up, Mats?”

“I’m just getting so sick of Lakeisha,” she says, sounding so weary it breaks my heart.

“What’s she done now?” Lakeisha is Ja’Quan’s ex-wife but co-owner of his business and the de facto office manager of his staff of three office workers not including Mattie. Ja’Quan uses Mattie to drive him around to job sites and to see prospects about new business, so she’s rarely in the office, but when she is Lakeisha treats her the same way most women treat my gorgeous wife - like shit.

“Nothing specific - it’s never anything I can call her out on without coming off like a whiny little bitch, but she’s just always on my case whenever I’m in the office.”

“Does Ja’Quan see any of this?”

“No, not really. He’s always distracted or not in the office at all.”

“Can you talk to him about it?”

“And say what? ‘Hey, Ja’Quan, Lakeisha is being mean to me, waa waa,’” She smiles at me when I laugh.

“What can you do to get her on your side?”

She shrugs. “I don’t know. I doubt there’s a thing I can do to make her happy.”

I just stare at her for a long moment. “Really?”

“What?” She side-eyes me.

“Well, maybe you could point out how much money you’re making for her as a partner in the business.”

Mattie looks at me as if I’m crazy. “She doesn’t know what Ja’Quan and I are doing, Brandon.”

“You really believe that, Mats?”

She blinks as if she’s having trouble processing what I’m saying. “You think she does?”

Now it’s my turn to shrug. “I can’t see why she wouldn’t. She divorced Ja’Quan over a decade ago. I doubt he’s keeping something like this from her. It’s probably why she treats you so badly, because she knows how much you’re helping him and she feels jealous about it.”

“Even though I’m putting money in her pocket?”

“Who knows? But…” I hesitate and she presses me.

“What?”

“Are you still having trouble retaining workers?” One of the functions Mattie performs for Ja’Quan is driving him to job sites so his workers see her with him. He has her dressed up - she’s always wearing a sexy dress and high heels and looking great, even if totally inappropriate for a construction area. He calls it ‘morale-boosting’ but I wonder if it’s working all that well.

“Turnover is really high,” Mattie admits.

“Which makes Lakeisha’s job that much tougher, right? Since she’s in charge of hiring new workers?”

“What are you getting at, Brandon?”

I just cock an eyebrow and a half-smile. “I don’t have anything specific in mind, but what if you went to Lakeisha and asked her what you could do to help retain workers, not just attract new ones?”

“Wait, are you suggesting…?”

“I’m just brainstorming, Mats. About how you can help out Lakeisha to get her on your side.”

“Jesus, Brandon.” She gives me a look but I know she’s thinking about what I’m really suggesting. “Jesus.” She looks away from me but I can tell the wheels are turning. “How would that even work?”

“Ask Lakeisha. I’m sure she’d be able to come up with a couple of ideas.”

She closes her eyes. “That’s a thought that really scares me, to be honest.”

“In a good way, or a bad way.” She opens her eyes and looks at me so I smile again.

“Both.”

“Well, I didn’t mean to scare you.” I give her a lopsided grin.

“See, I’m not so sure I believe you, baby,” she says with a sexy smile of her own. “I think you’re trying to drive me crazy, to be honest.” She kisses my cheek. “I love it.”

“Good. So, I should keep it up?”

“Definitely. But I think you need a little payback.” Now her sexy grin takes on a slightly evil tinge. My asshole puckers.

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

She wraps her arms around my neck and pulls me in for a kiss on my lips. Then another. “I’ve been thinking about it, and I’m really not into this denial thing that you’ve got us doing.”

“You’re not into it?” Now I’m getting hard as she talks.

“No, I’m really not. So I think we’re going to change things up.”

“When will you know for sure?”

She smirks. “Funny. But from now on, you’re going to reclaim me every time I come home from an appointment.”

“Okay, Mats. Whatever you say.” I mean it - I’m here to please her.

“But with a twist. Since I don’t see Reggie anymore, nobody is fucking my ass.” She cocks an eyebrow and smiles.

“Uh, huh.” I can see where this is going.

“So, here’s the deal, baby. From now on, you only fuck my ass. And you finish in me, just to be clear.” She grabs my hand. “Starting right now.”

“I thought you were going to call Reggie after dinner.”

“I’ll call him tomorrow.” She walks me to the bedroom and undresses, nodding at me to follow suit. I’ve only been in Mattie’s ass once in our time together and I remember thinking at the time that she wasn’t really into it. So I never tried it again. We didn’t talk about it, just didn’t do it, which I assumed she was fine with. Apparently, that was not quite the case.

“Do we even have any lube?” I ask as I undress. She’s out of her clothes faster than me and she goes to her nightstand and pulls out a half-used tube of KY.

“I always had it on hand just in case Reggie came over.” He never did, to my knowledge so I’m left to wonder why it’s been used - Ja’Quan is not a fan of anal. But I don’t ask. I’m not sure I want to know.

“How do you want to do this?” I’ve never done it with any other women and I’m pretty sure that what I see on porn sites is completely unrealistic.

“Here,” she says as she leans over and reaches for my dick. “Let’s get you good and hard to begin with.” She takes me into her mouth and I’m suddenly in heaven and on the verge of losing it, so I back away.

“Mission accomplished,” I tell her and she hands me the KY.

“Get yourself fully coated, then me.” She gets on her hands and knees with her asshole aimed right at me. I douse myself with the cool gel and then stick a finger in her rear. She moans appreciatively and I’m struck once again at how I really never knew what I was doing when it came to what my wife enjoys in the bedroom. What a fool I was!

“Okay, don’t get carried away initially,” she tells me as she lays her head on the pillow. “But there’s no need to be gentle, either.”

I position myself behind her and aim my dick at her pucker, easing into her and marveling at how tight she is back here. “I’m not going to last long, Mats.”

“That’s fine, we’ll work up to it.” She pushes back and I sink into her dark passage, thrilled beyond words. I thought she didn’t care for it but I loved it. I just didn’t speak my mind.

“Fuck, Mattie. Fuck.” I saw in and out of her without pulling out completely and she grips the sheets as she moans her approval. It’s almost overwhelming so I slow my tempo.

“Yeah, that’s it, baby. Take it slow so you last, okay?” She moans again and I come to a complete stop. She reaches for her clit and I feel her contracting on my dick like I never have before - I may not be big enough to fill her pussy but I’m more than adequate in her asshole.

“Just stay there, baby, just like that. Oh, god, Brandon, you’re fucking my ass and it’s so degrading. I love being fucked in the ass by my little cuck husband. Why didn’t we do this all the time, baby?”

She’s rocking and tensing on me as I try to stay still and hold off but my dick is swelling and my balls are ready to explode so I throw caution to the wind and lean into her, pushing her flat on the bed. She almost hits her head on the headboard but she reaches up and uses it for leverage to push against me as I fuck her for all I’m worth. The slapping sound of my hips against her ass sounds so obscene that it sends me right over the edge.

“Yeah, baby. Cum in me. Fuck me good, baby. Oh, god, I’m cumming. Oh, god, oh god oh god.”

I writhe and convulse on my wife’s back as I shoot my load into her bowels for only the second time in our lives together. More importantly for me, I feel her cum on my dick for the first time ever. It’s an astounding feeling. I kiss her neck and she turns her head to kiss my mouth. I’m in awe of what just happened and so thrilled by it that I don’t know what to say other than to thank her.

“No, baby. Thank you. That was amazing.” She kisses me again and I move to pull out of her but she stops me. “No, don’t.” She rolls us on our sides and I spoon her with my deflating dick lodged firmly in her incredibly tight ass, another amazing feeling as she keeps squeezing me as if she’s milking me. “You like that?” she asks with the sexiest tone imaginable.

“Fuck, Mattie, I love it.”

“So, we’re done with all that denial shit?” She reaches back to caress my cheek.

“I promise.”

“Good.”
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Mattie

I don’t call Reggie the next day. For one thing, I’m good with letting my husband have exclusive use of my ass for a while, and for another thing, fuck Reggie. If he isn’t interested enough to call me, then I’ll just have to make do with the situation I’ve got.

So I focus on figuring out if Brandon is right about Lakeisha - that she knows about what I’m really doing to win business for Ja’Quan and her, and if she’d actually like me to help her retain the workers we have. I drive Brandon to his office before heading to mine and my planned confrontation with my boss’s ex-wife.

The routine we’ve established over the past few months has been pretty consistent. I go into the trailer that serves as our office and cool my heels while Ja’Quan takes care of the paperwork he’s got to handle that day. While I’m waiting to drive him to his first appointment, I walk over to Lakeisha’s desk and ask if I can have a few minutes of her time. She shoots me a look that could stop traffic at rush hour but I just smile as sweetly as I can and wait for her to give me a proper answer. Finally, she relents and nods at the chair next to her desk.

“So, I’ve been thinking about our retention problem…” I begin but she cuts me off.

“We’re fine, I don’t need any help from you, Ma-til-da,” she says, hitting the middle syllable of my real name hard, just to be a bitch.

“But I think we might be able to…”

She cuts me off again. “I said I don’t need you, so scuttle on back to your seat and leave me the fuck alone.”

“Hold on, Lakeisha,” Ja’Quan says from his desk at the far end of the trailer - our complete lack of privacy in the confines of the small space drives me a little crazy. “What do you have in mind, Mattie?” he asks.

“Well, I don’t really know for sure how things work but I was wondering if we could, you know…”

“No, I don’t know,” Lakeisha almost spits at me. “Why the fuck are you letting this bitch waste my time, Ja’Quan?”

“Because we do have a problem with retention, La-kei-sha,” he barks at her. “Why don’t you shut the fuck up and let her talk?” He turns to me as he walks to Lakeisha’s desk. “You were saying?”

“Well, as I said, I don’t know how exactly it would work, but I was thinking, we might be able to offer some sort of, you know, prize, maybe at the company Christmas party?”

Lakeisha snorts and laughs derisively. “What, you want us to raffle you off to the staff or something?”

“Would you be willing to do that, Mattie?” Ja’Quan says, jumping right on board. Apparently, he has filled his ex-wife in on my actual role lately in ‘business development’.

“I might. I’m just not sure how it would work.”

“Why don’t we just have her blow every one of our male employees as soon as they reach their one-year anniversary with us?” Lakeisha says with disdain dripping from her tone. The other women in the trailer are doing their best not to look appalled at what we’re talking about, but I see them shooting looks back and forth between them.

“Shut, the fuck, up, Lakeisha,” Ja’Quan whispers in a menacing tone. She stares him down but doesn’t say another word. He turns to me again. “What would you be willing to do, Mattie?”

“I’m not sure,” I tell him, trying not to look at Lakeisha and the other women. I move closer and whisper, “Maybe a date with someone?”

“A date?” Ja’Quan says as he side-eyes me. “Everyone knows you’re married.”

I get really close to him and whisper as low as possible, “And everyone thinks I’m sleeping with you, right?” He smiles and nods. Lakeisha doesn’t seem to react so either she didn’t hear or she already knows. I’ll have to ask him later - I can’t believe I haven’t asked him before now.

“Everybody knows you’re fucking him,” Lakeisha adds with venom in her voice. That answers my question.

“Is that so?” I ask her, not able to hold myself back. “What business is it of yours?”

“Alright, enough,” Ja’Quan almost shouts. “Look, Mattie. If you want to do this, I’ll make it happen. But you can’t make the offer and then back out. That won’t work. You understand?”

“Yes, I understand,” I respond with more bravado than I’m actually feeling.

“And you understand what’s going to be expected of you, right?” Lakeisha asks, clearly delighted in my growing discomfort.

“I told you to shut the fuck up, Lakeisha,” Ja’Quan says to her in a quiet fury. “I won’t say it again.”

“She’s getting involved with my domain, Ja’Quan, so you’re both gonna hear what I have to say. She fucks this up and I’m the one who’ll have to fix it.”

I touch his arm. “She’s got a point, Ja’Quan. She’s got to be involved, much as I hate to say it.” She smiles at me but there is no warmth in her smile. She reminds me of a cat toying with a mouse before it devours the poor creature.

“Don’t make me regret this decision, you two.” Ja’Quan stomps out of the trailer before I can react. I turn to Lakeisha and then glance at the chair next to her desk.

“Mind if I sit?” I ask and she nods. “Do you have any ideas about how we do this?”

She smiles again and the only word for it is predatory. “No, but we’ve got a few weeks to figure it out. My inclination is to strip you naked and put a dog collar around your neck so I can march you around the stage on a leash.” She laughs suddenly at her own joke. “Seriously, though, I’ve got all my crew chiefs coming over to my place for our monthly poker game on Friday. You should come and we’ll discuss how to do this with them. They know the men better than anyone, so I’m sure they’ll have some ideas we can kick around.”

I nod and stand up, but I find myself a little wobbly as I walk toward the door to find Ja’Quan and begin our day. Part of my shakiness is a result of what I just agreed to do, but part of it is the mental image I have of Lakeisha stripping, collaring, and leashing me to parade me in front of a hundred black men.

~ ~ ~

I arrive at Lakeisha's house - which is nicer than Ja’Quan’s - with a thousand thoughts and no expectations. I didn’t ask Ja’Quan if he’d be joining us and I’m not surprised to see that his truck is nowhere to be seen. The street is full of vehicles I recognize from our visits to our various job sites, and I know each of the half-dozen crew chiefs by name but not more than superficially. Oh, and I should have said we arrived as I’ve got Brandon with me for moral support. Or something like that.

“Are you sure it’s okay I’m here?” he asks for the umpteenth time as we climb out of his truck and walk toward Lakeisha’s front door.

“I told you she said it would be fine for you to come with me.” She said it was fine but she didn’t look happy about it. But I don’t share that with my husband. He seems almost as nervous as I feel, which I get but I wish he was a little more, oh, I don’t know, manly? The choices we have to live with after we make them.

“Have you reached out to Reggie yet?” he asks as we reach the door.

I stop short and he has to look back at me. “I can’t believe you picked now to ask me that, Brandon. I told you, I’ll call him when I’m good and ready, so let it go, okay?”

He nods sheepishly and turns to knock on the door when it opens. Lakeisha is standing on the other side of the screen door smiling at us. She’s dressed as if she’s about to go clubbing, a far cry from her usual office attire of jeans and a tank top. She’s decked out in heels and a stylish red dress that emphasizes her generous breasts without being too obvious. I suddenly feel underdressed in a simple skirt and blouse.

“Come on in,” she says in a neutral tone as she pushes the screen door open. Brandon offers me his hand and walks me into her home and I’m even more impressed when we get inside. The place is not quite as impressive as Reggie’s house but it’s got a style I didn’t expect from Lakeisha, who I really don’t know all that well.

“The boys are in the back,” she says as she walks away from us. I follow and Brandon trails behind me. The house isn’t huge but there’s a clear separation from the front room to what looks like a converted screened-in porch where we find the poker game. All six of the crew chiefs are in attendance, all looking as if they came straight from the job sites in work boots, jeans, and either plaid or denim shirts.

“So, as promised,” Lakeisha says as we arrive and everyone looks our way, “Mattie and her husband have graced us with their presence.” She looks at me and I glance at the men who look but don’t really acknowledge our existence but for a nod here and there. I guess I should have dressed for the part.

“Brandon,” Lakeisha says to my husband. “Do you want to sit in for me and play a hand or two?”

He looks at me and I nod. “Okay,” he says and sits in the empty chair. Lakeisha motions for me to join her as she walks away from the table toward the kitchen.

“So, here’s what I’ve been thinking. They don’t know what we’re planning for the Christmas party, which isn’t really much of a party, to be honest. Just a barbecue on the lot with a couple of kegs and all.”

“No families?” I ask.

“Oh, god, no. We’re not a real family-oriented organization, if you get my drift. Most of our employees struggle to hold down jobs, never mind being responsible for wives and children. We hire a lot of ex-cons, you know? Ja’Quan feels pretty strongly about giving our people a fresh start.”

“I didn’t know that,” I say quietly.

“Yeah, he doesn’t advertise it but the people who need to know what’s going on do.”

“So, how about the crew chiefs? Are they former felons as well?”

“We always make it a point to promote from within, so yeah. I think almost all of them are.” She’s busy putting a tray of chips and dips together as we talk and she motions for me to carry another tray of what looks like nothing I’ve ever seen. “Soul food,” she answers before I can ask. “And some Cuban dishes.” I’m seeing a side of Lakeisha I didn’t know existed.

“You do this monthly?” I ask as we walk toward the poker room.

“It’s my way of keeping my finger on the pulse. Was a bitch during the first Covid scare. Luckily, we were okay due to a lot of outside work that started up again real quickly.” We arrive at the table and Lakeisha announces that we’re taking a break after the current hand is over. I look at Brandon and he gives me a weak smile. He looks about as out of place as a man can look, his white face and nice shirt and trousers surrounded by working men in their dusty boots and sun-faded shirts, not to mention their sketchy backgrounds. My pussy clenches a little at the realization that I might be about to go on a ‘date’ with an ex-con as well. Whatever that turns out to mean.

The game progresses as Lakeisha and I watch in silence until my old friend Maurice wins the pot and everyone else groans in mock disgust as he rakes in his winnings. They’re using chips so I can’t tell what the stakes are but the pile is fairly substantial. I smile for Maurice, one of the crew chiefs who is always so respectful when I see him on a site.

“So,” Lakeisha begins. “I’ve invited Mattie here tonight to talk about her proposal for the Christmas party, which as you all know is in a few weeks. She’s agreed to offer herself for a date to one of our employees as a way of saying thank you for a great year with Drake Landscapes. We just need to figure out how to do it and how to promote it.”

“Why would we need to promote it, Lakeisha? She promotes herself just by looking like that,” a crew chief named Al says with a laugh. The others smile and a couple nod.

“I don’t want to leave it to chance, Al. We need to take advantage of this as a way to keep guys around for the duration. Our turnover rate is through the roof, as y’all know.”

“You expect guys to stick around until next year for a chance to fuck, I mean, date Mattie?” Al asks. Lakeisha stares at him for a beat before turning to me.

“Can you do this more than once a year, Mattie?”

I stare at her for a long moment and then glance at Brandon. He nods and asks, “What did you have in mind, Lakeisha?”

“I was thinking once a quarter,” she says to the group. “How does that sound?” she asks me.

I swallow and nod. “I think so.”

“Wait,” Brandon says out of the blue. “I have a better idea.”
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Brandon

“What’s on your mind, white boy?” Lakeisha asks me.

“Well, it seems to me that once a quarter isn’t often enough,” I begin. “I was just thinking that maybe once a month might be better. For employee morale and all.” I glance at Mattie and she’s staring at me. I can’t read her which scares me a bit, but it’s too late to take it back.

“Once a month, huh?” Lakeisha muses. “Yeah, you know, that makes a lot of sense.” She turns to Mattie and asks, “That work for you, Princess?”

“I don’t know,” she says. She looks a little shell-shocked.

“Come on, girl. You can do it,” Lakeisha says with a laugh. “Matter of fact, there’s something else I think we ought to talk about while I’ve got y’all here.” I can’t tell if she’s just talking to Mattie or the entire group. Soon enough, it becomes clear.

“What’s that?” Mattie asks, her voice flat.

“Well, since we’re gonna be relying on my guys here to get the word out about your raffle, I was thinking.” She stops and looks at me with a smirk that chills me. “I think we should have you give a little demonstration, like the one I heard about you did the other day for our new client.”

The room is silent as the two women face each other without uttering another word. Finally, Al asks, “What you talking about, Lakeisha?”

“She knows exactly what I’m talking about, don’t you, Mattie?”

Mattie remains silent.

“Well, we don’t have a fucking clue, do we?” Al asks the rest of the table. “So, why don’t you fill us in?”

“The way I heard it,” Lakeisha says with her smirk turning into a lewd smile. “Our girl Mattie here got down on her knees right in Cam Shaw’s private office to win us some new business. Ain’t that right, Mattie?”

My wife looks down and blushes hard. I stand and she looks my way, her eyes imploring me to do something. I don’t know what to do.

“Is that true, Mattie?” Maurice asks gently. “Did you do that?”

She looks at the man and nods almost imperceptibly.

“Fuck,” someone says and I glance at the source. It’s Al and he’s looking at me but when I turn to look at him, he smiles. “You two do this sort of thing often? Because I’m available.”

“Let’s stick with the task at hand, Al,” Lakeisha says to him. “Mattie, are you up for it?”

“I think this has gone far enough,” I tell Lakeisha but she almost snarls at me.

“What, now you’re getting a backbone, Bran-don?” she asks with a seriously derisive tone. “Where were you when the shit went down with Cam Shaw?”

“I was at work, just like Mattie. She’s…” Mattie waves me off.

“It’s okay, Brandon. She’s right, I did it and I can do it now if that’s what she wants.” Mattie turns to the other woman in the room. “Is that what you want, Lakeisha?”

“Right here, right now, Mattie. Unless you don’t have the balls.” She smiles viciously and grabs the deck of cards. “You boys want to cut for it? High card wins?”

I step in and take Mattie’s hand. I whisper, “You don’t have to do this, Mats.”

“I know,” she says. “I want to. It’ll be the talk of the company by Monday.”

“And you’re okay with that?”

“Are you okay with it, Brandon?” She eyes me and I’m not sure if she wants me to shut it down or let it happen. So I go with how I feel about it.

“I’m okay with it.”

“Okay, cut the cards,” Lakeisha says as she slaps the deck on the table.

“No, not like that. Let her choose.” I look at my wife and she gives me a crooked but grateful grin.

“No, come on,” Al says as he grabs the cards. “Let us all have a shot at winning.”

“Shut up, you asshole,” Lakeisha snaps. “Let her have whoever she picks.”

Mattie turns and looks at the group. No surprise to me, her eyes settle on Maurice. She reaches out for him and he smiles as he reaches for her.

“Fucking shit,” Al says but he shuts up when Lakeisha smacks his arm with her fist.

“I’ll throw your sorry ass outta here you make one more sound, Alphonzo.”

Mattie takes Maurice by the hand and leads him to the couch where she grabs a pillow and tosses it on the ground in front of him. She sinks to her knees as everyone at the table stands up to gather around them. I look at Lakeisha as if to say this is getting a little out of hand, but she just shrugs. Finally, she walks to the couch and tells the other to back off.

“Give them some room to breathe,” she orders them and they take a step back, but just a step.

“You watch when Ja’Quan fucks her, Brandon?” Al asks without looking at me. I ignore him.

“All the time, ain’t that right, Brandon?” Lakeisha says with an evil-sounding cackle. The group lets go with a round of nervous laughter.

Meanwhile, Mattie is undoing Maurice’s belt buckle and the button on his jeans. She tugs his jeans and boxers to the floor, releasing his cock which is half erect. He’s bigger than me but who isn’t. I’m glad I’m at the back of the crowd so no one can see my humiliation play out on my face as I can feel it burning red.

As soon as Mattie frees Maurice’s cock she licks the tip, which I can only assume is wet with precum. He moans appreciatively and leans his head back for a moment as he closes his eyes. Soon after, though, he leans forward to watch as my wife takes his now-hard cock into her mouth. It’s an incredible sight and I don’t blame him at all for not wanting to miss it. The room is suddenly silent but for the subtle sounds Mattie is making as she licks and nibbles at the head and shaft of his rigid member.

“Fuck her face,” Al says and the man next to him punches his arm so hard that Al grimaces and grabs the spot with his other hand.

“Shut the fuck up,” the puncher tells Al who stays quiet. “Or I’ll lay you out.”

“I’ll lay you out myself,” Lakeisha growls at Al who is suddenly engrossed with the blowjob at hand. Mattie is really getting into it now, grabbing Maurice’s balls with one hand and jerking his shaft with the other as she sucks mostly the head of his black cock. She’s going for a quick release and who can blame her? She’s never performed with a crowd before - just me.

And Ja’Quan.

“Oh, fuck,” Maurice begins muttering but with growing urgency. “Oh, fuck. I’m gonna cum, Mattie. I’m gonna cum.”

She looks up at him and smiles as she works his cock with both hands now. “Cum for me, Maurice. Cum all over my face.”

That’s all it takes as he cums hard and fast for a guy his age. The first blast catches Mattie’s right eye and she flinches hard but recovers quickly to the cheers of the crowd. Even Lakeisha is into it. Maurice must have been saving up for this impromptu performance because he drenches my wife with his discharge, spewing again and again before his orgasm is finally reduced to a trickle. Mattie licks the last bit as it dribbles from his wilting cock and leans back, smiling up at him as if she enjoyed every minute of his performance. He groans and smiles at her, then he thanks her. She nods and stands up.

“Oh, and one last thing for you all to remember me by,” she says with a sly smile as she steps toward me. I almost flinch when I realize what’s about to happen but I hold my ground and let her melt into my arms and kiss me. Deeply.

“Fuck,” I hear Al mutter. “Fuck.”

I have to agree even if I don’t say it out loud.

Fuck.
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Mattie

The Drake Landscaping Company Christmas party is barely a party - it strikes me as more of an after-work get-together, the kind of thing that Brandon’s company does every so often. The lot where La’Quan keeps his trailer and supplies is strung with lights and heaters against the mid-winter evening chill even in south Florida, and there’s a small Christmas tree that’s haphazardly decorated next to a table of snacks and kegs. Other than the tree, this could be taking place any time of the year, except that this time there’s going to be a gift given to one lucky employee.

Of course, I’m that gift.

In the weeks since Lakeisha’s poker party, I've been getting a lot more attention from the workers when Ja’Quan and I go to the work sites. I used to get a fair number of surreptitious glances before the word got out, but now most everyone is pretty blatant about looking me up and down, making snide remarks, and generally acting out as only horny men can do. I’ve always been the target of such attention due to the way I look but this is miles beyond anything I’ve ever experienced before.

And the thing is, I love it. I didn’t think I would but I do. I’ve been leaning into my new role or status or whatever it is that we’re doing and that only encourages the men to be even more rude and borderline obscene when Ja’Quan and I make an appearance, which we’ve been doing a lot of lately. To the point where the crew chiefs and even Ja’Quan have had to intervene on occasion.

Take yesterday. We rolled up to a new hotel we’re landscaping at the edge of the downtown area of West Palm Beach and when I exited the truck, the catcalls and whistles started in earnest. Work on the project ground to a complete halt, something Ja’Quan hates but knows he has to tolerate for a little while at least wherever we go. The men dropped their tools and equipment in place to crowd around me near the truck and one of them got a little handsy with me. The rest of the crew restrained him soon enough but it looked for a moment like an all-out brawl might ensue until Ja’Quan reasserted his control. Only threats of firings brought them to their senses and order was restored without having to terminate anyone, but it was touch and go for a few minutes.

I absolutely loved it. Riling that many men up was a real power trip for me, something I never knew I could enjoy before. Back in my dating days, before I reconnected with Brandon and settled down, I used to hate it when men got out of control at the bars or restaurants I worked at as I always felt like there was nothing I could do to prevent it. Now, I was purposely instigating the commotion and it felt like I was much more in control than before. The fact that no one was drunk helped almost as much as the fact that Ja’Quan was there to step in as well, but something about being able to create such a frenzy gives me an odd sense of dominance that I find rather intoxicating. And a little scary.

But with today’s party, all that comes to an end, which makes me a little sad. I’ll miss it, surprisingly. At least, that’s the way I feel at this moment. Who knows what will happen once word gets out about ‘the date’ as everyone is apparently referring to it? I’ve already decided that I’m going to make it an extremely memorable experience for whoever wins the raffle, although I haven’t said so to either Ja’Quan or Brandon. Or to Lakeisha, for that matter. I only know that they’d be disappointed if I didn’t do what the whole company expects of me. So that’s my plan - to exceed their expectations.

As the sun sets, I’m using the relative privacy of the structure to change into my party dress, such as it is, having made up my hair and face at the condo. I wore a kerchief over my head and sunglasses to hide my look until I was safely ensconced in the office, and Brandon dropped me right in front of the door to allow me some cover. The lot was already full when we arrived a half hour before the party was officially supposed to begin, but I’m pretty sure I went largely unnoticed by the workers who seemed to be more interested in the food and beer than Brandon’s truck.

“In past years this party goes on long into the night, Mattie,” Lakeisha explains when we run into each other in the trailer. “We’ll have to get you auctioned off in the first hour or so in my opinion, so we don’t have a riot on our hands once a winner is declared and everyone else feels like they got cheated.” She looks at me as if the prospect of a riot is not all that bad to her - I still feel like she hates me even after all I’m about to do for her and her company.

“Am I supposed to leave with the winner?” I ask, realizing we haven’t really gone over the logistics at all.

“I think you better. If you hang around, even Ja’Quan won’t be able to guarantee your safety as the night wears on and the kegs get emptied.” She steps back and looks me up and down. I had already changed into my party dress when she came into the trailer, so I’m ready to be raffled off. “Besides,” she adds with a smirk. “Why waste all this?” She waves at me dismissively. “I’m sure it took hours.”

I just smile as sweetly as I can manage and say nothing.

“Hey, Mattie,” Ja’Quan says as he enters the trailer. “Looking good, girl.” He smiles at me and reaches for my hand to pull me to him. He kisses me hard, ruining my lipstick and making me uncomfortable as his ex-wife-slash-business partner is standing right there. I glance at her when he lets me go and she’s glaring at me with her eyes but smiling dangerously with her mouth. I can’t help but feel as if she’s not telling me everything about what’s going to happen.

“Let me go freshen up,” I tell Ja’Quan and he lets me go but not without a firm slap on my butt. I give him a little wiggle just because and don’t look back at Lakeisha - I know she is not pleased but what can I do? I slip into the bathroom and pull out my lipstick, then wonder if I should reconsider my plan for tonight. Brandon, in his infinite capacity to surprise me at every turn with his kinkiness, suggested I not wear panties or a bra underneath my dress. I told him he was crazy but the mere suggestion got me so wet back at the condo. If I hadn’t been all ready to go, I might have dragged him to the bedroom and had my way with him, something I’m doing often as of late.

The memory of all that inspires me, makes me even wetter and convinces me to remove my thong panties and my lacy, barely-there bra and stuff them in the cleaning supply cabinet until I can retrieve them on Monday. I step out of my undies and unhook my bra to pull it free without taking off my dress, an old trick from my barhopping days, and check myself in the worn mirror and the harsh lighting of the tiny bathroom. Even I have to admit I look pretty damn good, so I stash my unmentionables and head outside.

Brandon is the first person to see me exit the lavatory and he gives me a look that still gives me a thrill. I pose and twirl for him and he breaks into a slow clap that makes me blush. Ja’Quan looks my way and joins in to my infinite delight. Lakeisha does not.

“Let’s get this show on the road, shall we?” she says instead in a tone dripping with disdain.

“Already? It’s still early,” Ja’Quan asks as his eyes rake my body one more time.

“If we wait until they’re all drunk,” Lakeisha says, “I won’t be responsible for the consequences.” Ja’Quan gives her a look.

“Do you have any security on hand?” Brandon asks, suddenly protective of me. I have to smile - where was his concern when we dreamed up this plan?

“We’ll be fine,” Ja’Quan says with a dismissive gesture. “But Lakeisha’s right. We should get things going before they get too rowdy.” He exits the trailer.

“I don’t like the sound of that,” Brandon stage-whispers to me.

“Oh, get a grip on yourself, white boy,” Lakeisha practically spits at him. “She’ll be fine.”

Suddenly, I don’t feel nearly as sure of myself as I did an hour ago. Brandon notices and walks to me, whispering in my ear, “You okay, Mats?”

“Yeah, I’m good,” I tell him with more bravado than I’m feeling.

“You want to call this off, now’s the time.”

“No, that’s not a good idea.” I latch onto his arm and he walks me toward the door of the trailer. Lakeisha cuts us off before we get there.

“I really think Ja’Quan should walk her out, don’t you?” she says with a glint in her eye and an odious smile.

“I’m going with her on the date,” Brandon tells her and I look at him in total shock.

“Say what?” she shoots back.

“You heard me. I’m going with her on the date.”

“Like hell you are,” Lakeisha says in a rising fit of anger.

“Okay, let’s all take a breath,” I tell them both. “Brandon, baby. I appreciate your concern, but that’s just not going to work. I’ll be fine. You don’t have to come with me.”

“Damn straight,” Lakeisha adds. “You stick with me, boy. I don’t want you spoiling everything.”

I’m just about to ask what she means when Ja’Quan bursts back into the trailer.

“Okay, Mattie. It’s showtime.” He offers me his arm and I take it, giving my husband a quick peck on the cheek as I step away from him. His face almost breaks my heart but I’m too keyed up by the moment’s arrival to do anything about it. Ja’Quan leads me out the door and into the yard where the whole crowd breaks into a raucous cheer, stunning and pleasing me. If they’re not already drunk as Lakeisha promised they would be soon, they’re doing a hell of an impression of a crowd that’s about to lose their shit.

Ja’Quan raises his hands to quiet them. “Thank you all for coming tonight and thank you for everything you’ve done for our company over the past year,” he begins. He drones on for a while about the usual corporate bullshit but my mind wanders as I take in the crowd of almost a hundred black men, all looking at me with one thing on their minds. It’s even more overwhelming than I could have possibly imagined.

Lakeisha steps out of the trailer and stands next to me with a fishbowl full of scraps of paper, her preferred method of conducting the raffle. I sense that Ja’Quan is winding down his corporate speech and when he says it’s time to draw a name, I all but go rigid with anticipation. I reach for the fish bowl but Lakeisha moves it out of reach and sticks her own hand deep into the bowl. Everyone is holding numbers and practically drooling as she pulls out the scrap with the winning number. She hands it to Ja’Quan and he makes the announcement.

“Five. Zero. Seven,” he intones like the lottery announcer. “Five hundred and seven, who’s got five-oh-seven?”

And who should step forward with the winning ticket but the one man I hoped it wouldn’t be.
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Brandon

“Don’t fuck this up for us, Brandon,” Lakeisha says to me when Mattie and Ja’Quan step outside the trailer. She stays behind with me when the door closes and turns on me. “I swear to god if you fuck this up for me, for us, I’ll make both your lives miserable, you hear me?”

“What are you talking about, Lakeisha?” I ask in a near panic.

“Stay put and don’t say a word or make a goddamn sound, you understand? I’m going outside now for the drawing but you’re staying in here. I’ll take you to the winner’s place myself if you stay quiet, but if you start banging on the door or making a ruckus, there will be severe consequences for both of you.” She grabs the fishbowl off her desk with all the raffle tickets in it and exits the trailer. I hear a latch slide into place just after she closes the door.

I pace the small trailer as I listen to the crowd cheering and then Ja’Quan talking to them. I peek out the window and see all the black faces looking up at the stairs that lead to the trailer door, staring at my wife. The looks on their faces thrill and frighten me and I wonder again if this is all a huge mistake but feel powerless to stop it. My feeling of helplessness almost overwhelms me but I can’t hide the fact that the entire scenario, my wife being raffled off like a prize, excites me beyond words. My dick is hard even as my head feels like it’s about to explode.

I can’t see the trio at the top of the stairs from the window but when everyone in the crowd looks down and rips up their raffle tickets I know the winner has been chosen. I scan the crowd to look for someone making their way to the front and have no trouble finding him, not just because he’s the only one smiling but because he’s huge. He’s bald, black as coal, with bulging arms that are covered with tattoos shown off by his sleeveless tee shirt. He towers over the men he’s passing to get to the trailer, a huge smile on his face but with a look in his eyes that chills me to the bone. I glance at the bulge in his jeans and gasp - even through the stiff material it’s clear he’s huge down there as well as everywhere else.

My erection is so hard it almost hurts.

A few seconds later, he’s walking my wife toward the gate at the end of the lot to take her on their ‘date’. She almost stumbles along beside him as his strides are too much for her to keep up with in her five-inch platform heels. The other men ogle her as they pass and as they approach the gate, the whole crowd breaks into applause, suddenly accepting of the fact that although they didn’t win my wife as the prize for the evening, one of their own did. And just like that, Mattie and her date are out the gate and gone.

The door to the trailer opens and Ja’Quan and Lakeisha enter, talking so quietly that I can’t hear them. When I approach, Ja’Quan looks at me and shakes his head slightly before turning away and going back outside. Lakeisha looks like the cat who ate the canary.

“We’ll give them a couple of hours or so and then I’ll take you to Ike’s place,” she tells me in a too-casual tone.

“Do you know where all your employees live?”

“I can look it up,” she says, rather defensively.

I press her. “And you know he’s taking her back to his place, for sure?”

“I imagine. Wouldn’t you? I doubt he’s going to waste time with dinner or clubbing.” She gives me a lascivious smile and I know from just looking at her that this was all a setup. Not that I can do anything about it after the fact, but I can do something about what’s in store for Mattie. .

“I want you to take me there now,” I tell her in as forceful a tone as I can manage.

“Like hell,” she snarls back. “You keep acting like an asshole and I won’t take you there, period.”

“Where’s Ja’Quan? I want to talk to him.”

“He’s out in the yard, white boy. Knock yourself out.” She storms away and sits down at her desk in the far corner of the trailer. I go out the door and draw all kinds of looks from the crew as I scan the crowd for Ja’Quan. Finally, I spot him talking to a group of men, some of whom I recognize from the poker game.

“What’s up, Brandon?” he asks as I approach. The group turns to look at me.

“Can I talk to you for a second, Ja’Quan?” I ask from a few feet away, indicating I want to talk to him privately.

“This is Brandon, Mattie’s cuck,” he says to the group with a broad smile. I just stare at him. “You getting cold feet, boy?” he asks with a nasty smirk and the group laughs. I hold my ground. “Little late for that, don’t you think?” He doesn’t make a move to join me away from the group, so I have to talk in front of them.

“I think Lakeisha rigged the drawing, Ja’Quan,” I tell him straight-faced.

“Yeah, I guessed that, too,” he admits, surprising me.

“Well, I want to go get Mattie,” I respond with as much bravado as I can muster.

“Is that so?” he says with a cruel laugh. “I don’t think so,” he continues.

“I don’t like the fact that Lakeisha wanted her to go with that guy. I don’t think she’s safe.”

“She’ll be fine, Brandon. She’s a big girl.” He stares me down.

One of the crew chiefs I recognize from the poker game speaks to Ja’Quan. “Did Lakeisha really rig the drawing?”

“That’s none of your business, Maurice,” Ja’Quan tells him without looking away from me.

“What she do that for?” Maurice asks.

“Stay out of it,” Ja’Quan says, turning to him.

“Ja’Quan,” I almost shout at him. “You're putting her in harm's way and for what? This was supposed to be…”

He cuts me off. “Mattie knows exactly what this is supposed to be, Cuck. So just shut the fuck up and let her do what I hired her to do.”

“I know where Ike lives,” Maurice says to me. “I’ll take you there.”

“Stay the fuck out of this, Maurice, or you’re fired,” Ja’Quan screams at him. Everyone in earshot turns to look at us.

Maurice walks toward me and grabs my arm. “Come on,” he says as he guides me to the front gate.

“Maurice!” Ja’Quan screams again as we exit the lot.

“Thanks for doing this,” I tell Maurice as we climb into my truck.

“I’m doing this for Mattie, Brandon. I really like your wife.”

“What do you know about Ike?” I gun the engine and he directs me to turn onto the highway.

“He’s a brute, I know that much. He’s not in my crew but he’s got a reputation. Did a long stretch at Raiford before he came to work for us.”

“What was he in for?” I ask.

“Armed robbery. I don’t always agree with Ja’Quan’s hiring practices and at least he stays away from the most violent ex-cons, like the ones who went to prison for assault and such. But I heard that Ike was pretty vicious in prison, so I don’t think the reason he got convicted tells the whole story about him. Turn off here.” He points at the exit.

“Why would Lakeisha rig the raffle?”

He looks at me as we wait at a stop light. “I can only guess.”

“Tell me.”

“Let’s just get there and we’ll see.”

I gun the engine when the light turns green and wonder what I’m going to find.

“Pull over by the brown building,” he tells me and I glance at him. “The loading zone is fine.”

“Ike lives here?” I ask - the place looks too nice.

“No, I do,” he replies. I pull up to the curb and turn to him expecting an explanation. I don’t get one.

“Stay with the car. I won’t be long at all.” He hustles to the entrance and keys himself in. I’m on edge as I wait for him to come back but true to his word, he returns in less than five minutes.

“What’s this all about?” I ask as he climbs back into my truck.

“I needed to get this,” he says as he reaches behind him and pulls out a gun. I blanch.

“Is that really necessary?”

“Did you see the size of that man? You think either one of us, or even both of us can take him in a fight? Plus, I’m sure he learned how to fight real dirty in prison.”

I swallow and pull away from the apartment building. “Where to now?”

“Unfortunately, we’ve got to retrace our route. Ike lives on the other side of West Palm.”

“The not-so-nice part of town?” I ask, knowing the answer.

“You got that right,” he says as he tucks the gun behind his back again.

“Do you think you’ll have to use that?”

He gives me a look and a crooked smile. “I sure hope not. It’s not loaded.”

Fuck.
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Mattie

I climb into Ike’s truck and he guns the engine before I can buckle myself into the seat belt. “Where are we off to?” I ask in as carefree a tone as I can manage.

“My place,” he says without looking at me.

“What, you’re not going to wine and dine me first?” I laugh but he doesn’t react at all. Then, after a long moment, he turns slightly to side-eye me.

“You’re a whore, right? You fucked Ja’Quan to get a job with him, and you’re fucking every developer in town to get work for him, right? So don’t try to pretend that this is anything more than another part of your job as Ja’Quan’s whore, okay?”

“Fair enough,” I manage to say. “Where is your place?”

“You’ll see.”

I’m starting to really regret telling Brandon that I didn’t need him to come with me, but I can’t imagine Ike would have agreed to it, either. I think about pulling my phone out of my purse and texting him, but I can see that going over badly as well. So I watch the road as Ike heads north on the interstate.

After what seems like an eternity, he exits the highway and maneuvers his vehicle into a section of town I’m not familiar with, even though I’ve been driving Ja’Quan all over West Palm Beach for months. I think about asking where we are but think twice and keep my mouth shut. And I suddenly regret not having my phone linked to Brandon, something I’ll have to fix as soon as I get home. Assuming I ever get home again.

After a winding route through what can only be described as a run-down part of the city, we pull up to a house on the edge of an industrial park. The place is surrounded by a chain link fence and I get a chill at the notion that I might not be able to leave when I decide it’s time to go. I begin to think about excuses as to why this isn’t a good idea anymore, but Ike climbs out of the truck before I can offer any. He walks to the gate and unlocks a large padlock attached to a thick chain. He swings the gate open and then climbs back into the cab and pulls into what I assume is his yard. Thankfully, he doesn’t go back to lock the gate but drives up to the house which is set back away from the street.

“You know,” I begin, trying to come up with some reason why I can’t do this, “I think maybe tonight isn’t going to work for me, Ike.”

“Like hell it isn’t,” he just about growls at me. “You might as well get this over with so you don’t have to think about it again.”

“I don’t think I want to do this,” I tell him in a tone that sounds as pathetic as I feel.

He turns to me and softens, surprising me. “Look, I don’t want to hurt you or anything. I’m an ex-con, out on parole. If you tell my PO that I held you here against your will, I go right back to prison for a long time. So there’s no need for you to worry about me. I just want to fuck you.” He reaches for my hand, another surprise. “Never been with a white woman before. Never been with anyone who looks half as good as you, to be honest.”

I stare at him for a long moment and then nod. “Okay, but it’s just once and then we’re done, right?”

“Whatever you say, Mattie. You’re in charge. Really.”

I nod again and climb out of the truck cab, my heels wobbling on the uneven ground. He comes around the front of the truck and offers me his arm, all proper and gallant and I have to say I’m a little touched by his sudden transformation. I take his arm to stabilize myself as we walk to his front door.

After we climb the rickety wooden steps to his modest porch, I wait as he unlocks the deadbolt. I turn back to the front gate and think about asking if he’s okay with leaving it unlocked in a clearly sketchy part of town, but I think about the possibility of Brandon coming to get me somehow so I keep my mouth shut. He opens the door for me and ushers me inside. The place is a bit disheveled but it’s not a disaster like I was afraid it might be.

I turn toward Ike to ask him if he lives here alone when he grabs me by my shoulders and kisses me, hard and deep. I just let him as he caught me completely by surprise, and I can taste the beer and tobacco on his breath. He presses his body into mine and his cock is hard against my belly. I can’t quite tell exactly how big he is but it’s clear he’s not small. He feels more like Ja’Quan than Brandon and he’s taller than both of them as well, so his bulge presses against my belly even though I’m in five-inch heels. After he mauls my mouth with his lips and tongue for several seconds I push against his chest and he lets me.

“Okay, then,” I tell him with a giggle. “When was the last time you washed your sheets?”

“It’s been a while,” he admits with a look of embarrassment that I find suddenly endearing. I shrug.

“No problem. Okay if we throw down a clean blanket on top of everything?”

“You’re not going to spend the night?” he asks with clear disappointment in his tone.

“I told you, we’re going to do this once and then I’m going to call my husband to come get me, okay?” I immediately regret asking - I should just be telling him how it’s going to be.

“Okay,” he says with a look I can’t quite decipher. “I’ll get a blanket.” He leads me to his bedroom and the bed looks like a disaster, but he fetches a blanket from his closet and spreads it out without straightening the sheets first. I just roll my eyes and reach around my back to unzip my dress. He watches me without making a move to get out of his own clothes. I take that to mean he wants me to undress him, something that seems to be hugely popular in the black community.

I peel my dress off my shoulders and lower it so I can step out of it without dropping it to the floor, which hasn’t seen a broom or a vacuum in ages. As soon as I straighten up to look for a place to hang it or drape it, I notice Ike leering at me, a huge grin on his face. I’ve got nothing but my thigh-highs and platform stilettos on so I’m not surprised he’s impressed. Still, it’s always gratifying to know I have an impact on whoever I’m with. I toss my dress over the back of a chair and slink toward him, ready to unbutton his shirt but he bats my hands away and grabs my breasts, manhandling them with his own huge hands, rough from years of working with them. I wince but enjoy his rough treatment, something Ja’Quan has brought back into my life the past few months.

Ja’Quan. I hadn’t thought about him since we left the party.

Ike brings me back to the present when he reaches between my legs and fingers me roughly, too much so, and I step back. “Easy, big fella. Let’s be clear on something right from the start, okay? I’m not a streetwalker, I’m not a toy for your amusement, and I’m not going to allow you to be rough with me. Got it?”

He raises his hands as if to surrender and I reach for his belt. “Now, if that’s settled, let me see what you’ve got for me here.” I undo his belt and jeans quickly and pull them and his boxers to his ankles, sinking to my knees as I do so. He just watches me, thankfully, my little speech working so far. I look up to find his cock impressive but not overwhelming (thank god!) but still at half-mast. I take it in my hand and lick the end with the very tip of my tongue. He tastes vile, but for some reason I expected him to - probably something to do with his tobacco use. I reach for his balls with my other hand and massage them as I ease his cock into my mouth. He closes his eyes, tilts his head back, and lets loose the most satisfying moan I’ve heard in some time.

As I suck his cock in earnest, he pulls his shirt off before lifting me to my feet. “I don’t want to waste it if I only get one shot,” he explains. I nod and move to the bed, keeping my shoes and thigh-highs on because I just know that’s what he wants. I arrange myself on the blanket in a pin-up girl pose as he removes his work boots, socks, and jeans. Once he’s naked, I have to comment on his array of tats.

“All from your prison days?” I ask as I make room for him on the bed.

“No, a few from before and a few from after,” he says as he climbs next to me. He takes me into his arms again and kisses me, not as hard as before but quite deeply. He’s a surprisingly good kisser, so I’m content to let him assail my mouth for as long as he desires.

Finally, he’s had enough of that and he drops his head down to my breasts, sucking one of my nipples into his mouth and biting me just hard enough to be deliciously painful while his hand tweaks my other nipple. I fall onto my back and spread my legs for him. He reaches for my cunt again and this time he’s gentle enough as he massages my clit and penetrates me with a huge, rough finger. I’m so wet that it’s fine but I’m suddenly a bit nervous about the size of his cock, which has swelled decidedly.

“Fuck, you’re thick,” I tell him. He smiles and climbs on top of me. I reach for his cock to guide him into me and urge him to take it slowly, which he does. He presses against my wet folds and I moan, more for him than out of need but both, actually. He eases into me and I’m suddenly wide-eyed at the sheer girth of him. He’s stretching me like no one ever has and it’s fantastic, to be honest.

“Oh, my god, Ike,” I whisper in his ear as he begins to saw in and out of me, driving his length deeper on every stroke. “Fuck, that’ feels amazing,” I tell him, and it does. His body weight pressing down on me and I find myself struggling to breathe - he’s so heavy I can only manage short, shallow breaths. His tempo increases as he pummels my pussy and I feel an orgasm build quickly as he fucks me, a delicious sensation that makes me gasp as much as is even possible. Just as his cock begins to swell in my vagina as the tip batters my cervix, I feel myself climaxing…”

“Hey, Ike,” a strange voice calls out from the other room, breaking my concentration and scaring the shit out of me. “Where the fuck is she?”

The front door slams and I hear boots tromping across the wooden floor in the living room even as Ike grunts and cums inside me. I try to push him off me but he’s too heavy and I just struggle beneath him.

“Fuck me,” the voice says from much closer, like, right at the bedroom door. “Will you look at that?”

“I know, right?” another voice says as I try to look at the source, but Ike has me pinned and I can’t turn my head enough to see. “You fucker,” the second voice continues. “You started without us?”

Finally, I gain enough space between Ike and my head to turn toward the bedroom door, only to find two black men standing in the room undressing. Ike lifts his body enough for me to take a deep breath and I scream at him, “What are you doing?”

He clamps his thick hand over my mouth without answering me and just smiles down at me as I stare back at him in terror.

“Lakeisha said you’d have more fun with three of us, Mattie, so don’t fight what’s gonna happen or you won’t enjoy it at all.” I free my left hand and beat on his chest but he grabs it with his free hand and pins it to the mattress. He is leaning his shoulder on my right hand and his body is still weighing heavily on my torso and legs, effectively trapping me on his bed. I scream at him again but he just laughs at my feeble attempt to free myself, fight back or protest.

“I didn’t know she’d be so feisty,” one of the men says as he pulls off his shirt to finish undressing. “You gonna let me have a go at her, or what, Ike?” He’s slurring his words but his cock is clearly not feeling the effects of the alcohol he’s already consumed. He takes my right hand from Ike’s and keeps it pinned to the mattress. He’s not as large as Ike but he’s just as strong and I’ve already struggled to the brink of exhaustion. I rally one last time to kick at whatever is near when Ike rolls off my legs, only to find myself trapped again, quickly and completely.

“Get the fuck off of her!” I hear through my fog of panic, a familiar voice but muffled by my own smothered screams. I turn slightly and see Brandon and Maurice at the bedroom door.

“What the fuck?”

“Hey, go easy, man,” Ike says as he climbs off the bed.

“Fucking shit,” a third unfamiliar voice chimes in.

“I said get off of her,” Brandon shouts as he brandishes a gun. Where in the world…? “Let her go!” My assailants, all naked and backing away with their hands in the air, are babbling at him, cajoling him to take it easy and put the gun away, but Brandon menaces them as if he’s going to shoot and they go silent.

“Get her clothes, Maurice,” Brandon tells his sidekick as I scramble off the bed and fumble with my shoes. Finally, I just head for the exit as Brandon holds the gun on the naked trio and Maurice wraps me in his jacket and hustles me out of the room and the house. I clammer into the truck that’s idling in the front yard as Maurice jumps behind the wheel. Brandon sprints out of the house with his back turned to the three men following him until he turns and waves the gun at them again, stopping them in their tracks. He climbs into the passenger side and before he can close the door Maurice guns the engine and spins the wheel, spraying gravel at the three naked bodies coming down the steps from the porch. They shield themselves and we leave them in a cloud of dust as the truck surges through the chain link gate and onto the dark street.

“Are you okay, Mattie?” Brandon shouts at me as Maurice fishtails the bed of the truck on the asphalt. “Are you okay?”

“I’m okay,” I tell him but I break down sobbing with my head buried in his shoulder as we fly down the side street toward the interstate. “How did you know where to find me?” I manage to ask through my flood of tears and unrestrained blubbering.

“Maurice knew where Ike lived and he figured out that Lakeisha rigged the raffle.”

I gather myself as much as possible and he hands me a tissue. “Thank you, Maurice,” I tell him. He nods and smiles.

“My pleasure, little lady. You didn’t deserve to be treated like that.”

“Where did you get the gun?” I ask Brandon.

“Maurice again. We stopped at his place before coming here, thinking we’d have a tough time taking on Ike. Never occurred to me that he would invite friends over, so…”

“Thanks again, Maurice,” I whisper and kiss his cheek. “I owe you, big time.”

“We both do, man,” Brandon adds. “Thank you.” He nods and keeps his eyes on the road.

“Is this going to put you in hot water with Lakeisha?” I ask.

“I don’t care, frankly. I’m done with that whole crew.” He side-eyes me and raises an eyebrow. “You should be too, Mattie.”

“Oh, no worries there. I’m never going back.”

“Good,” Brandon says as he wraps his arm around my shoulder again and squeezes.

Maurice just smiles and nods.

“Is it finally time to give Reggie a call?” Brandon asks.

I turn and put my head on his shoulder.

“Yeah, I think it definitely is time.”
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Brandon

True to her word, Mattie called Reggie the following morning. Not surprisingly, he was thrilled to hear from her. I didn’t listen to the call but got a recap when she was done.

“He’s been in New York pretty much the whole time,” she tells me after the call. “His father had a heart attack and needed him there.”

“So, he’s still interested in giving you a job?” I ask.

“Nice,” she tells me with a smirk. “The poor man almost loses his dad and that’s all you can think about?” I hang my head dramatically but she laughs. “It’s okay, I get it. I was almost as rude as you just were.”

“So, what did he say?”

“He’s flying down to talk to me, to us, really.” She gives me a look. “He wants to meet you.”

“Why?” I ask, dumbfounded.

“He didn’t say, but I think he’s just interested in getting to know more about me, and that includes you.”

I decide it’s time to talk about last night. “We should press charges, Mattie. That wasn’t right, what they did.”

She side-eyes me hard. “And say what, Brandon? Oh, Mister District Attorney, I was whoring myself out to my boss’s employee and he took advantage of me.” She rolls her eyes and I just hang my head again. “Plus, Maurice confided that his gun is not registered, so we’d probably get him in all kinds of trouble. No, I think we just need to put it all behind us.”

“Have you heard from Ja’Quan?” I ask, almost afraid to hear the answer.

“He’s called and texted a bunch of times but I’m done with him. He tried to claim that he didn’t have any idea about Lakeisha rigging the raffle, but I don’t care. I’m moving on, so I finally blocked his number.”

“Will you miss him, sexually I mean?” I don’t know when to quit, clearly.

She smiles at me like I’m a little kid that needs to be comforted when he finds out that Santa Claus isn’t real after all. “I guess, but it’s fine. I don’t think he was right for me in the long run. I loved his cock but his attitude was beginning to remind me of some of my old boyfriends. I liked that at first but it was starting to get old.”

She slides next to me on our couch and nuzzles my neck. “Besides, I think you and I need to get back to normal. This has been great but it was unsustainable, you know?”

I nod. “Okay, if you’re good with that.” I kiss her and she kisses me back, and it’s wonderful.

~ ~ ~

Reggie flies in to meet with us a couple of days later. At his request, we join him for dinner at  - where else? - The Breakers in Palm Beach. I wonder if he’s going to ask one or both of us to join him in his room after the meal, but I don’t mention my suspicion to Mattie. Navigating our newly reconstructed relationship after so many months as her cuckold is going to take some getting used to, and I’ve decided to just keep my mouth shut most, if not all of the time.

“I really appreciate you two joining me here tonight,” he says as we meet him in the lobby. We walk to the same restaurant where we met Ja’Quan a few months ago and Mattie gives me a look as we walk past the bar. I smile and nod, but we don’t say a word. We don’t have to.

“So,” Reggie says after the hostess shows us to our table. “It’s been quite a ride for you two, from what I’ve heard.”

“What have you heard, exactly?” Mattie asks with a sudden look of concern on her beautiful face.

“Well, it’s pretty much common knowledge what you were doing for Ja’Quan to win him business, I’m afraid.” She looks at me with eyes wide before turning back to Reggie.

“That’s over with, Reggie,” she says emphatically. I nod in agreement.

“I’m glad to hear that because I told you once that I would never share you if we ever got together.” He looks at me and cocks an eyebrow. “Not that I’m criticizing or anything, Brandon. I’m just not built that way.”

“Thanks,” I say, wondering if I’m coming off as a partial or complete idiot. Does it matter?

“Is that what this meeting is all about, Reggie?” Mattie asks with a note of disappointment in her voice.

“No, not entirely, my dear,” he says, looking at her with nothing but kindness.

“What does that mean?” she asks.

Reggie smiles and looks at the ceiling. “This is not easy, but hear me out, okay?” His eyes come back to my wife. “I told you on the phone that my father had a heart attack. He’s going to be fine, or he’s going to survive, but he’s stepping back from the business. He’s asked me to take over.”

“As CEO?” I ask.

“That’s right,” Reggie confirms, clearly proud of himself.

“Reggie, that’s great,” Mattie says with enthusiasm, but I can tell she’s at least somewhat disappointed - what chance does she have of working for Reggie now?

“Thank you. I was quite surprised, as were my brothers who got passed over. But living away from headquarters for the past few years turned out to be a blessing in disguise. While they went about backstabbing each other into oblivion, I came across as being above the fray. It didn’t hurt that business here in Florida has been booming, either.”

“So,” I begin. “You’ll be moving to New York permanently?”

“I will,” he confirms, and I glance at Mattie. She’s clearly crestfallen now. “But,” Reggie says, turning to her. “I still want you to come work for me, Mattie. We’ll just have to change things around a little bit.”

She looks at him in confusion. “But I can’t move to New York, Reggie,” she almost whines, but it’s exactly what I wanted to hear. I reach for her hand under the table and she gives me a little squeeze when I find it.

“And I understand that, Mattie. That’s not what I’m proposing. I’ve got my right-hand man, a fellow named Irvin Fields, who’s taken over the West Palm office for me. You’ll work and report to him but with a few modifications if the two of you are amenable.”

“Amenable to what?” I ask.

“Well, that’s why I’m here,” he says with a broad smile. “To see if we can work things out to everyone’s satisfaction.”

“What exactly are you getting at, Reggie?” I ask, drawing a look from Mattie. Reggie holds up his hand as if to tell her not to go at me, which is what it looks like she’s ready to do.

“It’s a fair question, Mattie, so let him ask it. What I really want here tonight is for everyone to be completely honest, which won’t be a problem for me. I’ve got the least to lose, although I really don’t want to lose my connection to Mattie.” He turns to her. “I really have missed you, and I’m sorry it took me so long to get in touch again. It’s been a month, let me tell you.”

She nods and softens. “I understand, you had a lot going on.”

“Well, not as much as you two.” Mattie opens her mouth to say something and he holds up his hand again. “I know, I know. And we don’t have to cover that ground again. Suffice it to say, I’m more than ready to put all that behind us and just talk about the future. Our future.” He pauses for effect, which is very effective, then he says, “All three of us.”

Mattie and I just sit and stare at him in silence for what seems like forever.

Then, looking straight at Mattie, he adds, “Because I want our relationship to last a long, long time.”
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Mattie

Six months later

“You all set for your trip?” Brandon asks as I snap my full-size suitcase shut. I’m actually checking it, something I never do, because it’s too big to fit in the overhead. Until now.

“I think so,” I tell him and motion for him to lift it off our bed. “I’m sure I overpacked because Reggie told me he’s going to take me shopping again.”

“He’ll have to buy you another suitcase as well,” Brandon says with a smirk. “I’ll miss you,” he adds in a much more serious tone.

“It’s just for a week,” I tell him not for the first time. “You’ll be fine. Or are you having second thoughts?”

“About you going?” he asks. “No, not at all.”

“That’s not what I meant.”

“Oh, that.” He looks down and sticks his hands in his pockets. “No, not really.”

“Yes or no, Brandon. It’s time to make a decision.” I get why he’s hesitating - I’ve only been gone for a few days at a time since I started working for Reggie’s company. He flies me up to New York for a couple of days every couple of weeks but I’ve always returned before the weekend. Until now. On this trip, I’m staying for almost ten days which will include two weekends. It’s a huge step for us and I’m excited to see how things go. Brandon is excited - and nervous - for me but also for another reason as well.

“I still want to do it, Mattie.”

“And you want me to take the key with me?” I ask gently.

“Yes,” he whispers.

“Well, my flight leaves in a couple of hours, and I still have to put the rest of my makeup on, so if we’re going to do this, we should get started.”

“Yeah,” he says simply, and then he unbuckles his belt and undoes his jeans, letting them drop to his ankles. I grab a pillow from the chair and place it at his feet. He offers me his hand as I’m already wearing my high heels which makes going down to a kneeling position a bit awkward, but we’ve had a fair amount of practice the past several months.

“Are you thinking about Reggie fucking me, Brandon?” I ask, not out of curiosity but to get him even more excited, although his raging erection staring me in the face offers all the proof I need that he’s very excited.

“No, not at all,” he says with a sarcastic tone.

“Well, you should think about it, husband. I’m going to fuck him every night for a solid week this trip.”

“Ten days,” he corrects me and I give his balls a squeeze. “Hey,” he gasps.

“You know how I hate it when you contradict me,” I tell him as I lick the precum from the tip of his dick, my eyes on his. I take the tip of his dick into my mouth and then slide my tongue down the shaft. I suck one ball into my mouth and the other in turn. He sighs and closes his eyes.

“Reggie said he’s going to pay me a lot of money for this trip, Brandon. So I’m sure he’ll be fucking me a lot, probably every morning and every night.”

He groans and looks down at me as I take him fully into my mouth again. I work his balls with one hand and pull his hip with the other so he’s as deep in my mouth as he can be, which, to be honest, isn't all that deep. But he loves it when I deep-throat him. I gag a little just to enhance the experience for him.

“I think he might share me with a couple of his colleagues, too,” I whisper as I lick his balls again. It’s not true - Reggie made it clear when he hired me that he would never use me the way Ja’Quan did and he’s been true to his word. Unfortunately.

“Oh, shit,” Brandon whispers, clearly disappointed that he’s already on the verge of climaxing. I take his head in my mouth again, just as his shaft swells and jerks, his essence coating my mouth and tongue as I swallow it all. When the last drops of his orgasm are mine, I let him go and he turns to the nightstand next to our bed. He hands me his chastity device and I lock in on him quickly, before the idea of being helpless for ten days makes him hard again. He helps me to my feet and I show him the key before making a flourish of dropping it in my purse. He nods silently and bends down to pull his jeans on but I stop him and kiss him, deeply and passionately. He lets me. He always lets me.

When we break, I go to the bathroom to finish putting on my makeup, which is really just my lipstick. I carefully apply a deep shade of red to my lips and then go back out to kiss Brandon’s cheek before I go. He picks up the suitcase but I take it from him.

“I ordered a car, baby.” He looks crestfallen but I know he loves this final bit of humiliation. I’ll never understand him but I know him so well now.

“Have a good week,” he says as I roll my suitcase to our front door with him trailing behind me.

“You too, baby. I’ll think about you while I’m gone.”

He smiles. “No, you won’t.”

I touch his cheek. “Yeah, you're probably right.”

Please leave a review! Or even just a rating!

(They really, really help a girl out!)

Thank you so much!

Check out my blog at hotwivesandwhores.blogspot.com

Email me to sign up for my newsletter and I’ll send you a book of mine, your choice, for free!

(Be sure to let me know which one you want)

lenawhitegirl@gmail.com

(Click here to go to my Amazon Author Page)[image: ]

(Click here to go to my Audible Page)
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