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My stories are romances, so they explore the feelings, emotions and relationships of the characters.  My stories are also erotica, so the sex scenes are explicit.  Often very explicit.  

My stories have an emotional edge to them.  The characters have thrilling adventures, but there’s pain there too, at least for some of them.  

I try to write stories that seem like real life.  Yes, the situations are extreme, but I hope you come away thinking, “Yes, I can see how that might happened.”

My wife is my muse, the love of my life.  She is the Jennifer in my stories, the Sarahs, the Zoeys, the Jess’s.
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This book starts a few months after the end of Book 15.  A lot’s happened. Not just about Jamal and our game, but our regular life too.

Let me try to catch you up. Yes, Jen is still with Jamal. They’re as into each other as ever. But more about that in a minute.

A big thing is, Jen is working again at Gateway. Allie works at Gateway too. She still lives in LA, but she has to be in NYC pretty often to work on clients, so they see each other every couple of weeks.

Scott still works for Gateway too. He lives in Michigan but (like Allie) is at the mother ship in NYC pretty often. Jen doesn’t mention him much. I think, because, how things turned out before. And because she’s too distracted by Jamal anyway.

Another big thing is, we moved to the loft apartment in NYC! Wow, big life changes, right? 

We still own the house in Montclair NJ. We put it on the market, but I pulled it after a couple weeks. I guess I needed a safety net. I’m worried about how deep Jen’s relationship with Jamal has grown, and I want some place to pull back to if things get too serious. 

It’s kind of funny (ironic’s probably the better word) that the neighborhood where Jen has so many lovers would feel safe to me, but that’s how it is. I guess that gives you an idea of how things have progressed with Jamal.

Jen didn’t fight me on keeping the Montclair house. I think she’s sentimental about it. We have a lot of great memories there, with Anna, and our friends. We were able to rent it out, so maybe it’ll end up being a good investment.

A side benefit was, our neighbors didn’t feel the need to throw us a going away party, since we weren’t selling the house. Both Jen and I were relieved about that. It would’ve been awkward seeing Blake, and Steph, and John and Alicia. We’ve kinda drifted away from them. I don’t regret not seeing Blake much anymore, but I have to admit I miss talking to Steph, and I feel kind of guilty for just abruptly ending our friendship.

So okay. Now Jamal. They still see each other every Saturday. Jen calls it their date night. For most married couples, “date night” is when they go out. But for us, “date night” is my wife’s evening with her black lover. The reality of the situation both disturbs me, and turns me on.

Jamal is now seeing Jen exclusively. As in, he’s not fucking (or dating) other girls. And Jen’s still only having sex with Jamal. So that’s made things easier as far as STDs go. Their sex is always unprotected, always skin-on-skin. And since they’re exclusive to each other, they don’t have to get tested anymore.

What about me? Does Jen give me any?

This is where Jamal has really taken over our lives. Our sex life anyway. Jamal only wants his sperm in my wife’s body. So Jen will give me blowjobs, but I don’t cum in her mouth. I’m allowed to have intercourse with my wife whenever I want – this is a new thing that Jamal allows – but I always have to use condoms. And not any condoms, but the thick Durex condoms.  I haven’t actually been skin-to-skin inside Jen for months. 

And sex with my wife isn’t whenever I want. Jamal’s rule is, I can only have sex with Jen after he’s been with her.

How do I feel about this? About Jamal’s control over my wife, and our sex life?

I’m a cuckold. I hate it. And I love it.

My cock is still in the cage. Jen only lets me out on days she’s seeing Jamal. At first, the cock cage was a thing between me and Jen. But Jamal’s taken control of that too. He insists that I stay caged except on their date nights. It’s not like he has the key. Jen has the key. But she does what he says.

A big development is, Jen and Jamal now see each other more than just once a week. This happened after we moved to the loft apartment, and Jamal told Jen he was going to be exclusive to her. She was delighted when he told her that. It was a major ego boost that a man like Jamal would commit to just her.

Soon after Jamal told her that – and he told her that with a lot of kisses and snuggling—Jen told me it wasn’t fair that Jamal only got sex once a week. She said a man like Jamal needs more sex than that. Those were her words. “A man like Jamal needs sex more than once a week.”

She told me she needed to take care of him. Since he was seeing her exclusivity, she needed to make sure he was sexually satisfied. She told me it was only fair. Those were her words too. “It’s gotta be more than once a week Mike. It’s only fair.”

You can imagine, the word “fair” swirled around inside my head. Where was the fairness for me? She was my wife, but my dick wasn’t allowed inside her without a condom. She never swallowed my cum anymore. Mostly nowadays, the only thing I got from her was a handjob, or I masturbated as she told me about her latest fuck fest with Jamal. So how was any of this fair?

Jen wanted to see Jamal more than once a week. To give him her body. To make sure he was sexually satisfied. While I got barely anything. How was this fair to me?

To make things worse, these quickies didn’t count as far as me getting into Jen’s pants.  Jamal wanted it this way, as he wanted to guarantee he would have sex with my wife more than me.

I could have said no. I think I still had that power, at least for major changes like this. Or I could have gone nuclear and pulled her free pass. Ended the game.

But in the end, I agreed. You might think I’m stupid. But here’s the thing. It was different this time. I’m talking about Scott. With Scott, everything happened so fast. And I barely ever saw Jen. She spent more time with him than me.

But now, Jen was with me most of the time. Yes, she was with Jamal on their Saturday dates. And now, in addition, she saw him 2-3 times a week. But those were quickies. Over lunch or right after work. Jen made a point to always be home by dinner time. Yes, she had a black lover, and yes she fucked him a lot, but most of the time she was with me and Anna. Most of the time we were a normal American family, a normal American marriage. It’s probably hard to believe, but it’s true.
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On their Saturday dates, Jen and Jamal usually ended up at his apartment at NYU. It was easier, since (of course) Anna was at our loft apartment. Usually I was at his apartment too, watching them have sex. There was no problem getting a babysitter, since Callie was living with us now as Anna’s nanny while she went to Hostos college in the Bronx.

Most times I sat in the chair next to Jamal’s bed as I watched them fuck. Nowadays I was completely nude sitting in that chair. Jen encouraged me to take off all my clothes while I watched. I was keeping the weight off and exercising, and she said she liked looking at my slim, tight body (and hairless, since I was still getting waxed regularly).

Usually I slowly stroked my cock as I watched them fuck. Sometimes I’d only be half hard; it took me awhile to get fully erect after being caged. But it still felt good, playing with myself. Often I’d use my other hand to caress the underside of my balls. I loved it when Jen did that. When she scraped her long nails across the underside of my balls. She still did that too, on those days when I wasn’t in the cage.  I was keeping my fingernails a little longer nowadays, so it almost felt as good when I caressed myself.

Jamal fucked Jen in every position imaginable. Her favorite was doggy, and she always came when he fucked her hard from behind. But they always ended up with Jamal on top, and Jen’s long beautiful legs on his broad shoulders. Missionary was probably Jen’s second favorite position, because she loved to kiss during intercourse, and she loved to caress her man’s chest, abs and arms as he rocked back and forth inside her body.

Jamal liked missionary too. He liked to look into Jen’s beautiful face when he came. And being on top, he could get deeper when he came inside her body.

It was when Jamal was on top that I had the best view of his cock penetrating Jen’s pussy. The sight was striking, more so than when she was with any other man. I think because Jamal was black and her other lovers had been white. Seeing his big black cock stretching her pink pussy lips was incredible. His cock was so thick, her lips stretched out as he pulled out, and then disappeared inside her as he pushed in. His big jet-black body on top of her petite lily white body ... his big black lips kissing her pouty white lips ... her slim stockinged legs wrapped around his big black muscular thighs. Those sights left me panting. They made my cock ache with cuckold lust.

As always, when Jamal came, he lifted Jen’s body upside down and almost vertical, using gravity to flow his black seed deep inside her fertile womb. I don’t know why he did this. He knew Jen was on the pill. He kept her in this position for long minutes, kissing her the entire time. Jen didn’t seem to mind. She liked feeling so full with her lover’s black meat, and she loved being kissed by Jamal. She told me many times that he was the best kisser ever. I think the fact that Jen loved to kiss Jamal so much bothered me more than the way she always came so hard on his cock.

Sometimes when Jamal was in a nasty mood, he would make me fluff him up for Jen. He’d sit on the edge of the bed, and I’d get on my knees between his open legs. And I’d ... well ... I’d go down on him. I’d use my fingers. My nails (which I still kept longer than normal). My tongue. My mouth. The way Jen taught me. How to pleasure a man.

I did this for my wife. Because I loved her. And me going down on Jamal always got her hot. Her pouty lips parted, her cheeks got flushed, and her eyes got heavy lidded whenever she looked at me with Jamal’s cock in my mouth.

Sometimes she’d get on the floor next to me. Both of us naked (although usually she’d still be in stockings and heels). She’d press her body against mine – her little tits against my back – and look over my shoulder as I sucked off her lover. She’d reached around to my front and stroke my cock, and whisper in my ear things like “you look so sexy with Jamal’s cock in your mouth.”

Once as I went down on Jamal, Jen put on her strap on and fucked my ass from behind. As she fucked me, she ran her hands over my naked body and said “I love fucking your tight body” and “I love fucking your sexy tight ass.”

I came from Jen’s fucking. She was delighted I came from just getting my ass fucked, without any stimulation from her hand on my cock. Jamal laughed and said “He likes it. And he does have a tight ass. Maybe if you put him in high heels I’ll fuck him.”

Jen laughed and beamed into Jamal’s eyes. They both laughed, like they were sharing a joke, like THEY were the married couple and I was just a sex toy for them to dick around with.

Hearing Jen laugh really hurt me. Seeing her looking into Jamal’s eyes and sharing the moment with him really hurt me. It hurt me to my core. It really hurt. It devastated me. Jen could tell. She quickly wiped the smile off her face and hugged me. Since then, she hasn’t tried to use the strap on with me.

Despite low points like that, I still craved it. If anything, I wanted more. If anything, my cuckold desires grew and got more intense, more consuming.

Like, I craved seeing them together beyond just in the bedroom. I wanted to see them on their dates, watch them together as a couple. I wanted to see the romance in their relationship, not just the sex.

It wasn’t that hard to follow them and watch. Jen was good at telling me their plans. One time they went to the Brooklyn museum. They both liked to spend time together, go on real dates, but obviously they couldn’t go places where Jen might run into people we knew. They often went to Brooklyn, or Harlem, places our friends and co-workers were unlikely to go.

They went during one of their Saturday dates. The museum was crowded so it was easy to watch them without being seen. Yeah, I was spying on them. I didn’t want them to know I was watching. I didn’t want Jamal to know because I didn’t want to deal with his scorn and mocking. I didn’t want Jen to know because I wanted to see what she did with Jamal when I wasn’t around.

They looked like a real couple as they toured the museum. They stood close together and held hands the entire time, their heads close together as they talked about the exhibits. They were a striking couple and turned a lot of heads. Mixed couples weren’t unusual in NYC, but they weren’t common either. And Jen was beautiful, always the prettiest girl in the room. Jamal also turned a lot of heads. He wasn’t handsome as much as imposing with his big muscular body, his jet-black skin, his shaved head, the gold teeth. Like I said, they were a striking couple.

They kissed a lot. Not making out, just little romantic kisses. Like, Jamal would say something funny, and Jen would grin and give him a little kiss. And they were always touching. Jamal’s hand on her lower back. Jen’s touching her palm against his chest, and leaning her hip against his. The kind of romantic touching that couples do.

Earlier in the day, I watched Jen do her nails with Anna. Anna’s favorite color was pink, so they both painted their nails a light pink. The shade was so pretty and innocent. And they had fun painting their nails, smiling and laughing, bonding together as mother and daughter.

Now, I watched as Jen and Jamal held hands as they toured the museum. Her lily-white fingers with the light pink nails intertwined with Jamal’s big black fingers. I thought of the contrast, of Jen earlier painting her nails with Anna, and now here with Jamal, her black boyfriend.

God ...

It got me so hot.

I got so excited watching them. I had been smart enough to wear loose trousers, so people couldn’t see my hard-on. Jen had let me out of the cage (since it was her date night with Jamal), and I was so hard watching them. I got so excited my body started shaking. An old lady asked me if I was okay, and I had to go to the bathroom to calm down. I was tempted to jerk off in the stall, but I didn’t want the depression that came after cumming.

It took me a while to find them after leaving the bathroom. When I saw them, they were touring some paintings. Jen’s body was pressed against his, and she was holding his arm. Jamal’s arm was around her. His thumb was in the back pocket of her skinny jeans. The way a boyfriend would curl his thumb into his girlfriend’s back pocket. They looked so much like a couple. So into each other. It wasn’t just sex, it was romance. My wife was in a romantic relationship with another man. God, it got me so excited. My body started to shake again.

Jen assured me she didn’t love Jamal. She said she loved only me, and she would only ever love only me. But she admitted she liked Jamal. A lot. She was in-like with Jamal.  And their relationship was romantic in addition to sexual.

Jen assured me Jamal didn’t love her either. They were just really good friends and had a lot of fun together. Not just in the bedroom, but spending time together. They were both enjoying the infatuation of a new relationship. She told me not to worry. Eventually the infatuation would go away and she’d drift away from Jamal, just like she had done with Blake, and Doug, and Cam (and Scott too, although she rarely talked about Scott even though they were working together again). Jen assured me that I was the only man who was permanent in her life.

Jen admitted, though, that she now understood the appeal of black men. Now she got the “once you go black you won’t go back” thing. She told me she had met a lot of really hot black men through Jamal, and said her next boyfriend in our game might be black too.

That gave me some comfort, that she was already thinking about life after Jamal. But I wasn’t sure about my wife being “blacked.” Black culture was different than white. And even though I was a liberal democrat, the idea of my wife spending so much time with black men made me uneasy. If it was just sex, that would be one thing. But it was never just sex with Jen. That’s not how our game worked.

Later that night after the museum, I met them at Jamal’s apartment. I was waiting for them as they approached. They were holding hands, walking close together, their heads tilted together as they spoke in whispers.

When Jen saw me, she let Jamal’s hand go and separated from him by a few inches. She knew it hurt me to see her holding his hand and walking so romantically together. She moved from Jamal and walked up to me. She took my hands and looked into my eyes. “Are you okay?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said.

“What’d you do today?” she asked as she squeezed my hands.

“Just hung out,” I said with a nonchalant shrug. She didn’t mention seeing me at the museum, so I assumed she hadn’t. I didn’t tell her either. The whole point was to watch them together without her knowing, so I could see how she was with him when she didn’t think I was looking.

“Anna okay?”

“Yeah. She’s good. You know. She’s with Callie.”

“You’re really okay?” Jen asked, looking into my eyes as if trying to discern how I was really feeling.

“I am,” I assured her. In reality my insides were churning. But my dick was hard too. Always the conflict with me. That was the nature of being a cuckold. It was what made me a cuck. The conflict was what made it so breathlessly exciting.

“Are you ready to go inside?” she asked. “Remember, we’re seeing Joey first.”

“Oh yeah. Right,” I said. I had forgotten. Jen was still trying to patch things up with Joe. She was the kind of person who wanted everyone to like her. She didn’t like when someone was upset or disappointed with her, especially someone like Joe who she had a special relationship with. That special relationship was because she had watched him grow up, helped him grow up, and because of that they were really close ... and also because they had had a torrid affair (much of it behind my back). Their physical relationship had only stopped when Jamal insisted that Jen be exclusive to him.

Joe didn’t like that. And he didn’t like the fact that she was dating Jamal. Joe liked Jamal, they were still friends, but he was really close to Jen. He had grown up with a huge childhood crush on her. So no man was good enough for her from his point of view. Except me. And him. And maybe not even me anymore. He didn’t think much of my desire to see his cherished childhood crush (and maybe adulthood crush) with other men.

Jamal was cool about it, with us visiting my brother first. He went up to his apartment while we went to visit Joe. As soon as her lover was gone, Jen took my hand. God, it felt so good! Jen had only been with Jamal for a few hours, but I missed her so much. I missed my wife! So I squeezed her hand tight. I needed to fill up the Jen meter, as much as possible in the short walk to Joe’s apartment. Even though I knew that once our visit with Joe was over and we were in Jamal’s apartment, she’d be his again.

Almost as soon as we got in Joe’s apartment, Jen got a call from Allie. Something about an urgent project at work, so she had to take the call. Suddenly Joe and I were alone, and it was awkward. He asked, “You’re going to see Jamal?”

He said it in a judgmental, scornful voice. It pissed me off. “Shut up Joe,” I hissed at him. “You have no right to judge. You had an affair with her behind my back. Remember that? Behind my fucking back.”

Joe glared at me, but he shut up.

When Jen returned, Joe eased up and softened. He looked up at my wife like a lovesick puppy, looking at her like she was a ray of sunshine. They talked, catching up, Jen wanting to see if Joe was okay, Joe asking about Anna and her job back at Gateway. It was like I wasn’t even there. I got jealous, but also my heart pounded in my chest. It was pretty clear to me that if Jen wasn’t with Jamal, she’d still be fucking our young friend.

Joe had a book of photos on the table. Back when he was younger, he had gotten into photography. For Christmas one year, our parents gave him one of those cameras you had to turn the lens to focus. He took a lot of pictures at our wedding, and many of them were in that photo album.

Jen was delighted to look through the book. We had hired a professional photographer for our wedding, and we had a big wedding album at home, but these were homemade, candid pictures of our wedding. And even though we’d been married for years, she’d never seen them. Jen asked Joe if she could borrow the album, and he of course said yes.

As our visit was ending (I could tell Jen was anxious to get back to Jamal), Jen turned to me and asked, “Do you mind if I spent a few minutes alone with Joey?”

My cock immediately jerked. “Yeah, okay,” I managed to say with a dry throat.

Jen disappeared with Joe into his bedroom, while I stayed behind in the small kitchen/family room combo. She closed the door behind them.

After a few moments, I couldn’t resist. I silently moved to the door. The door was cracked open just a little, so I could see in. Jen and Joe were standing close together. They were whispering. I could see them, but I could only hear some of their words.

Joe said something, and Jen broke into a mischievous smile. I managed to hear her say “Really?”

Then, with that crooked, mischievous smile still on her beautiful face, she reached out to Joe’s crotch. I watched as she rubbed Joe’s erection over his pants.

Joe reached for her, but Jen stepped back. She said “You know I can’t Joey.”

Joe said something I couldn’t hear. Jen shrugged and said “I do miss it. But you know I’m with Jamal. And you know what he thinks about that.”

Joe said something, and Jen laughed. “Are you serious?” she asked incredulously. She had that crooked smile on her face again. Then, grinning at Joe, she reached up under her skirt, and she pulled down her panties. Laughing, my wife handed this college kid her panties.

A few minutes later, we were walking to Jamal’s apartment. Jen was holding the photo album with our wedding pictures. I knew she was pantyless under her skirt.

“What was that all about?” I asked her. I was annoyed, hurt. Aroused.

“I just wanted to make sure Joey’s okay,” Jen said.

“I saw you with him, you know,” I said with an accusing voice. Jen grinned at me. At that moment, I realized she had left the door cracked on purpose so I could watch them together.

“Joey’s conflicted,” Jen said. “He likes Jamal, but doesn’t want me with him. Even though J’s being really nice to him.”

“Nice?” I asked.

“Jamal’s introduced Joey to a lot of his friends,” Jen told me. “Girls I mean.”

I took a moment to process that. Jamal was hooking Joe up with black girls, so he would be cool about him dating the girl he’s denying him. “So Jamal’s using those girls, so he can be with you and still be friends with Joe?” I said in a deriding, accusatory tone.

Jen laughed. She said, “Mike baby, believe me, it’s no hardship for those girls to be with your brother. He’s really, really good in bed.”

Her words sent me reeling. They were like a punch to the gut. I actually stopped walking, that’s how much it hurt me.

Jen stopped too. She put a comforting hand on my chest. “I’m not telling you anything you don’t already know,” she said in a gentle voice. “And I know you want me to tell you want I’m thinking. You don’t want me to sugar coat things.”

“That’s true,” I said.

But Jen could still see I was upset. And I was upset. I was feeling jealous, and insecure. At that moment, it seemed like she held every man in the word in higher regard than me.

Jen sensed how I was feeling. She said “You’re my husband, baby. I belong to you. Other men might fuck me, but I belong to you.”

We were silent for long moments as we stared into each other’s eyes. Finally Jen gently said “We should get to Jamal’s. Unless you want to go home?”

Would she really go home if I said so? But then, I didn’t want to go home, did I? I wanted to see my wife fucked by Jamal – by J – with his big black cock.

Once inside Jamal’s apartment, Jen sat next to him on the sofa with the photo album open on their laps. I sat across from them, in an armchair.

Jamal was delighted to see our wedding pictures. “You were such a hot bride!” the black man gushed. “I wish I knew you then. I would’ve loved to fuck you in your wedding dress.”

Jen laughed. She was clearly happy with Jamal’s compliments.

Without thinking, I blurted out “We weren’t into this then.” I immediately felt like an idiot for saying it.

Jen and Jamal both looked at it. It was like they had forgotten I was there. With a confident, forceful voice, he said, “A cuck’s a cuck though, right Mike? Maybe you hadn’t come out yet, but those desires were inside you. Just like sweet Jen here had latent desires for black cock. I’m just saying, if I’d known you guys back then, who knows what would’ve happened?”

“Jamal, be nice,” Jen said in a gentle voice.

“I am being nice,” Jamal objected, holding his ground. “What about what I just said isn’t nice?” Then with a grin on his face, he joked “I’m giving you both life lessons here. The secrets of life. You both should be thanking me.”

“Mike’s not going to thank you,” Jen said with a laugh. She looked at me and gave me an encouraging smile. Her smile was like a knife to my pride though, because I felt like she was patronizing me.

Jamal laughed back. “Well then, Mike, then you can get on your knees and suck my cock, to fluff me up for Jen’s pussy. Take off your clothes first. I want to see your tight ass when my cock’s in your mouth.”

“Jamal, god, stop,” Jen told him. She got off the sofa and came to me. She straddled my legs and sat in my lap.

“I’ll be in the bedroom,” Jamal told her.

“Okay, whatever,” Jen said somewhat dismissively without turning her head to him. She wrapped her arms around my neck and rested her forehead against mine. “Are you okay Mike? I don’t know why Jamal’s being such a jerk. He was in a good mood earlier.”

“Maybe because you saw Joe,” I said. “What do you think he’d say if he knew you felt up Joe’s cock?”

“Ha. Let’s not tell him that,” Jen said. Looking into my eyes, she added “I left the door open so you could see, but don’t get me in trouble with J, okay?”

“Why did you touch Joe?”

“Because he asked me if I missed it.”

“You told him you did.”

Jen shrugged and said “I said what he wanted to hear. But honestly? I’m kinda so into Jamal right now, I’m not thinking about other men.”

I stared at her, my heart in my throat.

“I mean, other than you of course,” she quickly corrected. She knew her words were weak though, so she added what she said before. “I know you want me to tell you the truth.”

She gave me a kiss, then moved off my lap. She said, “Take off your clothes Mike. Not for Jamal. But for me. You know I like looking at you.” Then she moved to join Jamal in his bedroom.

So a few minutes later, I was sitting naked in a chair, watching my wife getting fucked by her black boyfriend in his bed. Jen took it from behind and with him on top of her. “You like my black cock baby girl?!” he screamed as he pounded her pussy.

“Oh god yes I love your nigga cock!” Jen wailed back.

“You love my nigga cock?!”

“God yes! I fucking love it! Oh god Jamal! You’re fucking making me cum again! Oh fuck! Fuck! Fuck oh god .....”

In all our years together, I never heard Jen say the N word. But now she said it all the time with Jamal.

We talked about it. She told me that somehow, it’s okay to say it with Jamal. It wasn’t racist or demeaning him. In fact, he liked it. He encouraged her to say it. “You know, black people say that to each other all the time.”

“I know,” I said. “But you’re not black.”

“But I’m with a black man,” Jen pointed out. “I’m his girlfriend. So that counts sorta. Don’t you think?”

After their dates and Jen was back home, I’d finally get my turn. I tried not to cum except at those times. I couldn’t anyway, not when my dick was caged. But even when it wasn’t, I didn’t want to cum when I wasn’t with her, because the emotions that flooded me after cumming were too intense and negative.

Jen always made me wear a condom. Only Jamal was allowed inside her bare. And (per Jamal’s orders), the condoms had to be the extra thick Durex. “Do you miss feeling me bare inside you?” I asked one time when Jen was on top riding me.

“Of course I do,” she said. “But this is just a game we’re playing. This is just right now Mike. It’s not forever. It’s just our game.”

“I don’t stretch you like Jamal,” I said, craving the delicious cuckold pain.

“You don’t,” she said honestly.

“You don’t feel full with me.”

“No,” she said. She wasn’t being mean or scornful. She was just telling the truth. In fact, she knew this was what I wanted to hear. She knew it excited me and I couldn’t hear her say it enough. So she continued.

“It’s amazing having someone so big inside you,” Jen gushed. “Girls who say size doesn’t matter are lying or just haven’t experienced it. Being so stretched, feeling so full. Feeling him pressing against my walls. The way he touches all of me when he pushes in and pulls out. The way it feels on my clit. My g-spot. It’s just hard to describe how it feels Mike. So – fucking – amazing. I crave it. I crave Jamal’s big beautiful black cock. I can’t get enough of it. I want it all the time.”

Jen was slowly rocking back and forth on my cock as she said this. Her words made me jealous, they hurt my soul, but they also made me dizzy with cuckold lust. I was breathing hard, my heart pounding, I concentrated so as not to cum too fast.

I tried not to think about what she was feeling from my cock. My little dick, what she called “her little guy.” My penis didn’t stretch her. Didn’t make her feel full. I couldn’t reach her g-spot. I didn’t have the girth to rub her clit properly.

Jen’s eyelids were heavy with lust as she thought about Jamal. “Then when he finally cums ... when he cums inside me ... god that feels so good too. He doesn’t always cum inside me. Sometimes my mouth, sometimes my face. I like that too. I feel so slutty when a man cums on my face, I love it. But I like it best when J cums inside me. It feels, like ... satisfying I guess, when I feel his sperm shooting inside me. I guess it’s a biological thing. You know? We’re wired to want to procreate. So a girl wants to feel her man cumming inside her. Just like Jamal wants his sperm to be inside me. Humans have a nature desire to want to make babies.”

I couldn’t hold off anymore. I came. But unlike Jamal, not into her womb. Into the condom.

“Do I ever make you cum anymore?” I asked Jen another time.

“You do,” she assured me. “With this,” she added, touching her fingertip to my lips.

“But Jamal eats you out too,” I said. “Is he better than me?”

“He’s very good at it. So are you Mike,” she assured me. With a shrug, she added “It’s hard to say who’s better. You know? He’s aggressive. Everything about J is aggressive. You’re gentle and loving. I guess I’d say you’re better, because you’re gentle and loving.”

Her answer was completely unsatisfying. But I didn’t push it.

I always came fast when we had sex. After just a few minutes. Not the marathon fuck sessions she got with Jamal. That man had amazing stamina and staying power. It seemed he could fuck forever. With me during sex, Jen’s face was barely flushed. She wasn’t breathing hard, and she didn’t moan as she rode my cock. She never got close to an orgasm, except if I rubbed her clit, and she usually asked me not to do that as she was too sensitive from being with Jamal.

Usually Jen didn’t put my cock back into the cage until the morning after their dates. It didn’t happen every time, but it happened a lot, that I’d wake up with my dick in Jen’s mouth. I think I was getting more blow jobs now than ever before in our relationship. I think it was her way of saying thank you for the freedom I gave her.

Sometimes I’d want to finish off in her pussy. Jen never denied me. But I always had to wear a condom. Sometimes I’d get frustrated with this. Sometimes I just wanted to feel skin-to-skin with my wife! But Jen would say “You know I can’t do that Mike.” It was just like what she said to Joe, and it infuriated me sometimes!

“So I guess now you’re going to let Jamal fuck you in your wedding dress!” I yelled at her one time after the night she showed our wedding pictures to her black lover.

“You aren’t into that?” she asked.

“No!” I angrily yelled.

“Okay, okay baby,” Jen said soothingly. “I won’t let him. I promise. If he asks I’ll tell him no. I swear to god.”

Jen’s immediately surrender disarmed me. I counted to 10, forcing myself to calm down. Then in a more reasonable voice, I said “It does turn me on. The idea of you fucking another man on our wedding day turns me on. But fantasy’s got to stop somewhere. There’s got to be some things that are just you and me.”

“I know, I know, I agree baby,” Jen said, rubbing my chest. “I think so too. If Jamal even starts talking about my wedding dress, I’ll cut him off. I promise, I will.”
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A few days after our wedding dress talk, Jen was looking thoughtful after putting Anna down to sleep. She said, “I wanted to ask you about something.”

“What?”

“Well, I’m thinking about getting another tat,” Jen said. She quickly added, “A small one.”

“Okay ...,” I said guardedly, not sure where she was going with this.

“I’ll be completely honest with you,” she said. “It’s Jamal’s idea. He mentioned it a while ago. He wants me to do something special for him.” 

“A permanent thing? A tattoo?” I asked, my cock swelling in the cock cage.

“He only told me what he wanted last Saturday,” Jen said. “On our date. I’ve been thinking about it. And I think I want to do it.”

“What tattoo does he want?” I asked. My heart was pounding now. I was forcing my voice not to quiver.

“A queen of spades,” she said. “Do you know what that means Mike?”

Yes, I knew what it meant. A white girl with a queen of spades tattoo meant she preferred black men. It was a siren call with well hung black men that she was available to them.

“What about when people we know see? When my parents see it?” I asked her.

“I’d be discreet of course,” Jen assured me. “Most people probably don’t know I have any tats.”

Jen had 3 tattoos. She got the first one back in high school. It was a small Japanese character on her hip bone. It meant “love.” She got it for her first serious boyfriend Colin, when she thought she loved him and had high school dreams of marrying him.

Jen got the other 2 tattoos when she dated Scott. The first was a small sun and moon tat on her back, right under where the back clasp of her bra would normally lie. She didn’t necessarily get that one for Scott, but he was involved with it.

The other one she did get for Scott. It was black cursive “fifty five.” It was right under her left breast. 55 was Scott’s number when he played basketball. Also, it looked like SS, which were his initials (Scott Stafford).

Now she wanted to get inked for Jamal. She wanted to let Jamal brand her body.

“Where would you put it?” I asked, my voice low and husky from excitement.

Jen held out her left arm. She twisted her arm so I could see her inner forearm. “Right here,” she said. She pointed to the center of her wrist above the palm of her hand. “You wouldn’t be able to see it if I was wearing a watch, or bracelet. But if I wanted a man to see it, I could. You know? It wouldn’t be too hard.”

“You mean, if you wanted a black man to see it,” I said.

“Yes.”

“A black man you’re interested in,” I said. “A man you want to fuck.”

Jen looked into my face, trying to figure out what I was feeling. Had she pushed things too far, too fast? Was I hurt, or aroused? She saw both on my face. Hurt and arousal. That’s all she needed to see. That I was aroused. Because she knew hurt was part of being a cuck. She knew the hurt actually added to the arousal.

“That’s right,” she said. “A man I want to fuck. And maybe more. Maybe potential boyfriend material.”

I didn’t say anything for long moments. I’d say I was processing all this, but really I was numb. My head was spinning. My cock, prevented from getting erect within the confides of the hard plastic cage, still ached.

The rational voice in my head told me this was a crazy idea. A queen of spades tat on her inner wrist? Eventually our friends would see it. My co-workers. My parents. Anna. Her friends. Their parents. Everyone knew what the queen of spades meant. Or they would know by doing a 2-second Google search.

But the idea thrilled me! Jen was going to let her black boyfriend permanently ink her body. And not just with any tat, but with the sigil of the black man. My wife was going to put it out there that she loved black cock. More than that, that she loved being with black men.

“You’re doing this on your left wrist?” I asked her. My voice was hoarse from excitement.

“Well, that’s where I wear my watch,” she explained. Then, with a mischievous grin, she said “And I thought it would excite you that it’s so close to this.” As she said this, she waved her left hand to me with her wedding and engagement rings on her ring finger.

It was too much. I moved on top of her. “I need you Jen,” I said as I kissed her. I pulled down my pants. As I kissed her, I moved her hand to my caged cock. “Unlock it. I need you.”

Jen giggled and pulled away. “You know you get sex only after I’ve been with Jamal,” she said, grinning playfully at me.

“Jen, please!” I implored. I was desperate for her!

“Do you want me to call J?” she proposed. “Maybe he’s free. Then you can have me after he’s done.”

I hesitated. We avoided having Jamal over to the loft apartment when Anna was here. And it wasn’t just Anna anymore, now Callie lived with us too.

But their rooms were on the other side of the apartment. And we could close the door to the hallway that linked their rooms to our master bedroom. If Jen and Jamal were quiet ...

“Okay, call him!” I pleaded. Jen giggled at the desperation in my voice. As she called, I prayed to god that Jamal was free and he could come over. Because then I’d be able to have sex with my wife.

After Jamal was done with my wife. 

After he was was done, I got his leftovers.
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Jen wanted to go to Davis for the Queen of Spades tat. Jamal said he knew a lot of good tattoo artists, but Jen insisted. She told Jamal she liked Davis’s work. He had done the sun and moon on her back, and the fifty five under her left breast.

“He fuck you?” Jamal asked.

“Once,” Jen answered. With a teasing grin, she said “Why? You jealous?”

“I ain’t jealous over any other man, you know that,” Jamal said with a confident grin back. “I get any girl I want. I want a girl, she’s mine. But I’m curious. Why just once?”

“I don’t know,” Jen answered with a shrug. “I just wasn’t interested.”

Jamal laughed. “You see, that’s what I’m saying. All niggas aren’t the same.”

Jen winced at Jamal’s use of the N word.  He said it a lot – and he got her to say it during sex – but she would never get used to it.

Still, she knew Jamal was right. She had been with 2 black men before Jamal. Davis and Reno, the trainer at her gym. Both had been, well, like normal guys. Reno was a little more edgy than Davis, and he was the better lover of the two, but still Reno was like a normal guy. A normal white guy.

Jamal was her first true experience with a black man. Her first true big black cock. And the experience was enlightening. A real eye opener. Now she understood that girl in the video on the internet, “Witness A Woman Transformed By BBC.” Date Girl.  She understood what it meant to go black.

It was why she was letting Jamal ink her. She wanted other black men to see. Because she knew Jamal wouldn’t be her last black man. Not by a long shot. And now she was more knowledgeable, more indoctrinated to black culture. So she knew how to find black men who were like Jamal instead of like Davis and Reno.  

Not that she had any plans to break up with Jamal. He excited her. She got wet just being next to him, just thinking about him. He was such a freaking incredible lover. God, the things he did to her body. And she liked him too. She liked spending time with him. She knew he would probably eventually break up with her, not the other way around.  

Jamal was very popular, very much in demand. There were a lot of white wives who would love to be on his arm. She knew that from the husbands’ parties, where girls practically threw themselves at J. Jamal seemed to prefer white girls – married white girls – so at least she didn’t have to worry about competition from black girls (who Jamal called his sisters). Even still, many of the white wives were younger than her, and had bigger breasts and fuller curves. Jen didn’t like thinking about the day Jamal would break up with her. So, she focused on holding onto him.

It was Saturday and she was with Jamal in his apartment, on what Mike called their “pre-dates.” They had already had sex. Jamal attacked her as soon as she arrived. He seemed more hungry for her lately, ever since she agreed to get inked with a QoS. It pleased Jen because she liked to make Jamal happy. She knew the happier he was, the longer she’d be able to hold onto him. And also, she couldn’t get enough of his body, this lips, his body, his muscles, his big cock.

Jen put on a body-hugging dress that swooped in the front to show the soft swell of her small breasts. She wore a shelf bra underneath, to enhance her cleavage. The dress was short, revealing most of her thighs.  

The dress also showed off her sexy flat stomach. The saleswoman had even commented about that when she tried it on. She said the dress was popular and a lot of girls tried it on, but the look of the dress was ruined if the girl wasn’t slim with a flat tummy. Even a little roll ruined the look of the dress. Fortunately for Jen, she had a firm, flat stomach from all the crunches in the gym.

Jen knew she had 2 advantages over other girls. She was prettier than most, and she had better legs than most. So she always spent a lot of time on her makeup, to look as pretty as possible for Jamal. And she had begun wearing really short skirts and dresses for him, even shorter than the ones she used to wear for Scott. The way she dressed for Jamal was borderline scandalous. She wouldn’t want Mike’s parents to see her dressed this way, or even her co-workers. But so far it had worked. She had kept Jamal’s attention focused on her.  

When Jamal saw how hot Jen looked, he grabbed her like he wanted to go again, and that delighted her. But she giggled and wiggled away from his arms. She gave Jamal what he wanted, but she knew it was important to not be too easy if you wanted to keep a man’s interest. And anyways, Mike was downstairs waiting.  

The couple ran into Joe in the elevator. The ride down was awkward. It was obvious they were on a date, and Joe didn’t approve. There was hunger in his eyes though when he saw how gorgeous Jen looked, and how the dress so alluringly displayed her sexy tight body. Joe didn’t say anything, other than a quick “see ya around” when the doors opened at the lobby.

Jen pursed her lips as she saw Joe hurriedly walking away. She didn’t like the fact that things were bad between them. She wanted to mend things with Joey, but she didn’t know how.  

“The kid has a major crush on you,” Jamal said, reading Jen’s thoughts. “Maybe you should have thought of that before you started fucking the young boy.”

Jen frowned at Jamal. “Are you really judging me? I mean, you pursue married women. You’re not exactly a saint.”

Jamal laughed and held up his hands in surrender. “Okay, you got me there,” he said grinning at her. Jen saw his shiny gold teeth. In beginning she thought they looked weird. Now, though, she thought they were attractive. On Jamal anyways. They were part of what made him Jamal.

“I’ve introduced Joe to some of the sisters,” Jamal said. Then with a twinkle in his eye, he added “Like, Nala.”

“Nala?” Jen asked.

“You know. The waitress from that bar. The sister you don’t like.”

Jen’s eyes went wide with recognition. The speakeasy in the East Village. Jamal took her there often; it was one of his favorite bars. The waitress was a pretty light-skinned black woman with waves of hair falling over her shoulders to her big boobs. She didn’t like to see her men – black men – with white girls. Now Jen had a name to go with that face. 

Nala.

“She doesn’t like me. I don’t know her well enough to like her or not like her,” Jen insisted.

“Okay, whatever,” Jamal said with another laugh. “In any case, Joe’s hooked up with Nala a couple times. And with other sisters. It’s pretty clear though he still wants you. Like I said, you should have thought of that before you started fucking him.  You’re close, right?  You’re family. It’s not like you can just shut him out of your life.”

“Okay, I know. Stop, okay? I don’t like talking about it,” Jen said with a grimace. She knew having had sex with Joey complicated her life. But at the time, it seemed like the right thing to do. The problem was, she was dating someone who Joey liked and respected – Jamal—and they both lived in the same apartment building. So it was like, right in Joey’s face. 

And Jen felt there were racial undertones there. Joey didn’t like seeing his lily white, blonde friend with a black man. Jen knew Joey wasn’t prejudiced, but a lot of people were still getting used to the idea of a white girl with a black man. 

“I have a solution,” Jamal said.

“What?”

“Set Joey up with Allie,” Jamal suggested.

“What?” Jen said, shocked. Jamal had never met Allie. But Jen had talked about her, since she was her best friend, and she’d shown Jamal pictures of Allie (on Facebook and Instagram), so Jamal knew how pretty and sexy Allie was.

“Joe talks about Allie almost as much as you,” Jamal explained. “If he hooks up with her, he’ll probably stop thinking about you. At least for a while.”

“That’s crazy,” Jen said with a shake of her head. Hookup Allie with Joey? That was crazy. It didn’t surprise Jen to learn that Joey had a crush on Allie. Since they were best friends, Allie had been around a lot so Joey saw Allie almost as much as her, especially early on in her relationship with Mike. Jen could understand why Joey would be attracted to Allie. She was beautiful and superhot. All men wanted to get into her pants. But set them up? It was a crazy idea.

But as Jen thought about it, the idea didn’t seem so crazy. Both were single. She didn’t know if Allie had ever thought of Joey that way – probably not – but she would probably be open to the idea. Allie had told her recently that most of the men she dated nowadays were boys in their 20s, just like Joey. After her divorce, she was looking for fun, not a serious relationship, and younger guys fit the bill. And Joey had an amazing body – especially his cock which was super thick – Allie would definitely enjoy him (just as she had). Allie would probably get a kick from having Joey as her boy toy, at least for a little while. And if Jen set Joey up with her best friend, then maybe that would mend things between them.  

“I’ll think about it,” she finally said to Jamal.

Jamal grinned, clearly pleased. Then he took Jen’s hand and they walked together out of his apartment building.
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JEN LOOKED AROUND FOR Mike as they left Jamal’s apartment building. Mike could have waited in the lobby, but instead he always waited outside. Jen understood. He didn’t want the doorman to put 2 and 2 together, or run into Joey. Cuckold angst and humiliation got Mike hot, but there was only so much he could take before the dark emotions got too much.

Jen saw Mike across the street. She smiled at him, and immediately dropped Jamal’s hand and took a step away from her lover. Jen was with Jamal tonight – she was his, not Mike’s – and they all knew that. But she tried to make it easier for him, so she didn’t want to be holding Jamal’s hand when they reunited like this.

“Everything okay? Anna’s okay?” Jen asked Mike when she approached him with Jamal at her side.

“Yes. She’s fine. With Callie,” Mike said. His insides were already churning. It was always that way when Jen was with Jamal, but even more so tonight. But it calmed him a little when she asked about their daughter. When Jen got so into Jamal that she stopped asking about their child, he’d know that he really lost her.

Jen smiled. Then they got in Jamal’s Cadillac. Jen sat with Jamal in the front, and Mike sat in the back.

Jamal drove with his arm around Jen. Since it was an older car, the front seat was a bench seat, so she was able to sit close to him. Some kind of black funky music played on the radio. Jen with the side of her body touching his, her left hand on his thigh. She seemed excited about what she was about to do. Jen was into body art, so of course she was excited to get another tattoo. And Jamal was clearly pleased she was getting inked for him.  

From the back seat, Mike’s insides churned at the sight of his wife leaning into Jamal’s arm, yet his cock was hard too (Jen had freed Mike’s cock from the cage since it was her date night with Jamal). Jen changed the radio to another black station – this one rap instead of hip hop – and Mike got a view of her inner left wrist. Her skin was perfect, completely unblemished. But soon, it would be forever marked with a queen of spades tattoo. It was like a brand. Her wrist would be permanently tattooed – permanently—with the sigil of white women who lusted after black men.

People would see. Their friends and neighbors would see. The people he worked with. His parents. They would all realize that Jen craved black men. And what would that say about him? It would say he wasn’t able to satisfy his wife. She needed other men – black men – to give her what she needed.

Mike squeezed his eyes shut and balled his hands into fists. He had to think about something else. Otherwise he would fucking cum in his pants!  

So Mike thought about the latest in sports and politics. It helped. His rock-hard penis softened a bit.

He opened his eyes. Now he saw Jen’s left hand on Jamal’s muscular thigh. Her palm was on his leg, so he couldn’t see her inner wrist. Mike saw that she was wearing her engagement and wedding rings on her ring finger. That calmed him a little more.

Jen and Jamal walked into Davis’s tattoo parlor holding hands. Mike followed behind them. They were clearly the couple, and Mike was the third wheel.  

Davis was happy to see Jen. They hadn’t seen each other for years. They hugged hello. Davis was surprised to see that Jen was with Jamal, a black man. But he got over it quickly. After all, Davis had seen Jen with Scott. He nodded hello to Mike but didn’t say anything to him. 

Davis quickly sized things up. Jen had herself a new boyfriend with Jamal, and Mike was still the cuckold husband. Whatever. He didn’t care what their kink was, as long as they paid him for his work. Personally though, he didn’t think a lot of Mike. How does a husband let other men touch his wife? Fuck his wife? Especially a girl as gorgeous as Jen?  

Whatever. As long as Mike paid the bill, it wasn’t any of his business.  And Jen was a beautiful canvas to work on.

Jen told Davis what she wanted. A queen of spades tat on her inner wrist. Davis was surprised. Not with the QoS. He’d inked the QoS on a lot of black-meat-loving white girls. But on her inner wrist? Most chicks got it on their back like a tramp stamp.  The most extreme place was next to their pussy.  Those places were private though.  The wrist was very public.

Davis looked at Mike. He didn’t really care about Mike, he just felt like dicking with the dude. 

“Hey man, you okay with this?” he asked Mike. “Everyone’s gonna see it.  Gonna know your wife’s into black cock.” 

Davis gave Jamal a grin, to make sure his black brother knew he was just dicking around.

Mike’s cheeks burned. Through gritted teeth, he said “I’m okay with it.”

“Tell Davis why you’re getting inked,” Jamal said to Jen, grinning back at Davis and getting into the fun of humiliating Mike.

“Because you asked me to,” Jen said honestly.  

Jamal’s grin grew wider. “You done queen of spades before?” he asked Davis.

“Oh yeah, lots of times,” Davis said. “Always white chicks. Usually married. Just like Jen here. Kinda surprised. No disrespect, but her last squeeze was a white dude. A friend of mine. Scott. He’s getting sleeves.”

“Sounds cool,” Jamal said.

“He is cool,” Davis said.

“You know, I’m right here,” Jen said with a grin as the 2 black men talked about her. Both Jamal and Davis grinned back at her.

“Well, you see Davis ...,” Jamal said. He was speaking to Davis but looking at Jen. “Jen’s gone black.”

“I see that,” Davis said with a laugh. The black men shared a high five.

“I told Mike I was going to black his wife,” Jamal said, glancing over at Mike sitting in the corner. “Before this all started, I told him.  I gave him fair warning.  He didn’t believe me. I think he’s getting it now though. Right Mike? You get it now.”

Mike lowered his eyes. He knew he should punch Jamal in the face and pull Jen out of here, but they were long past that. And would she even come with him?

Jen saw Mike’s turmoil. She moved to him and put her hands on his shoulders. “He’s just dicking with you Mike,” she whispered gently. “It’s just part of the game. Don’t let it bother you.”

“How can’t it bother me?” Mike whispered back. There was desperation in his voice.  This was more than a game!  His wife was letting another man brand her permanently!

Jen knew he was referring to the tattoo more than Jamal’s teasing. She gave her husband’s shoulders a reassuring squeeze. “It’s all just part of the game baby.  It is,” she whispered. “Just like the fifty five and the love tats. You want me to do this. I know you do. It gets you hot. And I want to do this. It’s who I am now.”

Mike’s anxiety spiked at her words. If this was who she was, then where did he fit in her life? He wasn’t black. He didn’t have a big black cock.

As if reading his thoughts, Jen moved closer and whispered in Mike’s ear, “I’m not going to keep it forever. I’m gonna make it small, and sometime later I’ll ink over it.”

Mike looked at his wife, suddenly feeling hopeful. She had thought this through! She had a plan! But was she telling the truth? Or was she just saying this now, to appease him?

Again reading Mike’s thoughts, she looked into Mike’s eyes and whispered “I swear. I promise.”

Her words calmed him. His heart was still pounding and his body tensed up, but her words soothed his anxiety a little. Jen saw him relax, and asked “Are you okay now?”

“Yeah,” Mike said. “I’m okay.”

Jen gave Mike a smile. She squeezed his hand. Then she want back to Jamal. Davis was ready. While they had talked, he had gathered the tools he would use to ink Jen’s wrist. Various needles were laid out. And a bottle of jet-black ink.

“So you want the classic queen of spades?” Davis asked. He had a book open. Mike moved closer to look. Davis was pointing to a black spade with a Q inside. “If you want I can ink a crown on top, or letter ‘Black Owned’ underneath.”

Jen looked at Jamal and grinned, like she was holding back a laugh, and Jamal grinned back at her. 

“I think just the classic,” she said to Davis. Then she looked at Jamal and asked, “It that okay J?”

“Yes, sure, fine,” Jamal said, the big grin still on his face. He added, “Frankly I think ‘Black Owned’ is tacky.  And obvious.” Jen, Jamal and Davis all laughed. Mike stood to the side, stone faced.

Jen seemed to remember he was there. She asked “It that okay Mike?”

It was the same question she had asked Jamal. But to Mike, it sounded like an after thought. And Mike noticed that she called Jamal “J” – their pet name for each other – yet she called him Mike instead of baby. She rarely called him baby when she was with Jamal.

Before Mike could say anything, Jamal joked “Maybe Mike wants to ink ‘Black Owned’ next to your pussy.” Jamal and Davis laughed. Jen didn’t laugh, but she did grin. It hurt Mike to see her grin. He didn’t care that the 2 black men were making fun of him. But it hurt when Jen did too.

Jen looked at Mike, and while grinning, she rolled her eyes, as if she was saying “They’re just being idiots, don’t let them bother you.” It wasn’t enough though. Mike still hurt inside.

Yet, his dick was so hard, it hurt too.

It took Davis less than an hour to ink Jen’s wrist. True to her word, Jen had made it small, about ½ inch high. Her skin was red. David gently rubbed moisturizer on the tat. He gave her the small bottle, and told her to use it. He assured her that the redness would go away in about a week.

Then they were off. Jen and Jamal. On their date. Jen had told Mike ahead of time that Jamal wanted to be alone with her tonight. That meant he wouldn’t be able to watch them together. But she promised to be home well before dawn. Jen still hadn’t slept with Jamal. That was a line she hadn’t crossed. She always came home after her dates with Jamal, to sleep with Mike, and to be at home when Anna woke up.

But Mike felt empty as he watched Jen leave with Jamal. Holding his arm and smiling into his eyes. She barely even acknowledged him as she left. Just a quick peck on the cheek. Mike didn’t even get a good look at the new tat before she left.

Mike stood there, his eyes fixed on the receding figures of his wife with her black lover.

Davis said “Hey man. That’ll be eight fifty.”

Mike looked sullenly at the black tattoo artist. Then he fished in his pocket for the money.
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Jamal wanted to show off Jen’s new tat to all his friends, to show everyone how he’d blacked the pretty white wife. But the skin around the QoS was red, so he decided to wait until it looked perfect.

They went to his apartment. To his chagrin, Jen was melancholy about her new tat, like she was having second thoughts. She’d gotten inked with the sigil of a white girl who loved black men, and she’d gotten it on a very public part of her body. She was beginning to realized that she was perilously close to outing herself as a hot wife, and Mike as her cuckold husband. The rational part of her brain was measuring the repercussions to her life, to Mike, to their daughter, to her friends and family, if they all found out about their lifestyle.

“We should’ve invited Mike,” Jen said with concern as she stared at the new tat on her inner left wrist. “So we can talk about it.”

“There’s nothing to talk about,” Jamal insisted. “This is who you are. You’re just expressing yourself.”

“Yeah ...,” Jen said, not sounding convinced. She was still staring at the QoS on her wrist. “It’s just, he’s probably conflicted about it. I know it turns him on. But he’s probably upset. I shouldn’t have left him alone.”

Jamal frowned. He didn’t like the way this was going. He needed to turn Jen from the rational 30-something mom and concerned wife, back to the insatiable slut for black cocks. He knew how to do it. He had a lot of tricks in his BBC bull bag.

Jamal sat down. “Come here J,” he said, smiling as he pulled Jen into his lap. He wrapped his arms around her and kissed her.  

Jen was hesitant at first, but soon got into the kissing session. That didn’t surprise Jamal. He knew she loved to kiss. She could kiss forever. Probably the white boys in her life (including her wimp husband Mike) didn’t spend enough time kissing her. That was something that black men understood about the opposite sex. Girls loved to kiss. Black men did too. That’s why so many white girls went black.  

Jamal took his time kissing Jen. As he did, he caressed her neck below her ear, knowing it was a major erogenous zone for her. Jamal felt Jen melting into him, softly moaning into his mouth as he continued to kiss her. Jamal smiled inside. He knew she was well on her way to forgetting about her concern for her husband. Forgetting all about him.

Jamal reached under Jen’s short skirt. She parted her legs, inviting him to touch her most private parts. Jamal flicked his finger across her panties. They were moist but not soaking. Not yet. Soon they would be.

He reached into her lacy thong panties. He lingered for a moment over her neatly trimmed, blonde landing strip. Before he met her, she used to be completely bare here. Now she kept a little bush, because he asked her too. His cock surged as he thought about it. Jamal also got a charge when white wives did things to their bodies for him, despite their husbands’ wishes. Like the Queen of Hearts tat.

Jamal moved his hand down and pressed his index finger into her. Jen groaned into his mouth, opening her legs still further. She was aroused now, her tight body desiring him. Jamal pushed his finger deeper into her. He often fingered her before intercourse, and sometimes fingered her to an orgasm before fucking her, to get her body ready, like an appetizer before the main course. But not tonight. Tonight he was going to show her again why black men were better lovers than white boys.

Jamal moved his finger around until he found that rough patch inside her. Her g-spot. He rubbed her there, at the same time pressing forward.

At the same time, Jamal rubbed Jen’s clit with his thumb, pressing inward. This was the secret. Not just rubbing the girl’s g-spot and clit at the same time. But also pressing them together, like they were one spot instead of two, rubbing the front and back of that one spot at the same time.

Jen’s eyes went wide and she moaned “Oh my god, what are you doing?” Her reaction confirmed to Jamal that no one had ever touched her this way before. That didn’t surprise him. White boys were always so impatient to stick their dicks into girls’ pussies. White boys didn’t know anything. Intercourse was just one part – and in many ways, a tiny part – of pleasuring a girl.  

Jamal pinched Jen’s g-spot and clitoris together, rubbing fast and hard on both. Jen moaned and bucked on his lap, like an out of control filly, her arms and legs flailing about.  

It didn’t take long. Soon, Jen cried out, and she grabbed his arms, digging her painted nails into his hard muscles, as her body came and spasmed around his thumb and finger. The orgasm was like none she had ever experienced before. It didn’t last long, but it was incredibly intense, like the popping of a champagne bottle. After it was over, she collapsed into his chest like a rag doll, her breathing heavy and gasping, her heart pounding. Her pretty head swirled with a single thought: “What did he just do to me?”

And also: “I want him to do that again.”

Jamal gave her only a moment to recover. He rolled her onto her back. He quickly undressed her, leaving on only her stockings and high heels. Then he took off his clothes too. Jen hungrily eyed his chiseled, jet-black body, her eyes heavy with lust. She desperately wanted this black man inside her.

Jamal took his cock in his hand. He quickly got fully hard as he gazed at Jen’s beautiful face and tight sexy body. Jamal preferred big tits and curvy asses, but Jen’s firm body and long shapely legs made up for her small tits, and also she was so incredibly gorgeous.  

Jamal ran his cockhead up her slit, between her pussy lips. Those lips gleamed with moisture. She was super wet now. She’d need that lubrication, because even though they’d been fucking for months now and her pussy was looser, she still struggled to take his thick, 12-inch cock.

Jen got onto her elbows and looked down between her legs, as Jamal stroked his cockhead back and forth between her lips. “Don’t freaking tease me J,” she begged him.

Jamal grinned. He loved it when the white wives begged.

Jamal moved his cock up her body, over her skin, moving over her landing strip and then up her stomach. Jen watched as his cock inched up her body. His cock reached to just past her belly button.

“This is how deep I get inside you,” Jamal said.

“I know,” Jen breathed. She was staring at the big black cock laying on her belly. It got to her belly button!

“How far does Mike get?” Jamal asked with a grin.

“Not as far,” Jen said with a half laugh.  

“When I cum inside you, I’m cumming in your womb. You know that right?”

“I get it,” Jen said. She was still looking at his cock.

“You want to have another baby, right?” Jamal asked.

Jen finally moved her eyes from his cock to his face. “What?” she asked. “I mean, yes, eventually.”

“I’d give you a beautiful baby,” Jamal promised, smiling at her, his gold teeth shining in the light of his apartment.

“You’re freaking crazy Jamal,” she said.  

“Why am I crazy?” he asked, running his fingertips over her firm flat tummy. Jen shivered at his caress. “It’s human nature. Survival of the fittest. Your body instinctively seeks out the better man for procreation.”

“You sound like a college professor,” Jen joked.

“I am a college professor,” Jamal said, going along with her joke. They both grinned at each other.  

“You feel it though, right?” Jamal said. He was looking into Jen’s eyes. And he was moving the pads of his fingertips over her stomach again. “It’s instinct. You want the better man to father your children.”

Jen didn’t say anything.

Jamal slid his cock down Jen’s body until the big cockhead pressed against her pussy lips. “You want this?” he asked her.

Jen was breathing hard. Like Mike (or maybe because of Mike’s cuckold fantasies), she had a pregnancy fetish, so this talk was getting her even more hot than she already was. She was still on her elbows, and she looked at Jamal’s cock as he pressed it against her womanhood. It was so fucking big. So long and thick. Then she thought about Mike’s cock. In her head, she compared her husband’s to her lover’s. Mike’s was small. Tiny next to Jamal’s. It wasn’t even worthy of being called a cock. Mike’s penis was a dick, not a cock.

These thoughts got Jen even hotter, too. Thinking about Mike this way, comparing him to Jamal this way, it got her hot. She couldn’t help it. It was part of their game now.

“You’re thinking about it, aren’t you?” Jamal asked, smiling confidently at Jen. He pushed the head of his cock into her. The sudden penetration – the sudden pleasure—made her gasp.

Was she thinking about it? Was she thinking about letting Jamal get her pregnant?

The idea turned her on even more. She knew it was wrong. But that was part of their game now, too. Being wicked.  Getting bred by another man.

“Give it to me Jamal,” she begged him with a lustful, throaty whisper. “Give me your black seed. Fuck it into me. Fuck your black cum into me.”

Jamal shook his head.  “You know how to say it,” he said.

Jen looked into Jamal’s eyes as she said, “Fuck your nigga cum into me.”

Jamal smiled.  Part of blacking a white wife was to get her over the taboo of the N word.  

He pushed his cock into her. Jen clenched her teeth as he stretched her, as he filled her up completely. Jen loved the feeling of being so stretched, and so full. Loved it!

As he began fucking her, Jamal lowered his black lips to his ear. “All you have to do is go off the pill to make it real,” he whispered hotly into her ear. “I need you unprotected, just one time. That’s all I’ll need. One time.”

Jamal’s words made Jen lustfully groan. But she didn’t otherwise reply. Still, Jamal grinned inside. He knew he was getting close with this white wife. Close to blacking her in the truest sense.  
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JEN WAS STILL RECOVERING when there was a knock at the door. “You stay here, that’s just some friends,” Jamal said as he pulled on shorts and a t-shirt to answer the door.

Jen heard voices as Jamal spoke to his friends. Curious, she pulled a sheet around her and silently walked to the bedroom door. She peaked into the living room and saw Jamal with a group of young men. They looked like students. They were all white.

Jamal handed the students a few small pouches of white powder. In exchange, the students handed cash to Jamal. Jen frowned, knowing she was seeing a drug deal taking place. She’d suspected Jamal sold drugs. His lifestyle was too extravagant to afford on just a college professor’s salary. But this was the first time she’d actually seen it with her own eyes.  

After the students left, Jamal returned to the bedroom. He got naked again and joined Jen in bed. He was holding one of the packets of white powder. He got a hardback book from the side table. He poured some of the cocaine onto the book. With a razor blade that seemed to appear from nowhere, he expertly formed 4 thin lines of the powder.

“Ladies first,” Jamal said with a friendly smile. They usually did coke on their dates. Jamal was into it, and Jen was a follower. She didn’t want to risk losing him by appearing like a stick-in-the-mud. Also, the coke always made her feel wonderful. And it made their sex even better, something Jen didn’t think was possible.

But using coke recreationally was one thing. Selling was another. Especially to young college students.

Jamal read her thoughts, and her mood. He said “They’ll get it J. If not from me, then someone else. At least I sell safe stuff. Other dudes mixed it with bad shit. I sell quality stuff.”

“But why do you have to sell at all?” Jen asked him. Her voice was imploring, telling him she wanted him to stop dealing drugs.

Jamal shrugged. He said, “What can I say? I like the coin.”

Jamal reached for her. He kissed her. Jen resisted at first, but then (like always) she melted into the kiss. Then her body responded as he fondled her.

They stopped to snort the cocaine. Jen had done it so many times by now, she didn’t need a straw. She lowered her pretty face to the book, and pressing her finger against her left nostril, she snorted a line into her right nostril. Then she did the same thing on the other side of her nose. She immediately rolled her head back in pleasure, as the effects of the cocaine rolled through her body.  

Jamal did the other 2 lines. Then they were back in each other’s arms. Jen moved her hands between their bodies, to his cock. She was pleased to find him fully hard again. She rolled onto her back, her lips still on his, her hands around his cock so he rolled with her (she needed both hands to hold his manhood). She guided him into her. Then Jamal took over, penetrating her completely, putting her long stockinged legs on his shoulders and fucking her hard.  

They were looking into each other’s eyes as they fucked. “Call me a nigga,” Jamal said lustfully.

“Nigga,” Jen said. The 2 syllables came out like a moan.

“Say fuck me nigga.”

“Fuck me nigga.”

“Say fuck my nigga cum into you,” Jamal said.

“Fuck your nigga cum into me,” Jen said, still looking into Jamal’s eyes.

Then they were kissing as Jamal continued to pound her married white pussy. Jen came again on his black cock. When they were done, Jen’s pussy was filled with another load of Jamal’s black sperm; he had fucked it into her.  

Exhausted from the fucking, the coke wearing off, and the excitement of her new QoS tat, Jen collapsed into Jamal’s chest and fell asleep. Jamal possessively wrapped his arms around her, and he drifted off to sleep too.
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Jen didn’t get home until late, almost 4am. She’d fallen asleep at Jamal’s, and jolted awake only due to some commotion in the next apartment. She knew she’d come very close to crossing the line of not sleeping overnight with Jamal.

Jen hurriedly walked into the loft apartment looking a mess. Her hair tussled; her makeup gone. Her black dress was wrinkled, and her stockings were laddered. She was in her stockinged feet, using 2 fingers to carry her high heels by their backs.

She found Mike asleep on their bed. He was propped up on the pillow, with his computer in his lap. Jen knew he had tried to wait up for her, and fell asleep when it got really late.  

Jen thought about waking him up. But she knew he’d want to talk about her night, and have sex with her. She was exhausted, and her body was satiated from the great fucking Jamal had given her. So rather than wake him, Jen put the computer to the side, undressed and took a quick shower, and got into bed with her husband. Within moments she was sound asleep.

The sun was up when Mike woke up. He was relieved to find his wife next to him. She was still asleep. He pulled the blankets from her. She was naked. The sight of her inflamed him. Jen was so beautiful, her pretty face frame by her long blonde hair, and her lithe dancer’s body with legs that went on forever made his cock so hard it hurt. He was already horny from last night. He hadn’t beat off, as he didn’t want the depression and other dark emotions that came after cumming. So his body desperately needed sexual release.

“Jen?” he said, kissing her sleeping lips. But she didn’t wake up.

“Jen, come on,” Mike said. He knew they had a short window for sex. 45 minutes, an hour tops. Then Anna would be up and he wouldn’t get another chance until her nap that afternoon.

Mike cupped her breast and gently rubbed her nipple. Her nipple was soft. He rubbed it between his thumb and finger, trying to turn on her body. But her nipple stayed soft. And instead of a moan, a sleepy whine of protest came from her pouty lips. She was tired, she didn’t want to wake up yet.

Mike took her left wrist and gently turned it, so he could see her forearm. For the first time, he saw the queen of spades tattoo. A black spade forming an outline of Q inside. The tat was about a half inch long (and less than that widthwise), but on her tiny wrist it looked huge. 

The skin around the tat was red. He remembered Davis’s instructions to use the lotion until it fully healed. Mike got Jen’s purse and looked inside for the bottle of lotion. He quickly found the lotion, but also found something else. A small packet of white powder. Mike frowned, knowing the powder was cocaine. What the fuck? Mike knew she used coke with Jamal. He didn’t like the idea, but the game was about his wife having a relationship with another man, so he knew he couldn’t control things. But to bring cocaine into their home? What if Anna found it?!

Mike stormed back into the bedroom. Jen was still asleep. “Jen, wake up,” he demanded in a harsh voice. She didn’t move.

Mike was angry and hurt. Jen went out on dates with Jamal, she fucked him, Mike understood that, he accepted it, encouraged it, wanted it. But after being with her lover, he was supposed to get his turn. And clearly Jen had gotten home too late for him to get his turn. And now she was still passed out asleep. It was like, she didn’t even care about his feelings, his needs.  

And on top of that, she had allowed Jamal to permanently tattoo the QoS on her wrist! And on top of that still, she brought cocaine into their home!

At that moment, the tattoo was more on his mind than the coke. It was like he had constructed barriers in his mind, constructed fantasies, convincing himself that everything was alright, that getting inked on her wrist with a queen of spades tat was no big deal. Jen had it all under control, she would make sure no one saw it, and if they did, she would have a reasonable explanation that everyone would believe, the tat wouldn’t affect their lives at all.

But now all those barriers and fantasies collapsed in Mike’s head and emotions, and reality came crashing down. His wife had allowed herself to be branded – branded! – with a tat that announced to the world she loved black cock! And this wasn’t like the “fifty five” under her left breast. Her left wrist was exposed to all to see. What was she going to do, always wear long sleeves? How could she think she could hide it? How could he be so stupid for believing her that she could?

How would this affect them? The tattoo was a public announcement that his wife slept with other men. Not just any men, but black men. And it was an indictment on his abilities as a man to sexually satisfy his wife. It was a public announcement that she needed other men to satisfy her sexual needs.

Mike was so angry. He was so hurt. Yet he was turned on beyond belief, so incredibly turned on he was shaking as he sat next to his wife.

“Are you okay?” Jen asked. She had woken up and was looking at him. She saw the hurt on his face, and his shaking body.

“I’m sorry I didn’t wake you up last night,” she said in a soft voice. “I got home late. I fell asleep a little at Jamal’s. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to. When I got home, you were already asleep. I could have woken you up ... I should have ... but I was so tired.”

Mike gave a curt nod but didn’t reply. He was still angry. Her excuse didn’t make things right. But at least she wasn’t lying to him.

Jen saw he was hard. She reached into his boxers and wrapped her left hand around his stiff cock. “I have a lot to tell you,” she whispered as she looked at his cock. “About last night.”

“About this?” Mike asked, as he turned her wrist slightly so they could both see her new QoS tat. There was bitterness and anger in his voice.

Jen wasn’t surprised to hear those emotions in his voice. She had suspected last night that he was having second thoughts. She was having second thoughts too.

“I know it’s crazy,” she said, looking at her new QoS tat. “But can I ask you something? If people see it ... and they see I like black men ... I like fucking them ... doesn’t that get you so hot it almost makes you pass out?”

To answer her question, Mike’s body shook uncontrollably again. “Does it get you hot too?” he asked. He was so excited his voice quivered.

“Yes,” Jen admitted. Her pretty face was flushed. Mike looked down at her chest. He saw her nipples were hard now.

“What about it gets you hot?”

Jen was looking at Mike’s cock, slowly stroking him, as she said “I like people knowing you’re not man enough for me.”

“Oh god,” Mike groaned and lurched forward at her words. “Tell me more,” he whispered in a lust filled, urgent voice.

“Last night I was thinking I’m not gonna call this a cock anymore,” Jen said. She continued to look at his penis as she slowly stroked him. “Your thing is too small to call a cock. I’ll call it a dick. Or little guy. Maybe I’ll call it a boy pussy. Or a sissy’s pussy.”

Mike’s insides tightened up. “Do you really think I’m a sissy?” he urgently whispered.

“We’re just playing baby,” she said with a reassuring smile. With a giggle she added “But you do suck cock.  And you have a sexy tight ass.”

Mike’s guts seized up even more. It felt like his head, his chest, his cock were going to explode. Jen sensed it and said again “We’re just playing baby.” 

Mike was close to cumming. Jen sensed it, and loosened her grip around his hard shaft.

“So that’s what you wanted to tell me?” he asked with an excited throaty whisper. “My dick’s too small to call it a cock?”

“That was part of it,” Jen said. “But also ... Jamal says he wants to get me pregnant.”

“What?!” Mike screamed.

“Shhhhh,” Jen whispered, looking worriedly at the baby monitor on the dresser. If they woke up Anna, their sexy time would be over. When Anna didn’t wake up, Jen turned back to her husband. She said, “He says he’ll give me a beautiful baby.”

“Jen!” Mike said urgently, although he was whispering too. “Are you thinking about it?!”

“It’s kinda impossible not to think about it,” Jen said. “I mean, it’s so outrageous—.”

“Jen, I mean, are you thinking about it, thinking about it?!!!” Mike said with a panicked voice.

“Don’t tell me the idea doesn’t get you hot,” Jen said. “You can’t talk about Blake and Alicia and Lizzy and John without getting super hard. And this was Jamal’s rules, right? He doesn’t use condoms. He doesn’t pull out. And if he gets me pregnant, I won’t get an abortion. I’ll have to have his baby. So at least he gave you warning Mike. You can’t say that he didn’t.”

“Jen ...,” Mike began, his voice desperate and filled with hurt. Yes, this talk DID turn him on. He had a major pregnancy fetish, because another man impregnating your wife was the ultimate cuckold fantasy. But the way she was talking, being so flippant about it, taking Jamal’s side – taking his side!—it was breaking his heart.  

Jen heard the hurt and desperation in her husband’s voice. “Mike baby, I’m just playing with you,” she assured him.

“You remember Jamal’s other rule?” Mike said, the desperation still in his voice. “If he gets you pregnant, he’ll be on the birth certificate as the father! Not me. I’ll be out of the picture. It won’t be my baby!”

“Mike, come on, you know you’ll never be out of the picture,” Jen said. She was still holding his cock. She gave it a squeeze. “You’ll so freaking hard baby. Just admit it, J gets you off.”

“He gets me off?” Mike said, bristling at her use of J (her pet name for Jamal), particularly at this moment.  

“What he does to me. What he does to you. To us.”

Mike frowned, then asked, “What else did he say about getting you pregnant?”

“He said he thinks I want it too,” Jen said as she continued to stroke her husband’s cock. “Because it’s biological. Women want the better man to father their babies. I think he’s right too. It’s inside us. You know, instinct. Survival of the fittest.”

A shudder ran through Mike’s body. He felt weak inside. “So you want Jamal to get you pregnant?” he said with his heart in his throat.  “Because he’s the better man?  He’s better than me?”

“I think that’s obvious, right Mike?  Jamal has a MAN’s cock.  You have a little boy’s dick.  So yeah, he’s way better than you.”

“Oh god Jen!” Mike moaned.

“All this gets you hot, right?” Jen said with a teasing grin. She was stroking him harder now, wanting him to cum. “J’s black baby inside me? He’ll fuck me all while I’m pregnant. Do you think he’ll still think I’m hot? With my stomach big with his baby? I’ll still wear short skirts for him, and high heels. How will you feel Mike? When the baby comes out, and the doctor and nurses see it’s black. How will you feel? Or maybe you won’t even be there. Maybe it’ll be Jamal with me. I’ll hold his hand when I’m having his baby.  HIS baby.  Not yours.”

“Oh god Jen!” Mike screamed as his cock erupted in a massive orgasm.

Jen continued to stroke him, milking his cock as it softened. Within moments, she could hold his entire soft penis in the palm of her small hand.

Mike was gasping. The orgasm had been so amazing, so intense. Yet now the dark emotions flooded his soul. Was Jen really thinking these things? Was he losing his wife, his soul mate, the person he loved more than anyone else in the entire world?

At that moment, they heard Anna wake up on the monitor. Mike felt panicked. They couldn’t leave it like this. They needed to talk more. But Jen was already getting out of bed and throwing on clothes.

“Jen!” Mike said desperately.

“You need to get up Mike,” she told him. “I’ll get Anna. You clean up and get dressed. Let’s go out for breakfast. The French bistro. We haven’t been there forever.”

Breakfast?!!! How could she be so casual about this?! How could she be so normal?!

Jen sensed his distress. She came over and sat on the side of the bed. She said, “I think Jamal is right, there is a survival of the fittest instinct. But do you really think I think he’s a better man than you? Just because he’s good in bed?”

“That’s what you said!”

“I say a lot of things because I know it gets you hot,” Jen said.  “You know I like teasing you.”

Mike stared at his wife.  As she often was, her response was vague.  Yes, he knew she teased a lot.  But was she teasing about THIS?

Jen gave Mike a soft kiss on the lips. Then she hurried to the door, at the same time putting her hair into a ponytail. “Shower Mike,” she told her husband as she bundled her long blonde hair together with a hair tie. “Hurry, I’m starving.”  
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That afternoon while Anna was napping, Mike confronted Jen about the cocaine. “Shit,” she said as she held the small plastic bag of coke. “I didn’t know he put it in my bag, Mike. I swear to god I didn’t.”

“If Anna found it—.” 

“I know, I know,” Jen said. She took the bag and walked into the bathroom. Mike expected her to flush it down the toilet, but instead she opened the medicine cabinet. She took out a medicine bottle. The bottle had a safety cap. She opened the bottle – it took some effort as all safety caps do—put the coke bag into it, then put the bottle back into the cabinet.

Mike was shocked. “You’re not throwing it away?” he asked, incredulity in this voice.

“Mike there’s no way Anna will get it here,” she assured him.

“But why have it at all in our house?”

“I don’t know,” Jen said with a shrug. “It’s just ... sometimes on the weekends, I feel like a bump. You know? When I’m going out with Jamal. It’s fun. You should try it.”

“I’ll never take cocaine!” Mike hissed.

Jen sat down with her husband. She put a calming hand on his chest. “And I’ll never force you,” she assured him in a soft voice. “I’m just saying, it’s completely safe. Lots of people do it. To party. And I only do it when I’m with Jamal. I can’t not do it, if I want to fit in with him and his friends.”

They were silent for long moments. Mike wasn’t happy about having cocaine in their home, and Jen knew it.

She took his hand and squeezed it. “I didn’t ask Jamal for it,” she assured her husband. “I didn’t know he put it there. If you want me to throw it away, I will. But I’m just saying, since I’ve got it, why not keep it? It’s safe, no way Anna can get it, she can’t open the bottle. And I promise, I won’t use it at home unless I ask you. Okay? I promise.”

Then, changing the subject, Jen put her hand on Mike’s crotch. “Don’t you want your turn, while Anna’s sleeping?” she said with a crooked grin.  

Mike didn’t have to be asked twice! They quickly undressed and were soon kissing and fondling in bed.

Jen moved down Mike’s body, and took his hard cock into her mouth. She took her time sucking and licking him, and stroked her long manicured nails over his inner thighs and balls. She even ran a fingertip over his sensitive sandbar and over his asshole. Her touch made his body shudder with pleasure.

Jen hadn’t given Mike a blowjob like this in a long time. She usually reserved her oral talents for Jamal. Nowadays their sex was sexy pillow talk about what she did with her black lover, where Mike either masturbated or she stroked him, and if he was lucky, she’d let him finish inside her (after putting on a Durex condom). But this was the first time in a long time that Mike felt like Jen was really trying to give him pleasure. That all her attention, all her affection, her entire being was focused on him. It was like it was just them again, just the two of them, no one else. They didn’t talk about Jamal or the game, it was just them, husband and wife.

Jen got on top of Mike, straddling his hips. He reached for a condom, but she stopped him. “Not this time,” she whispered to him as she looked into his eyes.

Really?! She was going to let him insider her bare?!

Jen reached down between him. She took his bare cock and lowered himself onto him.

It was like Mike’s entire body seized up! It felt so good to be inside her bare! It felt so fucking good to be skin-to-skin again! To feel the exquisite smoothness, velvet softness of her sweet pussy. It had been so long!

She was looser, no doubt, Jamal had stretched her. But it still felt so fucking good! And the way her entire focus was on HIM! It made his heart – his soul – leap with joy!

Jen moved up and down on him, and Mike matched her thrusts, pushing up as she pushed down. He used every trick he knew to hold off cumming. He wanted her to cum too! He wanted his wife to cum on his cock!

Mike moved his hand to Jen’s clit, rubbing her with his thumb as they rocked back and forth. “Feels good baby,” Jen moaned, her eyes heavy lidded with desire. He wrapped his other arm around her neck and pulled her down to him, kissing her as they made love, his tongue exploring hers as he thumbed her clit while they rocked back and forth.

Then it happened! Jen moaned and her body tensed, and then she was moaning more. She was cumming! Mike was making her cum on his cock! It felt so good to give her pleasure! He felt like a MAN!

It was only then that Mike allowed himself to cum. He half expected Jen to ask him to pull out, but she didn’t! Mike grabbed her hips as he pounded her pussy, getting as deep as possible with his not quite 4-inch dick as he shot his sperm into her.

Afterwards, Mike was panting, his body sexually satisfied, his heart filled with joy, his entire being happy beyond belief.  

Jen rolled off and onto her back. Mike was pleased to see that she was panting too. He had really fucked her! Pounded her! And he made her cum!

“That was really good,” he said, rolling so he was on his side to look at her. He put his hand on her tummy. “I like the game. But I think we really needed this. Sometimes it has to be just you and me.”

“I know, I think that too,” Jen said, smiling at him, taking his hand in hers and squeezing it. “We need to do this more.” She smiled into his eyes as she said, “You were awesome baby.”

“I made you cum,” Mike said proudly, a big grin on his face.

“You did,” Jen said with a giggle. “What you did with your thumb, it felt so good.”

Jen’s words were like rays of sunshine, and they made his heart turn cartwheels inside his chest.

Then she said “Jamal does this thing, where he rubs my g-spot and clit at the same time. It feels so freaking amazing!”

“Oh okay,” Mike said. Somewhere in his head, he registered that what he did to her felt “so good” whereas what Jamal did felt “so freaking amazing!”

“I’ve done that to you before,” Mike reminded her. He had. Many times, he had fingered her g-spot while licking her clit.

“Oh I know, and I love that, I’m just saying what J does is out of this world,” Jen said.  

“Okay ...,” Mike said. All the anxieties from before were returning. Why was she talking about Jamal now?

“I could ask him to teach you what he does,” Jen offered.

Mike’s insides clenched up. He knew she was trying to be nice, but her offer was like a dagger to his heart. But he forced himself not to show it. He said noncommittally, “Okay, we’ll see ...”

They were silent for a few moments. Mike was confused, not really knowing where things were going. Moments ago, they were together, just husband and wife, having the best sex in a long time. Now it seemed like she was thinking about Jamal again.

Then, sounding nonchalant like she just thought of something, Jen said, “Hey, I wanted to ask you something.” 

“Yes?”

“I was wondering if you could get Jamal into Sapphire,” Jen said. “You know, as an investor. If he had some Sapphire stock, he wouldn’t have to sell drugs anymore.”

Mike stared at his wife. His mouth practically dropped open. “You know how it works, right?” he said. “Sapphire is set up for institutional investors. 401ks and state pension plans. It’s not set up for individuals. The only way I can get Jamal in is to give him some of my stock.”

“You wouldn’t be giving it to him,” Jen insisted. “He’ll pay you.”

“That’s not the point!” Mike snapped. “You’re asking me to give Jamal partial ownership of Sapphire! And that would dilute MY ownership!”

“Just a tiny bit,” Jen said back. “You gave some to Sebastian and you barely know him. You know Jamal.”

“But Sapphire is like my child!” Mike said. “He already has you! And he wants you to have his baby! Now you want me to give him Sapphire?!”

“He doesn’t have me,” Jen said, her voice suddenly filled with weariness. “Look ... just forget I mentioned it. I just thought, since Jamal is doing so much for you, you could do him a little favor.”

Mike gawked at his wife. “How is he doing anything for me?!” he demanded.

Jen looked at Mike like she didn’t know what planet he was from. “Jamal is the bull in our game,” she said, talking to him like he was a child and needed to be educated. “We can’t play the game without another man. That’s what he’s giving to us. And he’s not going out with any other girls. When I’m not with him, I’ve got you. But he doesn’t have anyone. You don’t think that’s a lot to give to you, Mike?”

Mike was seething inside. Her words sounded reasonable, but it was all bullshit. Did she really believe this, that Jamal was doing him a favor?

Then it hit him.

“That’s why you did what you just did,” he said accusingly.

“What?”

“That’s why you were so nice to me,” Mike said. “That’s why you didn’t make me wear a condom. That’s why you let me cum inside you. You were softening me up to ask me this.”

“What? Mike, no I wasn’t. We just said, we should do this more often, it should be just us sometimes. We just said that.”

“But then you immediately start talking about Jamal again,” Mike said bitterly. “How ‘freaking awesome’ he makes you feel,” he said, mimicking Jen’s words from moments before.

“No Mike – god ...,” Jen said with frustration, putting her face in her hands. “When we were making love, I wasn’t thinking about Jamal. But then after, okay I was, I admit it. But isn’t that the whole point of the game? How can you blame me for that?”

“Did you really cum? Or did you fake it?” Mike asked.

Jen stared disbelievingly at her husband.

“How can you ask me to give him some of MY shares of Sapphire?!” Mike shouted. “He’s already taken you from me! Now you want me to give him Sapphire!”

“I don’t belong to him Mike!” Jen shouted back. They were both screaming now. “Okay forget it! Forget I mentioned it!”

“He wants to make you pregnant!” Mike yelled.

“It’s a freaking FANTASY Mike!” Jen screamed back. “God! A fantasy!  You just got off on it!”
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Their fighting woke up Anna, who was distressed to see her parents arguing. So for the rest of the day, Mike and Jen focused on their daughter and acted like nothing was wrong. Inside though, Mike was dying. Jen wanting him to gift some of his Sapphire stock Jamal, faking sex with him to get what she wanted, the cocaine—it was all getting to be too much. Mike felt like he was losing control of his wife. He felt like he was losing her to Jamal.

Sometime in the late afternoon, Jen retrieved the coke from its hiding place and flushed it down the toilet. Even though she felt safe using it, she realized Mike was right, there was no place for it in the home they shared with their daughter. But that was the only thing she thought she had done wrong.

Having sex with Jamal? That was the whole point of the game. Okay, she did fall asleep with Jamal in his bed, but she woke up, she didn’t spend the night with him.  

And she didn’t understand why Mike was being so stubborn over Sapphire. He had lots of stock. LOTS.  Giving Jamal a little would greatly change the man’s life for the better, yet barely affect Mike at all.

Still, Jen wasn’t a confrontation person, especially when it came to her husband. She didn’t want to fight with him. She didn’t want him mad at her.  

Also, Mike seemed really upset about this. Even though it didn’t make sense to her, she could tell he was really, really upset over the idea of giving Jamal some of his Sapphire stock.  

“I threw away the coke,” she began as they got into bed after putting Anna down for the night. “And I’m sorry about asking you about the Sapphire stock. I thought since you gave some to other people, it wasn’t a big deal. But now I realize it is a big deal for you, and I’m sorry. I won’t ask you again.”

Mike’s face softened. Jen was happy to see he wasn’t glaring at her anymore (the way he had been all day whenever Anna wasn’t looking). But he didn’t say anything. She knew his feelings were still raw.

“I am sorry Mike,” she said earnestly, trying again to apologize. “And I did like our sex today. It didn’t have anything to do with Jamal. I swear. You were awesome. You were. You DID make me cum.”  

“But then you can’t wait to tell me how good Jamal does you with his finger,” Mike finally said, bitterness in his voice.

“Mike ...,” Jen began, trying to reason with her husband. “That’s the whole point of the game, right? That Jamal’s a better lover than you. He’s got a bigger dick, a better body, he makes me cum harder. All those things are true. You want them to be true. Or else it’s not your fantasy.”

Mike frowned and looked away. She was right of course. In fact, her words – the way she compared him to her lover, and found him lacking – it turned him on.

Jen saw the effect her words had on her husband. She reached into his boxers and found him hard. She curled her soft hand around his erection. “Let’s not fight Mike,” she urged him as she slowly stroked his cock up and down. “That’s why we talk like this. So you can tell me your boundaries. Sapphire is going too far, I understand now. I won’t do it again.”

“I guess I assumed you would know that, so I wouldn't have to tell you,” Mike said. He was breathing hard, his eyes on his wife’s hand moving up and down inside his boxers. It occurred to him that she was able to give him a hand job inside his boxers, because his cock was small. She would never be able to do that with Jamal’s cock. With a real man’s cock.

“Well, I would if we were a normal couple,” Jen said, giving him a lopsided grin (and not knowing the thoughts going through her husband’s head). “But sometimes it’s hard knowing what gets you excited. I mean, I get what you said, that giving Jamal some stock would dilute you. But, I don’t know, I guess if anything, I thought that would turn you on. You know, Jamal getting something over you.” As she said this, Jen gave him a gentle, teasing smile and squeezed his hard shaft.  

Jen thought a moment, and said, “Or maybe it’s better if I say it like this – Jamal getting ownership of something that used to be yours.”

Mike moaned and Jen couldn’t help smiling.  She knew how to push her husband’s buttons.

“It’s all a game, baby,” Jen said in a tender, urging voice. “It would have been only a tiny bit, it wouldn’t really put him over you. I’m not saying that to convince you, I understand now that Sapphire is over the line. I’ll never ask again. I'm just trying to explain what I was thinking. But I understand now. It's over the line. That’s all you have to do, baby. Just tell me when it’s too much and I’ll stop.”

Mike nodded. Her soothing words were making him feel better. And she was right, at some level, giving Jamal some of his Sapphire stock – diluting him – it did turn him on. It was like the way Jamal had replaced him in Jen's life as her primary sex partner. The way he fucked her skin-to-skin, but he had to use a condom. The way he wasn’t allowed to cum in his wife’s body, not in her pussy, not even her mouth.  

What if he gave Jamal not a tiny amount of stock, but a controlling interest? What if Jamal had 60%, or more, 75%, 90%? Then the black man would really have replaced Mike in Jen’s life. Not only would he fuck her better, but he’d be able to financially provide for her better too.

If he did that, what else was left? What else could Jamal take from him?  Not only would Jamal control Jen, he would control him too.  He would have Mike’s financial balls in his grip.

“Tell me what Jamal said again,” Mike said through an excited, lustful voice. “About wanting to get you pregnant.”

Jen laughed and shook her head. Her husband was crazy. He jumped around from one extreme to the other. Super upset one moment. Super excited the next.

Jen gripped the waistband of Mike’s boxers and pulled them off. Then she pulled the t-shirt she was wearing over her head, and kicked off her panties too. Now they were both naked, except Jen still had on the white cotton socks she always wore to bed.

She got between his legs, making him spread his legs wide, with his knees angled up off the bed. With her left hand, she took hold of his hard shaft again, stroking him up and down. With her right hand, she moved under his balls, lightly scraping the underside of the sensitive sack with her nails the way she knew he loved it.  

Mike groaned at her touch. She knew better than anyone – better than Mike knew himself even—where he liked to be touched, and how he liked to be touched. He had a hungry look in his eyes, anxiously waiting for her to answer his question, to tell him again about what Jamal had said last night. Jen softened her caresses, not wanting him to cum too fast, edging him along, giving him pleasure but keeping him from the ultimate, delicious release.

“He asked if I wanted another baby,” she said. 

“He always holds your legs up after cumming in you,” Mike said. 

“Yeah ...,” she agreed, her voice trailing off. She had her eyes on his cock. Whenever she focused on his penis like that, Mike always wondered if she was comparing his thin, 4-inch-long cock to the much larger manhoods of her lovers. The prospect made his head swirl with cuckold lust.

Jen extended one of her fingers lower under Mike, scraping the painted fingernail across that super sensitive space between where his balls ended and his asshole began, his sandbar. It made him groan.

“Anyways, I told him yes,” she continued. Looking into her husband’s eyes, she said “We’ve always talked about having two.”

Mike nodded, his heaving breathing coming in pants.

Jen said, “That’s when he said he would give me a beautiful baby. He said it would only take one time.”

“You’re on the pill.” 

Jen nodded as she said, “I’d have to go off the pill. Obviously. Let him inside me unprotected. He said he’d only need one time.”

“If he only needs one time, it’s a good thing we got that morning after pill,” Mike said.  He was referring to that time, early in Jen’s sexual relationship with Jamal, when she had let the black man cum inside her after being off the pill for a week.

“Yeah, it’s a good thing,” Jen agreed.

Mike breathed in heavily. His heart was pounding. “Do you think about it?” he asked.

“Think about what?” Jen said back, being coy.

“You know what.”

Jen gave her husband a teasing, knowing look. “You mean having another man’s baby?” she asked. Mike moaned at her words. It made her smile again.

“Do you think about Blake and Alicia?” she asked him. “And Lizzy?”

“I think about it a lot,” Mike admitted. With a sheepish laugh, he added, “I guess I’m obsessed by it.”

Jen grinned. “Why does this fantasy turn us on so much?” she asked.

“So it turns you on too?” he asked.

Jen nodded. She said, “I know it’s wicked. I think that’s part of it. Our game’s all about being wicked. Being bad. I like being bad. I like being slutty. It gets me hot.”

They stared at each other for long moments, not saying anything, Jen continuing to slowly caress Mike’s cock and balls.

“It wouldn’t be like Alicia and Blake though,” Jen said, breaking the silence. “I mean with Jamal. Blake’s white. I don’t know if John knows what happened. But he can at least pretend Lizzy’s his. You wouldn’t be able to.”

Jen’s words again made Mike moan. “And that gets you hot?” he asked excitedly.

“It’s like my new tat,” Jen said, holding up her left wrist so Mike could see the jet-black Queen of Spades tattoo inked onto her lily-white skin. “I want everyone to know you can’t satisfy me. I want them to know a black man’s cucked you. I do whatever he wants me to.  I’m your wife but you barely get any.  Your little dick is useless in the cage.  And you have to beg Jamal for permission to cum.  A black man controls when you cum.  If ever.”

“Oh god Jen!” Mike excitedly gasped.

Jen abruptly reached over Mike to the bedside table. She retrieved a small tube from the drawer. It was lubrication.

She squeezed some of the lube on the index finger of her right hand. Then reaching under Mike, she forced her lubed finger into his puckered asshole. The sudden penetration made him gasp. She immediately began finger fucking his ass. She wrapped her left hand around his shaft, stroking him. She pleasured him that way as she tauntingly said, “Is that what you want Mike? You want me pregnant with Jamal’s black baby?”

“Oh god Jen! Yes! Yes!”

“I begged him to cum in me Mike,” Jen told him as she stroked his cock and finger fucked his ass. Mike’s eyes were on the QoS tat on her left wrist as he got closer and closer to cumming.

“I begged him to shoot his black cum into me!” she said tauntingly, knowing her husband was close to climaxing. “I begged him to fuck his cum into me! I wanted it Mike. My body craves it! He’s such a better man than you Mike! You're not even close! My body wants his black cum inside me!”

“Oh god Jen!” Mike screamed, and he came in a thundering orgasm. Jen pointed his cock at her pussy, so he blasted over her pussy lips and the tiny blonde landing strip just above her clit.

As soon as Mike was done cumming, she moved up his body until his head was between her long dancer’s legs. She pressed her pussy against his face, rubbing her pussy and landing strip up over his lips and nose, smearing his sperm over his face. 

“Eat it Mike, eat it,” she said tauntingly. She was breathing hard. Her cheeks were flushed and her nipples diamond hard. All the talk had gotten her just as excited as Mike.

She pressed her pussy down against Mike’s lips, and he immediately began eating her out. “That’s it baby, eat me, that’s it,” Jen moaned, closing her eyes as she rolled her pretty head back. “I don’t need your pathetic little dick. When I need fucked I go to real men, like Jamal. But you’re still good for this. You've got a freaking good tongue.”

Jen reached back. She found that Mike was already hard again. She stroked him as he licked her. 

“You have no idea how good it feels when Jamal’s inside me,” she told her husband as she stroked him. “He reaches places you’ve never touched. And he’s so freaking thick. I love how he stretches me. He makes me feel so full. You’ve never made me feel that way Mike. Never.  Not once.”

At that moment they both came. Mike’s body buckled as he shot another load all over himself, and Jen clamped her slim thighs tightly around Mike’s head and pulled his hair hard as she orgasmed against his lips and tongue.
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“You asked Mike to give Jamal some of his Sapphire stock?” Allie asked incredulously over the phone. They spoke a few times a week because they worked at the same company, and also because they were best friends. They told each other everything, so Allie knew all about Jen’s adventures with other men, and how Mike both loved and hated it.

“I mean ... why does it matter?” Jen sputtered, surprised by Allie’s reaction. “Mike gives everyone stock. He gave you stock. He gave your parents stock. He gave my parents stock. He even gives stock to people he hardly knows, like that Sebastian I told you about. Mike has so much. It wouldn’t hurt him at all. And it would really help out Jamal.”

“Oh my god Jen,” Allie said with a sigh. “I am so glad I’m not a dumb blond like you.”

“Fuck you,” Jen said as she narrowed her eyes into the phone.

“I can’t believe you don’t get it,” Allie said with exasperation. “Okay, let me ask you a question. Did Mike ever give Scott stock?”

“Of course not,” Jen said. “But that’s different.”

“It’s the fucking same thing!” Allie said, practically shouting into the phone.

Jen pursed her lips and was silent for long moments, as if counting to 10. Then, reducing her voice to a whisper, she said “I thought I loved Scott. I freaking left Mike and ran off with him. It’s different with Jamal. I like him. I guess I’m crushing on him. But Jamal isn’t Scott. I won’t let him become Scott.”

“Jen ...,” Allie said, the exasperation still in her voice. “Listen to what you’re saying. You admit you’re crushing on Jamal. And then you say, don’t worry, I won’t let Jamal become Scott. Don’t you see? That means Jamal COULD become another Scott. And that’s why it’s wrong to ask Mike to give Jamal Sapphire stock.”

“God Allie ...,” Jen said, sighing into the phone. She didn’t mean it that way. That’s not what she meant.

Her relationship with Scott had been romantic. At times she had envisioned herself as his wife. If she had never met Mike, or met Scott first, maybe she would be Scott’s wife.

It wasn’t that way with Jamal. It was hard to explain. She was still trying to figure it out herself. When she said a moment ago she was crushing on Jamal, she wasn’t sure if it was solely Jamal, or the idea of black men. She was enchanted by black men. It was what Jamal said he would do, and he had done it. He had blacked her.

But being “blacked” was a sexual thing.  Not romantic.  It was physical, not emotional.  At least, that’s what Jen thought.

Allie had to rush off to a meeting, so their call ended without resolving anything. Also, Jen hadn’t had the chance to talk to Allie about setting her up with Joey. That was Jamal’s idea and, honestly, it wasn’t a bad idea. Jen knew her young friend had a thing for Allie, just like he had a thing for her. 

Allie was single and playing the field, and she would probably get off on the cougar aspect of hooking up with the young, handsome, and well-hung college student. Allie would definitely enjoy being with Joey, she knew that from personal experience. And with Allie in the mix, Jen knew she’d be able to patch things up with Joey, so in the end, everyone would win.

Jen’s thoughts turned back to Jamal, and Mike. She understood better now why Mike had gotten so upset when she asked him to give Jamal some Sapphire stock. If he thought Jamal was the next Scott, then of course he would get upset.

That’s when Jen realized her true mistake. It wasn’t Sapphire – that was just a symptom of the real problem. And the real problem was, she had allowed Mike to believe that Jamal might be the new Scott. She didn’t understand how Mike could think that. But it didn’t matter what she thought. What mattered was what Mike thought, and what he felt.

At that moment, Jen decided to slow things with Jamal. It would be hard on her. She would miss Jamal, she liked him, she enjoyed his company. She’d miss being the girl on his arm, she’d miss the excitement she always felt on days she knew she would see him. She’d miss his body, she’d miss his beautiful cock, she’d miss the way he always made her cum so freaking hard.  

But Jen decided that she and Mike needed to pull back from the game, to reconnect as a couple. To do that, she had to stop seeing Jamal.

Jen knew this meant she would lose Jamal. Men like him do not wait for any girl. The prospect made her feel unhappy, distressed, empty inside.  

But she promised herself that she wouldn’t reveal those feelings to Mike. For herself as much as Mike. Because last time when she broke up with Scott, it turned Mike on when he saw how much she missed him. So Mike convinced her to get back with Scott, and things went bad from there.  

She didn’t want the same thing to happen this time. She didn’t want Mike to push her back into Jamal’s arms. Into his bed.

Because while Jamal wasn’t Scott, she would still have a hard time telling Mike no, given how she felt about the black man (and how her body craved him). And then she would be back with Jamal, and they’d be right back here without solving anything.
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A FEW MONTHS LATER ....
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MIKE SCROLLED THROUGH pictures of Jen on his computer. He had a lot of pictures. And videos too.  

Anna was asleep in her bedroom. Their live-in nanny, Callie, was out at a college party somewhere. And Jen was traveling for business, at a company retreat in Vegas.

Mike’s dick was out and he was slowly stroking himself as he scrolled through the pictures and videos. They were of his wife with other men. He held his cock lightly, jerking off slowly, edging himself, wanting it to last.

Mike had been surprised when Jen abruptly announced she was ending things with Jamal. It happened right after they had talked about Jamal offering to give her a black baby. 

“I’ll give you a beautiful baby,” he had said. “Go off the pill. I’ll only need one time. One time, when you’re unprotected, fertile and ovulating. I’ll get you pregnant with my black baby. That’s what you want. I know it, you know it. That’s why you let me ink your wrist. I’ve blacked you. You belong to black men now. So go off the pill, open your legs, and let me breed you.”

That’s what Jamal had said. Or, that’s what he said in Mike’s imagination. Now, at this moment, as Mike slowly jerked off at pictures and videos of Jen with other men, he forced himself not to think about that conversation. Because if he did, he’d cum immediately.

Mike had thought Jen broke up with Jamal because she was too tempted by his offer. After all, she admitted to him that the idea of another man getting her pregnant turned her on too. The idea got them both hot. Maybe for different reasons. But it got them both insanely hot.

And it had thrilled and terrified Mike that that’s the reason why she broke up with Jamal. That her pregnancy fantasy was so powerful that she might let it happen for real, and that scared her, so she broke up with the black man before her sexual desires led her down a path that she would regret for the rest of her life.

But Jen assured Mike that wasn’t it. Her relationship with Jamal had just run its course. Their argument about the Sapphire stock kinda burst the Jamal bubble in her head, so she wasn’t really into him anymore.  

And anyways, she said, it was time for them to take a break from the game. They both loved playing the game, but it couldn’t be 24/7, 365 days a year. They needed a break. They both needed that, time for it to be just them, to reconnect as a married couple.

The last 3 months had been wonderful! They HAD reconnected. They were touching all the time, holding hands, sharing whispers and dreams. They were closer now than ever before. Anna sensed it too, how happy they were. They were all happy, the three of them. They were a happy family.

Except ... sexual desires don’t just disappear overnight. Initially after Jen broke up with Jamal, their sex had been about just them. Just the two of them. They didn’t fuck, they made love.

But soon their fantasies crept back into their pillow talk. And Mike started seeing a longing in his wife’s eyes. He knew he wasn’t enough for her. She had a hunger, and he had that same hunger.

When they were out, Mike caught her looking at other men, like she was sizing them up as to how they would be in bed. More than once, Jen caught Mike looking at her as she looked at other men, and it made them both blush at first, and then laugh.

They started talking about playing the game again. They talked about fantasies, what turned them on the most, what each liked the most about version v2 of their game.  

Jen said she still preferred a boyfriend rather than just anonymous hookups. The games they played before she got together with Jamal, with Cam, Blake, Doug, and Wyatt (and other men), they were fun and exciting, but they lacked the romance and NRE that she loved. She thrilled to the infatuation of a new relationship. Jen also said she WAS into black men now, she wanted to explore that more, but then again, her next boyfriend might be white, it all depended on who she met and how they connected.

Jen said she wanted to be a bottom to her boyfriend, but a top to Mike. It turned her on to be submissive to an aggressive, confident man. It turned her on even more for Mike to be submissive to both her and her boyfriend. Jen told Mike straight out that she liked seeing him on his knees, between another man’s legs. It got her so hot it made her dizzy when he had a cock in his mouth. This was something she wanted to explore more too.  

Mike said he agreed that the game was better when she had a boyfriend rather than a series of hookups. He wanted it to be more than sex. He wanted it to be emotions too. Mike said he got turned on the most when there was risk he would lose her to another man. He knew it was crazy and dangerous, but he couldn’t help how he felt. He said that was missing with Jamal. At times he felt the risk that he craved, but not really. Not like the way it had been with Scott.  

Jen was slow to respond. Then she told him about her conversation with Allie. About how Allie had criticized her for asking Mike to give Jamal Sapphire stock, and then really jumped on her when she said “I’m not letting Jamal become another Scott.” Allie’s point being, Jamal had the potential to be another Scott.  

“That’s why I really broke it off with him,” Jen admitted. “It was getting too much. I was too into him. Not like with Scott. But still, I was too into him. I realized that when you got so mad when I asked you to give him stock, and then after talking to Allie. That’s why I decided to end things with him. I thought it was getting ... too dangerous for us.”

Mike was silent, processing her words. Finally he said, “You said you weren’t into him anymore. That’s why you broke up. That was a lie, right?”

Again Jen was slow to respond. After long moments, she said “I didn’t want to hurt you. And I didn’t want you to push me back to him. That’s what you did with Scott. Remember? Mike, you have to let things end. I meet a guy, we play the game, it’s exciting. But it has to end eventually. And you have to let it end. Because I’m married to you. You know?”

“Is that why you let things end with Cam?” Mike asked.

Jen shrugged. “I don’t know. Maybe. It kinda never got that far since he moved.”

Mike nodded, again processing her words. “So, you do miss Jamal? Because you haven’t acted that way.”

Jen shrugged but didn’t say anything.

“You miss him?” Mike pressed.

“Yes Mike I miss him,” she snapped. “We were together for months. We were intimate for months. How could I not miss him?”

Mike winced. Not at her harsh tone. But at the sadness he heard in her voice. “I’m sorry,” he said. “We don’t talk about it ... but I know it’s painful for you too. When you break up with someone.”

“Breakups are always painful,” Jen said with another shrug. “But it’s part of it, you know? It’s how we play the game. And it’s okay. You give me something amazing. You let me be with other men. I get the best of both worlds. I know how lucky I am. I’m just saying, you have to trust me when I decide to end things with someone. Okay?”

“Okay,” Mike agreed. And then they kissed. And snuggled. And made love.
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NOW MIKE WAS IN BED, naked, his hard dick in his hand, as he scrolled through pictures and videos of Jen with other men. Jen was at a company retreat in Vegas. 

Before leaving, as she packed, he had said “You still have a free pass. If there’s someone you like. You don’t even have to tell me.”

“I thought you want me to tell you everything,” Jen said. 

“I do,” Mike said. Then sheepishly he added “But I like it when you cheat on me too.”

Jen laughed. Then more seriously, she said “I don’t know. I’m not sure I’m ready yet.”

Mike didn’t understand that, especially given their recent conversations about starting to play the game again. Then suddenly he got it.

“You’re still getting over Jamal?” he asked her.

Jen shrugged, but didn’t answer for long moments as she continued to fold clothes into her suitcase. Finally she said “I guess you go through a mourning period. You know? When a relationship ends.” There was sadness in her voice.

“You’re still going through that?  It’s been months.”

Jen shrugged again.

“You must really miss him, don’t you?” Mike asked.

Again Jen shrugged. She didn’t answer, but she was letting her emotions show, and sadness covered her face.

Mike wrapped his arms around his wife. “I’m sorry,” he said. He was hurting because she was hurting.

But her longing for another man turned him on. He was erect, and his hardon pressed against her leg. (Mike was no longer in the cage; that stopped when Jen broke up with Jamal.)  “I’m sorry,” he said. “I know you’re hurting. I can’t help it.”

“I get it,” Jen said, and she gave him a melancholy smile. “I’ll be okay. Maybe when I get back, we can start playing the game again.”
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THE RETREAT WAS AT the Venetian, and tonight’s function was at the pool. Everyone was dressed in chic casual. Jen wore a tight top held by a thin spaghetti strap over each shoulder, white short shorts, and strappy high heels. While revealing, the outfit was classy. The top was an expensive fine knit. The shorts (while barely covering her ass) was pleated and cuffed. All Prada.  

Her heels were Jimmy Choo. The new Resort collection that had just hit the stores. They were made of wisps of fine leather, showing off her pretty manicured toes, and had 4-inch stiletto heels. They made her long shapely legs look even longer and more incredible than usual.

She wore dark sunglasses to shield her pretty green-blue eyes from the sun as it set in the horizon. The sunglasses were Prado too. They made her look like a movie star, or super model.

Around her left wrist, she wore a Cartier watch that had diamonds instead of numbers. She also wore a series of bangles made of gold, platinum, and ivory.

Her outfit costs thousands. She looked like she had just stepped out from the Riviera, or Monte Carlo. To be honest, she couldn’t afford these clothes and jewelry, even on her partner’s salary. But Mike made an ungodly amount of money, and he never said no to her.

The watch and bangles were a very expensive way to hide the Queen of Spades tattoo. People who looked at her as she sipped champagne and mingled around the pool would be surprised, though, that this beautiful, sophisticated, ultra-fashionable blonde wife and mother of a pre-schooler opened her legs for black cock. Craved black cock. Got wet thinking about being with black men.

So far, no one at work (besides Allie) had seen the QoS tat. It excited her, though, that someone might.  That’s why she rarely wore long sleeves, even in the chilly air of New York City.  It excited – and scared her – that she’d be outed as a lover of black men. It was a thrill whenever she thought about it, and made her weak kneed.

It was getting late and their meetings were starting early the next morning. Also, she wasn’t having much fun. So, she left the party and made her way through the casino to get to the elevators. Jen thought it was inconvenient the way you had to go through the casinos to get anywhere in the Venetian.  But then, that’s Vegas.

As Jen walked through the big casino, she sensed someone next to her.  

It was Scott.

They didn’t see each other much, even though they worked for the same company. The reality was, they both did their best to avoid each other. They had too much history. For Jen, there was regret over bad decisions. For Scott, there was hurt and bitterness.

“So, can I see it?” Scott asked.

“See what?”

“Your new tat,” Scott said. When he saw the surprise on her face, he explained, “Davis is my friend, Jen. He told me about it.”

Jen pursed her lips with disapproval. But then she knew it was her own fault. She should have told Davis not to tell Scott.  

“Not here,” Jen whispered, looking around the casino to see if anyone they knew was watching. They moved off to the side, to a semi-private alcove.

“You can’t tell anyone,” Jen whispered.  

“Why are you whispering? We’re alone.  No one can hear us with all the slot machine bells and whistles.”

“I’m just saying—.”

“I’m not going to tell anyone Jen,” Scott said, his voice terse. “If I was going to, I would’ve done it already.”

Jen hesitated, then she gave him a resigned shrug. She took off the watch and bangles and showed him her wrist.

Scott took her hand so he could move her wrist this way and that, to study the Queen of Spades tat. “Davis does good work,” he said.

“He does,” Jen agreed. She pulled her hand back, then she put the watch and bangles back on.

“So, you’re into black men now?” Scott asked her.

“I’m married,” she said.

Scott laughed. “Yeah, right,” he said sarcastically.

Jen was about to say something smart, but then she shook her head and laughed too. There was no point in denying things with Scott. They had too much history to deny things.

“If you don’t want people to know, your wrist isn’t the best place to get inked,” Scott said.

“Maybe I want people to know,” Jen said.

“You just said you don’t.”

“Maybe I want the right people to know,” Jen said with a grin.

“Black dudes?”

“That is the reason why a girl gets a queen of spades tat.”

“You’re wild, Jen,” Scott said with a laugh.  Jen laughed too.

“How’s Astrid?” Jen asked. Astrid was his wife. They’d married a couple of years ago.

“She’s a great fuck but a bitch otherwise,” Scott said candidly.  

Jen laughed.  

Then he added, “I love her though.”

“I’m happy for you Scott,” she said. They smiled at each other.

“So, who’s the guy?” he asked.

“What guy?”

“Come on. The guy who got you to do that,” Scott said, motioning to her left wrist.

Jen suddenly felt melancholy. “His name’s Jamal,” she said, sadness crossing her pretty face.

Scott saw the sadness, and he instantly understood. A wave of déjà vu passed over him. “Let me guess,” he said, bitterness in his voice. “You liked him too much. So Mike made you break up with him.”

Jen’s head snapped up to look at her old lover. They shared a moment, as they looked at each other, as they each reflected on their history with each other. “I shouldn’t be talking to you about this,” she said.

“Why not?” Scott asked. “We can still talk, right? We’re still friends, right?”

“I don’t know Scott,” Jen said, looking away from him. “I don’t know what we are.”
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JEN AND SCOTT LEFT the Venetian – there were too many people they knew there – and went to a dive bar off the main strip. They sat at the bar on stools, Jen’s legs crossed, one long shapely leg over the other, while Scott sat with his legs open the way men do. She sipped a cosmo while he drank beer.

“So, tell me about him,” Scott said.

“He’s a guy I met,” Jen said. “He’s a college professor, at NYU. He’s racist probably. I don’t know.” She laughed. “He’s got freaking gold teeth, if you can believe that. He’s, I don’t know ... he’s black.” She laughed again. “It’s hard to explain. I’ve never been with a black man before.”

“And now it’s over,” Scott said.

Jen shrugged and looked away from Scott, at her feet in the Jimmy Choo high heels.

“Well, he must be some guy,” Scott said. “To get you to do that.” He motioned to her left wrist again.  

Jen shrugged. “You got me to ink your freaking initials on my boob,” she said. Scott laughed.

“You still got it there?” Scott asked, looking at her left breast.  

“Why don’t you ask Astrid if you can ask me that,” Jen said with a laugh. Scott grinned at her.

“She actually doesn’t know about it,” Scott confided. 

“That’s probably smart,” Jen said, and they laughed again.

“Are you into all black men, or just that black man?” he asked.

Jen shrugged. “Jamal got me into black men,” she answered. “So yes and yes, I guess.”

“Then why are you hiding it?” he asked, motioning to her wrist again.

“Are you serious?” Jen said, giving him a what-the-fuck look.  “I was joking before.”

“No, you weren’t.  And I’m not talking about at work,” Scott said. “I’m talking about right now.” He motioned around the bar. “No one knows you here. Why are you hiding it?”

“Why do you care?”

“I’m just asking.”

Jen looked at Scott for a long moment. Then, with a shrug, she took off the watch and bangles and put them into her purse. She looked at her wrist. At the Queen of Spades tat. It was the first time she’d been out in public, without hiding it. Now anyone could see it. That she, Jennifer Andrews—wife and mother, member of the church choir, volunteer at her daughter’s pre-school, pro-choice although personally against abortion, hater of Donald Trump and MAGA—she was a lover of black men. She was a lover of black cock.

A thrill ran down her spine. She felt a familiar warmth between her legs. She felt her nipples hardening.

“You’re turned on,” Scott said with a knowing grin at her. “I can tell. You’re turned on.”

“Oh my god,” Jen lamented. With a half laugh, she said “I cannot fucking believe we’re talking about this.”

“So, what is it you like about black men?” Scott asked.

Jen shrugged. She didn’t know how to explain it. “They’re just better,” she said.

“Thanks a lot,” Scott said with a laugh. She laughed too.

“I don’t mean better,” she said. “They’re just ... different.”

“Okay, well, good, I guess there’s still hope for the white race,” Scott joked. They both laughed again.

“When did you break up with Jamal?” Scott asked.

“A few months ago,” Jen answered.

“And you haven’t been with anyone else yet?” Scott asked. “I mean, besides Mike.” With a chuckle, he added “Although I suppose that doesn’t really count.”

Jen frowned at Scott. But she wasn’t surprised by his dig at her husband, and it was not like she could argue with what he said. Scott knew too much about both her and Mike. And anyways, at that moment, her thoughts were mostly on Jamal, since that’s who they were talking about.  

“I’m still, you know ...,” she said hesitantly. “Getting over him.”

Scott stared at her but didn’t say anything. They were silent for long moments. Then he said, “Tell me something. Did you have to get over me?”

Now it was Jen who stared at him. After a few moments, she said, “We shouldn’t be talking about this.” She grabbed the Cosmo and gulped it down, finishing it.  

“You’re right, we shouldn’t,” Scott said, and he gulped down the rest of his beer.

Then he forced a grin, like he was purposefully trying to change the subject. He put his hand on her knee. He caressed her knee and her tender inner thigh. “You know, if you need a shoulder to cry on, I’m available,” he said with a lustful grin at her.

Jen pushed his hand away. “Not happening Scott,” she said with a half laugh.

“Why? Because you’ve gone black?” he asked, the grin still on his face.

“If that’s what you want to think, go ahead,” Jen said with another laugh.

At that moment, the bartender approached. He was black.

“Another round?” the bartender asked them. Jen had noticed him checking her out before. She had checked him out too. He was tall and handsome, and fit. And his tight ass looked really good in the jeans he was wearing.

The bartender glanced at her wrist. Surprise flashed across his face when he saw the Queen of Spades tat. He quickly composed himself and asked, “You folks here on vacation?” 

“Nope,” Scott said. “We’re here at a company retreat.”

“Oh,” the bartender said. His eyes were on Jen’s QoS tat. And then her wedding ring. “So, you folks aren’t married?”

“Nope,” Scott said, answering for the two of them. “Just work colleagues.” Then abruptly he stood up. “I guess I’ll turn in. Early meetings tomorrow.”

“Scott,” Jen said, a warning in her voice, as if saying “don’t you dare leave me alone here.”

Scott leaned close to Jen’s ear. “Have fun,” he whispered. “This is my fuck you to Mike. Or knowing him, he’ll probably thank me.” Scott chuckled, then left the bar.

“Hope I didn’t interrupt anything,” the bartender said when Scott was gone. “I’m Booker by the way.”

“No, you’re good,” Jen assured him. She used her hand to brush her hair back and smiled at him. “Hi Booker. I’m Jen.” Booker offered his hand, and Jen took it. He smiled at her as he held her hand. She looked at her hand in his. Her lily-white hand in his very black hand. And his hand was big. Very big.

Big like something else?

Booker held her hand for a moment too long, and then when he finally let her hand go, he slid his long black fingers across her palm, like a caress. A shiver ran through her at his touch.  

“Another Cosmo?” Booker asked.

Now it was Jen’s turn to compose herself. “Yes. Maybe one more,” she said, her voice shaky.
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THEY WERE IN THE ALLEY behind the bar. It was mostly dark, except for a streetlight at the far end. Jen’s back was against the brick wall. Booker was pressed against her front. They were kissing.

Jen was breathing hard as they made out. Booker, like Jamal, like Reno, really knew how to kiss. Were all black men great kissers?

Jen moaned into Booker’s mouth as his hands went to her breasts. He hurriedly pulled up her top. A hand went behind her and with a flick of his thumb and finger, he unsnapped her strapless bra. The lacy white material fell to the sidewalk. Even before it landed, Booker’s hands were on her little, perky, high school breasts. Cupping them, kneading them, rolling her hard nipples between his thumbs and fingers. 

“Uh, god ...,” Jen groaned into his mouth as they continued to suck face.

Jen’s hands were on his body too. His defined pecs. His muscular arms. His ripped abs. He had a really nice body.

Then her hands ventured lower. She put her hands over his manhood. He felt really big. His hardness strained against the confides of his jeans.

Jen hurriedly unbuckled his belt, undid the button, and then pushed down the zipper. It was hard because he was hard. She pulled down his pants and boxers. She did all this while never breaking their kiss, while her tongue still pushed into his mouth.

She took his hard cock into her hands. He was gloriously big! 

“You’re so fucking big,” she lustfully hissed.

“You like big?” Booker asked.

“God I love big!” Jen excitedly said.  “I need big!”

“Your husband not big?”

“He’s tiny,” Jen said.  Talking about her husband, comparing him to other men, it tickled her pussy.  She had missed it.

Booker abruptly spun Jen around so now her bare tits were pressed against the rough brick wall. Reaching around her slim waist, he worked on her Prada shorts. He pulled them down so they were around her ankles. Then he reached into her panties. They were a thong, the same white lace as her bra. His hand cupped her pussy. He stroked up and down her lips. 

“You’re so fucking wet,” Booker growled into her ear. Then he pushed 2 fingers into her pussy, and at the same time kissed and sucked on the back of her neck just below her ear. 

“Oh god!” Jen cried. “Oh fuck!” 

Booker took his cock into his hand. He angled his knees, lowering himself, positioning his cock to penetrate the white wife’s pussy. Jen felt him press his cockhead against her lips and breathlessly said, “wait, wait.”

She turned back around so now they were facing each other again. “Condom?” she asked. She was panting as she held his cock in her hands.

Booker shook his head. “Usually I have one, but ...,” he said, his voice trailing off. He was panting too.

“Fuck,” Jen said under her breath, as she contemplated letting a man she had known for less than an hour into her bareback. She wanted him thought. His cock felt so big. So heavy and solid. She wanted it. Needed it!

“Are you safe?” she asked him.

“I am,” he assured her. “I swear.”

“You don’t have to lie to me. I’ll still get you off,” she promised him.

“I’m clean. I swear,” Booker said. “I get tested all the time. I swear, I’m clean.”

“Are you ...?” he began, then he stopped, not wanting to take a chance at offending the beautiful white girl and missing a chance at her pussy.

Jen nodded her head. “I’m safe,” she said. “I’ve only been with my husband.”

Booker looked at her for a long moment, trying to decipher the meaning behind her words.  He gently asked, “Is your husband ... white?”

Jen nodded her head yes.  “I’ve been with other men before.  Other black men.  But not for months.”

Booker nodded his head.  Her response didn’t answer all his questions, but a girl as pretty and sexy as this hottie was worth the risk.

Booker bent his knees again, and with one hand guiding his cock, and his other hand on Jen’s hip for leverage, he pushed up, penetrating the pretty white wife’s pussy. He pushed into her, forcing Jen onto her tip toes in the Jimmy Choo strappy high heels.

“Oh fuck!” Jen groaned. “You’re big!”

“I’ll be gentle,” Booker promised. He was used to little petite girls like Jen having to get use to his size.

“Don’t be freaking gentle!” Jen told him as she looked into his jet-black face. “Fuck me. Fuck me with your nigga cock.”

Jen’s use of the N word startled him. Then he narrowed his eyes and grinned at her, his friendly neighborhood bartender persona morphing into that of a street hood. “That’s what you want bitch?” he said tauntingly. “You want my big nigga black cock in your married white pussy?”

“Yessss!” Jen hissed, grabbing Booker’s hips to pull him deeper inside her. “That’s what I want! Give it to me! Give me your nigga cock! Give it to me! Fuck your nigga cum into me! Do it! Do it! DO IT!!!!!”
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CHAPTER 11
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“So, how’s Nala treating you?” Jamal asked Joe. They were drinking beers and watching the Yankees at a sports bar. They usually got together like this 2 or 3 times a month.

“She’s Nala – what can I say?” Joe said with a grin at his black friend. They laughed, as Jamal understood what Joe was saying.

Nala was a waitress at a speakeasy in the East Village, one of Jamal’s favorites. She was a pretty light-skinned black girl with waves of hair falling over her shoulders. She was curvy with big boobs and nice legs. Jamal had introduced them.  

Nala didn’t date white boys often, but she made an exception for Joe. She told him he had a black man’s cock. Thick.

When they weren’t fucking, they were arguing. Nala usually started it. About what didn’t matter, it always seemed she was irritated about something.  

Nala had a bitchy attitude, but she was a great fuck and was up for anything. One time Joe had a three-way with Nala and one of her girlfriends. It’d been the best sex of his life. So despite her bitching, he put up with her, if for no other reason than to get regular doses of her sweet pussy. But if you asked Joe if he liked Nala, if he had feelings for her, he’d laugh and not give you a straight answer.  

Joe was only 24. He was good looking, had a nice body, and had an even better cock. He was also a cancer survivor.  He was a pussy hound, he wasn’t looking for anything serious, what he wanted was good pussy and lots of it. Really, the only girls he had ever cared for in his life were his mother, and the crush of his dreams. 

Jen.

“How’s your stash?” Jamal asked.

“Well ...,” Joe began, looking sheepish.  

Jamal knew the look. His friend was light. “No worries Joe, I got you covered,” he said. He slipped Joe a package of white powder under the bar counter.  

Joe looked appreciative as he took the small package of cocaine. “Thanks man,” he said, reaching for his wallet.

“Don’t even think it Joe,” Jamal said with a friendly admonishment. “You know your money’s not any good with me.”

“Thanks man,” Joe said again, looking even more grateful. The fact was, he’d have trouble paying. His wallet was just as light as his stash. And he couldn’t exactly ask his parents for money to buy drugs.  

“So, how’s our sweet Jen?” Jamal asked, finally getting around to what he had wanted to talk about all night.

“She’s good,” Joe said guardedly. He didn’t like talking about Jen with Jamal, but he couldn’t exactly clam up after the black man’s gift to him. “I don’t see her that much. She’s in Vegas this weekend, some work thing.”

“Mike with her?” 

“I don’t think so,” Joe said with a shrug. “Are you still pissed at him?”

“Of course I’m pissed at him,” Jamal said, scowling. “We had a good thing going, me and J. Sissy white boy Mike gets his feelings hurt, so he guilts Jen into ending it. I promise you, she’s missing me. I took her places she’s never been before, or since I bet.”

“Jamal, you know, I don’t really want to hear about it,” Joe said, frowning and holding out his hands as if fending him off. He didn’t approve of the black man with Jen. He didn’t approve of any man with Jen. 

Joe loved Mike like a brother, but he didn’t approve of the way he shared his wife with other men. Although, for some reason, Joe didn’t see the hypocrisy of that, since he had fucked Jen many times (including behind Mike’s back).

“I don’t have a lot of respect for Mike,” Joe said disgustedly.  “Not lately anyways.”

“Well, that’s something we have in common,” Jamal said with a grin. Joe grinned back, and they pumped fists.

“Jen set you up with that foxy friend of hers yet? Allie?” Jamal asked.

“Not yet,” Joe said. “She hasn’t mentioned it.”

“Let me see those pictures again,” Jamal said. Joe got out his phone and showed him pictures of Allie. None of them were nudes, but many were sexy, like pictures of Allie in tight dresses and short skirts, high heels, and bikinis. And they showed her beautiful face.

“Yeah, that’s one foxy lady,” Jamal said admiringly. He said reassuringly, “It’ll happen Joe. Just be patient.” Then he asked, “Mike knows Allie right? They’re close right?”

“Yeah, I guess,” Joe said with a shrug. “He’s known Allie pretty much as long as he’s known Jen. So, I guess they’re close.”

Jamal slowly nodded as he processed this information. Then he said to Joe, “You let me know when Jen sets something up with Allie.” His tone was clear. This wasn’t a request. It was an order.

Joe looked suspicious. “Why?” he asked. “I don’t want you to hurt Allie. Or Jen.”

Jamal laughed and said, “I’m not gonna fuck them over. I’m gonna fuck over Mike. But it won’t even be fucking him over, because he’ll love it.”

“What do you mean?” 

“Trust me Joe,” Jamal said. “I know how his head works. You know he sucks my cock? J has a strap-on and she fucks him in the ass.”

Joe recoiled from this information about his long-time friend. “I don’t want to hear it Jamal,” he said moving away.

“Hold on, hold on,” Jamal said in a friendly but firm voice. “You just said you don’t respect him. I’m just saying, you have a lot of reasons not to respect him. He’s a sissy boy. He’s not a real man like you and me.”

“Listen,” Joe said, shaking his head. This was all TMI. “I don’t respect him. Okay? I think he’s a fucking idiot. But that doesn’t mean I want you to hurt him. He helped me a lot when I was a kid.  He’s like my brother.”

“I’m not going to hurt him Joe,” Jamal assured him. “I’m gonna give him exactly what he wants.”

Joe stared at Jamal, wondering what he meant, but not wanting to ask any more questions. He found it distasteful to talk about Mike’s demented sexual desires. 

And really? Mike really sucks cock? And he takes it up the ass? Really? Joe shook his head again, like he was trying to purge those images of Mike from his head. He didn’t want to think about it.

As Joe thought about Mike, Jamal was thinking about Jen. 

Later at home, Jamal wrote a text to Jen. He deleted it, then revised it, then deleted it again. Despite his big words with Joe, he wondered if he really wanted to get involved with Jen again. He’d love to fuck over Mike, but did he really want to expose his heart again?  

This was new for him ... getting emotionally attached to a girl. Being the dumpee and not the dumper was also something new; Jamal couldn’t remember the last time that had happened.

Jamal had his choice of beautiful white wives to play with. But the reality was, he missed Jen. He missed her beautiful face. And her body. Her bubbly personality. Her silky pussy. Her beautiful smile that always lit up the room. 

Jamal missed the fact that Jen seemed to care about him. She listened to all his racial bullshit and rather than rejecting it or patronizing him, she seemed to go out of her way to understand his point of view, and give him the benefit of the doubt.  

Jamal missed Jen a lot.  

So he wrote another text. He played around with some of the words, hesitated one more time. Then he hit send.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 12
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Jen hurried through the lobby of the Venetian, nervously looking around at the crowd, scared about seeing someone she knew. Her hair was tussled, lipstick smeared, and she was shaky in the Jimmy Choo heels. Her used pussy was full of Booker’s black sperm. She was doing the walk of shame and didn’t want any of her co-workers to see her.  She especially didn’t want to run into Scott.

Jen got to her room. Her fingers fumbled with the card key as she worked to unlock the door. Once inside, she collapsed against the door, barely able to stand, her heart still panting. In the safety of her room, she was able to reflect on what she’d just done.

She just fucked the black bartender. Less than 10 minutes ago, his cock had been inside her. Someone she barely knew. She’d orgasmed on his cock. She’d let him inside her without protection. He’d cum inside her, flooding her insides with his fertile black seed.

Jen grinned. She just fucked the black bartender!

Jen moved across the room and fell onto the bed, grinning up at the ceiling. She felt wicked. Slutty. She liked the feeling. She was a bad girl. She liked being a bad girl.

Jen reached for her phone, intending to call Mike, to tell him about Booker. She scrolled to her favorites, but then hesitated just before pressing the number. She had just cheated on her husband. She was an adulterous wife. Her heart pounded as these thoughts flitted through her head. 

Unfaithful. 

Cheat.

Jen’s pussy tingled, even though just moments ago she’d been orgasming as Booker fucked her with her back against the brick wall of the alley. Rather than calling her husband, she undid her white Prada short shorts and then shimmied them down her long shapely legs. She kept the Jimmy Choos on her feet. She always felt sexy wearing high heels.

Jen flicked her finger over the gusset of her thong panties. They were soaking, from Booker’s cum, and also her excitement. She reached her hand into her panties. She groaned as her fingertip touched her excited clit.

At that moment, Jen felt so alive! And life felt so thrilling! For the last 3 months, she’d been a good girl. A faithful wife. But that wasn’t her. Why deny it? She needed more than her husband. More than any one man. 

She was a bad girl.  Bad girls weren’t faithful to their husbands.

Jen slid her fingertip up and down her slit. She was so wet from Booker. Her lips were red and swollen. Booker wasn’t as big as Jamal. Not as thick. But he was thick enough to make her cum. Thick enough to make her toes curl in the Jimmy Choos.

Jen pulled out her computer and went to her favorite adult website. She had favorited about a dozen amateur videos. They were all well hung, muscular black men with pretty blonde girls. In all the videos, the girls wore wedding rings, and it was clear they had a hunger for black men. Jen could tell the way the girls kissed the men, and ran their hands over their bodies. It was more than just the fucking, although the girls clearly loved that too. Black men were different. They acted different. They smelled different. They fucked different.  

Jen wondered if the white wives had feelings for their black lovers. You couldn’t really tell from the videos. Although, the titles indicated they did, like:

Wife spends night with her black boyfriend

Wife cums hard on black cock (with a lot of romantic kissing)

Wife snuggles with black lover after cumming on his cock

Evening of romantic lovemaking ends with black boyfriend breeding white wife

The last one always caught her attention. “breeding white wife.” She always got extra excited whenever she watched it. She never failed to cum.

And Jen liked these videos the most, because that’s how she was too. The emotional romance part of a relationship was just as important to her as the physical pleasure. Tonight with Booker was fun because it’d been so spontaneous and wicked. And the fact that Scott had kinda been her wingman added an exciting (and also confusing – and embarrassing) element to it.

But tonight was missing something. Even as her body still tingled from the hard fucking Booker had given her, she knew tonight was missing something.  

Part of it was, Mike wasn’t involved. Playing the game wasn’t nearly as thrilling when her husband wasn’t involved.

Another part – and Jen was scared to admit to herself, but it was a big part – was Booker wasn’t Jamal. He wasn’t ... well, he wasn’t black enough. With Booker, it felt like he was playing the part of how a black man should act with a married white girl; the blackness didn’t feel real with him.

With Jamal though, it felt real; being with him meant living in his life. It was at that moment that Jen realized that not all black men were the same. Not every black man was Jamal. And she realized how lucky she had been for her first black experience to have been with Jamal.

Would she have gotten the Queen of Spades tat for Booker? No way. But she was happy she got it, because she got it for Jamal. Just like she was happy she had the fifty five tattoo under her breast, because she got it for Scott. Both men had been big parts of her life. 

Jen missed Jamal. She tried not to think about him, forced herself not to think about him, but at times like this, she allowed herself to miss him. She allowed herself to feel the pain.  

She focused on the video playing on her Mac. A seriously ripped black man was seriously stretching the pussy of a pretty white girl as he fucked her missionary. The girl was married. The diamonds of her rings sparkled on her left hand as she gripped the black man’s hard biceps. Jen stroked her pussy up and down with her finger, twirling her fingertip around her clit, edging herself as she panted watching the video. She pulled up her top and bra with her other hand, and cupped and squeezed her hard nipple, making herself moan through parted lips.

The girl’s husband was in the video. The camera was on a tripod and sometimes the husband would come into view. The husband was out of shape and overweight. Was the girl his trophy wife? He had a small dick too. Jen wasn’t surprised the pretty wife needed other men to satisfy her.

The husband in the video made her think of Mike. She felt guilty. Not because of what she’d done with Booker earlier, but because he wasn’t involved. She felt a pang of loneliness for her husband. She reached for her iPhone and FaceTimed him.

“Mike, are you awake?” she asked him when his face appeared on the screen.

“Yes,” Mike said. He heard his wife’s panting and asked “What are you doing?”

“Is the banana okay?” she asked.

“She’s fine. She’s asleep. What are you doing?” he asked again.

“Just, you know ...,” Jen said breathlessly as she edged herself. “I’m watching this,” she said, pointing the camera to the Mac so he could see the video.

Mike recognized it immediately. He got his computer and surfed to his wife’s favorites on the adult website. He played the video, moving the slider to where Jen was in the video. But he didn’t want to watch the video. He wanted to see his wife.

“Let me see your face,” he said. Jen moved the camera so she could see her face. Mike looked at her lust filled eyes, her flushed cheeks, her parted lips. She had a major cum face on.

“You like this video,” he said into his phone.

“I do.”

“What do you like about it?” he asked.

At that moment, the husband came into view. Jen said “Your body’s better than the husband’s. He’s fat.”

Mike looked from his phone to the computer screen. “His cock’s bigger,” he said. 

Jen laughed.

“What’s so funny?” he asked.

“I was just thinking it’s small,” she said. “But you’re right, he’s bigger than you.”

Mike hesitated for a moment. Then he asked, “Would you fuck him?”

Jen laughed again. “Seriously? No.  His dick’s too tiny.” 

“It’s bigger than mine,” Mike said.

“Yeah.  I know.”

“So, what does that say about me?” Mike asked, clearly upset.

Jen laughed.  “Oh, Mister Mike Andrews. The game wouldn’t be the game if you couldn’t be the victim.”

Mike frowned and didn’t reply.  Jen smiled inside.  She knew her husband needed it to hurt to get him off.  She was certain he was hard and probably playing with himself.

“I want to tell you something,” she said.

“What?”

“I talked to Scott tonight,” she said. “We got a drink together.”

Mike was silent for long moments. Then he asked, “Together? You were alone with him?”

“Yes.”

“What happened?”

“He put his hand on my knee,” Jen said.

Mike didn’t say anything for long moments. But Jen could hear him breathing hard. Finally he asked, “Did his hand feel good?”

“It felt ... naughty.”

Again Mike was silent. Then he said “Jen ... let me see your pussy.”

Jen moved her iPhone so her husband could see her pussy. The lips were puffy and red and somewhat gaping, and she was moist. It was clear she had been recently fucked.

“Oh god Jen!” Mike groaned, seeing his wife’s well used pussy and coming to the obviously conclusion. She fucked Scott!

“Mike, you know I need more, right?” Jen teased. “I need more than you.  I need other men.”

“I know that.”

“So, you’re not mad?” she asked.

“You fucked Scott,” Mike said, his words both a question and a statement of fact.

“Did I?”

“Jen!  I know you fucked someone!  Who?”

“Let’s just say, my new tat was part of it,” Jen teased.

“Did you show it to Scott?”

“Yes.”

“What did he say?”

“He wanted to know if I still had the fifty five tat,” Jen said.

“What did you do then?  Did you take off your blouse?  Your bra?  Were you naked?” Mike asked desperately.

“So many questions, Mike,” Jen said with a grin in her voice.

“Tell me!” Mike pleaded.  “Who did you fuck?!  Scott?!”

“You said I didn’t have to tell you,” Jen reminded her husband. “You said you want me to cheat on you.”

“Jen ...,” Mike groaned.  She was right.  He had said that just before she left on this business trip.

“I want you to do something,” Jen said.

“What?” Mike asked.  

“Put the cage back on,” Jen said.  

When Mike didn’t say anything, she said “I don’t want you to cum and get upset. I know how you get. You should cum only when I’m there.  Like before.”

Mike was breathing so hard that Jen could hear him panting. With a struggle, because he was so excited, he managed to say “So you want to control when I cum.”

“Yes,” Jen said.  “I want to control your orgasms.”  She was breathing hard too.  Controlling her husband, making him do things he didn’t want to do, seeing him humiliated – it got her hot.

“You’re a bottom to me,” she said.  “I’m a bottom to other men.”

“So, we’re playing the game again?” Mike asked.

“Is the cage back on?”

Mike didn’t answer for long moments.  Then he said, “Okay, the cage is back on.”

“I might not let you cum for a while,” Jen said.

“... okay,” Mike said hesitantly.

“I want the cage to train your dick, like before.”

“Train?  What do you mean?”

“The way it trains your dick to not get hard.  To stay soft even when it’s off.”

“Sounds like you want to ruin my dick.”

Jen moaned.  “Mike, baby, you say the sexiest things.”

“You want that?  You want to ruin my dick?”

“Yeah baby,” Jen said, her words coming out like a moan.  “You know how they say, if you wear the cage long enough, it’ll make your dick smaller?  What if I did that to you?  Make you wear the cage so long, your dick gets smaller.  Isn’t that hot?”

Mike saw Jen’s eyes were heavy-lidded and she was breathing hard.  “Are you playing with yourself?”

“Yeah,” Jen said with a husky voice.  She was lightly touching her clit, edging herself.

She said, “It would be hot, right? If the cage made your dick smaller.  Then I’d need other men even more to satisfy me.  That’s hot, right?”

Mike was silent for a long moment.  Then he said, “Yeah.  It’s hot.”

“You’ll let me do that to you?  Make your dick smaller?  Ruin your dick?”

“Yeah.”

Jen moaned at her husband’s submission to her.

“You need another orgasm, even though you just got fucked?”

“Yes,” Jen said breathlessly.

“So it couldn’t have been Scott,” Mike mused.  “You’d probably still be with him, getting your brains fucked out, if it was him.”

“You’re probably right,” Jen said with a laugh.

“So, we’re playing the game again?” Mike asked.

“Yeah, we are,” Jen said.

“Will you play it really hard this time?  Like before.  You know what I mean?”

“The last time I did that, it didn’t end well,” Jen reminded her husband.

“But you want this.”

Jen didn’t deny it.  She said, “And you want this.”

“Yes,” Mike said.

After a moment, he said, “You just have to love me.”

“I do love you.”

“Well, then ... that’s all that matters.” 

They smiled at each other over FaceTime. Then a notification flashed on Jen’s phone. It was a text from Jamal!

“Mike baby, I’ve got to go,” Jen said hurriedly. Clearly distracted, she sputtered, “It’s something ... I’ve got to take care of something.”

“Okay,” Mike hesitantly said, wondering what she had to do so late at night. “I’ll talk to you tomorrow. I love you.”

But Jen didn’t say “I love you” back. She had already hung up.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 13


[image: ]


Jen stared at her iPhone after hanging up with Mike. At the top was a notification that Jamal had sent a text.

She hadn’t spoken or had any communication with Jamal for months. She had abruptly ended things with him, telling him she needed to focus on her marriage. For a couple of weeks after, Jamal had constantly called and texted her, and tried to meet, saying he at least deserved a better explanation. Jen had put him off though, not wanting to talk or meet with him, not trusting herself, and with a final text said “I care about you, but being with you isn’t good for my marriage. If you care about me, please don’t try to contact me anymore.”

Jamal respected her wishes. He hadn’t tried to contact her since then, almost 3 months ago. The fact he respected her wishes made her appreciate him more, and deep down disappointed her. But she knew it was for the best.

And now out of the blue he had texted her.

Jen tossed the phone onto the bed and got up. She was naked except for the Jimmy Choos on her feet, and the Prada knit top and bra that were pushed up over her perky little high school breasts. She pulled the top and bra off and tossed them on the floor next to the white short shorts and thong. For some reason she left the high heels on. She moved across the floor, the heels click clacking on the fake Italian tiles, and got 2 small bottles of vodka from the mini-frig. She poured both into a glass with ice, and down half in a single gulp. She poured a 3rd vodka into the glass, then took the glass and walked back to the bed.

Jen sat on the edge of the bed, naked except for the high heels. She glanced at the screen of her Mac. The “Evening of romantic lovemaking ends with black boyfriend breeding white wife” video was still playing. It had ended and then began again, because she had turned the loop function on (she often did that with this video, her favorite, because she often liked to edge herself when masturbating). 

At this part of the video, the black lover was on top of the white wife, and he was slowly deep stroking her with his big cock, and they were kissing with the wife’s arms wrapped around her lover’s neck, and in the background the husband was in a chair, slowly jerking off his little dick as he watched his wife and her black boyfriend making love.

Jen watched for a moment, sipping the vodka, as if delaying the inevitable. Then finally she picked up her phone. With one hand holding the vodka, she used the thumb of her other hand to unlock her phone. Her last password had been “Anna,” but she had changed it to “Mike” when the “Anna” password expired. 

Jen took a sip of the vodka, then used her thumb to open the text app, and then opened Jamal’s text. It said: “Got drinks with Joe. Had a few too many. He talked about you. Felt like sending you this.”

There was a picture attached. Jen opened it. Her eyes went wide. It was a picture of Jamal’s cock, and he was hard.

Jen half laughed. Seriously? She texted him back using just her thumb, ignoring the picture.

TinyDancer: What did Joey say about me?

Jamal-NYU: He still wants to get in your pants.

Jen laughed again. She took a gulp of vodka and then put the tumbler on the side table. She got fully onto the bed, her back against the pillow, her knees bent with the Jimmy Choos flat against the mattress. The sharp stilettos dug into the comforter.  Now she held the phone with both hands, using both thumbs to text.

TinyDancer: He did not say that.

Jamal-NYU: No but he wants it. Bad girl fucking the college kid.

Jen’s lips parted when she read his text. Seriously? He’s giving me shit about being bad? This from Mr. “I’m a big black cock and I’m gonna black your white wife and only my black seed is good enough for her”?

Jen knew there were 2 ways this could go. She could tell him to go to hell. Or ....

TinyDancer: You have no idea how bad I am.

Jamal-NYU: Of course I do. That’s why I sent you that picture.

TinyDancer: Yeah right. I think you’re smaller than before.  

Jamal-NYU: You’re joking.

TinyDancer: Nope. I need scale.

A moment later Jen got another picture from Jamal. She opened it. It was another picture of his hard cock. But now he held a ruler next to it. His cock was just over 12 inches long.

Jen laughed and texted him back.

TinyDancer: You’re the only man who carries around a ruler.

Jamal-NYU: A man carries around what he needs. What does Mike carry around? My bet, not a ruler.

Jen read his text once, twice, and a third time, wondering how to respond. Again, there were 2 ways. The first, as a loyal, faithful wife who defends her husband against such snide remarks. Or the second ....

TinyDancer: Actually, it would be fun if we used Mike as your scale.

Jen could practically hear Jamal laughing. She imagined Mike sitting on the sofa next to Jamal, both men naked, Jamal’s 12+ inches towering over her husband’s thin, not quite 4 incher. Mike’s little dick used as scale to show the hugeness of Jamal’s manhood.  Or the smallness of Mike’s.

She thought of how humiliated Mike would be sitting next to Jamal that way, but still, his short thin dick would be rock hard. Would their bodies be touching? Yes, Jen decided that they would be sitting so close their sides would be touching. Jamal’s thick, muscular, manly body against her husband’s slim – feminine?—body. These thoughts made Jen shiver with lust.

Jamal seemed to be reading her thoughts because he texted:

Jamal-NYU: Probably Mike will get on his knees and suck my cock. I’ll let him do it. He’s an okay cock sucker. Not as good as you. But I’ve had worse. And it’ll be fun to cum on sissy boy’s face.

Jen read the words over and over – “get on his knees” – “suck my cock” – “cum on sissy boy’s face.” Her head was swirling. She was finding it hard to breath. With shaky hands, she texted:

TinyDancer: Why do you call him sissy boy?

Jamal-NYU: With a wig and makeup, stockings and high heels, he’ll look like a girl, especially with his little dick.  

Jen shivered as she imagined her husband dressed that way.  He would look like a girl.  A pretty girl too.  Jen imagined fucking Mike’s ass with the black dildo dressed as a pretty girl.  A soft moan escaped her lips, and she knew she would orgasm if she touched her clit.

Jen took a moment to compose herself.  Then she texted:

TinyDancer: Why are you contacting me now?

Jamal-NYU: I’ll be in Vegas tomorrow night.

TinyDancer: I’m in Vegas.

Jamal-NYU: Joe will be with me.

TinyDancer: What?!!!

Jamal-NYU: You’ll be with me. I want to meet your friends. Then I’m gonna fuck you. Now go to sleep. I want you rested and pretty for me tomorrow.  And no playing with yourself.  I want you horny too.

Jen gasped at his text. His arrogance! Who did he think he was?  

“You’ll be with me.” Fuck that, no I won’t!  

“I want to meet your friends.” Really? Like I’m gonna introduce you to my friends? That’s not happening! 

“Then I’m gonna fuck you.” The fuck you will!

“Joe will be with me.” WHAT THE FUCK???!!!!!!!!

Jen grabbed the glass and gulped the rest of the vodka. Then she closed her eyes and forced herself to calm down. She willed her pounding heart to slow down.

She waited for the next text from Jamal. He didn’t send any. And he didn’t call her. “Fuck you Jamal,” she thought to herself.

She looked at her Mac. The black bull and white wife were still going at it. Had the video ended and restarted again? The black man was close though. The husband (who was videoing it) zoomed in to his wife’s pussy, just in time to see the black man push in deep, and then he came, you could tell by his grunts and the way his 6 pack shuddered, and also by the wife’s moans, and then when he finally pulled out his shaft was covered with milky sperm, and more sperm leaked from the wife’s pussy.

“Oh god,” Jen moaned softly as she watched the black man’s sperm leak from the wife wife’s pussy and trail down between her butt cheeks. More than once, she had cum seeing that scene. It was probably her favorite part of the video, along with how the wife lovingly kissed and caressed her black boyfriend as he made love to her.

Jen was so hot she couldn’t think straight. And why was she so turned on? Why?

Jen knew why. Because not all blacks were actually black. Jamal was a real black man. An alpha black man. Booker paled in comparison. Most men paled in comparison, especially white men. Even men she had been attracted to in the past – like Cam and Blake, even Scott – they paled in comparison. 

She thought about Cam, Blake and Scott. They were so easy in comparison. She knew she could easily wrap them around her finger. She HAD wrapped them around her finger.

If she wanted, she could have easily gotten Scott into her bed tonight.  She’d make him forget all about his wife Astrid.  

But Jamal – he was a challenge. She felt uncertain around him, off balance. She felt like he towered over her. She felt small and weak in his presence. She felt like such a bottom when she was with him.

And the way he just assumed things. The way he ordered her around. It turned her on. It was so different from the political correctness of white men. Even “alpha” white men like Cam and Scott. Black men were different. They were so primal ... so naturally dominate.  

She got her phone and looked at the picture of his cock. “God,” she softly moaned. It was beautiful, his cock. So smooth. So huge. The thick vein that ran the length of his shaft’s underside made her weak kneed. His cock was so freaking masculine! So freaking black!

As she looked at the picture, Jen reached down and touched a fingertip to her clit. She groaned as pleasure sparkled through her body. She rubbed the fingertip across her clit and she moaned loudly, her pretty painted toes curling in the Jimmy Choo heels. 

Jen wanted to cum.  She needed an orgasm.  But she forced her hand away.  Jamal had forbid her from playing with herself.  And she liked – craved – the submissiveness of obeying the black man.

Jen finally tossed off the Jimmy Choos.  She got under the blanket and forced herself to sleep. 
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Jen skipped the day’s meetings. She’d get in trouble but didn’t care.  And anyways, she knew Allie – and Scott too – would cover for her.

She went to Fendi in the Grand Canal Shoppes. She bought a new black dress. It was tiny and she practically had to pour herself into it. But it was Fendi. If anyone said anything, she’d just say “It’s Fendi.” 

Then Jen went to Louis Vuitton and bought new high heels. “Cherie Pumps.” Stilettos made with expensive leather that was covered with the famous LV logo. 

Finally, she went to Victoria’s Secrets and bought thigh high stockings. She hadn’t packed any since she hadn’t planned for any of this. She also bought a matching lacy silk bra/panty set.

Back in her room, she spent a lot of time on her hair. Then on her makeup. She wore heavier makeup than usual. They way she used to do it when she’d been with Jamal.  The way she knew Jamal liked it.

She slipped on the matching bra and thong panties, carefully pulled the stockings up her long legs, and stepped into her new Louis Vuitton heels.

She had some time before she needed to finish dressing. She’d barely eaten all day. She was too nervous to eat. So rather than food, she ordered chamomile lemon tea from room service to calm her nerves. She put on a robe when room service arrived. The robe barely hit her mid-thigh. The waiter ogled her stockinged legs while she signed the check, but she barely noticed.

The waiter was white.  She wasn’t interested in white.

Jen sat for a long time, in the silky robe, lingerie and heels, looking beautiful like a Hollywood starlet or super model. She sipped the tea as she looked out the window of her room, at the Vegas skyline, and thought about her life. About Mike and Anna, their future. She thought about her upcoming birthday – she was going to be 34 – and it was a scaring, sobering thought to be turning 34. 

Jen thought about Jamal. She thought about the game. She thought about Scott, and Joey, and Allie. She thought for a long time. It felt like this chapter of her life was coming to a close. She had a plan, but she remembered the joke. Do you know what God calls a plan? A joke. Finally, Jen finished dressing.

There was a pre-dinner reception in the Venetian’s ballroom that was next to the casino’s baccarat tables. The whales there stopped playing and openly stared at Jen as she walked by. Her co-workers did the same as she entered the ballroom. Jen was always pretty, no matter what she wore or how she did her hair and makeup. But when she tried, she was heart stopping gorgeous. That’s how she was tonight. And in her new dress, which looked painted on and showed almost as much leg as the short shorts last night, she was a wet dream. She was achingly hot. Men looked at her and had only one thing on their minds.

Scott approached her. He looked her up and down, eating her up with his eyes. “That’s some dress,” he admired. His eyes were on her pouty lips. The red lip gloss made them look wet.

Jen gave him an appreciative nod. “It’s Fendi,” she said. Scott didn’t know what she was talking about. His eyes drifted down to her bust. The wispy material of the dress and unlined lacy bra underneath did nothing to hide her nipples. Although they weren’t hard, they still made little bumps in the dress. The effect was she looked ... ripe. It was a distracting sight for any man.

“I need to ask you,” Jen said. “Are we friends now?”

“Sure, why not?” Scott said flippantly.

Jen gave him a WTF look. “I’m not freaking joking Scott,” she said with a frown at him. “I mean, what was last night? Are you my friend? Are you going to help me, or burn me when I’m not looking?”

“I wasn’t burning you last night Jen,” Scott said with a frown back. “I was just fucking with you. Friends are allowed to fuck with each other. So, did you end up hooking up with that dude?”

“Scott ...,” Jen said with a shake of her head. She wasn’t going to tell him about last night.

“No kiss and tell huh?” Scott said with a grin. “Okay, I’ll go first. I hooked up with Jules last night.”

Jen’s eyes went wide. “Jules?” she said in shock. “Freaking 55-year-old Jules? She just celebrated her 30th anniversary Scott! We were there! Her husband Nate was there! Her freaking grandchildren were there!”

“She’s also a senior partner and decides end of year bonuses,” Scott said with a smug grin. He looked proud of himself. “And she’s not bad for her age. She just got new tits. She’s a screamer though. I’ll tell you what, old Nate there has got a lot to live up to. Now that Jules has experienced the Scott-anator.”

Jen couldn’t help laughing. “Oh my god. You’re such a freaking arrogant asshole,” she said with a shake of her head. “What about Astrid?”

“We have a don’t ask, don’t tell policy,” Scott said.

Jen looked intrigued. She asked, “So, Astrid isn’t the perfect, faithful wife?”

“I never said she wasn’t perfect,” Scott said. “But faithfulness is overrated. Anyway, can you see me in a conventional relationship?”

“No, I guess not,” Jen said with a half laugh. “Okay, yeah, I hooked up with Booker. Please don’t say anything. I have a bad enough reputation already.”

“I’ll never tell,” Scott promised, giving her his best “trust me I work for the government” look.

Jen laughed again. “You’re the reason why my reputation’s shit, you know?” she said. Scott gave her a “what can I do?” shrug, and they both laughed.

“Anyways, I might need your help tonight,” Jen said.  

Scott tilted his head as he looked at her. Now it was his turn to be intrigued.

––––––––
[image: ]


“HEY,” JEN SAID INTO the phone. She was standing off in a semi-quiet corner of the ballroom. “How’s our banana?”

“She’s good. She’s asleep,” Mike said. “We went to the French bistro for dinner.”

“Oh, she must’ve loved seeing Ferdinand,” Jen said with a grin. Ferdinand was a young French waiter at the bistro (which was their favorite neighborhood restaurant, just a couple blocks from the loft apartment). It seemed like whenever they went there, he was always their waiter. It was like, he made a point of serving them. They didn’t mind though, as they liked him, and Anna loved joking around with him.

“I don’t know, I think Callie was more excited to see him,” Mike said with a grin. Callie – their live-in nanny – was about the same age as Ferdinand. It was pretty clear she had a crush on the French boy. Jen couldn’t blame her. Ferdinand was the proverbial Tall, Dark and Handsome.  AND with a charming French accent.

“Okay, well ...,” she said. “So anyways ... I’m at a reception and have to get back. But about last night. Are you wearing it?”

Mike knew she was talking about the cage. He began feeling warm down there. “Yes,” he whispered. He was alone in their bedroom, but still whispered.

“And what you said last night,” Jen continued. She was whispering too. “About playing hard. You really mean it?”

“I do mean it,” Mike assured her. He was starting to get excited, as he knew something was up. The cage prevented him from getting an erection though. It was like a dull ache, but in a good way.

“Are you sure?” Jen pressed. “I mean, like, the last 3 months, it’s been nice right? But what if it goes back to before? Me with another man. I’ll have sex with him, not you. Like, all the time. I’ll tell you everything of course. But that’s what you want? Again?”

Mike latched on the way she said “nice.” With him, the best she could hope for sexually was “nice.” Jen was too hot for nice. She deserved way better than nice. He wanted her to have more than nice. Much more.

“That’s exactly what I want,” Mike assured her. “You’ve found a guy, baby? The guy last night?”

“It’s not the guy from last night,” Jen said.

“But you were with someone last night, right?” Mike asked. “Scott?”

“Mike, god, no,” Jen said. “He’s married.”

“But would that stop you?” he asked.

Jen grimaced at her husband’s question. But why wouldn’t he ask? It was a fair question after everything she’d done. 

“I was with someone,” she admitted. “But it wasn’t Scott. But that doesn’t matter anyways. You have to tell me. Did you really mean it when you said you want me to play the game hard?”

“I do mean it,” Mike said immediately without any hesitation.

Jen clenched her eyes shut. Exasperated, she said, “Mike – will you just think about it for a minute? What if it gets really out there? What if he wants you to go down on him? All the time, what if he wants that? What if he wants to control the cage? What if you have to ask him – him, not me – when you’re allowed out of the cage? Is that what you want?”

“Jen honey,” Mike began. He hesitated for long moments. His cock was throbbing in the cage, even though the hard plastic prevented him from getting hard. He was so excited he was shaking, and had to concentrate to keep his voice from quivering. “Don’t ask me. Do you understand? That ruins it. Just do what you want to do. All you have to do is involve me. Don’t shut me out. That’s all I ask.”

“But Mike ...,” Jen said with frustration. She was trying to get him to understand. “This is – you know ... it’s what you say when you’re talking computers. It’s a threshold question. You know what I mean? Do you even want to do this? What do you even mean when you say you want to play the game hard?”

Mike hesitated again, finally understanding the enormity of what they were talking about. He asked, “How long will it last?”

“It won’t be forever,” Jen said. There was uncertainty in her voice though. “I don’t know for sure. I can’t be a bottom to him, and then try to control things. I’ve done that before ... I’ve done it twice ... and I’m not sure I can do it again. And I don’t think you can ask me either. It’s not fair Mike. Baby ... it’s not fair.”

“What do you mean twice?” Mike asked. “Do you mean Scott?”

“Mike ... yes,” Jen said.  

“So you mean, you would’ve been permanent with Scott, if I didn’t blow things up?”

“I don’t know,” Jen said honestly, suddenly feeling tired. “It doesn’t matter. He’s married.”

“So if he wasn’t married, you’d want to be with him again?” he pressed.

“No Mike,” Jen said with exasperation, pressing the phone against her forehead. “This isn’t about Scott. I’m over Scott. I’m just asking, last night you said you wanted to play hard. Did you really mean it? Do you still want that?”

“I ...,” Mike began hesitantly. He was trying to explain his fantasies to her. How his head – and his cock – were wired. 

“I know I can’t control you,” he said.  “I don’t want to. I want you to control things. And I guess ... I want your man to control things too. But I can’t say more than that. You know? If I’m forced to do something, well whatever, fine ... but I can’t give you, or your man, permission. You know? I’ve got to keep something for myself. So what I’m saying is, for me, it’s better if you don’t give me a choice. Don’t ask me. Just do it. Do you kinda understand?”

Jen was quiet for long moments as she processed her husband’s words. For the first time, maybe for a fleeting moment, she thought she fully understood. Mike’s cuckold fantasies were like her rape fantasies. She couldn’t give a man permission to rape her. That would ruin it. He just had to do it. But he couldn’t really rape her. She didn’t really want to be raped. But the more real it was, the bigger the turn on.

It was all so confusing.  

“What you just said ... I get it,” Jen said. Then emphasizing each word, she said “And it’s - so - fucking - hot.”

Mike laughed nervously. Jen laughed too.

She said, “You’ll pick me up at the airport tomorrow night, right?”

“Of course I will,” Mike assured her immediately.

“Okay then,” Jen said. “Well, then ... I should be getting back.”

She was about to hang up but Mike quickly said “You love me right?”

“Of couse I love you,” Jen assured him.

“And I’ll always be your number 1 man,” he pressed, urgency (and even desperation) in his voice. “Even if we’re not having sex. Even if you look to another man for sex. I’m still your number 1 man.”

“Of course baby, you always will be,” Jen said earnestly.

“Okay then,” Mike said, his voice calmer now. “Okay.”

“So you’re okay?”

“Yeah. I’m okay,” Mike said, feeling calmer and more secure. At least for the moment.

––––––––
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“WHERE THE FUCK WERE you today?” Allie said to Jen.  

“I don’t know ...,” Jen said distractedly.

Allie eyed her best friend. “Bubble Boy, right?” she guessed. “Drama?”

A long time again, when Jen and Mike were first dating, Allie nicknamed Mike the Bubble Boy because Jen made everyone, including Allie – especially Allie – treat him with kid gloves.  Allie didn’t like Mike back then, thinking Jen could do much better.  Jen didn’t want Allie to tear into Mike like she normally would, as Mike was sensitive and non-confrontational.  So Jen had forbid Allie from being mean to Mike.  Hence, the nickname Bubble Boy, like the movie.

“You know how it is with us,” Jen said with a half laugh. It was without any humor though.

“Oh my god,” Allie lamented. “Who is it now? I saw you talking with Scott. Don’t tell me it’s Scott.”

“It’s not Scott, Allie.”

“Then who?” Allie pressed, narrowing her eyes at her. “Anyone I know?”

Jen hesitated. Then she said “So, you won’t believe this.”

“Tell me!” Allie demanded.

“I think Jamal’s gonna be here tonight.”

Allie stared at her friend, her lips parting into an O. “Oh my god Jen,” she said. “He’s worse than Scott. And I’ve never even met the man.”

“That’s what I want to talk to you about.”

“What?” 

“First I want to ask you something,” Jen said.

“What?” Allie asked impatiently.

“You know Joey?” Jen asked.  “The young boy Mike helped raise.  I helped raise.  He’s like a brother to Mike.”

“Yes ...,” Allie said warily. She knew everything about Joe. Everything. They were best friends after all, they told each other everything.

“He’s coming with Jamal,” Jen told her.

“What?” Allie said, not understanding and trying to catch up.

“Have you ever ... thought about him?” Jen hesitantly asked.

“About Joe? Are you fucking crazy? You helped raise?  I helped raise the kid too! I changed his fucking diapers!”

“No you didn’t.”

“I practically did! He was a baby when I met him!”

“He’s not a baby anymore,” Jen said, giving her best friend a knowing look. “Trust me, I know.”

“Oh my god Jen," Allie sighed. "How old IS he?”

“He’s 24.”

“Do you know I’m 34?” Allie said. They both were about the same age; Allie’s birthday was a couple of months before Jen’s. “When I was 10, he wasn’t even born yet.”

“I get the math Allie,” Jen said.

“Are you really serious?” Allie asked with shock. “Are you fucking serious?”

“I just might need you to run interference for me, that’s all,” Jen said. “Joey doesn’t like seeing me with Jamal.”

“Oh my god ...,” Allie lamented with a roll of her eyes. “Does Mike know? Is he okay with this?”

“I just talked to him. He’s okay with everything,” Jen assured her.
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Jamal’s text was short and to the point.  

Jamal-NYU: I’m in the Bellini bar.

It was a good place to meet. Like the ballroom, it was next to the casino. But it was far enough away that none of her co-workers would see her. And the bar was crowded with gamblers at slot machines, so there was enough background noise that no one could hear their conversation.

Jamal was sipping a bourbon when Jen approached. “So am I pretty enough for you?” she said with a scowl at him, referring to his text from last night.

Jamal laughed. “You know I was just shitting with you, right?” he said with a grin so big she could see all his gold teeth. He looked her up and down. “You ARE looking fine, J.”

“I think you should call me Jen,” Jen said, the scowl still on her beautiful face.

“I don’t think I will,” Jamal said with a dismissive laugh. He drained the rest of the bourbon and then took her hand. “Come on,” he said as he half dragged, half led her out of the bar.

“We cannot go over there,” Jen said, nervously eyeing the ballroom at the other side of the casino floor. “I can’t let you meet my co-workers, Jamal. They know what happened with Scott. I can’t let them see me with you.”

“Are you more worried about what they’ll think of you?” Jamal asked. “Or Mike?”

Jen stopped in her tracks and stared at Jamal. He gave her a knowing grin. “I guarantee you, if your friends see you with me, it’ll get him off. He wants them to know other men fuck your sexy body. Just ask him. I guarantee it.” He motioned to her left wrist. “Why do you think he didn’t stop you getting the queen of spades tat?” Like last night, she wore a watch and bangles to hide the tattoo.

“And YOU let me ink your wrist because you get off on the risk,” Jamal said. “You want people to know you’re blacked. It’s what you said last night. You like being a bad girl. It gets you off.”

“So now you’re my therapist?” Jen scoffed.  

Jamal laughed. “Sex therapist maybe,” he joked, and then he pulled her along the periphery of the casino, away from the ballroom where her co-workers were at.

“Where are you taking me?” Jen asked as she struggled to keep up with Jamal in the spikey Louis Vuitton heels.

“I’m taking you where you need to go,” Jamal said. He pushed her into a family bathroom. After locking the door, he pressed her against the sink, and then pulled up the dress. In a single motion, he ripped off her thong panties, and then pushed 2 fingers into her pussy.  

“You’re fucking soaking!” Jamal hissed into her ear as he expertly found her g-spot. He rubbed her there, at the same time pressing the pad of his thumb over her clit. Then he did what he had done before. He rubbed Jen’s g-spot and clit at the same time, pressing them together, like they were one spot instead of two, rubbing the front and back of that one spot at the same time.

Jen’s body reacted immediately. She groaned at the sudden penetration of his fingers inside her, and then moaned as he began working on her.  

Jamal pinched Jen’s g-spot and clitoris together, rubbing fast and hard on both. The pleasure was so sudden and intense that Jen was afraid she’d scream, so she pressed her face against Jamal’s muscular chest and bit the lapel of the jacket he was wearing.

It didn’t take long. Soon, Jen cried out, her cries muffled by his jacket clenched in her mouth, and she grabbed his arms, digging her manicured nails into his hard muscles, as her body came and spasmed around his thumb and finger. Like when he’d done this to her before, the orgasm didn’t last long, but it was incredibly intense, like the violent eruption of a volcano. After it was over, she collapsed into his chest like a rag doll, her breathing heavy and gasping, her heart pounding.  

Jen stood pressed against him with her dress pulled up over her ass, panting, her knees so shaky that she’d probably fall to the bathroom’s tile floor if Jamal didn’t wrap his arms around her and press her to his chest.

After a few moments, Jamal stepped away from her. Jen grabbed the edge of the sink to keep from collapsing. She was still breathing hard and her body still tingled from the orgasm moments ago.

“You looked like you needed that,” Jamal said.

Jen gave a half laugh, even as she gripped the side of the sink and tried to get her breathing under control.

“You missed that?” he asked her.

The fact was, she had missed it. And he was right, she’d needed it too. She hadn’t realized it, but she’d had an itch deep inside her, and Jamal had just scratched it. 

That’s who she was now. She loved Mike, but he wasn’t enough for her. Three months of only her husband – and his little dick – and his sweet but passive love making—left her body wanting. Was that why she so easily agreed to see Jamal tonight? Why last night she so easily gave in to Booker? Because she needed other men? 

Jen hadn't been like this as a young girl. But it was who she was now. Now, she couldn’t imagine life with just one cock. She needed cocks. Plural. She needed men. It’s who she was now. A slut for cocks. A willing lover for handsome, powerful, well-endowed men who knew how to fuck the brains out of pretty, submissive married sluts like her. 

These thoughts made her shiver. Was it all men? Or just black men? Maybe ... she certainly was enthralled right now with black men. But if Scott had pushed it last night ... if he had really come on to her ... would she have given in? To Scott? Even though, no matter what Mike said, no matter where his cuckold fantasies took him, Scott was definitely off limits. If their marriage meant anything, Scott Stafford was off limits.

They had way too much history. Way too much. And if Scott ever found out ....

Jen pushed these thoughts from her mind. Scott didn’t suspect anything. He had never asked.

“What are you thinking about?” Jamal asked. He had an intrigued look on his face as he looked at her.

“Nothing,” Jen sputtered with a shake of her pretty head. “Can we get a drink?” she asked. She looked for her panties but then remembered Jamal had torn them off. She saw them discarded on the floor, a wisp of torn lace. She thought about throwing them in the trash but then thought, “what the heck.” It was Vegas after all. So she left them on the floor.

She adjusted her stockings, then pulled down her skirt. Jamal watched as she pulled herself together. He liked the fact she was naked under the tight sexy dress. He knew he was going to be inside that pussy tonight.

Jen knew it too. She wanted him. Needed him. Getting fingered only made her want him more. She wanted him inside her. She wanted him to fuck her hard like the slut she was.

But first she needed a drink. And they needed to talk.
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They were back in the Bellini bar. Jamal had a bourbon. Jen was sipping a Bellini. Every male head had turned when they walked into the bar together. A stunning blonde in a tiny black dress with stockinged legs that went on forever. She had a flushed look about her, which some interpreted as being freshly fucked (and they weren’t entirely off given what had happened moments ago in the bathroom).  

The blonde walking in with a tall, broad shouldered, very black man. You wouldn’t call him handsome really. If you had to pick one word, people would describe Jamal as looking imposing.  Maybe dangerous. A man who seethed with masculinity and power. A man who walked like a predator looking for prey. A man you would not want to encounter in a dark alley.

The blonde wearing a wedding ring.  Those who thought she probably wasn’t married to the black man – instead, she was on a business trip maybe, and cheating on her husband – the men who thought that were mostly right.

And the men in the bar envied Jamal for being with a girl as beautiful as Jen. She looked achingly hot in the Fendi dress and the Louis Vuitton heels. And the way her long, lush blonde hair framed her beautiful face, and fell across her shoulders and down her back made your dick twitch. Like, imagining that soft hair swaying across your chest as she rode your cock up and down, the stilettos of the Cherie pumps digging into your thighs, her wet looking pouty lips parted as she got closer and closer to cumming on your cock.  

But no man in the room dared approach her. No man dared to cross Jamal. Of course, if Jen had been with Mike instead of Jamal, it would have been a different story.

“So, how’s it going?” Jen asked Jamal. She was sitting on a bar stool with her legs crossed. She had to adjust and pull down her skirt to avoid flashing her lacy stocking tops.

“It’s going,” Jamal said. He had decided to come clean about his feelings, so he said, “It’s been hard frankly. You disappearing with no explanation wasn’t easy.”

Jen looked guilty. “I guess I thought you’d be used to that,” she said.

“Why? Because I date mostly married women? I can see why you’d think that,” Jamal said with a shrug. “Look, I’ll be honest. It’s a thrill to fuck another man’s woman. Especially white boys. You know what I think about them.” 

Jamal chuckled. Jen smiled. She understood Jamal. He wasn’t racist. But he had a lot of anger. And Jen knew, a lot of his anger was justified. His anger no doubt was the reason he targeted not just any married women, but white married women. It added to his sexual excitement and pleasure. But those white wives (and their white husbands) targeted Jamal in the same way, because of his skin color. To be their black bull.  So yes, it was about race, but it wasn’t racist.

“But those snow bunnies, they’re fun to fuck, but I don’t feel anything for them,” Jamal continued. “But you’re different. I thought we had a connection. I thought you cared.”

“I did care Jamal,” Jen said, reaching for his hand. “I do care.”

“There sounds like a but there,” Jamal said.

Jen shrugged. “Of course there’s a but. I’m married. I’m a mother. So anything between you and me, it’s gonna be complicated no matter what.”

“It doesn’t have to be complicated,” Jamal said.

“That sounds like a line,” Jen said with a grin. They laughed.

“What do you want Jen?” Jamal asked.

“I guess ...,” Jen began. She paused, because while she’d put a lot of thought into it, she hadn’t articulated it to anyone, not Mike or Allie, even herself. She turned her left wrist slightly. The Queen of Spades was slightly visible behind the bangles and watch. “I got this. I let you put this on me. I guess I want to explore it. I want you to help me explore it.”

Jamal gave her a considered look. Then he said, “Like those videos I sent you?”

“Yes.”

“Which ones do you like most?” 

“I mean, I like a few,” Jen sputtered. She blushed. Despite everything she’d done the last few years, all the game playing, all the men, she was still the skinny tom boy from her pre-teen years, running around in the grass in her bare feet and her hair unbrushed. It was embarrassing to talk about the porn she got off on.

Jen navigated on her phone. Then she showed the icons of 5 videos on xhamster. “These are the ones I like most,” she said. “I like the first two the most.”

The videos were:

Witness a Woman Transformed by BBC

Beautiful babe cant get enough of BBC

Witness Life-changing Encounters with BBC

Witness a Wife Becoming a BBC Addict

Jewish Redhead Girlfriend BBC Compilation

Jamal looked at the titles of the 5 videos, especially the first 2. He knew them. In fact, he knew the girls. Not personally. But he knew their stories. He wasn’t surprised Jen was drawn to these. 

He saw similarities. Beautiful white girl spends all her life with white pretty boys. Gets a taste of black cock and wants more. Lots more. Realizes her white pretty boy husband was actually a white sissy boy.

It was actually common for girls like Jen. Girls drawn to powerful men, powerful both in body and personality, girls with insatiable cravings but who wanted more than plain vanilla sex, girls with strong submissive streaks, girls who wanted to be treated with respect but also dominated and controlled.

White boys weren’t like this. White boys were too politically correct, too supportive of feminism, too worried about “me too.” White boys were too respectful. That’s why girls like Jen were easy prey for black men. Looking back, it had been easy blacking her.  

Jamal gave Jen a knowing look and said, “I’m surprised there aren’t any pregnancy videos in your favorites.”

Jen blushed. Then she said “Well, these aren’t all my favorites.” Jamal laughed and she gave him a lopsided grin.

“And how does Mike feel about this?” Jamal asked.

“He wants to play again,” Jen said. “He said he wants to play harder this time.”

Jamal laughed derisively. “Harder?” he said sarcastically. “He couldn’t handle it last time.”

“Mike didn’t break it off. I did. Because I thought things had gone too far,” Jen said. “But I’m realizing ... this is kind of hard to explain ... you know I have a rape fantasy? In my fantasy, no doesn’t mean no. But it has to be the right person. It has to feel like rape, but not really be rape. That’s how it is with Mike. When he says no, he doesn’t really mean no. As long as it’s me. Does that make sense at all?”

Jamal nodded slowly. “Not really, as I’m not a cuck myself, but I’ve been around cucks so I suppose,” he said with a shrug. “You want to play harder? Well, for a start, you can take off those.” Jamal motioned to the bangles and watch around Jen’s left wrist.

Jen hesitated for a moment. Then she took off the bangles and watch and put them in her purse. She looked at the jet black QoS tat. Suddenly she felt naked. Exposed. It made her shiver.

“When you’re with me, you never hide it,” Jamal ordered.  

Looking down at her feet, Jen meekly nodded. Her cheeks burned at the way he was ordering her around. Mike would never talk to her like that. But then, that was the point.

“Alright,” Jamal said. “I’ll play harder with you. I’ll give you what you want. But you have to obey me. And Mike has to obey me too.”

Jen nodded again. Her cheeks were still burning. But her pussy was throbbing.

“Will Mike obey me?” he pressed.

“I think so,” Jen said. “You just have to understand how it works with us. If he doesn’t obey you, then just tell me what to do. And I’ll tell Mike. He’ll obey me.”

Jamal laughed. “Man, he is so pussy whipped!” he said derisively. Jen smiled. That smile – that act of being disloyal to her husband – it sent a shiver down her spine. It made her pussy throb even harder.

“I’m gonna do to him what he did to me,” Jamal said. “For 3 months, he doesn’t get any of you. You understand? For 3 months, he doesn’t get your pussy. He doesn’t get your mouth. He doesn’t get your body. You get it?”

Jen was looking at her feet again. It made her pussy tingle even more to be so submissive. And to betray her husband like this.  To deny her husband what was rightfully his, and give it all to another man.  

“I get it,” she softly said. The words came out like a moan.

“And I’ll want to tell him the rules myself,” Jamal added.  

Jen nodded. “Three months actually works,” she said, finally looking up into the black man’s face.

“What do you mean?”

“In 3 months, it’ll be my birthday,” Jen said. “I’ll be 34.”

Jamal didn’t say anything. He didn’t understand where she was going, so he waited for her to say more.

“I told you before, I’ve always wanted another baby,” Jen said. “34 seems like a good time. I’m not getting any younger.”

Jamal’s eyes opened wide, and he grinned. He put his hand on Jen’s knee and said “I told you, I’ll give you a beautiful baby.”

“I’m sure you would,” Jen said with a laugh. “But you know that’s not happening, right?” She put her hand over Jamal’s to take away any sting of her words.

“What are you saying then?” he asked.

“I’m saying, I want to be with you for 3 months,” Jen said. She moved her left wrist so as to motion to the QoS tat. “I want you to help me explore this. I’ll be yours for 3 months. But then I’ll be Mike’s again. To have a baby.”

Jamal frowned. “Then I get thrown away again?” he scoffed.

“I’m not saying that J,” Jen said, squeezing his hand reassuringly. “Once I’m pregnant, well ... are you attracted to pregnant girls?”

Jamal leaned back in the stool and looked at Jen. He thought about what she was offering him. And what she wasn’t. He thought about whether he wanted to get into this.  

Jamal only dated married white girls. He had his choice, the prettiest and sexiest ones. And even though they had husbands, he knew he was the primary man in their lives. It was one of the things he loved most about it. It thrilled him to take away another man’s wife. To make that wife see her husband as a wimp. As less than a man. Doing it to white boys and their pretty trophy wives only made it better.

But with Jen, he didn’t feel like he had that same level of control. He was her man, until he wasn’t. And she’d be making that decision, not him. Jamal considered whether he really wanted to go down this road again.

On the other hand, maybe Jen wasn’t fully blacked yet. He would own her for 3 months. He could do a lot in 3 months. She said she wanted to explore what it meant to be blacked. Well, alright then ... he would fucking help her explore. By the end of the 3 months, she would either be fully blacked and completely under his power. Or, he will have completely use her up, and then he’ll throw whatever was left of her back to her white boy husband. Either way he’ll dick over Mike in the process. For Jamal, that was the part that really got him hard.

“It’s time to see your friends,” Jamal said. He threw some bills on the bar and stood up.

“Jamal, wait, no,” Jen said as she stood up too. “My co-workers can’t see me with you. Why do you even want to meet them?”

Jamal frowned and shook his head. “We just talked about this. I own you. This is not gonna be like last time. I’m not gonna to be a big black cock that you fuck when it’s convenient for you. I own you. You’re mine. So you’re either all in with me, or you’re out. Decide now.” He looked angry and impatient, like he was ready to storm out of the bar. Jen knew if she didn’t agree to what he wanted, she’d never see him again.  

“Wait,” Jen said softly, trying to reason with him. She put her hand on his arm. “Just wait.”  

She moved closer to him so they were almost touching. “I get what you’re saying. But I can’t just walk with you into the ballroom with all my co-workers there. I AM married. And yes, you’re right, Mike would get excited by it, but it wouldn’t be good for him, or me, or my family. You get that right?”

Jamal frowned but didn’t storm away. He tersely crossed his arms across his chest and asked “How do we get passed this? You say you want me to help you explore things. That can’t be only when it’s convenient for you. I control things, or we’re not doing this.”

“Is Joey really here?” she asked.

“He is,” Jamal said, his voice still hard and defiant.

“Well, let’s get him,” Jen said, smiling at him and squeezing his arm reassuringly. “Then there ARE some people I’d like you to meet.”



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 17


[image: ]


It was a strange five-some: Jen, Jamal, Joey, Allie and Scott. They gathered in Jamal’s room. Somehow he had worked the angles and had gotten the Venetian to comp him a large suite. Joey was next door, also a comped suite, and the connecting door between them was open. Scott, who also worked the angles and often got perked by casinos, was clearly impressed.  

Jen introduced Jamal to Allie and Scott. Joey already knew Allie of course, and had met Scott back when Jen had played the game with him. He bristled seeing his lifelong crush’s old lover, but brightened seeing Allie. He hadn’t seen her for a few years. Allie gave him a grin and his heart did flips in his chest.

It was awkward at first, but Jamal ordered an extensive top shelf bottle service (again, comped). He also produced a surprisingly big package of weed. Jen wondered where he got it. Surely, he didn’t carry it on the flight from NYC? Or did he have a contact here in Vegas? She forced herself not to think about it. Soon all 5 were tipsy and high, and their laughs and conversation flowed easily.

Jamal and Scott seemed to form a connection immediately. They were both alpha, oozing masculinity, each a man’s man, and they instinctively regarded each other with mutual, if wary, respect. “You’re a partner with Jen and Allie?” Jamal asked.

“That’s right. It’s a side job for me though,” Scott said with a nonchalant shrug. “My main gig is my bar. Slowly Shirley. It’s in West Village.”

“I’ve been there,” Jamal said, his eyes opening wide with surprise. Now it was his turn to be impressed. “Nice place.”

Scott gave the black man an appreciative nod. “How’d you get the Venetian to comp all this?” he asked with a wave at the suite and bar setup.

“You know how it is Scott,” Jamal said with a grin that showed off his gold teeth. “You just have to know the right people.”  

Jamal called Jen over, who was talking with Joe and Allie. The 3 of them moved over to Jamal and Scott, so now the five were in a circle. Jamal put his arm around Jen’s waist. She let him, and even melted into his side. They were clearly a couple. Although, it was Jen and Jamal, not Jen and Mike.

All 3 were prepared for this. But it was still jarring to see lily white Jen Andrews in the muscular arm of the very black Jamal.  

Allie had an amused look on her face at the sight. She was a party girl just like her best friend. She liked Mike, he had grown on her over the years, but she didn’t mind seeing Jen embracing her inner slut, as long as it was just for fun.

For Joe and Scott, the sight of Jen with Jamal twisted their insides. Joe had had a crush on Jen since the first time he met her. He didn’t like seeing her with other men, and hated the lifestyle she and Mike lived.

For Scott, the churning of his stomach was unexpected. He was married, he thought he was over Jen. He didn’t like seeing her with Jamal. Maybe because he was black. Maybe because it reminded him of the role he used to play in the “game.” Jamal was now the new Scott. He was replaced. That bothered him.

Scott had agreed to meet Jamal because the situation intrigued him, and because it might be worth a few laughs. And because Jen still fascinated him. But this was no fun. And for Scott Stafford, the man who lived in the moment, if something wasn’t fun, he moved onto the next thing.

“I think I’ll hit the blackjack tables,” Scott said as he moved to the door. “Nice meeting you Jamal.”

“Hey Scott, my man,” Jamal said with an easy smile. “You mind if I take Jen to your bar?”

“Sure, whatever,” Scott said with a nonchalant shrug. “I’ll put you on the list so you don’t have to wait.” He glanced at Jen and was amused to see she had a “deer in the headlights” look on her pretty face. People from work were regulars at his bar. She was trying to keep her relationship with Jamal a secret here in Vegas, but she’d be outed as soon as she walked into his bar with Jamal.

“Much appreciated,” Jamal said, his gold teeth gleaming in his big smile. “My man, something for the road,” he said as he produced a small plastic bag of white powder. Cocaine.  

Scott chuckled as he took the bag. He gave a look at Jen, as if asking “so you’re a coke whore now, along with being a black cock slut?” He was amused seeing Jen not able to meet his eye. Then he turned to the door.

Once Scott was gone, Jamal pulled Jen into his arms. He kissed her as Allie and Joe watched. 

They watched as Jen wrapped her arms around Jamal’s neck. They watched as she reached up to kiss Jamal (because he was so much taller), her pretty feet arching out of her new “Cherie” high heels. They watched as her Fendi dress hiked up as she extended onto her tip toes, the dress so short to begin with it didn’t take much to flash the lacy tops of her thigh high stockings. They watched as Jamal’s and Jen’s cheeks moved, their tongues caressing each other as they open mouth French kissed.

Jen forgot that Allie and Joe were there. She forgot where she was. Her entire being went into Jamal’s kiss. He was such a good kisser. All black men were. She had kissed 4 black men in her life. Been fucked by those same 4 black men. And they all kissed so good. Some fucked better than others. But they all kissed so good. Were all black men so good at kissing? As Jen panted into Jamal’s mouth, as her heart pounded, as her nipples got so hard they hurt, as her pussy throbbed, she knew she wanted to find out. She wanted to kiss lots of black men. 

Lots.

Jamal reached down and pulled her skirt up, exposing her completely from the waist down. She was pantyless (Jamal tore off her thong earlier), so all she had on were thigh high stockings and high heels. 

Jamal didn’t expose Jen because he was impatient to fuck her. That wasn’t the reason. Joe was the reason.

Being a bull meant being patient. Jamal knew he’d get his eventually. What was more important to him – and more exciting – was getting Jen so hot she begged for it. And also, doing it in front of her young friend who she helped raise, who was like a brother to her husband. It was a power trip for him. To show Joe that the girl he’d crushed on all his life belonged to him.  

Jen moaned when Jamal jerked up her skirt. She loved when a man took charge. When he treated her like an object.  Like a stupid blonde with a pretty face and sexy body.  

Jamal ran his hands over her body. Over her naked ass. They were still kissing, their lips smashed together. Jen moaned into Jamal’s mouth as he pleasured her body with his big black hands.

Jen realized how much she’d missed Jamal. It had only been 3 months, but their separation had left her body ravenous for him. Allie saw it too, as she watched the couple suck face and grope each other. Allie knew everything about her best friend, in some ways better than Mike. And she could tell that Jen was incredibly into Jamal. They had an intense sexual connection. Allie had only seen Jen that way with one other man. Scott.

Jamal forced Jen down to her knees. Her head swirled as he pushed her down. He could have asked her, and she would have done it immediately. But instead he forced her down. It’s what she wanted. What she craved. To be forced. Controlled. Used.

With shaky fingers, she worked on Jamal’s belt and zipper. She pulled down his pants and boxer briefs at the same time. His cock popped out, almost hitting her in the face.

“Wow,” Allie softly said as she saw for the first time Jamal’s manhood. His cock was as deep black as the rest of him. He was long, 12+ inches. And very thick. It was the biggest cock she had ever seen (except maybe porn on the internet).  

Allie stared at Jen as she took that monster into her mouth. Jen struggled with it, but who wouldn’t? It was so fucking big.

Allie remembered that Joe was there, standing next to her. She looked at him. He looked flushed, just like her. Who wouldn’t be turned on with this sex show happening right in front of them? But he looked bothered too, and angry. It was clear Joe didn’t like seeing Jen with another man. Allie couldn’t help smiling inside. Joe and Mike were definitely different.

“Come on, let’s give them some privacy,” Allie said to Joe. She took his hand and led him into his room. She closed but didn’t entirely shut the connecting door.

Jen sensed motion. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Allie and Joe walking into the next room. She knew what was about to happen, and it bothered her. Even though she had set them up, she realized the idea of Joe with Allie bothered her. But there wasn’t anything she could do about it now. Especially not with Jamal’s hands gripping the back of her head and fucking her face with his big black cock.

Allie led Joe to the bed. He got on the bed with his back against the headboard. Allie pulled up her skirt and straddled his lap.

Joe was nervous. He had been with many girls. In fact, he found it easy to get girls into his bed. Not dogs either, pretty girls, sexy girls. Many people would call him a player.  

But this was Allie. He had crushed on her for years. Just like Jen. They were like fire and ice. Both beautiful and sexy. Allie, brunette and voluptuous with big breasts and womanly curves. Jen, a natural blonde, slim and petite, a dancer’s body with little high school tits, a tight ass and legs that went on forever.  

Allie could tell Joe was nervous. She smiled at him and ran her fingers through his hair. Then she affectionately ran the back of her hand across his cheek. “You’re really cute,” she said as she smiled into his eyes. “All of a sudden you grew up.”

“Yeah ...,” Joe said, grinning at her. It was all he managed to say, “yeah.” He was too nervous. His heart was pounding. And he knew his grin was a stupid smile but he couldn’t help it. This was Allie!

“I have to admit,” Allie said as she continued to smile into his eyes. “I’ve never been with a 24-year-old. I mean, not now ... you know what I mean. I’m 34—.”

“I know, the same age as Jen,” Joe said.

Allie nodded. She knew Jen was still 33, but close enough.

“Have you been with a 34-year-old girl before?” she asked.

“Well, sure, lots of times,” Joe said. 

Allie laughed. Joe was adorably cute. And so handsome. She didn’t doubt he probably found it easy to get into girls’ pants.

She was going to fuck him. Because Jen had asked her too. In their girl-speak, that’s what “run interference for me” meant. It wasn’t going to be a hardship though. Joe was too cute. And she knew from Jen – and from sitting on this boy’s lap – that he was well endowed. And also, the fact that Joe and Mike were practically brothers got her hot. She might have fucked Joe anyway – probably would have – but the more she thought about it (since Jen pitched the idea to her earlier), the more the taboo nature of it all got her panties wet. And the fact that Joe was 10 years younger made it even hotter.

Allie wrapped her arms around Joe’s neck. Then she slowly lowered her face and kissed him. They kissed for long moments. Joe kissed her back, but he didn’t move his hands, like he was afraid. Allie broke the kiss and huskily said, “Joe, unzip my dress.”

Joe didn’t have to be asked twice. It took a moment though, as he fumbled with the zipper. Allie was kissing him again as he finally managed to pull the zipper down. Then his hands were inside her dress, caressing her back. Joe could tell immediately that Allie wasn’t as firm and tight as Jen. Her body was curvier. Soft versus tight. But so incredibly sexy! He couldn’t believe he was touching Allie’s bare skin!

Joe tried to unsnap her bra. Usually he could have a chick’s bra off in no time, but now he was so nervous and excited it took him a few tries. Finally he got it unsnapped. Allie broke the kiss and sat up straight. Then she pulled her dress and bra off her shoulders, exposing her breasts to Joe’s eager eyes.

“Oh god,” Joe groaned. Her breasts were perfect! So big, yet perfectly shaped, and so firm despite their largeness, with hard perky nipples!  

Allie took a breast into each of her hands. She knew the effect her cleavage had on men. With a grin at Joe, she sexually asked, “You wanna fuck my tits?” Joe groaned, his head spinning with lust.

Allie felt Joe’s erection pressing against her thigh. She decided it was time to unwrap his package. She got off him. Then, kneeling on the bed next to him, she expertly worked on his pants. When she pulled it down, his cock jerked up, just like Jamal’s had done for Jen just minutes ago.

“Wow,” Allie said as she looked at Joe’s manhood. He wasn’t as big as Jamal, but the boy was definitely impressive. Especially in girth. Jen had told her about Joe’s thickness, but still ... wow.

“You’ve got a really nice one Joe,” Allie said as she wrapped her hands around his shaft. She needed both hands to hold him. There was no way she could hold him with one hand, her fingertips weren’t close to touching her thumb.

Allie stroked him up and down, just to get a feel for him. And then, abruptly, Joe came! He came so hard his sperm hit Allie in the face!

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry!” Joe said, clearly mortified. If there was any girl in the world he wanted to impress (besides Jen), it was Allie, and now she must think he was a little boy with a trigger dick.

Allie laughed, but not in a mean way. “It’s okay Joe,” she assured him. “It’s a compliment, you know?” She wiped her face with the sheet, and then she wrapped her arms around his neck again. Smiling again into his eyes, she said “There’s no rush. We have all night.”  

Then Allie reached down between them and gripped his cock. Even soft, it was big and heavy, like a python. And it was already beginning to firm up. “And I’m going to have a lot of fun with this,” she said with a grin at him.  

Relieved that she wasn’t disappointed with him, Joe grinned back. And then they were kissing again.
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JEN FORGOT ABOUT JOE with Allie when Jamal laid her on the bed, spread her legs, and went down at her.

“Oh god ...,” she groaned as his thick tongue swirled over her clit. He was surprisingly good at oral. Most guys like Jamal – alphas – they relied solely on their cocks. They took pride in their cocks. (She could count on one hand the number of times Scott had gone down on her.) To Jen, it was ironic that the biggest cock of them all – Jamal’s – that he was so talented with his tongue too, and eager to use it.

“Yeah, yeah ...” she groaned as he brought her to the edge of an orgasm. She was so close!

“Mike know you’re with me?” Jamal asked as he pulled away from her pussy.

“No ... I ...,” Jen sputtered, disappointed with his tongue no longer on her clit. She was so close! “He probably suspects ....”

Jamal grabbed Jen’s phone from her purse and tossed it onto the bed next to her. “Call him,” he ordered her. He ran circles around her clit with his thumb. “Tell him you’re with me.”

“God ...” Jen groaned at Jamal’s touch. If only he’d rub his thumb hard over her clit, she’d cum. If he’d push a finger into her, she’d cum. But instead, he was edging her along.

She took her phone, used her thumb to hastily unlock it, then speed dialed “Mike.” He answered immediately.  

“Put it on speaker,” Jamal ordered. Jen pressed the button.

“Jen? Baby?” Mike said over the speaker. There was anxiety in his voice. Clearly he’d been anxiously waiting to hear from her.

“Mike,” Jen said. “I’m with Jamal.” 

Mike was silent for long moments. His insides immediately seized up, like a powerful hand squeezing his heart. His cock began swelling in the cage. Finally he said “Okay ....” The one word came out like a husky, lust filled whisper.

Jamal’s lips were back at Jen’s pussy. He licked up her slit, and then swirled his tongue around her clit.  

“Oh god ...,” Jen moaned, her fingers clutching at the sheets as Jamal used the tip of his thick tongue to draw circles around her love button. If he licked over her clit, she’d cum. But he was edging her, torturing her, keeping her at the brink without letting her fall over.

“Jen are you okay?” Mike asked, a frown in his voice.

“He’s ... going down on me,” Jen said. Mike’s insides clutched up even more. Oral was his domain. It was the one thing he did better than her big dicked lovers.

“Is he good?” Mike asked. His heart was in his throat. His swollen penis was now pressing against the confines of the hard plastic of the cage. The cage prevented him, though, of getting fully hard.

“He’s ... good,” Jen answered. Each word was tortured. She was finding it hard to talk. Hard to think.

“Tell him about Allie,” Jamal ordered.

“Allie’s with Joey,” Jen said.

“What?” Mike said, not understanding.  His young friend Joe was with Allie?  How could that be?  Mike’s head begun to spin as he tried to grasp this concept.

At that moment, with his tongue still teasing her clit, Jamal pushed one of his thick fingers into Jen’s pussy. “Oh fuck!” she groaned, her body arching at the penetration, her pretty fingers curled into fists as she tugged at the sheets. “He’s ... really ... freaking ... good!” she said, struggling to say each word.

“Tell him who you belong to,” Jamal ordered.

“I belong to him Mike,” Jen said. “Jamal.”

“What does that mean?” Mike asked, panic suddenly in his voice.

“You know what it means,” she said. Mike gripped his phone so hard he thought he might break it. His heart was pounding so hard it was like he was having a heart attack. He was sitting on the sofa, and he pressed his forehead against the sofa’s back, trying to control his breathing, trying to calm down. His crotch area ached. The cage prevented an erection, yet he was so aroused. The conflicting signals of his body and his libido made his half hard cock ache.

Jamal spread Jen’s knees wide and he moved up between her legs. He was naked. Jen still was dressed, except for the ripped panties in the bathroom down on the casino floor. Although, the skirt of her dress was up around her waist, exposing her Brazilianed pussy to Jamal’s eyes. He saw she still had the tiny blonde landing strip. He rubbed it with his thumb. “You kept this for me?” he asked.

Jen nodded. 

Her eyes were on Jamal’s body. He was so freaking ripped. So freaking beautiful, and sexy. And his black skin made him even more sexy.

She reached up and ran her fingertips over his sculptured chest. Over his defined abs. His body got her so hot. It made her pussy throb, and so wet.

Then her eyes were on his cock. He was outrageously big. So long and thick. So heavy. With a big cockhead. And a thick vein running up the underside. That vein sent chills up her spine.

She took his cock into her hands. She held him tenderly, almost adoringly. “I want this inside me so much,” she said. She ran the cockhead up and down her slippery slit. She looked into Jamal’s eyes and said “I’ve missed it. I want it. Don’t tease me anymore J. Please. I want it so bad. I need it.”

Back in NYC, in the loft apartment, Mike heard it all. He felt like he was dying. How had things changed so quickly? Yet he knew it was his fault. He had given her permission. He had urged her to hook up with someone in Vegas. He wasn’t even surprised it was Jamal. Still, her words were like daggers to his heart. It hurt so much. Yet, the cuckold lust inside him burned like an inferno. Somewhere in his head, he registered that he had a wet spot in his pants from the pre-cum leaking from his caged mostly limp cock.

Jamal grinned at Jen’s words. He loved it when the white bitches begged! He took his cock into his hand and pressed the head between her pussy lips. Then he pushed in, penetrating her. There was no discussion – no thought – of using a condom.  

Jamal would never use a condom with Jen again.

Jen gasped at the sudden penetration. At the sudden fullness. She loved that sensation of feeling so full! Of being stretched! She loved it!

Jamal took his time, knowing Jen needed time to get used to his size again. When he was halfway in, she came. Just from the feeling of fullness, of being stretched, she came. Her body seized up and her girl muscles clamped around his shaft, and she cried out as an orgasm ripped through her tight body.

“You know what that was Mike?” Jamal said tauntingly. “Your wife just came on my cock. I wasn’t even all the way inside her, or fucking her. I was halfway inside, I wasn’t moving, and I still made her cum. You ever do that to her Mike? You ever make her cum like that?”

Mike clenched his eyes shut, his heart still pounding. No, he had never made Jen cum that way. It pained his heart, his soul, his male pride. Jen hardly came on his cock at all. His dick was too small, too thin. Mike knew his wife needed thickness, and his was just too fucking thin. 

Mike wasn’t man enough for his wife. He couldn’t even make himself cum. He couldn’t even touch his bare cock. Because Jen told him to put the cage on. That’s how little she thought of his cock. It wasn’t of any use, not to Jen, not to any girl, so it might as well be locked in a hard plastic cage.

“Oh god Jen ...,” he said softly as he lurched over in the sofa, his forehead again pressing against the sofa back, his words sounding dejected and lonely, full of hurt, anxiety and jealousy, and lustful, all at the same time. 

Jamal gave Jen a few moments to recover, then he pushed in deeper. Then deeper. Deeper. Eventually he had penetrated her fully, all 12 thick inches, bottoming out in her womb.  

Then he was fucking her hard. Jen cried out as he abused her pussy. He abused her, but it felt so fucking good! She panted and moaned at the pleasure!  

Then she came again. Her head rolled back and her back arched as she came. Her pretty toes curled in her new high heels as she came. Her beautiful face took on a tortured look as she came. Jen called out his name as she came, “Jamal Jamal Jamal!”

Back in the loft apartment, Mike was curled up in the fetal position, hugging his knees to his chest. There were tears in his eyes as he listened to their coupling. He felt like he was dying as Jen called out Jamal’s name as she came.

Jamal came moments later. Her pussy felt so amazing. So tight and smooth, like a snug velvet glove. He had missed her pussy as much as she missed his cock. He tried to hold out but it was impossible, she felt too good. He came hard and fast, flooding her womb with his virile black seed.

Jen was spent. Her body was sexually satiated after cumming so hard on Jamal’s cock. And she was exhausted from all the alcohol and weed, and also the stress of reconnecting with her black lover. She was on the brink of passing out.

But Jamal wanted none of that. He wanted more of Jen’s body. Of her pussy, and her mouth.

Jen didn’t notice as Jamal reached out to her phone and ended the call with Mike. Sissy white boy didn’t need to hear this next part. He’d figured it out eventually. By then it would be too late to do anything about it.

“Come on J, we’re still partying,” Jamal said, nudging Jen back awake. He reached for his coat and grabbed a baggie of cocaine. “Here you go,” he said as he scoped some coke onto his fingertip and pressed it to Jen’s nose. “Here you go party girl.”

Jen didn’t want to. She was exhausted. All she wanted to do was sleep. But she knew she had no choice. This was Jamal. If she wanted him in her life, there were things she had to do.  

Jen snorted the coke into her nose. And she did it again when he pressed more coke into her other nostril.

Suddenly, Jen was wide awake. Her body soon woke up too, as Jamal worked on her. Not too long after, she was cumming on his cock again. And then later, Jamal filled her with another load of his sperm. This time he held her long stockinged legs up high over his shoulders, using gravity to spill his seed deep inside her womb. Jamal noted with amusement that her stockings were heavily laddered from their hard fucking.  

Then he began fucking her again. Jen hesitated only a moment. Then she got into it, fucking him back. She was such a fucking slut. A nympho. She couldn’t get enough of sex.  

This was Jamal’s plan. He was going to use her all up. He was going to use the pretty white wife all up. She was either gonna go all black with him. Or he was gonna toss back her used-up body to her sissy boy husband. Mike had no idea how he was gonna fuck him over. No fucking clue. White cuckie boys like Mike were so stupid. 

Jamal got hard as these thoughts floated through his mind. Jen was dead asleep next to him. 

Jamal decided it was time for the next step in his plan.  To fully cuck and emasculate Mike.  And to fully black Jen.  To make Jen his – in mind, body and soul.

Jamal got up from the bed and went into Joe’s room.  Joe and Allie were laying next to each other on the bed, both of them panting.  Clearly they had both just cum.

Joe saw Jamal enter his room and frowned.  He didn’t want to be reminded the black man had just been with Jen.  And he didn’t like seeing Jamal naked with his big cock swinging back and forth as he walked.

With a friendly smile, Jamal said, “Joe, why don’t you check on Jen?”

Joe’s eyes got big with shock.  “Are you serious?” he asked.

“Sure.  I know you two are close.”

Joe didn’t have to be asked twice.  He leaped out of the bed and rushed to Jamal’s room.  

Jamal grabbed Joe’s arm, stopping him in his tracks.  He handed the college boy a condom.  “Use this with her,” he ordered.  “I’m the only one who fucks J bare.  And anyway, she’s blacked now—she only gets black seed.”

Joe didn’t like being ordered around.  And he didn’t like what Jamal was saying. But he knew Jamal was in control here.  And he wanted to be with Jen. He grabbed the condom and hurried to Jen in the next room.

“What’s going on?” Allie asked.  Her eyes were on Jamal’s big cock.  Even soft, it was an impressive sight.

“You see something you like?” Jamal asked with a grin.  He got on the bed and moved towards Allie.

“I thought you and Jen were exclusive,” Allie said warily as the big black man approached her.

“I’m taking J on a journey,” Jamal answered.  He got on his back and pulled Allie on top of him.

“And I’m part of that journey?” Allie asked with a smile.

Jamal didn’t answer.  Instead, he wrapped his arms around Allie’s neck and pulled her face down.  He kissed her.  Allie resisted only a moment before kissing Jamal back.  

Jen had told Allie that Jamal was an amazing kisser.  Allie quickly found out that was true.

Jamal expertly fondled Allie’s sexy body, and soon she was panting and overwhelmed with lust for the black man.  She felt his cock pressing against her stomach – he was fully hard now – and she had an intense desire to feel the Big Black Cock inside her.

Between kisses, Jamal ordered, “Put my cock into you.  And fuck yourself on it.”

Allie hesitated, concerned she was betraying Jen.  But how could she be?  It wasn’t like she was with Mike.  This was Jamal.  And for Jen and Mike, Jamal was just a game.  Jen had told her a million times – the game was just pretend.  It was just play.  It wasn’t real life.

With her conscience clear, Allie reached between their bodies.  She guided Jamal’s black cock to her pussy lips.  Then she pushed down until he was inside her.  
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See what happens next with Jen and Mike (and Allie, Joe and Jamal) in Faithful Wife’s Fall From Grace Book 17!
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	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}
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