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♠                    🂭                    ♠

My wife was having a tough time finding work so she was volunteering as a counsellor helping sex workers in San Francisco.  It wasn’t a bad fit for her since she just finished her Social Work degree. The thing is, she was surrounded by these Social Justice Warrior types.  These are the most extreme left wing people in the USA probably.  That annoyed me since I was a proper conservative and making good money at the time.  My wife is pretty wishy-washy and likes to go with the flow, so she slowly become indoctrinated with more and more of this left wing nonsense.
“You know Edward,” she would say.  “Sex work is a perfectly legitimate way for a woman to make a living.  It’s simply a travesty that our society criminalizes this work.  It just pushes women to the outskirts where they are vulnerable to being exploited.”
“Good God, Julia,” I replied.  “Are you trying to defend prostitution for Christ’s sake?  As though it were a good thing?”
Julia would squirm with discomfort under my disapproving glare, but one conservative man is no match for an office full of left wing coworkers.  So she would plough ahead with the Social Justice narrative, avoiding my eyes as she repeated the party line.  “There have always been prostitutes.  We may not approve of it since it offends our outdated and puritanical culture.  But really, it’s a victimless crime.”
“But our culture is the most advanced in the world, how can you criticize it compared to the other crappy countries out there?  Besides these women you are helping are addicted to drugs and victims of violence,” I sputtered.  This really was infuriating.  How could my wife swallow this stuff?  But I knew how, she was weak-willed in a way.  Always too eager to please, always too eager and to fit in with the crowd, and  now the crowd approves of prostitution apparently.  Wonderful.
“Well, that’s, um, that’s just because it’s been marginalized by the state,” said Julia, clearly struggling to recover her argument. “If sex work was legalized then there could be proper regulations, then women could get the protection of the law, and they wouldn’t be so, you know, vulnerable.”  She smiled at me hopefully as though this made any sense at all, and I had to just laugh and concede her point because my wife has a certain way of looking at me sometimes that I really can’t resist.
Of course, I had been doing well then and I could afford to be indulgent of my wife’s misguided politics.    That was before I made some bad investment decisions and lost the bulk of our retirement funds.  That was before I got laid off from my job and found myself on unemployment.  That was before I struggled to find a job, competing with men 20 years younger who could do a better job for two thirds of the pay I was asking.  That broke me down a little, and my conservative values started to crack at the edges.  Call it a character flaw, but I must admit that perhaps I lack the mettle to stay true to my convictions in the face of dire hardship.  Week after week, I cashed my unemployment check and took my handout from the state.
Julia tried to get a job at the crisis center where she was volunteering, but the grant money kept getting cut and there were no openings.  We were starting to get desperate when my wife’s co worker, Jeannette come to visit us for dinner.  Jeannette was an overweight, african-american, communist, lesbian.  She was very butch and my wife referred to her as a “bull dyke” but warned me that it wouldn’t be OK for ME to refer to her as such.  Which I always found sort of amusing.  Apparently “dyke” is only an insult if a conservative white guy or some other homophobe says it.  She didn’t have to warn me, the last thing in the world I would ever do would be to call Jeannette a dyke to her face.  That would be too stressful.
This evening as Julia told Jeannette about our money problems over dinner, Jeannette’s expression got more and more resolute until at the end of the meal, she laid it on the line.
“Julia, you know, I really think it’s time you considered taking up some sex work yourself in order to straighten out your financial situation.,” said Jeannette, puffing her cheeks nervously and stubbornly avoiding eye contact with me.
“Come on, Jeannette,” I complained, shaking my head.
“I’m not talking to you, Edward,” said Jeannette, holding up a hand in my direction.  “Julia is an independent adult, and this is HER decision to make.”
“Pff, Julia is hardly a steely independent prostitute,” I scoffed, feeling my guts roil at the thought of my wife prostituting herself.  “Besides, she’s a married woman.  She can’t go breaking her vows like that.”
“You cling to your patriarchy over there, I’m trying to talk to Julia,” snorted Jeannette, shaking her head.  “Julia, what do you think?”
Julia sat up straight and looked me in the eye.  I suddenly realized that this entire scene was being staged.  Jeannette had already convinced her to try sex work and now Julia was trying to get up the nerve to tell me.  I saw all this written on her face as plain as day.  She noticed my recognition and she visibly deflated.
“Well Edward, you know that marriage in it’s roots, made chattel of women.  Little more than property of their husbands,” she whined.
“You can’t separate these roots from the current institution,” agreed Jeannette, crossing her arms triumphantly.
“Why, why, I thought you were crusading for gay marriage,” I stammered.  I was really at a loss at that point.  The left wing is some kind of upside world sometimes.  Are they for marriage or against it?
“Not me,” said Jeannette stiffly.  “I know this must be hard for you to understand, given that I am a dyke after all,” she said, glaring at me with disdain.  “But believe it or not, not all queers are the same.  I happen to think ALL marriages should be abolished in favor of civil unions.  You can take all this convoluted legacy of oppression and stick it.”
“Religion is the opiate of the masses,” put in Julia helpfully.
“Christ, can it with Marx, will you, Julia?” I groaned, looking skyward for aid.
“I have to agree with Ed on that one, Julia,” said Jeannette apologetically.  “That’s laying it on a bit thick.”
“You two came here tonight to talk me into letting my wife prostitute herself for money,” I said, shaking my head in disbelief.
“You wouldn’t be so upset about all this if you could let go of that possessiveness, that ownership that this narrative of marriage implies,” said Jeannette.  She had a shrewd look on her face as she sensed my weakness.  “You wife isn’t your slave to control and command.  She isn’t an object for you to possess.”
“And besides, dear, the mortgage payment is due,” put in Julia matter-of-factly.  “Look, we can dress it up for you with Social Justice rhetoric all night.  And I wish you were more amenable to it, because that’s what I used to get used to the idea.  But the fact is that we are going to lose our house unless one of us can come up with a large amount of cash, and quickly.”
“And we happen to have a lot of connections that can get Julia sex work right away,” agreed Jeannette, leaning forward and interleaving her fingers.  Her expression was 100% business now and I was starting to get a deeper insight into what was going on here.  
“You want a cut,” I told her, as I watched her expression change.
She leaned back slowly and put her hands behind her tightly coiffed dreadlocks.  “Everyone gets a cut Edward, but there is plenty to go around.”
“Jeannette, you are moving into the business side too quickly,” said my wife.  She looked at me with compassion.  “Poor Edward hasn’t had a chance to get his head around the idea yet.”
“Well do you want to get into the polyamory thing?” asked Jeannette, looked at my wife with concern.  I could see that Julia exerted her own influence on Jeannette’s emotions.  Did this woman have a crush on my wife?
“I don’t want to hear about polyamory,” I said, making a cutting motion with my hand.
“It’s about transparency,” offered my wife hopefully.
“See, my cousin is a pimp, and we need to take Julia over to see him so he can judge how much to charge for her services,” said Jeannette.
“A pimp!” I squawked.  “I thought you had unions and stuff, why do you still need pimps?”
“Only a couple of the strip clubs have unions, honey, not the prostitutes,” my wife sighed.
“At least not yet, we are working on it,” said Jeannette, tapping the table with a finger.
“But union strippers can’t make the kind of money we need,” said Julia.  “And prostitutes need to make arrangements with pimps for security and payment enforcement.”
“You actually are going through with this?  Why you little slattern, you like the idea don’t you?”  I was shocked at the little smile that passed briefly over my wife’s face before she put on a hurt expression.
“How could you think that, Edward?” she begged.  “I’m just.  I think it’s been a long time since either of us had been with another person, um, sexually.  And I wouldn’t, err, be totally opposed to it?”  She ended her sentence with a question and I felt my mouth hanging open dumbly.
“You know, it happens to everyone, Edward,” said Jeannette, trying to seem sympathetic, and largely failing.  “Sex gets dull and predictable for long term monogamous couples, which is one of the drawbacks of monogamy, by the way.  Sex workers can become callous to it too, but we know a great counsellor who helps sex workers maintain healthy sexual relationships in their personal lives.  So you and Julia might actually end up with a better sex life than you have now.”
“Having sex indoors in a bed is already so much better than the sex under an overpass in a sleeping bag we will be having if we lose this house,” said Julia with a pout.
“Oh my god, I can’t believe you said that, it’s so classist,” laughed Jeannette, pointing a finger at Julia.  Then she turned to me and said,  “She’s right though, you don’t get much privacy under the overpass.  You’ll be surrounded by grizzled middle aged men of color who haven’t bathed or washed their clothes in weeks. That would make it really hard to get your groove on.”
“I think I hate both of you right now,” I said.
“Get in the car, we are going to Kamal’s house,” said my wife.  She and Jeannette exchanged a look of resignation, rose from the kitchen table, and headed for the door.
“But how is Kamal going to judge how much money you can earn?” I asked, tagging along behind my wife and her big bull dyke girlfriend.  I didn’t like the turn this evening was taking, but I have to admit that the idea of selling my wife’s sexual services in lieu of actually working for a living had a certain attraction.  I felt sort of proud that my wife would have a good monetary value on the market.  Maybe they were right.  Patriarchy and marriage do make me think of my wife as property.  And in a way, prostitution make my wife’s beauty and apparent sexual prurience more of a liquid asset.
“Julia is going to have to perform sexual acts with Kamal.  He’s an expert in this field and that’s how he determines how much people will be willing to pay,” said Jeannette.  Her expression was stony as she said it, and it made my heart flutter.  We were driving in Jeannette’s junky car to a section of Oakland by the Coliseum that was very rough and I locked my door instinctively.  
“And you just expect me to go along with this?” I demanded.
“You are literally in the car, going along with us,” said my wife.  She was shaking both hands in front of her in exasperation.
“Don’t bother locking that, by the way,” said Jeannette.  “The carjackers have just been knocking the windows out with a brick lately.”
I gulped and kept my mouth shut.  What could I say?  Part of me didn’t believe that Julia would go through with this in the end.  I suspected that she would chicken out at the last minute.  After all, we could always go stay with my sister in Salt Lake City if things got really rough.
We pulled up in front of a beaten down looking cottage with peeling paint, white bars on the windows, and a formidable looking security door.   There was rubbish in the yard and the grass was brown with patches of bare dirt here and there. In the driveway of this veritable palace, was parked a shiny black Bentley, probably worth over a hundred thousand dollars.  A pitbull barked wildly, pulling on a chain that was fastened in the middle of the yard.  It was snarling and snapping at us before we even exited the car. 
The front door opened and a huge bodyguard sort of fellow came out and quieted the dog before escorting us into the house.
He was a huge black man, built like a linebacker and he was even wearing a football jersey which heightened the effect.    He pursed his lips and shot me a brief dismissive glance.  “She brought the husband?” he asked Jeannette, as though I wasn’t even there, following along.
“It’s for transparency, Clarence,” chirped my wife.
“Whatever,” he sighed as he lead us into a tiny living room adorned in expensive leather furniture.  Three black men in their twenties were sitting and playing video games on some sort of massive monitor while hardcore rap pounded from expensive speakers all around.  I recognized Kamal immediately, since he was wearing a red suit and just looked like a pimp.  Clarence shut off the stereo as we arrived and Kamal and his two pals looked us over with interest.
“Wow, Julia, you brought your husband, huh?” he asked, smiling at my wife.
“Wow, you are literally wearing a red suit?” I said, gesturing at him with amazement.
Kamal, jumped to his feet and smoothed his satin lapels modestly.  “I like to think of it as ironic and self-referential.  But the fact is that a man of color wearing a red suit is what white suburban boys EXPECT to see in a pimp.  And by leveraging this narrative, I can more easily intimidate them and keep them in line.  I am tying in all the fears that they have of pimps from hollywood movies, turning the exploitive media to my own personal gain.”
“Ahh, right,” I said, reddening as Kamal’s pals tittered behind their hands at me.   I should have known I would be surrounded by Social Justice Warriors.
“Not everyone agrees that we should be perpetuating this narrative,” grumbled Jeannette, but she hugged her cousin nonetheless.
“We won’t need it after the revolution, sister,” said Kamal smoothly.  “But let’s get down to business, shall we?  Julia, come here and let me get a good look at you, darling.”
The tender way he took my wife’s hand made my blood boil.  But I just watched impotently as  she submissively stepped forward and then turned in a circle so he could examine her.
“She got a great booty and she got titties for days,” commented Clarence, nodding with approval.
“Can you chill with the objectification, Clarence?” asked Jeannette, her tone polite, but her eyes shooting daggers at him.
“Sister, please,” said Kamal with a wide grin that showed off his sparkling white teeth.  “You can see for yourself what Julia has going on.  Our brother is just observing the plain facts of the matter.  This is one well built white woman.”
“Oh please, stop,” said Julia.  “You are making me blush.”  And she was in fact blushing.
“No, no, that’s the wrong attitude,” said Kamal, his voice suddenly sharp and critical.  “Bitch you are trying to sell some merchandise here.  You don’t get all coy about it.  This shit is prime and you are demanding top dollar.  You need to sell that shit.”
“Wow, really?” asked my wife, taken aback and putting her hand on her chest.
“Yes, really,” said Kamal.  He shot me a brief glance then returned his attention to Julia.  “Now please disrobe like you mean it.  There is money on the line, honey.”
“What, you want her to strip naked right here in front of everyone?” I gasped, amazed at his audacity.
“I’m sorry, what’s your name, hubby?” he asked, scrunching up his face in annoyance.
“Edward,” I said, flinching from the stinkface he was presenting to me.
“Edward, please shut the fuck up,” he told me, voice laden with disgust.  “I know my business.  Don’t tell me how to run it.  I got a Bentley out front worth more than your house.”
“Well technically,” I began, but he cut me off.
“You know what I mean.  I’m the damn pimp, I know how to make a whore work for it.  And I have to teach your wife how to hook or you won’t make any damn money.  What part of cold hard cash for sex don’t you understand, motherfucker?”
“Don’t be like that with my husband, Kamal,” said my wife, showing a bit of backbone in my defense.  “It’s hard for him.  He hasn’t had time to internalize the counter-narrative.  Now let me  prove to you that I am worth lots of money and stuff.”  And my poor nerdy wife started unbuttoning the front of her blouse while her glasses practically steamed up.  Kamal’s friends broke out in open laughter as my wife fumbled awkwardly with her buttons.
“Oh shit, it’s like this huh?” he said shaking his head.
“I think it’s hot, actually,” said Clarence, grabbing his dick as he watched my wife struggle out of her shirt, revealing her very unsexy old brown bra, that barely contained her large white knockers.
“Yeah, the geek thing is sort of dirty,” added one of the fellows on the couch.
“Um, thanks? I guess?” said my wife, clearly vexed.  “I mean, I’ve never done this before.  You know, gotten naked in front of a bunch of black guys.”  She slipped her skirt off and stood in her brown ratty bra and her unmatching pink high waisted granny panties.  But she still looked sexy as hell with all her creamy white curves exposed like that.  
“Why do you mention that we are black?  That’s just racist,” said the other fellow on the couch.
“Seriously, Julia, that’s not cool,” agreed Jeannette.  “If they were white guys would this be any easier?”
“Um, I don’t know, maybe?” said my wife, face flushed red with shame and she unfastened her bra and her tits came flooding out.
“Oh sweet jesus,” gasped Jeannette, her eyes fixed hungrily on Julia’s big jiggly white breasts and her hard pink nipples.
“Are these, acceptable?” asked Julia honestly, shimmying her shoulders to make them shake and bounce.
“Aww yeah,” said Kamal, licking his lips and fingering the growing bulge in his baggy pants.  His pants were cut zoot suit style and were very loose in front which made his dick seem huge.
“Ok, good, then how about my butt?” asked my wife innocently, pulling her panties down to expose her dark bush and then turning to offer Kamal her round white ass.  She bent over slightly and wiggled her rump at Kamal and his pals while Clarence and the guys on the couch clapped their hands on their heads and hooted.  Julia looked back over her shoulder at them.  “Jeez you guys, does this look OK or what?  I mean, you know, how much do you think it’s worth?”
I was in shock at the sight of my wife casually getting naked for this pimp and his cronies and asking for their opinion of her boyd.  Jeannette noticed how upset I was and said, “Breathe, Edward, breathe.  It will be alright.”  She made uplifting gestures with her hand and I admit I did feel a little better after taking a deep breathe.
“Julia, Julia,” said Kamal with a smile.  “You know how to sell it girl.  That’s fresh.  Let me see those titties.”  Kamal stepped forward and grasped my wife’s big dangling boobs, weighing them in his hands judiciously.  My wife giggled nervously and covered her mouth with one hand while Kamal felt her up.
“Um, really?” I asked in annoyance.  I noticed Jeannette looking on jealousy and realized that she wouldn’t mind getting her chubby paws on my wife’s rack either.
“Shush, I am inspecting the merchandise, man,” hissed Kamal as he pinched my wife’s large pink nipples, making them erect.  
She looked at him tenderly as he fondled her boobks.  “Do you like my boobies?  Are they too saggy?  They used to be perkier.”
“Nah, nah, these are good and natural.  Too many hoes got these plastic bowls on their chests.  You making my dick real hard.”  He bent his head down and wrapped his big protruding lips around one of my wife’s erect nipples and started slurping on it noisily, making my wife gasp in surprise.
“Oh gosh,” said my wife cradling the pimps head in her hands in a tender gesture that filled me with fury.  “Well you are just like a big baby, have some boobie.”
Clarence had been checking out my wife’s bare round bottom as Kamal squeezed her breasts and he stepped forward and began pinching and grasping at her well defined ass cheeks.  Julia gave a little start and then looked back over her shoulder at Clarence with a sly grin.
“Does my butt meet with your approval, Clarence?  There isn’t too much cellulite, is there?” she asked, furrowing her brows with concern.
“Oh hells no,  this good booty,” grunted Clarence.  He slipped one hand between my wife’s thighs from behind, exploring her cooch and making her squeak in response.
“Clarence!  That’s my vagina,” gasped my wife gazing up him meekly as the huge black man loomed over her and fingered her snatch. 
“Gotta see how tight that snatch be,” he told her gruffly.
 “Oh my gosh, oh my gosh,” panted my wife, her face reddening as the big man slid a finger in and out of her cunt.
“Yeah, that’s good, nice and tight,” said Clarence with approval.
“Well Edward and I never had children,” said my wife modestly, gazing up into Clarence’s brown eyes with a docile smile.
“Let me see,” said Kamal, unfastening his mouth from my wife’s tit and sliding a hand down across her soft white belly and then down between her legs making her jump as he crammed his fingers into her twat.  ‘Oh, fuck yeah, that’s nice, she getting wet already.”
“I’m just, um, glad you gentlemen approve of my genitals,” gasped my wife, struggling to maintain composure as Kamal fingered her.
“Come kneel down and suck my dick for a minute.  Let’s see if you know how to suck a cock,” commanded Kamal, unzipping his trousers and pulling out his huge erect uncut penis. 
I watched, paralyzed with fascination, my mouth dry as a bone, as my pretty naked wife tucked the hair behind one ear and dropped to her knees in workwomanlike fashion so that she could suck off this pimp in front of me.
“Hmm, you aren’t circumcised,” she said, pulling back Kamal’s foreskin and inspecting the shiny glans within.  “Is it sensitive?” she asked with curiosity as she lapped at the sticky head of his phallus, giving it a few tentative licks while he tilted his head back in pleasure.
“Not really,” he told her.
“Hmm, your erection is extremely hard,” she said, stroking the shaft of Kamal’s dong with both hands, wringing it out like a dishrag while he grunted and gasped..  “I like your penis.  It’s different from my husband’s.  Well, it’s a lot bigger to be honest.”  Then she engulfed it voraciously into her mouth and practically devoured Kamal’s cock while yanking strenuously on his shaft with her right hand and tickling his huge black nuts with the fingertips of her left hand.  I watched helplessly, unable to interfere, cowed by Clarence’s threatening glares as I watch my wife sucking off this strange man in front of everyone.
“Holy fuck, woman,” he exclaimed.  “Just, holy. fuck.”
“Do you want to ejaculate in my mouth?” my wife asked him as she resumed wringing out his penis with both hands like a washcloth.  “Or would you prefer that I slow down a little?”  She had that pragmatic yet compassionate tone in her voice that I always took for granted as a token of our long running intimacy.  But when she presented the same unvarnished familiarity to a total stranger, surrounded by onlookers, it had an incredibly kinky effect.
Kamal sensed it too, I saw him looking down with satisfaction at my gorgeous, middle aged wife’s white naked body.  Her boobs were swinging back and forth, her nipples grazing his thighs as she jerked his dick like a washerwoman.   She smiled up at him sweetly, and met his gaze openly as she handled his wang.  “Oh fuck, oh fuck,” grunted Kamal suddenly and he blew his wad indelicately all over my wife’s face.  
“Oh, oh, sorry,” she gasped.  Then she hurriedly stuck the head of his penis into her mouth so that she could suck the last few spurts out of his dick.  “I should have slowed down, huh?”
“Holy shit,” huffed Kamal, wiping his brow.  “That was amazing.”
“Negro, I’ve never seen you blow your wad that fast, you losing your edge or what?” laughed Clarence.
“Fuck man,” panted Kamal with a smile.  “She has the face of an angel but the grip of a devil.  Bitch be yanking the juice right out a nigga, nothing I could do.  That’s a hundred dollar blowjob there.”
“The fuck it is, let me see,” demanded Clarence whipping out his massive dong and poking it indelicately into my wife’s face.
“Oh Clarence, my goodness, you are a well endowed fellow aren’t you?  Edward, have you ever seen such a thing?  It’s like a billy club!”  My wife turned to me with childish glee as she eagerly grabbed Clarence’s huge rod in both hands and throttled it like a chicken. 
“Yeah, no, I’ve never seen such a thing as my wife sucking off one huge black man after another while I stood by and was forced to watch,” I said irritably as my prick swelled up against my will. 
The veins stood out in her forearms as my wife wrestled the huge head of Calrence’s black cock into her mouth.  She had to open her jaw wide to accommodate him, while she was vigorously jerking his dick up and down.
“Let go of that possessiveness, Edward,” coaxed Jeanette.  “Julia is more than just your wife.  She’s everyone’s wife now.  Try to take that in.”
“Oh, no, oh no,” moaned Clarence as my wife’s head bobbed frantically up and down on his stiff rod.  “That shit’s unreal, there, awww, fuck,” he took my wife’s head in his hands and she gagged slightly as he filled her throat with cum.  She recovered quickly and looked up at him with admiration as she sucked the semen from his cock.
“My gosh Clarence, that was really a lot of cum!” said my wife enthusiastically.  “Do you always cum that much, or did I do an extra good job?”
“Woman, that was off the hook,” said Clarence, slapping his limp wet cock against my wife’s cheek affectionately.
“That will be one hundred dollars please,” said my wife with an impish grin, holding up a hand and smiling up at Clarence with her face full of jism.
“Ha, ha, that’s right.  You earned that shit, you worked for it alright,” said Clarence, pulling out a fat roll of cash from his pocket and peeling off a hundred from the outside and dropping it casually into my wife’s outstretched palm.
“Look honey!  My first trick,” said my wife holding up her money proudly. I felt sick with jealousy but I had to admit it was pretty hot to watch my wife servicing these other men.  She had such a cheerful and nonchalant manner about the whole affair that it was hard to be mad at her.  “Can I have one too, Kamal?” she asked.  “Was your blowjob good enough?  Was it worth money?”
“Oh hell yes,” agreed Kamal with a laugh.  “Niggas witness, this pimp never paid a hoe in his damn life, but this one special.  She suck like a monster, smile like a kitten.  Jeezy get over here and fuck her real quick.  We got to see how that pussy work, and I’m all spent.”
“Yeah, I’ll tap that,” said one of the fellows jumping up ardently and approaching my cum covered wife.  
“Oh, hello Jeezy,” said my wife with a buoyant smile as she held out her hand to shake.  “Are we going to have sex now?  Pleased to meet you.”
Jeezy laughed self-consciously as he shook my wife’s hand.  “Julia, right?  I want some of that tight pussy, baby.”  He fondled his dick through her pants.
“Ok, I think I can accommodate that request,” said my wife with bright smile.  She walked on her knees over to Jeezy and casually unzipped his fly.  “It looks like your equipment is functional,” she added, pulling out his stiff cock and handing it gently. 
“Bitch is so crazy,” laughed Jeezy, looking down at my wife with affection as she cradled his black balls in her hand and stroked his dick.  
Julia scrutinized Jeezy’s penis closely for a moment.  “You have a very handsome penis, Jeezy,” she said sincerely.  “How do you want to, um, do me?”
“You can take it from behind,” he told her, gesturing for her to turn around.  He looked over at me with an inscrutable expression.  “You sure you can handle this, brah?” he asked me.  “I’m gonna dick your wife right here.”
“Yes, I see that,” I said stiffly.  And my penis grew stiffer as well at the sight of my wife candidly turning on all fours to offer her pussy to this horny black youth.
“Honey, this is strictly business,” she told me as Jeezy dropped to his knees behind her and pushed the head of his cock directly between my wife’s swollen labia and into her cunt.  “Oh god!” she gasped.  “Oh my, oh, oh, Jeezy, go slow, please,” she put her face down on the carpet and arched her back wantonly with her ass in the air so that Jeezy could penetrate her more readily.  “Jeezy!” she moaned, biting her lips.
“Yeah, say my name,” grunted Jeezy, slowly pushing his erect cock into my wife up the hilt and drawing it out again, slick with her juices.
“How that pussy?” asked Kamal with interest, bending down to get a good look as Jeezy worked his dick in and out of my wife.
“That shit tight, man, that shit tight,” groaned Jeezy.  “Lookit her work it, lookit lookit,” he crowed, holding my wife’s soft hips lightly as she twerked her ass back and forth on his cock.
“Oh, Jeezy, oh, yes,” groaned my wife, reaching back between her legs to finger herself as he fucked her.  Her shoulders were flat to the floor and her ass raised high as she worked it back and forth so that Jeezy hardly had to do any work at all.  “Cum inside me, please, please,” she begged.  Then I saw her shudder and wriggle as she reached climax herself.
“Bitch crazy, bitch crazy,” grunted Jeezy as he gripped my wife’s hips more tightly and gave her a few hard forceful thrusts before arching his back and groaning loudly.
“Ha, ha, nigga, couldn’t hold it, could you?” laughed Kamal, clapping his hands in delight.
“I’m cuming in there, hubby, nice full load, right inside your wife,” Jeezy told me with a proud smile.
“Ok, yeah, that’s great,” I said in confusion.  “You really should have worn a condom.”
“Of course, of course,” said Jeannette hurriedly.  “We will make sure all of Julia’s regular clients wear protection.”
“Was that satisfactory, Jeezy?” asked my wife, rolling over on her side cutely and looking up at him warmly.  “How much was that worth?”
“Shit so wild,” said Jeezy, shaking his head from side to side.  “Here’s two hundred, but you should get more from a John.  First you got those tits and booty, then you polite and introduce yourself, then you sound like you playing doctor, then that pussy crazy tight and you calling my name.  I’d tap that shit all day long.  You a lucky man, hubby.”
“Yeah, we gone do this.  Hot body, funny personality, and then she just yank the nut right out of you something fierce.  Julia will bring in some bank until that twat get worn out,” said Kamal, rubbing his hands together.  
“Now now, don’t worry about that,” said Jeanette, holding up hand.  “Julia will be doing kegels to maintain vaginal tone.”
“Of course, all the female sex workers we counsel do those exercises,” said my wife, standing up shakily.  She reached down between her legs, giggling with embarrassment.  “Jeezy, your cum is dripping out.  You filled me up with semen.  Can I go wash up?”
“Oh yeah, oh yeah, of course baby,” said Kamal.  He took Clarence by the shoulder and urged him forward.  “Clarence, take Julia in back and show her the bathroom.  And get her a clean towel out of the closet.”
“Thanks Clarence,” said my wife as he led her along. “I’ll let you scrub my back for twenty dollars.”
“Ha, ha, you picking up that game alright,” laughed Clarence as he took my wife away to get washed up.
“What are we talking?” asked Jeannette, turning a hard face to her cousin.
“Oh she’s a natural, she’s got a great rapport with the Johns and she works quick,” said Kamal rubbing his hands together with excitement.  “Shit, she turned three tricks in twenty minutes right here.  I think she could do parties.  She’s thick so the blacks and latinos will go nuts for her.”  The thought of my wife getting gangbanged by minorities for money made me groan out loud eliciting a look of disgust from Kamal.  
“No, no, Kamal,  I brought her to you because I wanted your opinion, but I’ve got bigger plans for Julia,” said Jeannette.  “We will need you and Clarence for muscle, but I want to take her to the Duchess.  Your clientele is too downmarket.  Julia is out of their league.  The Duchess has those Silicon Valley contacts.  That’s where the real money is, my brother.”
“That’s true, that’s true,” sighed Kamal, putting his cock away and zipping up again.  “We’ll bring the muscle fo sho.  And you need to launder the cash flow, so we are all setup with that of course.  And maybe we can bring Julia back here to party with the niggas now and then.  You can tell she like that black cock.”
“Yeah she does,” agreed Jeannette with a snort.
“Um, don’t I have any say in these matters?” I asked peevishly.
“I mean, not really,” said Jeannette.  “I only let you come along because Julia insisted.  What’s taking them so long anyway?” she asked, looking at her watch.
Just then my wife and Clarence came back into the room, hand in hand.  My wife’s hair was still damp from her shower and they both wore big grins on their face.  My wife had a towel wrapped around herself and went about picking up her clothes from the floor.
“Sorry, Clarence got hard again when I let him scrub my back for free and I convinced him to fuck me in the shower.  He agreed to pay for it too.  I’m getting good at this,” said my wife with a sunny smile as she slid her panties back on up under her towel.
“She drives a tough bargain,” agreed Clarence, watching with interest as Jeannette rushed to hold the towel so Julia could struggle back into her bra with some modesty.
“Nigga, you spent three hundred dolla on that ho?” laughed the other fellow on the couch, who had been watching quietly throughout.
“Baller, I love you, brotha, but you don’t know that pussy,” laughed Clarence, slapping his thigh for emphasis.
“Yeah, that some good pussy,” murmured Jeezy in agreement as he took up his game controller.
“Shut up, Baller,” sneered Kamal.  “How many hundreds you spent on bottle service at the club last weekend?  And just end up with that skinny skank with her bad weave?”
Everyone broke out laughing at Baller as he held up his hands in surrender and ducked his head.
“Well now we have money for groceries at least,” said Julia, now fully dressed and holding 6 crisp franklins.
“Uh, can I get my ten percent?” asked Jeanette.
“I don’t have change, but here’s a hundred,” said my wife handing over the bill.  “The rest is tax free, so I’m happy.”
“Well, not exactly, you need to fill out a W9 actually,” said Kamal.  “The government takes notice when money just starts appearing out of nowhere in your bank account, baby.  We are going to put you on the payroll as a waitress at the Soul Food BBQ Shack we run as a front operation.”
“So you are really writing this all off as a business expense,” I said with admiration.  
“Of course,” said Kamal.
As mad as I was about the callous way this pimp used my wife for sex right in front of me, I had to admire some creative accounting when I saw it.
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