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Hannah Trent was groggy and her head was
pounding when she opened her eyes slowly, disoriented for a moment
when she saw the hotel wall. She rolled over, toward the light
coming through the window, squinting, waiting for the veil of sleep
to lull her back into a comfortable sleepy morning, but she the
light was too bright to allow that. She stretched and rolled onto
her back and took a deep breath, the movement popping her bare
breasts from underneath the cream colored sheet.

On the nightstand beside the phone was a half
full glass of vodka, the Absolute bottle behind it with just a few
inches of liquor remaining. Hannah willed her body to get up,
swinging her legs over the side of the bed and pushing up, the dull
ache in a half dozen spots reminding her of her previous night. The
inside of her thighs were sharper pains as she stood up, padding to
the bathroom and sitting down clumsily onto the commode, her pussy
raw and burning as she peed. She fumbled with the coffee maker, ran
cold water into the sink and splashed it on her face, rubbing the
sleep from her eyes and with damp hands running her hands through
her hair, pulling it back behind her ears. As she dried her face on
the hand towel she looking in the mirror.

“Damn Hannah,” she said to herself, “You look
like you’ve been fucked all night.” The image in the mirror smiled
back— because that was exactly what had happened.

Andre, her employer and lover, knew that her
husband Spence was out of town and had planned an evening out. At
his request she had worn a long black halter dress that showed off
both cleavage and side boob. It was becoming his favorite dress.
She looked around and saw it lying over the chair. She didn’t
remember removing it, but she did remember the young tall black man
who had removed it. She shuddered as the visions of him first
moving between her legs with his long thick cock bobbing up and
down as he approached her pussy— and that delicious feeling as he
entered her for the first time. She closed her eyes for a second
and she could still feel his body moving between her legs.

Hannah stood at the mirror and glanced down
at the foyer table in the suite underneath it. There was a stack of
$20.00 bills, and a note, “Call me and leave me a contact
number.”

“Well he did it,” she said to herself,
recalling the first time that Andre had fucked her in his apartment
after their return from a Las Vegas trip. It was on this trip that
Andre had seduced her, and in the lust of the moment before the
trip was over had also shared her with two of his friends.

Andre had not let up on their return, fucking
her daily after their return, and the following weekend again
sharing her with his two friends, this time while Spence watched
and photographed. Her husband loved the emergence of her slut side.
And she was ready and wanting more.

That first time they fucked after Vegas Andre
made her beg for it. He made her vocalize to him how much she liked
black cock, and then as Andre fucked her, when he felt her orgasm
starting he began to tell her, "I am going to use your pussy. I'm
going share your wet pussy more with LeBron and Kevin. I am going
to share your pussy with other black men. I'm going to watch two
cocks fucking your cunt at the same time. I’m going to sell your
pussy to black men. You want me to don’t you? Tell me!”

In the heat of the moment her drunken
response had only been, “Promise?”

“I promise,” Andre had replied, “Promise to
try it all at least once?”

“Yes, at least once. I want to try it all,”
she’d said. After she sobered up she knew she could recant— but she
knew she didn’t want to. She was going to ride this black cock
infatuation out and see how far it went.

***

It had been in the bar last night where Andre
had started talking to the young black man, a lawyer, she learned
later. He had gone ahead into the bar while she had powdered her
nose after dinner. As she entered he had motioned her over,
enjoying the devouring of her body that the young man had
approvingly done.

“This is Derek,” Andre had said, and the
three of them had moved to a table, had more drinks and ordered
some finger food. When Derek went to the restroom Andre turned to
Hannah.

“Hannah my love it is time for the next step
in your journey,” he said.

Hannah’s sharp intake of breath indicated
that she knew it would have something to do with Derek, and that
she was about to be shared. Since her seduction in Las Vegas she
had only been fucked by LeBron and Kevin, Andre’s friends. Not that
it had not been something she had eagerly enjoyed.

Hannah had her wife and mother life, but
since she had delved into her other life, the world in which she
had become Hannah the slut, she was willing to follow her guide
Andre.

“Do you recall what I promised the first
afternoon we fucked after we got back from Vegas?”

“Yes.”

“Tell me.”

“You said you would let LeBron and Kevin use
my pussy, and they did. In Vegas, and again the Friday after we got
back— so Spence could watch.”

“Go on.”

“You said you would watch me be double fucked
in my pussy, and in my pussy and ass.”

“And?”

“And it happened.” Hannah felt her pussy
getting damp as she recalled each of those things happening.

“Anything else?”

She paused. “Oh my God. You’re not…”

“What did I say?”

“You said you would sell my pussy.” Andre
reached inside his suit pocket and pulled out two $100 bills and
showed them to her.

“You didn’t?”

“Deposit. Yes, I did. I do what I say I will
do, you know that— and you also know that you’ve loved everything
that has happened so far, haven’t you?”

“I have.”

“You will enjoy this, trust me.”

“But I’ll be a…”

“Whore. Yes, you’ll be a whore. A black cock
fucking whore.” Hannah absorbed the words and the meaning. Derek
was approaching. “Just be sure you get $300 from him before you
fuck him. That is yours to keep.”

“Ready?” Derek questioned as he stepped
closer.

“She’s ready,” Andre said, “Aren’t you
Hannah?”

Hannah paused and considered backing out, as
she knew deep down she could— but there was another sensation that
was coursing through her body too. She wanted to. She wanted to try
it. She’d promised to try. She reached out and took Derek’s hand,
catching a whiff of his musky cologne.

“I’m ready,” she said, standing still holding
his hand turning toward the elevator.

***

Hannah had finished showering when the phone
rang.

“Well my girl, how was your evening?” It was
Andre’s deep voice.

“Exhausting. Exhilarating. Erotic.”

“A small step but a liberating one, don’t you
think?”

“I guess,” Hannah said, “although I can’t
believe I actually did that.”

“It is simply helping you step beyond your
reservations and inhibitions.” Andre said. “Six months ago you
would have said you’d never fuck a black man, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes”

“Part of the pleasure that first time was not
only the fucking— but in knowing that you’ve stepped beyond those
restrictive boundaries you set for yourself.”

Hannah thought about that for a second, and
answered, “Thinking about it that way you do have a point.”

“You feel free now don’t you? You can fuck
who you want, enjoy life’s pleasure on an all new level”.

“I didn’t know that fucking someone for money
was one of life’s pleasures,” she said.

“You knew you were going to do. Before I
every put my black cock in your wet cunt you knew it. The first
time I put my big black cock up inside that creamy white pussy of
yours in Vegas. You knew it. You wanted it.”.

“I did.”

“Did you tell Spence I had told you I would
sell your pussy to strangers?”

“Yes.”

“Did he object?”

“No.”

“Deep down you wanted to, didn’t you? You
wanted to see what it was like to be pimped out, to be a
whore.”

“I’d thought about, yes.”

“Now you know.”

“I don’t think I’d want to do this
regularly,” she said.

“I never said you should. Only if the urge
strikes. Only when you want to be a whore again.” He paused, and
commanded, “Say it, Hannah, I want to hear the words.”

“I am a whore, Andre. I’m your whore.” Hannah
said, the nastiness of it rushing her pulse as she hear it. Andre
said bye, and she stood there looking at herself in the mirror
again, smiling, and repeated, “I am a whore.”

 



SHARED FAVORS

 


Before he had called Hannah, Andre had placed
another call. It has been brief. When the caller answered Andre had
joked to the caller, “I don’t know what to say about a man who
would be a white girl’s first paid customer.”

“Hey Andre,” Derek answered, “What’s up.”

“Checking to see how you’d enjoyed your
evening.”

“Damn what a fuck,” Derek said, “Damn I love
white pussy.”

“Even if you have to pay for it?”

"Well under the circumstance it was sweet.”
Derek said, “Nothing like a half price rebate. I only thank you for
letting me in on the fun.”

“Well it was only the next step in watching a
shy girl get outside herself,” Andre said.

“Any problem with me tapping that again
sometime?”

“Totally up to the lady,” Andre said, “I was
just overcoming some of her inhibitions.”

“She has few inhibitions when she gets a
black cock in that white pussy.”

“That’s true, she certainly likes it.”

“Well thanks again, we need to do that again
sometime soon.”

“Later Bro.”

 


WITH HUB

 


Hannah arrived home and texted her husband.
“Home. You wife is now a genuine whore.”

“Great,” Spence answered. “Can’t wait to get
home and hear the specifics. Love.”

True to his word when Spence got home there
they spent hours in bed as she had to tell the specifics over and
over, each time the narration getting Spence rock hard and read to
fuck again— which they would do.

 



A NEW ROUTINE

 


Hannah’s sex with Andre fell into a routine.
Hannah would handle her secretarial duties of the office in the
morning, appointments were scheduled for 2 p.m. or later, and at
11:30 she and Andre would hang an “out to lunch” sign on the door,
turn on the answering machine, step down the hall to residential
area of the multi-use business center, and Andre’s apartment.

A light lunch would be waiting, and a piece
of lingerie or sheer clothing she would be asked to wear while they
ate. After the meal they’d take their drinks to the couch, and then
to the bedroom for a bouncing, wild fuck.

Hannah would report the day’s fuck to Spence
that night, which always led to another round of sex with her
husband.

***

Hannah became so accustomed to the routine
that the first time Andre was called to an afternoon meeting; she
was out-of-sorts. She didn’t know what to do with herself during
lunch. She was restless. I’ve become conditioned to getting black
cock at lunch, she thought to herself.

At lunch she went to a fast food stand, came
back to the office and left the sign on the door, and spent fifteen
minutes fingering herself, rubbing her clit to several orgasms— the
entire time imagining big black ebony cocks going inside her.

Andre arrived an hour before closing that
afternoon. “Get your things, Hannah”, he ordered, “We’re closing
early.”

“We are?” She asked.

“Yes, I have some lunchtime business I’ve not
been able to take care of today.” Ten minutes later she was
fervently astride Andre’s big black cock on the huge bed, rocking
her pussy back and forth into a huge squirting orgasm.

***

She took the sheer robe that Andre preferred,
wrapped it around her, and refilled her wine glass from the bar,
taking a seat on the oversized leather sofa, facing the fireplace.
As she sipped it she looked up at the two life size photographic
portraits of two women in his apartment. The frames were mounted
near the floor, making it look almost as if the women were standing
just outside the room. A brass plaque on the frame identified the
women only by their first names, Rebecca and Donna.

***

Andre sat down beside her.

Donna was posed standing, partially turned
toward the camera, her back arched and her breasts thrust forward.
The glint of the gold ring in her clit hood was catching the light.
A small ring with a short chain dangling from the ring hung from
her navel. A small black tattoo was near the top of her pubis,
slightly to the right.

Hannah turned her gaze to the portrait of
scarlet haired Rebecca, her hair long and draped over her shoulder
as she reclined on what Hannah could tell was Andre’s massive bed.
Rebecca’s back was arched and her large breast was just off the
bedcovers. A small gold stud reflected the light from her left
nipple.

Rebecca had a black runic tattoo across the
upper part of her buttocks, a floral rose at her ankle, and Hannah
could see two on Rebecca’s pubis, although they were small and she
couldn’t make out what they were.

“Tell be about Rebecca,” Hannah told
Andre.

“I know Rebecca danced for LeBron
sometimes.”

“Yes, I love watching her dance.” Hannah was
quiet for a minute, finishing her glass of wine, walking to the bar
for a refill, her breasts bouncing with each step under the thin
cloth in a manner that was more erotic than had she been nude. She
was unabashed and unashamed.

She looked at Andre. “Why?” She asked.

“Why Rebecca, Why Donna, Why me?”

Andre laughed, “You may not like the
answer.”

“Maybe not, but I would like to know if
you’re willing to tell me.”

“I won’t lie to you about it. It is a variety
of things. First and foremost I love fucking white women. No secret
about that. I loving being the first black man to fuck a white
woman, I love taking that black cherry.”

“OK.”

“I particularly enjoy the challenge of
seducing a white woman, especially married white women. Not all
white women, but a woman that has that innocence but I can sense
within her that she also has this inner slut she is repressing.
Like you.”

“Like me?”

“Precisely. You’ve come out of your shell now
Hannah. Sexuality is a pleasure, not a burden for you now”

“Yes, I guess I have.”

“It is a delight to witness that change in
you. It is delightful to know I’ve helped guide that, bring that
out in you. That is almost an addiction to me, to see that change
in a woman. I’ve been able to see the expression on your face when
I first put my black cock inside you. I’ve shared you with my
friends, and saw your passion unleashed as it happened— and that
passion showed in your face. I’ve watched you fucked, I’ve watched
you take on several men. The evolution of that inside a woman is an
art, you’re my canvas. “

“Yes,” she admitted a slight tremor in her
voice.

“And I’ve watched your expression change, the
difference in your step, your attitude, your comfort when you gave
yourself over to it and accepted the naturalness of it.”

“Giving up control?” She said.

“Not giving up control, but letting go of it
for a while. I have no desire to control anyone, but if I can
facilitate the blossoming of releasing inhibitions, well I’m there
for that. Spence saw it in you too— he loved watching me fuck you
after we got back from Vegas didn’t he?”

“Yes.”

“Did he want you to quit or fuck more?” Andre
asked.

“You know that answer,” Hannah smiled, “Where
does it end though?” She asked.

“It ends where you want it to end.”

“Like Rebecca?”

“No, not exactly like Rebecca. When we
started I didn’t realize how compulsive she was. I provided and
encouragement for many of her new experiences, and LeBron and Kevin
helped her enjoy a myriad of new experiences.”

“Like stripping?”

“Like stripping.”

“And every time she enjoyed something new it
made her so horny afterward that the sex with her was
unbelievable.”

“But she left.”

“We had provided her all the “new” we could.
She wanted to do a porn movie, and sent some photos to a producer
in Texas, and that is where she is now.”

“Did she?”

“Yes, she called me the other day. She had
only finished one that will be released in a month or so, and posed
for some websites. She’s promised me a copy.”

“Is she coming back then?”

“No, she has said she likes it there. Would
you like to watch the movie with me when I get it? We’ll make a day
of it.”

Hannah was startled to hear herself say,
“Yes, I think I would.”

“Am I like Rebecca?” Hannah said, “Ending up
like her scares me.”

“There’s nothing to be afraid of, and you’re
very different from Rebecca.”

“How so?” Hannah asked.

“Your husband loves you, and enjoys the
transformation he has witnessed, the blossoming. He’s encouraged
you.”

“From innocent wife to slut?”

“Exactly. Think of the thought processes you
have gone through to accept it, to revel in it. You love being a
slut.”

“Yes I do.”

“And you’re a smart woman, Hannah, a
beautiful, smart and sexy woman. You’re enjoying life to the limits
while you can. You will know when it is time to say no.”

***

Hannah didn’t speak, just reached over to
Andre’s hardening cock and began to stroke him to an erection. She
looked up again at the photos on the wall of Rebecca and Donna.

“So the photos are like a trophy?” She
commented.

“Not for me, for them.” Andre said, “A trophy
for them, to their overcoming inhibitions, of knowing that I have
guests here regularly, and when they see the photos of them that my
guests will know both of them have been able to allow their
passions to run free and to openly admit to the world they love to
fuck, to fuck black men, and don’t care who knows it.” He paused,
“Those are photographs, look at their faces, look at their
eyes.”

Hannah did.

“Do you see the self-assuredness there, the
confidence, the sexuality that exudes from them?”

“Yes I do,” she admitted, her breath
quickening.

“I think I want my photo on your wall, Andre”
Hannah said as she lowered her mouth to his cock, “I want your
friends who come here to see me.”

“We’ll see,” Andre smiled, his cock getting
firm in her mouth, his right hand cupping her soft breast.

***

Andre proceeded to fuck her on the couch,
lifting her up and turning her around to pound her behind with her
body draped over the couch. As he pounded her, making her beg him
to fuck her harder, and he would let her get by without being
specific.

“Fuck me,” she begged.

“How do you want me to fuck you, Hannah,”

“Fuck me with that big – black –cock,”

“Like a slut?”

“Fuck me like the white slut that I am. Fuck
your slut with that big black cock.”

“Yessss.” As she began cumming she glanced up
at the two life size photos, and felt as if they were both watching
her take Andre's black cock.


 


A PAUSE

 


At the beginning of the next week the work
load increased and they couldn’t break away for their daily
afternoon fuck until Wednesday. Hannah discovered that the two days
of not getting her dose of black cock at lunch had heightened the
intensity of it, and made it even more fulfilling. Andre fucked her
in a half dozen different positions, ending with her knees over his
black shoulders, her ass in the air as he pounded his cock into her
before spilling a double load of come into her. She collapsed from
the strenuous fucking, and Andre rolled to the side, his cock
growing limp, moving his arm under her shoulders, their bodies
touching.

Andre got up to get them more wine, and came
back with a half full bottle of red. Hannah sat up in the bed, the
sheet pulled up to only beneath her exposed breasts, her nipples
red and puffy from the sucking he had given them. Under his arm was
a computer tablet.

***

He moved under the sheet with her, his other
hand extending the album.

“You said you wanted your photograph
alongside those of Rebecca and Donna?”

“Yes, I’ve earned my place there, don’t you
think?”

“You have started. Remember Rebecca was here
four years, Donna two. You’ve been here what six months.”

“And how long did it get you to the point I
am with Rebecca or Donna.”

“Longer,” Andre admitted, “You’re a much more
open and willing student.”

Hannah smiled at the compliment. “But there’s
more,” Andre said. Hannah looked at him expectantly. Look at the
tablet.”


 


TOPIC OF CONVERSATION

 


LeBron and Kevin were having a drink in
LeBron’s club, watching a tall skinny girl spinning on the pole,
totally nude, her left leg high and tipped with a red spike high
heel shoe.

“That pussy any good?” Kevin asked.

“Not bad,” LeBron said, “if you like skinny
girls.”

“Little young for my tastes,” he said
flatly.

“There such a thing?” LeBron asked.

“For me, yeah,” Kevin commented.

“Such as?”

“Such as Rebecca, or Donna, or Hannah.”

“Yeah, you’re right. That there is some fine
pussy.” LeBron agreed.

“When you suppose Andre going to share some
of Hannah’s white snatch with us again?” LeBron said, “I’ve already
hinted at her dancing here one night.”

“Dancin’ shit,” Kevin said. “You only want to
get at her one on one.”

“Well that too,” LeBron laughed, “but you
know how a girl gets once she spins on that pole naked in front of
a group of men.”

“I sure do,” Kevin said, “does something to
them that I like.”

“Make’s ‘em hornier, a lot less bashful,”

“They try to keep that line between their
stripping life and their real life. They ain’t gonna do a customer,
so you being the manager you’re in the club, you get all that
stripper pussy you want.”

“True that,” LeBron agreed. “Ain’t that why
you run some girls.”

“Well it sure enough be a nice side
benefit.”

LeBron ordered up another round. “You know
that Andre turned Miss Hannah out the other night?”

“No shit,” Kevin said, “I’ll be damned. But
I’m not surprised.”

“Yeah, he was telling me about it today, said
it was more recreational than professional.”

“Yeah, but you think she’ll stop there? With
a little encouragement from Andre…”

LeBron laughed aloud, “With a little
encouragement from Andre you’ll have you a new mature part-timer,
is what you’re thinking.”

“And you’d have a part-timer for some stage
work too wouldn’t you, LeBron”, Kevin taunted.

“Yeah, but I got plenty of strippers.”

“Yeah but you get to fuck her more
often.”

“And you wouldn’t?” They both grinned and
clinked their glasses.


 


REQUIREMENT

 


It was turning dark by the time Hannah walked
in the door of her home. Spence had lasagna in the oven, and she
ate by the pool, washed down by a couple of cold beers topped off
with a shot of Goldschlager. She had carried her large purse along
with her and sat it beside her chaise. They made small talk, Spence
told about his day at school, and asked, “Well I assume you got
fucked some more?”

“Yes,” she said quietly. “It was good.”

“Save some for me?”

“Always my love,” she answered, pausing. “You
know we can stop this if you want me to, if you think I’m getting
out of hand.”

Spence stared at her. “That’s totally your
call you know.”

“If you felt I was getting too far out there
would you stop me?” She asked.

“Yes. Absolutely.” Spence said.

“You didn’t object that I got paid to be a
whore,” she said.

“That was an envelope pusher,” Spence said,
“If he had wanted to put you on the street that would have ended
it. We don’t need them money.”

Somewhat comforted she told him, “That was
what I was talking to Andre about, I am afraid I like it too
much.”

“And what did Andre say?”

“Andre said I would know when it was time to
stop.”

“Do you think you would?” Spence asked.

“I would hope so, but that’s why I’m asking
you this, if I don’t know when it is time to stop but it is, will
you stop me?”

“Yes,” Spence answered truthfully, “I
promise.”

“Good.” She answered.

The conversation drifted, and Hannah slid out
of her sundress and thong, placing a pool cushion under her knees
she leaned over and gave Spence a long and slow blow job until he
came, swallowing each bit of his come, and wiping her mouth on the
beach towel before reaching into the cooler between them and taking
another beer.

“That the whole story about today?” Spence
asked.

“Pretty much except for one thing.”

“What’s that?”

“You know those photos of Rebecca and Donna
on his wall?”

“The large nudes,” Spence asked, recalling
the sultry eroticism of each, “Yes, they’re a couple of the sexiest
photos I’ve ever seen of a women. And life sized-it is like they
are in the room with you. I almost spoke to one photo the first
time I saw it.”

“I told him I wanted my photo on his
wall.”

“What did he say,” Spence asked, only a hint
of uncomfortable in his voice, wondering who would see the nude
photo of his wife on that wall, each person that saw it knowing
that Andre had fucked that woman extensively before she gained a
place of honor on the wall. How hot!

“He said I’d not earned it…yet.”

“What the hell did that mean?” Spence
asked.

“He explained that Donna was with him for two
years, Rebecca four, and I’ve only been there a few months, and he
said Rebecca and Donna had both gone far outside themselves to earn
their place on the wall. He said they did more than I’ve done”.

Spence was puzzled and he told her so but his
mind was already turning.

“And what does he want you to do that you
haven’t already done?”

“He said he wants to mark me before he has
the photograph done”.

“And what the hell does that mean?” Spence
repeated, more agitated than curious. After all this was his wife.
Hannah handed Spence the computer tablet that Andre had shown her
earlier.

 



WORD SPREADS

 


Andre was relaxing in his Jacuzzi recalling
the afternoon’s lovemaking with Hannah and how it compared with the
first night in Vegas, the hesitation, the mental battle she was
waging inside her head that he knew he had already won, and the
near transformation of her letting go once he had come inside her
the first time.

The phone rang. “Hello,” he said.

“Done turned Hannah out huh?” Kevin
growled.

“Yes,” Andre smiled into the phone, “I didn’t
think you’d mind.”

“I don’t, just would have liked to have been
there. I like to have some more of that.”

“Well you know all I do is put you within the
proximity, what goes on beyond that is between you and her at this
point,” Andre said.

“OK, so when you going to have a get together
to provide more proximity?”

“Soon, very soon.” Andre replied, “And LeBron
will probably be involved as well.”

“Sure.”

“And her husband.”

“Is he still OK with it after watching the
video of all three of us in Vegas?” Kevin asked.

“Yeah, he’s down with it. He thanked me for
helping open her up.”

“Hey, only let me know. I’m ready.”

“I’ll be in touch,” Andre answered, adding
“You staying clean and legal otherwise?”

“I’m as clean as I can be for this line of
work. I could always use some part time help though.”

“As in Hannah?”

“You used encourage Rebecca.”

“I did. But she had been with me much longer.
This would be between you, Hannah, and her husband. I’m on the
sidelines for this one.”

“So you don’t care I approach her about
it?”

“Up to you, but I’d get her a little more
addicted to black cock first.”

“And you are involved on that end aren’t
you?” Kevin asked.

“Doing all I can,” Andre said.

 



 


PHOTOS

 


Spence was flipping through photos on the
tablet that Hannah had handed him. The first photos were of
Rebecca, who he recognized from the elegant huge photo in Andre’s
living room. As he flicked through there were studio nudes,
tastefully done over a period of time, as he noticed her makeup
changed and became heavier. Her hairstyles changed. A few photos
later over he saw that her nipples had been pierced and were
sporting two gold studs, with several poses, and the last few
photos, obviously taken from the same shoot at which the wall
portrait had been done, was a shot with her legs open, revealing a
small tattoo on her bare pubis about the size of a dime in the
shape of a spade. The next photo was closer, showing the tattoo to
be a black spade with the letters BCS in white script inside a red
Q, all within the black spade. She had a runic tattoo across her
butt, a flower on her ankle, a Chinese symbol on her shoulder.

***

The next sequences of photos were of Donna in
a similar progression, only as the pages evolved she picked up
several smaller tattoos over different parts of her body. She had a
navel piercing, and in the nudes showing her pussy he saw a ring
over her clitoral hood. Again he saw the same spade shaped tattoo
with the Q and BCS inside on the right side of her pubis.

He looked up at Hannah. And he want to mark
you how? With this spade tattoo?

“That and…”

“That and what?”

“We talked a while about what he would like
and what I would consider beyond only a 'hell no’. If I want my
picture on his wall that tat is the requirement. Plus I would get a
small tattoo on the small of my back, and a nipple pierced with a
ring.”

“Seems simple to me,” Spence laughed, “Sounds
like he’ll have to get by with two photos on his wall.” He looked
at Hannah and saw the hint of a frown. “What? You want to be on the
wall?”

“I told you I told him that.”

“You want it bad enough to get a couple of
tattoos and a piercing?”

“I’m not sure. I said I wanted to talk to you
first, and he suggested that you should give your approval before I
did anything like that.”

“You know I’ve always liked pierced nipples,”
Spence said, “and you could remove them if you wanted to. But
tattoos don’t erase.”

“I know.” She paused, “He wanted you ok it
before I did it.”

“Your body,” Spence said, “I’m not telling
you what to do.”

“I hesitate to think about the piercing, you
know how sensitive my nipples are… but you, would you have any
objection?”

Spence paused, thinking, and told her,
“Piercings can be removed. Tats, well a lot of people have tats. I
understand the BCS and Q meanings, and I’ve accepted you’ve earned
that ranking.”

“Yes.”

“If you want one I don’t mind. What’s the
other tattoo?” Spence asked.

“He didn’t have a sample; it is something
that would be custom designed only for me.”

“Honey, it's your call. But I have to ask why
it is so important that you’d do this only to be on a wall that you
don’t know who will see.”

“I don’t know that I can explain it but I do.
It is a rush to know I’ll be seen— and admired,” Hannah said with a
hint of hesitation, trying to imagine how long and how severe the
pain of piercing her nipple would last. She also imagined walking
into Andre’s apartment and seeing her large portrait inside the
ornate gold frame.

***

 


Andre was standing over the artist’s shoulder
as she traced a design of floral vines, with a half nude woman
rising out of a shell, much like the artistic Aphrodite painting in
so many art books. The vine’s leaves were black and green, each in
the shape of a small spade. The artist was working from a photo of
nude photo of Hannah the artist had downloaded and printed from
Andre's cell phone. The woman coming out of the shells face was
indistinct, but to anyone he had seen Hannah nude, it was her body,
her breasts. “That is just right,” he said.


 


LUNCH WITH BENEFITS

 


The next day’s work was uneventful. Andre had
a business meeting downtown and had even suggested she take the
rest of the day off. Hannah would be getting lunch on her own— at
least she thought. At 11:30 Kevin walked through the door,
smiling.

‘‘Get your coat lady,” he said. “I’m taking
that pretty white ass to lunch.”

Hannah didn’t hesitate, “That’d be nice
Kevin,” she said as she locked the office door, turning the
“Closed” sign so that it showed through the door. Kevin opened the
door to his Lexus for her, and a short drive away they pulled up in
front of a massive stone building.

“This is a restaurant?” She asked,
hesitantly.

“Yes, a private membership restaurant,” Kevin
said, “The building used to be the old courthouse.”

Kevin opened the door for her, they went
inside, and surrounded by the marble was a typical restaurant
layout, a bar to the side with large brown leather overstuffed
couches as well as a massive antique wood bar. Most of the tables
were full; the patrons dressed in business dress in groups of two,
three, and four. There was a mixture of white and black men and
women, but the majority was black men.

The host was wearing a tux, and greeted Kevin
as they walked in.

“Good afternoon,” he smiled, “your usual
table.”

“Of course,” Kevin answered, the massive
black man following Hannah as she walked behind the host to a
corner table. She noticed several men following her with their eyes
as she wound her way through the tables. She felt a rush from the
attention.

The waiter brought a drink for Kevin and
Hannah ordered a Pinot.

“Well I finally have got you alone,” he
laughed.

“You have.” Hannah smiled back.

“I haven’t had a chance to tell you how much
I enjoyed our little party with Andre in Vegas.

Hannah blushed and said nothing for a second
and then admitted, “I enjoyed it too.”

“First time for you to do anything like that
wasn’t it?”

“Well Andre and I had been messing around the
night before, but outside of that it was all new territory for
me.”

“And how has your husband taken this new
lifestyle?” Kevin asked.

“Spence’s all for it,” she said, “He says he
likes me opening my slut si…” A man appeared and touched Kevin’s
shoulder.

“How you doing man,” the large black man
said, smiling back and forth between Kevin and Hannah. Hannah
answered with a weak smile. He eyed Hannah up and down a few
seconds too long. Kevin shook his head a subtle “no”.

“I’m good, enjoying a lunch with a beautiful
woman. This is Hannah.” The man turned to Hannah.

“Hannah’s certainly that.” He turned back to
Kevin, “Well only wanted to say hello.”

“Good to see you man,” Kevin answered as he
walked away. Kevin looked at Hannah’s questioning face. “He only
wanted a closer look at the beautiful Hannah.”

Hannah felt herself blushing, and the she
remembered what Kevin did for a living. “He thinks I’m one of your
working girls, doesn’t he?”

“I think it is more that he’s hoping that
you’re one of my working girls,” Kevin laughed.

“You bring your working girls here?” Hannah
asked, miffed that she might be mistaken for a whore.

“No,” Kevin answered. “I’m a member here and
some of the members know what I do for a living, so they may have
added two and one together and came up with five. I have brought
friends here, some of who have worked for me from time to time, but
this is not where I solicit business if that’s what you're
asking.”

“No, that wasn’t what I was thinking
actually,” Hannah said.

Kevin smiled a knowing smile, “But there’s a
part of you likes the idea of the guys looking over here wondering
if you’re one of my girls.”

“Well, it is a wicked thought, isn’t it?”

“It’s one you could try anytime you want,”
Kevin said, “Just let me know.” He said nothing of his earlier
conversation with Andre when he learned Hannah had sold her pussy
once already. He knew he had planted the seed. “If you get the urge
to do it, I’m right here.”

“I’ll let you know,” Hannah said.

They enjoyed a very well done meal, the
better part of two bottles of wine, and two other interruptions by
black men “speaking” to Kevin.

“Andre is out of the office, right?” Kevin
said.

“Yes.”

“Why don’t we find us a nice quiet place and
fuck the afternoon away, Hannah.”

Hannah felt the desire to do just that. It
wasn’t like she hadn’t already been well fucked by Kevin. But she
held back for some reason. Without answering she told him, “I need
to go to the ladies room, I’ll be right back.” She walked away and
Kevin watched her, knowing full well that he’d be easing his big
black cock into that hot sexy body in only a few minutes— she only
had not realized it yet.

***

In the restroom Hannah stepped into a stall,
used the bathroom and when she wiped realized that she was soaked
in anticipation. There was no doubt what she wanted to do, but she
had one formality. After she washed her hands she fished her cell
phone from the purse.

Spence answered. “Hey honey,” she cooed,
“what are you doing? I’m checking out some paperwork before heading
home and calling it an early day.”

“I’m at lunch with Kevin,” she said, “You
mind if I might be a little late?”

Spence didn’t pause. He’d been expecting
LeBron and Kevin to be around since they’d enjoyed fucking his
wife. “Sure, have a good time.”

“I’m sure I will,” she answered as she closed
up the phone.

As she approached the table with a smile
Kevin stood up. “We’re good to go?”

She leaned over against him feeling his arm
go around her waist. “I’m very good to go.”

Kevin and Hannah held hands as they left the
room, and Hannah felt her pulse quicken as she knew it was obvious
to everyone there that knew Kevin or anyone who was observant that
this good looking white woman was on her way to get some hard black
cock from this black pimp.

Kevin led her two blocks down the street, and
taking her arm steered her into an apartment building, punching the
button the elevator and stopping at the 11th floor. She was
anticipating how it would play out. She discovered quickly once the
door was shut, as Kevin grabbed her in the foyer for a long embrace
and a wet tongue dancing kiss, his hands moving aggressively and
quickly to unbutton her blouse and slide his hand inside to grasp
her bare breasts, unbuttoning the skirt on the side and unzipping
it, letting it fall. She stepped out of her shoes and she was
nude.

Kevin literally picked up her naked body,
carried her though the door on the left, opening to a huge bed with
a cream cover and tossed her to the center of the bed from a few
feet away. She landed with her legs splayed, and by the time she
adjusted her body in the soft fluffy bed the huge ebony man was
moving on the bed and burying his face into her pussy, moaning in
pleasure as he did.

Hannah matched the moans of desire, and
reached for his cock as he moved over her, the tip of his cock
touching her pussy lips as she slide it up and down her slit,
coating his cock, and he slowly slid into her.

“I’ve wanted this pussy again since the first
night in Vegas,” Kevin panted, slamming hard and shaking the bed
with his trust.

“Well you’ve got it,” Hannah panted, “Now
fuck me.”

Kevin was a pimp, and knew how to fuck a
woman, especially a white woman, and he pulled every trick he knew,
putting Hannah on a plateau of continuous orgasms in which she
screamed, squirted, came, and repeated, sometimes all at once,
fucking her with his cock, his fingers, his mouth until finally
after nearly an hour he came inside her and rolled off her, his arm
around her cupping her left breast.

“You’re a great fuck,” Kevin said. “You know
that?”

“I’ve not had any complaints,” Hannah
said.

“No, I mean it. I’ve fucked a lot of women.
You fuck like a high class whore. And I mean that as a highest
compliment.”

“Thank you— I think,” Hannah answered.

“You ready for some more black cock?” He
smiled.

“In a minute,” Hannah said, reaching down for
his long cock and feeling it getting hard.

“You’ve come a long way in a short time,
considering how prim and proper you were when I first saw you in
Andre’s office.”

“I’d say,” she smiled.

“You’re coming along nicely on your earning
the slut title.”

“You don’t think I’m there yet?” Hannah
laughed.

“No, not yet, but you’re making progress.
It’s not all only physical acts but more in your mind.” His cock
was rock hard now, and he moved behind her. Hannah raised her leg
to give his access, again guiding his cock between her legs. As he
moved further into the warmth of her wet pussy, he whispered into
her ear.

“You’ve been a great fuck today, Hannah, but
now I want you to let totally go. Forget your world of wife,
mother, and suburban homemaker. I don’t want that side of you.”

Hannah’s breathing was more pronounced; Kevin
held his cock inside her, moving very slow. "Give me that other
side of you for this fuck. The slut side. The whore side. That’s
what I want. Give it up.”

“Yesss,” Hannah hissed through clenched
teeth, reveling in the sensation of his hard black cock inside her
body, and the gentle melodic whispers of his voice.

“Fuck me with your slut side. Fuck me like
the woman at lunch that got wet thinking the men that spoke to me
thinking you might be one of my whores. You got wet didn’t you? I
could tell.”

“Yesss”

“You wondered what it would be like if I sold
you for an hour of fucking didn’t you? You wondered what it would
like to be my whore.”

“No. No.” Hannah protested. Kevin stroked her
cunt twice more.

“Yes Hannah, I know.” Hannah didn’t respond.
“I know you’ve sold your pussy once already. You’ve done that
haven’t you?” Kevin continued.

“Yes.”

“You’ve been whored.”

“I’ve been whored.” Kevin pumped her harder,
she grunted at the force of his cock entering her.

“And you liked it, didn’t you?” She didn’t
answer. “I know Hannah, you can’t fool me. You didn’t want to enjoy
it; you didn’t want to do it. But you did, and you loved it, didn’t
you? You only haven’t admitted it to yourself. Tell me Hannah.”

“Yesss,” she shouted out, “I loved being
whored. I loved a man wanting my pussy enough that he would pay
money for me. I loved selling my cunt.” Kevin held on to her hips,
bucking his body into her ask she started cumming to his fucking—
as much from the talk as from the fucking. He was opening up her
innermost subconscious, and it was exhilarating as she did. She
felt cleansed.

“And you want to do it again sometime.”

“Yes. I want to do it again.”

“What?”

“I want to be a whore and a slut. I love
being a whore and a slut.” Hannah started cumming again, and this
time Kevin let go and poured his second load of cum inside her.


 


TRANSITIONING

 


On her drive home Hannah could still feel the
sensation of Kevin’s big cock fucking her, a dull throb that was
still sending sensations of pleasure through her lower body. She
felt like she may have only had the best fuck of her life.

At the same time as she drove home her mind
transitioned, away from the slut life she was leading with her
black lovers and her mind set drifted back to the wife and
homemaker she was. She had two realities. The drive home between
the two was in some ways a line. When she exited off the interstate
when where she had decided she would change realities, from the
slut to the suburban homemaker/wife/mother.

As she was describing to Spence the afternoon
fucking it was not like she was describing the fucking of Spence’s
wife, but as if she was talking about someone else, as if it was a
friend she had worked with who had narrated the events to her.

The idea that on one hand she was outward the
same Hannah she had been six months ago, the same appearance, same
build, same smile, the same Hannah with the same likes and dislikes
in food and television. But only under the surface was the other
Hannah ready to be unleashed with the right stimulation—Hannah the
Black Cock Slut. She smiled to herself as she recognized the
duality of her life now—smiling because she enjoyed both.

 



 


TATTS

 


The following afternoon she lay nude beside
Andre on his big couch, recovering from their long fuck. Hannah
looked over at the large photos of Rebecca and Donna. Andre
noticed.

“You are ready for your photo to go up,
aren’t you?”

This time Hannah didn’t hesitate. It was
something she wanted, an attainment in her mind. “Yes I am.”

“You told Spence?”

“I did. He’s said it was my decision. So I've
decided.”

Andre stood up and lifted her up. “Let’s go
now. You ready?”

Hannah took a long deep breath and gave a
weak smile. “I’m ready” she said.

***

Andre drove as Hannah kept sipping wine,
hoping for a light buzz to ease her anticipation. She wanted this,
but this was unknown territory. She was about to permanently mark
her body— with Andre’s mark. Hannah had looked at the artist’s
renditions of the two tattoos on the way to the tattooist.

They went it to the Tattoo Charles Emporium,
surprisingly clean and looking more like a doctor’s office than
what she anticipated. The only difference being the hundreds of
designs in the large poster size books. There were a couple of
young girls browsing, one with her right arm already covered in a
red and black tattoo.

As soon as the tattooist saw it was Andre he
immediately opened the door and let them into his studio, shooing
the young girls out and turning the closed sign over in the window,
locking the door behind him. A large soft reclining adjustable
chair sat in the center of an antiseptic smelling room. He was a
dark chocolate colored skin man with black tattoos visible under
his tank top and up his neck. He had large thick rings in both
ears. He introduced himself as Charles.

Hannah shivered a little, which the tattooist
noted and turned the thermostat warmer.

“Well what would we like?” Charles asked,
looking at Hannah and then to Andre. Andre handed him a folder with
the two designs. Charles looked, gave a low whistle, “Very nice,
you had an artist draw these up right?” Andre nodded. “You like
these?” He asked Hannah.

“I do.”

“I would think the floral design with the
woman rising out of her shell would go on your lower back,” Charles
asked. “And the other?” Hannah waited for Andre to speak but he
didn’t. After a pause he nodded at Hannah. She felt the suburban
Hannah vanish.

“I want it beside my pussy, on my pubis,” she
told him.

“OK,” he said, “let’s do that one first, that
way you larger one will not be pressing on the seat and causing any
pain. Have a seat.”

Hannah paused, pulled her tank dress over her
head and sat down in the chair, nude. She spread her legs, feeling
bawdy and bold with the move, but Charles acted as if he didn’t
notice— despite in his mind saying to himself that this was one hot
white woman, about to be marked by her black lover, with the spades
and the floral lower back tat, an open invitation to any black man
who might notice. Charles hid his semi-erection as he produced the
flash stencils and turned back to the open pussy waiting for him.
He moved the stencil around, until Hannah nodded and he pressed the
stencil down, holding it before pulling it away and outlining the
black spade with the red heart with BCS inside it.

Hannah jumped with the string of the needle,
but the endorphins and the vibrations of the needle vibrating
through his hand on her pubis made the small orgasm she felt
impossible to stop. Charles couldn’t believe it, but still acted
professionally, quickly finishing the tattoo and asking her to turn
over as Andre photographed the process. First he cleaned the
tattoo, black and shiny, and covered it.

Andre assisted Charles in positioning the
lower back tattoo. The V of the design was low, almost to the cleft
of her ass, and spread high enough that the upper edge would be
visible in a bikini or low cut jeans and a crop top. She heard the
hum and felt the sting as he began on her back. Charles was slow,
and careful. A half an hour later he was finished. He wiped it,
coated a cream over it, and lay a plastic covering over it.

“Wow,” Andre said, “it is much better than I
would have dreamed.” Charles handed Hannah a mirror so she could
look down her back.

“It does look great, better than I expected
too,” Hannah said.

“Only one more thing to go,” Charles said,
removing his surgical gloves and putting on a clean pair. Hannah
felt her nipples harden as she sat up, and it wasn’t from the cool
air. She was hyperventilating slightly. Her nipples were sensitive
and she suddenly felt very unsure about what was about to happen,
but she took a deep breath and said nothing.

Charles lightly brushed her nipple until it
was hard and erect, and with a felt mark placed a dot on each side
of her right nipple. He took a clamp with a round hole on the tip
and clamped it tight over Hannah’s nipple. She yelped as it
squeezed. “Lean back in the chair” he ordered.

Hannah wanted to turn her head, but couldn’t,
she wanted to see what was happening. The tattoos were beginning to
be a dull throb, and she looked down as Charles positioned the long
sharp needle at her nipple. “Take a deep breath,” he said, and as
she did he shoved the needle through the flesh of her nipple.

“Damn!” Hannah screamed, “Shit!” But only as
quick as the pain flashed through her the warmth of the endorphins
and adrenaline coursed through her, and she felt a lightheaded
rush. She looked down at the black needle protruding from either
side of her nipple, watching as Charles took the gold ring and slid
it behind the black needle as he removed it, fastening the ring
with a gold round connector. She was still panting, but felt
incredibility horny too. She looked over a Andre, “This what you
wanted?”

Andre was smiling. “It was what you wanted
wasn’t it.”

“If this is what it took, yes.”

“You’ve never looked any hotter,” Andre
smiled.

“I never thought this would be erotic
but…”

“It really makes some women get a sexual
erotic high,” Charles smiled. “You need to get laid as quickly as
possible, before the endorphins fade.”

Hannah was laid back in the chair, still
naked, and for the first time noticed Charles had a large hard on
pressing against his jeans. “Yes I do,” she said, not averting her
share.

Andre noticed. It was obvious what Hannah was
ready for. “Charles,” Andre offered, “I think we might be able to
work out something for your fee.” Hannah glanced over at Andre.

“Payment in pussy?” Charles asked.

“Payment in pussy.” Andre said. “Right
Hannah.

Hannah smiled. “Payment in pussy,” she
said.

“Works for me,” Charles said, pulling his
tank top over his head to reveal a body builder body covered in
dozens of black tattoos. He unzipped his jeans and as he did Hannah
leaned forward, helped him pull them down and pulled his erect
black cock out of his shorts and enveloped his thick black cock
with her mouth, sucking him for a few strokes and leaning back in
the chair, reaching down with her left hand to part her pussy lips
as Charles removed a Trojan XL condom from his pants, slid it down
his cock, and entered Hannah as she lay in the chair.

 



FIRST VIEW

 


Spence had only finished his review of his
work for the next day when he heard Hannah’s key at the door. She
was a little later than usual, but had called and told him she had
some delays. She had a small plastic bag in her hand, and was
wearing her thin tank dress, her breasts enticingly moving under
the thin fabric.

“Hey baby, how was your day?”

Hannah smiled a weak smile. “Want to see?”
She said, bunching the dress at her waist and pulling to over her
head, careful to avoid the ring in her nipple. She had pulled the
plastic coverings off on her way inside the house. Spence was
stunned as he saw his wife’s white body turn in front of him, the
small black spade on her pubis and the large green and black vine
with the spade leaves on her lower back, her beautiful brown tipped
nipple now adorned on her right breast with a large gold ring.
Hannah wasn’t sure how he would take it.

Hannah moved over toward Spence, who reached
a trembling hand out and gently brushed the tattoo on her ass, half
expecting it to smear. He took a deep breath before taking her hand
and moving it to his cock.

“I think it is the hottest thing I’ve ever
seen, I love it.” Spence said.

“That’s not all,” Hannah said, “I fucked the
tattooist instead of paying him.”

“As a slut or as a whore?” Spence kidded. “A
little of both,” Hannah said.

“Well it’s my turn now, come along whore,”
Spence said, leading his tattooed and pierced wife up the
stairs.

 



 


AFTERMATH

 


Hannah was sore from her body modifications
and forwent anything other than work and recuperation for the
following week. Andre’s work was taking him out of the office and
she had put off another visit from Kevin and turned down a lunch
invitation from LeBron.

Andre called into the office daily from his
trip, never failing to ask how she was healing. She took a photo of
her tats with her cell phone to give him a progress report.

Andre told her he had made an appointment
with a top photographer the end of the next week, but also said he
wouldn’t be back until Wednesday night.

This time when LeBron asked her for lunch on
Monday, Hannah accepted. She felt she was way overdue for some
black cock.

At home later that night, Spence was taking
vitamins and their sex life was off the wall. They lay there nude
after an hour of playing with each other’s bodies. Spence was
laying on his side, facing the window, Hannah’s right breast capped
with her large nipple and the gold ring going through it
silhouetted against the curtains. He touched it, gently. It wasn’t
healed but most of the soreness had gone away.

“What?” He asked.

“I didn’t say anything.” Hannah answered.

“What were you thinking?”

“I was thinking that I have led these two
separate lives, two realities: the wife, mother, homemaker on one
side, my black cock slut life on the other.”

“Yes?”

“And now with the piercing and tats in a way
it is like I never really escape my slut side now, like it
overshadows my straight life.”

“You can always take the ring out.”

“True”

“And you can’t see the one on your back.”

“Yes, but you can see it,” she said.

“I can see it, but I like it, I think it’s
hot.”

“I can always see the spade with the
heart.”

“It’s very small,” Spence commented.

“I don’t know what I was thinking. What about
when I go to the doctor?”

“Well if he’s not in the lifestyle, then he
won’t know what it means. You could always make up something about
the initials inside it. “BCS”. You could say it is the initials of
your best friend, a memorial thing after her passing. He won’t know
your friend’s name of who he’s talking about.” Spence said, with a
low laugh.

“What are you laughing about?”

“I was only think that if your doctor were
black and in the lifestyle and did recognize the symbols, you’ve
probably made a new friend, and might save some money on the
doctor’s bill.”

“Whaat?” She punching him gently, “Don’t be
silly.” Then in a more serious tone she said, ”Are you now worried
about my slut side taking over more of my life?”

“We’ve been married over 20 years, right? And
you’ve been going down this black cock trail for less than 6
months.”

“Yes.”

“Ask me that this time next year.”

***

They lay there a while longer, and she asked
again, “So you don’t mind me fucking others as much as I am?”

“Little late to ask that now," Spence kidded,
"But let me answer your question with a question. Since you’ve
started am I getting a lot more or a lot less of your pussy?”

“A hell of a lot more.”

“You love me any less?”

“You know that answer, if anything I love you
more for the trust and the freedom.”

“I’m loved more and I’m getting more pussy.
What exactly am I supposed to mind?” He waited for her answer, but
it wasn’t vocal. Instead it was a warm willing mouth enveloping his
cock.


 


ANOTHER LUNCH

 


Hannah handed her office duties early, and by
noon was caught up and had already been given the afternoon off by
Andre when LeBron appeared at the office door, wearing a
businesslike suit. Hannah had worn her pale blue dress, with
nothing underneath.

LeBron was complimentary, friendly, and
surprised her with a limo and driver when she stepped out onto the
street.

“You didn’t have to, LeBron,” that’s
sweet.

“To tell the truth it is the club’s, we park
it out front and sometimes take high rollers to and from the club.
I usually only use it on special occasions.”

“I didn’t expect…”

“I know you thought I ran a sleezy strip
joint. Not quite darling, I what is better known as a gentleman’s
club. I, well, shit, you have the afternoon off and it’s a Friday,
so why don’t we only plan on stopping by there after lunch? “

Hannah was surprised, expecting that LeBron
would have followed Andre’s and Kevin’s plan of a quick lunch and a
long afternoon of fucking. It wasn’t like she hadn’t already fucked
him. She was looking forward for a repeat— and she was certain he
would get around to it— but he must not have been as hot for it as
Kevin or Andre, she though.

 


The talk over lunch was one in which she
actually got to know LeBron, how he had gone into the Army, and
upon getting out being involved in music for a few years. He had
then opened a night club, married, divorced, and converted his
night club into an elegant strip club.

“When we started we hired girls as dancers
first,” LeBron explained. “The girls would do theme dances, in
costume, in small stage shows. We held a fashion show once a week,
sometimes a lingerie show. My of the girls would wear evening
dresses.”

“Do you still?” Hannah asked.

“No, trends changed. A lot of the customers
no longer had the patience for the art side of things. I miss
that.”

The two of them drank through appetizers,
lunch, a light dessert, and after lunch coffee. As the lunch crowd
thinned and it neared 1:30 Hannah asked him a question she had
suspected and had been wondering. “Tell me about you, Andre, and
Kevin.”

“What do you mean? We’re very good friends.
We support each other.” LeBron answered.

“No secrets?”

“Very few.”

“And women?” She asked.

“We have been known to share women, as you
well know. It is what good friends do, I think. It’s a bonding
thing.”

“And you share information about women?”
LeBron laughed.

“Are you asking if we have talked about you?
Of course we have, but in a most complimentary way. If we didn’t
like you, if we didn’t enjoy fucking with you, we wouldn’t be
talking about you at all.”

“So you all share sexual details about me
with each other?” She asked.

“We’ve been friends a long time and through a
lot together.”

“So that is a ‘yes’”?

“No, I don’t think any of us would discuss
anything which we had been asked to keep private. Does that bother
you?”

“I don’t think so, I’m only not used to this
situation,” Hannah said. “So what is the consensus among the three
of you about me?”

“That’s easy,” LeBron smiled, “You’re a great
fuck, you discovered the pleasure of fucking black men and it has
made you that much hotter, more open, more uninhibited. Sexier is
the unanimous opinion.”

“And what else do you know about me?” She
pushed.

“You’re asking about the tats and the
piercing, and Andre turning you out once. Yeah I know about it.
Girl it is all steps in letting yourself go. It is not a negative
in my mind.”

Hannah paused, her curiosity satisfied.

“But to tell the truth I hope I can see your
tats and piercing today.”

“It’s a definite possibility,” Hannah
answered a sly grin on her face as she reached to the neckline of
her dress and pulled it down for an instant to flash her right
breast, careful to not entangle the ring.

“Damn, that’s nice,” was all LeBron could
say.

***

In the limo ride to LeBron’s club he took a
phone call and made no move on her— which was not what she
expected. When they pulled up to the club in the limo a stocky
thick necked doorman opened the door for them, another man in a
similar shirt and khakis opened the door.

Inside the girl at the cash register smiled
and said hello, and the inner door was opened. LeBron touched
Hannah’s arm and moved her to the left to a raised landing. A large
white guy, obviously a former football player, in a tux, nodded as
they two went by. They seated themselves at a table overlooking the
stage. There were two smaller stages around the room, including one
that ended with an area mounted on top of a piano in the VIP area
in which they were sitting.

The stage was long and curving, with chairs
lined up around the curved shape. In the remainder of the room were
small tables with large overstuffed easy chairs, obviously on
rollers as the waitresses in white button up tops and black shorts
wove in and out of the tables, working what was a Friday afternoon
business crowd. It wasn’t all black club that she expected. Hannah
was surprised to see it was mixed.

On stage a tall leggy dancer had stripped
down to a thong, tossing her blond hair as she spun on the brass
pole, holding on with one hand. Her breasts were large for her
frame, capped with dark brown silver dollar nipples. They were on
high-beam. A half dozen men crowded the edge, bills in their hands,
most with one dollar bills, and one man in a suit holding a five.
The dancer concentrated on him after scooping up the other dollars,
and spread her legs facing him. She raised her ass off the floor
and slid the thong down her thighs, only a flash of her pussy at
first, showing her thin landing strip of pubic hair, and then
further, sliding it carefully off over her long stripper heels, and
spreading her pussy wide to the man in the suit, carefully looking
him in the eye as she lowered her right hand to her pussy and
parted her pussy lips.

Hannah watched the display intently, feeling
her breath quicken as she watched the nude woman on the stage the
center of the riveted attention of the 20 or so men in the
room.

LeBron watched Hannah’s reaction, and saw it
was one of intrigue rather than disapproval. Hannah was coming
along nicely, and watching her strip on his stage for the first
time would be the fulfillment of his personal fantasy he had
harbored since he had first seen her in Andre’s office. She was a
thoroughbred. He knew better than to push it.

As the dancer picked up her tips she glanced
up at LeBron, and with a slight nod of Lebron's head, Mara, the
stripper, recognized the invitation to join him in the VIP section.
She knew what was wanted.

After Mara’s set she took a quick shower,
changed into a glittery one piece swimsuit that barely covered her
large breasts, redid her makeup and walked back into the room. An
apple martini was already sitting on the table. Dawn, a new college
age stripper was taking the stage in a fishnet top over black
panties.

Mara smiled and sat down with LeBron and
Hannah. “Hi there,” she said, laying her hand softly on Hannah’s
forearm and introducing herself. LeBron offered that this was
Hannah’s first time in a gentleman’s club.

“What do you think?” Mara asked, “What you
expected?”

“No, not really,” Hannah answered,
considering the question for a moment, “The men here are much more
upscale, businessmen types than I anticipated; the club itself is
very upscale and lavish.”

“It is a nice place,” Mara agreed. “Have you
ever thought about dancing? You sure have the face and the body for
it.”

“Oh no, I’m far too old.”

Mara laughed, “How old do you think I am
hon?”

“Thirties.”

“I’m forty-three”.

“No way. I’m younger than you are and you
look far younger than me,” Hannah said.

Mara leaned forward, “The low lights help for
me, but there are a lot of men that prefer women our age— a lot of
them.”

Hannah didn’t say anything back, glancing
over at LeBron. “How long have you been dancing?” Hannah asked.

“Five years,” Mara said. “My husband got laid
off, we were about to lose our house and this was the best job I
could find. It kept the bills paid until hubby found a job, and by
then I discovered I liked it.”

“You liked it?”

“Girl, I love it,” Mara laughed. “When you
walk out on that stage and start taking clothes off you own the
room. Everyone’s attention is on you— except for the drunks of
course— and they don’t just compliment you, but hand you cash.
Getting paid to be admired is not a bad way to spend an
evening.”

“I never looked at it that way.”

“You should try it sometime; I mean it’s not
like you not already here with the owner. You can’t tell me he’s
not asked you to dance here?”

“He’s hinted around at it,” Hannah said.

“Why wouldn’t you try it?” Mara asked.

“Well first off I’m old…”

“I already told you about that, I wasn’t
lying,” Mara interrupted.

“And I’m shy, and clumsy, and wouldn’t know
what to do.”

“And if we could fix all that would you like
to try it then?”

Hannah felt like she was being taunted and
wanted to say something smart. She looked back at LeBron, who
shrugged, and whispered, “You know that I’d love to see you up
there sometime— and I bet Spence would really get off on it.” She
knew that answer, but she didn’t answer Mara.

Hannah thought about it, and for a moment
considered it. Spence had been so good going along with her fucking
Andre and the other men in her other life; it might be a gift she
could give him. Maybe a surprise.

Hannah remained silent. “I tell you what, if
you want to come in for a few afternoons I’ll stay over and work
with you after everyone is gone, show you how to work the pole,
give you some pointers,” Mara said. And I promise that being agile
or a good dancer has nothing to do with. It is all in the
attitude.”

“I’ll think about it, but right now, No”
Hannah said firmly.

Mara changed the subject. After a few minutes
she excused herself and began walking around the room, running her
hand over the back of the men’s chairs, leaning down to say
something, talking to each man, smiling, and going on. After a half
dozen of these greetings she pulled up a chair beside a squat black
man in a three piece suit and the waitress brought her a drink. The
two began talking with their heads very close together.

Hannah was on her third drink, and smiled at
LeBron. “Are you trying to get me drunk to take advantage of
me?”

“Do I have to get you drunk?”

“No you don’t.” They sat and watched a couple
of more dancers go through their two song set, and she noticed Mara
standing, taking the man’s hand and leading him through some
curtains and out of site.

“Where’d they go just now?” Hannah asked
LeBron.

“Private dance area.”

“How private?” She asked.

“Depends on the customer, the attitude, and
the girl.” LeBron said. “Sex acts are illegal.”

“Do I hear a “but” hanging in the air here,
LeBron?"

“No, not at all. Breaking the law in here is
not something I encourage or tolerate. In the general area as you
can see there are lap dances, but there is no touching, and there
will not be. Our bouncers are former MP’s for the most part.”

“You run whores too, like Kevin?” Hannah said
bluntly.

“No. Prostitution is illegal. A bust like
that could lose my business license. But if a guy wants to give the
girl an extra tip to play with some boob, that’s none of my
business.”

“And they pay extra for that out of site in
the private area?”

“It’s only quieter and more private. Now to
be fair I can’t swear what has— or has not— gone on in the private
area. I can tell you that anyone who gets caught going beyond some
touching is out of here,” LeBron said. “Most of the girls make
their money in the private dance area,” he said, “but I don’t have
cameras back there or play hall monitor.”

 



 


AN IDEA

 


LeBron could feel the intrigue in Hannah’s
voice. And he imagined the pleasure he’d receive from watch the
transformation of her stripping on stage for the first time. And in
a moment of inspiration he made his pitch. “I have an idea,
Hannah?”

“And what is that,” Hannah said, with some
apprehension.

“Why don’t you come in during your lunch hour
and let Mara work with you. We don’t open until 2 so there will be
no one here but a couple of cleaning staff. Give her a few days,
and if you like it, and are ready, we’ll invited Andre, LeBron, and
Spence here and you can surprise them by coming out on stage and
going through a routine.”

The idea clicked with Hannah. She told him,
“Let me talk to Mara to see if we can work out some days and I’d be
willing at least to try to learn something for a day or two. That
doesn’t mean I’d strip on stage for real.”

“Great,” LeBron said, watching Mara emerge
from the curtained area, her customer and her both looking a little
disheveled, his tie was loose and his vest was open, and he was
straightening his jacket. Mara walked to the door with him, gave
him a kiss and a hug, and turned back to the room. She saw LeBron’s
wave and returned.

“I think Hannah wants to work with you for a
few days,” LeBron said to Mara. “What is your schedule look
like?”

“Let’s not wait, why not start tomorrow, and
plan on a couple of days. OK?”

Hannah nodded agreement. “I’m working
half-days this week anyway so I can spend all afternoon if need
be.”

“It’s going to be fun hon,” Mara
promised.

Hannah said. “But if I do I don’t want anyone
else to know about it. I don’t want any pressure and I don’t want
anyone anticipating me doing it only to be let down if I decide to
not go through with it,” she said, more to LeBron that Mara. “Is
everyone sworn to secrecy?” Mara and LeBron nodded their heads.

“OK then,” Hannah said. Mara went back to the
floor.


 


PRIVATE ROOMS

 


LeBron felt the desire for this white woman
mounting, and wanted her. “Would you like to see the rest of the
club?” LeBron asked.

“Sure,” Hannah said, following LeBron as he
asked one of the waitresses to check the dressing room. She came
out and said it was empty, and stood by the door as LeBron and
Hannah went inside. It was a neat and clean room, with makeup
lights circling four mirrors with low dressing table chairs on
front. There were lockers against the wall, and a couple of
couches. A small coffee table was in front of the couches, with
iced buckets of cola and water. An older black woman had a large
tackle box open in the corner with an array of makeup, mints, hair
clips, brushes, and other items which the girls might need. LeBron
introduced her as the House Mother.

“Erma looks after the girls,” he said,
adding, “Hannah will be coming in around lunch for a few days to
work with Mara to see if she would like to go on stage for
real.”

“She looks like a natural,” Erma said, “I’ll
see you again then,” Erma said. At Hannah’s request they walked
back into the private area, where there were cloth covered panels
about four feet wide separating each small couch. A small table was
in front of the couch, with a walkway in front of that. The
lighting was low.

They walked by the next two booths, both
occupied. The blond in the fishnets was nude from the waist up, and
her customer, a husky white man, had his hands kneading her
breasts. In the next booth was a petite brunette with several
tattoos on her ass and back, kissing a bald black man who appeared
to be in his 40’s. The fourth booth was empty. “Have a seat,”
LeBron invited, and as they sat a waitress walked by and they
ordered more drinks. Hannah looked around and for some strange
reason felt comfortable here.

“Wow. Kinda cozy back here isn’t it?”

The waitress brought the drinks and they both
drank half of them quickly. LeBron pulled Hannah close for a kiss,
which she eagerly returned. She realized, not knowing if it was the
location, or LeBron, or her own lust that she wanted fucked very
badly right now.

LeBron touched her breasts through her dress,
and then moved inside the neck of her dress to cup her bare breast,
squeezing it hard and feeling her thick nipples react to the
stimulation. He never broke the kiss.

When he lowered his hand to the flesh beside
her knee she opened her legs to the touch, and taking the
invitation make small circles with his fingertips up her leg until
he felt her bare pussy, making a soft moan when he found no
panties. He parted her pussy lips with one finger, and now it was
her turn to moan as he inserted his finger into her damp pussy. Her
breath was raspy, and when he started to withdraw his hand she
grabbed his wrist with the dress between her hand and his wrist and
held it there.

“This is as far as we can go right here,” he
whispered. “Come on.”

Hannah released his wrist; he stood and
helped her up, and walked to the left of the bar, down a narrow
hallway. He opened his door with a key, and entered a lavish
paneled office, with two couches, bookcases, and a stocked bar in
the corner.

“Wow, this is nice,” she said. “You could
have party in here.”

“Sometimes I do,” LeBron said, leading her
further to a door at the back of the office, which he opened into a
large bedroom with a comforter covered large wood bed. He left the
light on, and led her to the bed, sitting down on the edge.

“Strip for me, Hannah,” he said, “You know I
love to see a woman take her clothes off, and I’m dying to see your
tats.” He turned on some smooth jazz with a remote on the
nightstand. Hannah pulled the dress over her head slowly, swaying
with the music, facing LeBron, although her face was covered with
the dress felt the coolness of the air as the dress went to her
waist, and felt his fingers softly touching where the BCS heart was
tattooed on her pubis. She turned so he could see the vine tattoo
on her ass.

“Now damn that is nice,” again softly running
his hands over it, the skin not totally healed and more sensitive
to his touch. She pulled the dress completely off, her back to him
and slowly turned around, revealing the large gold ring through her
nipple.

“Man,” LeBron said approvingly, “you are the
total daymn package.” He reached for her and spun her back on the
bed, moving between her legs and burying his face into her dripping
pussy. As he did he stripped off his clothes, and once nude wasted
no time in standing up with her legs over his shoulders, moving
forward and shoving his rigid cock into her waiting hot pussy.

As he stroked in and out of this writhing
white woman he whispered to her, “Hannah I think the idea of you
stripping and having men watch you get naked, and touching your
pussy, gets you wet,”

“It does, it is so hot,” she gasped, “fuck me
hard with that big black cock.”


 


NEW MEAT

 


Mara was in the dressing room reapplying her
make-up. “Looks like LeBron has a new friend,” she said to
Erma.

“He do like’em white, don’t he,” Erma
answered.

“Yeah, and he wants to see her get out there.
“He told me earlier he would be bringing her in and wanted me to
encourage her. Said he’d give me $500 to encourage her, and if she
actually strips on stage he’ll give me a $500 bonus.”

“That’s a lot of private dances you don’t
have to do.”

“It is. And this girl wants too,” Mara said,
“I’ve seen her type before.”

“You have?” Erma said, “Like how?”

“Like Rebecca, and Donna,” Mara said, “She
works for Andre Austin.”

“Oh my goodness,” Erma said, “She be getting
her plenty of black dick now.”

Mara laughed, “Yeah, I saw them go back into
LeBron’s private office straight from the private dance booths. I’d
say she’s getting some black dick right now.”

And if the walls of LeBron’s office had not
been soundproofed she would have heard Hannah begging LeBron to
pump his black come inside her— which he did almost at that
instant.

 



 


TRAINING

 


For the next two afternoons Hannah learned
how to be a stripper. Mara was a good teacher and no only showing
her steps and techniques on the pole, but filled her in on how to
work the room for dances, how to tell the good tippers at the chair
rail, the city and state laws, the club rules, and who to trust and
not trust in the club. She had borrowed some of Mara’s outfits for
her debut, one an electric blue narrow thong with straps that went
over her shoulders and a matching strap top. “They call this one a
slingshot” Mara had told her. The other was a red and black brocade
backless evening dress, cut to the waist in front, and slit to the
waist on the sides.

Hannah could now deftly twirl on the pole and
remove her top with one hand, and stride the length of the stage in
long powerful steps with total confidence on narrow platform
heels.

The two Mexican cleaning ladies had simply
ignored the two Gringas on stage as they did their chores.

That Wednesday afternoon after she had
changed and was ready to leave, Mara told her, “You’re as ready as
you’re ever going to be. Question is, are you going to do it?”

“What do you think,” Hannah asked.

“Hon I think you’re going to do it, and love
it. It is empowering, and I’m not talking about the money. And I
will bet we can team up on some guys and have a hell of a
time.”

“I don’t plan to do this as a job,” Hannah
said, “I only want to surprise my husband and friends.”

“You’ll do that I know, but we’d make a great
team. We’d have them coming and going,” she laughed, “but for
certain coming!” Mara gave her a hug and a smile. “See you
Saturday.”

“Thank you for all your help,” Hannah said,
turning away. Mara watched her go, considering how she was going to
spend the extra $1000.00 she had earned.

***

Spence knew something was up but he didn’t
know what, because he was spending most of his evenings fucking or
laying around naked with his hot and horny wife. He didn’t know if
it was the tattoos or the piercing or something else, but his only
complaint was his fatigue. He knew she was missing her regular
manhandling from Andre, but that would be caught up with tomorrow.
She had told him she had fucked LeBron all Monday afternoon, and
Spence had not thought to ask her where, assuming it had been a
convenient hotel room.

Hannah was so insatiable he was appreciating
the help in keeping her satiated—but loving the fact she was
insatiable too.

 



 


PHOTOS

 


Andre had left a note on her desk saying he
had arrived late. At 11:30 the office phone rang and it was Andre.
“Hannah, why don’t you take an early lunch break, bring that hot
white body up here and let me put some big black cock inside
it.”

Hannah smiled, because it was what she was
anticipating. “If you want me to.”

“Come on up and see.”

Within five minutes she found herself
standing nude in front of Andre as he lay in the massive bed. She
was turning slowly to show off the much more healed tattoos, and
remarkably, the nipple piercing that had all but stopped hurting.
His cock was growing hard and she had not even touched it, so she
climbed on the bed and did just that, spending the next hour
getting her overdue dose of big black cock.

***

Friday was the appoint for her portrait, the
one to hang in Andre’s living room, and Andre had called off work
for the day, arranging to meet her at the photographer’s at 10
a.m.

Hannah wore a tank dress, and as requested by
the photographer, Darnell. At his instructions no underwear so
there would not be any elastic lines in the photo. She arrived in
the waiting room and was greeted by Darnell, not surprisingly a
very tall bald black man with a goatee and mustache.

He ushered her back to a make-up area and
told her he would see her later. The two female assistants dressed
her in a wraparound dressing gown, and as Hannah sipped wine the
stylist did her hair and a make-up artist spent 30 minutes fussing
with her make up.

When they were finished she stood, and the
make-up artist asked her to lose the gown, which she did. The
makeup artist with a large fluffy brush applied a soft powder body
make up to Hannah’s body, going back over it to cover blemishes
that might show. Then with a reddish highlighting powder she
carefully applied a tiny bit of color to Hannah’s nipples and
labia. Once finished Hannah was placed in front of a three side
mirror and she was impressed with the transformation. “This is the
best I’ve ever looking in my life,” she said to herself.

“I think you look great,” she heard Andre’s
voice behind her. She turned and smiled.

“I’m glad you think so.”

“I think so too,” she heard Darnell say,
opening the door to the studio and inviting them inside. Andre
waited outside and told them he would be in later.

***

For the next hour Darnell posed her and
photographed her from a dozen angles, different lighting, different
stances, and Hannah became so used to it she didn’t notice that she
was nude and Darnell was clothed.

Hannah followed his every suggestion. If he
didn’t like a pose he would not say it was wrong, he would quickly
snap a shot and then move her pose slightly, until it was one he
liked, then he would take several shots from several different
angles.

Hannah was able to tell the ones he liked,
and got used to the rhythm and flow of banter, the soft music, the
bottomless glass of wine Darnell kept filling, and the constant
clicking of the camera. She wanted this photo to be perfect— and
deep down she wanted it to be better than the portraits of Rebecca
and Donna.

Darnell shot a long series of photos of her
standing in front of a mirror, showing her front and back at the
same time.

Hannah was going into the second hour and she
could tell the poses were more to his liking. He then had her pose
on the bed for a series, then with her laid back, with her legs
spread, and as touched herself for a series of shots.

“Go ahead and get off touching yourself, I
want your facial expression as you do,” Darnell suggested, and she
did, looking at the camera, making love to the camera with her nude
body as much as she could.

“Damn I need fucked,” she thought to herself,
and since the tattooing she knew that the payment for the
photography would likely be traded out by Andre for her sexual
favors.

He had promised he would share her with black
men, and Darnell was one fine looking black man. She expected
Darnell at any minute to strip off his clothes and join her on the
studio bed but he didn’t.

Hannah didn’t hear Andre enter the studio but
when she looked up he was standing beside Darnell.

“A beautiful white woman, don’t you think
Darnell?”

“Yes sir, she’s gorgeous, and very
photogenic.”

“Did you get the tattoos to show well?” Andre
asked.

“Yes I did.”

“You did notice them?

“Yes,” Darnell continued snapping photos as
she lay in the afterglow of her orgasm, her finger grazing her wet
labia.

“You look so hot Hannah,” Andre
complimented.

“Thank you. Do you think one of these will be
good enough for your wall?” Hannah asked.

“I’m certain of it,” Andre smiled, “you have
earned your place on it.”

Hannah rose on one elbow, her breasts swaying
with the motion. Darnell had stopped shooting and had his camera at
his side.

“Just in case he doesn’t know, Hannah,
explain to Darnell the significance of your tattoos.”

Hannah didn’t pause, and looking at Andre she
repeated, “The spade is a symbol of black men, so the spade shape
on the vine is to tell anyone who sees it that I am attracted to
black men and open to being approached by black men. They woman
emerging from the shell is me, being free from my inhibitions.”

“And the tattoo on your pussy?” Andre
prompted.

“The Q and Spade means I am a queen of
spades, that I fuck black men. The BCS stands for Black Cock
Slut.”

“Are you a slut for Black cock, Hannah?”
Andre prompted.

“I am a slut for black cock,” Hannah said,
“You’ve turned me into a black cock slut.”

“Do you regret it?” Andre asked.

“No, I love being a black cock slut.”

Hannah figured that the bartering of her
pussy had already transpired, and that Darnell knew what was
happening, but Andre was enjoying the exchange as Darnell stared at
this beautiful uninhibited white woman with her legs spread on his
bed.

“Darnell quoted $1500 for this photo shoot
Hannah, but I was able to talk him into a trade. You and your pussy
getting fucked is part of the trade is that ok with you? Darnell
wants to know that you were ok with it,” Andre said.

Hannah was horny, and a great buzz from all
the wine, and she was ready to fuck whoever Andre suggested.
“What’s the deal?” she asked, slurring her words.

Andre was taken aback that she would question
it. Darnell stiffened his back, but Andre recovered nicely and
continued. “Two fucks and $500.00.” You fuck him today, and again
when the proofs come in next week, and within 30 days pay him
$500.00 cash.”

Hannah looked at Andre. “Ok.”

Darnell had slipped his clothes off, and
Hannah was far beyond the need of any foreplay when he slid her to
the edge of the bed and rammed his big hard cock into her
belly.

“Yeah I want to be a good slut. I want to
fuck him, he’s hot. Fuck me Darnell.” Darnell rocked her back and
slapped her ass hard enough to leave a hand print as sound of his
balls slapping against her body echoed in the room as they fit
together.

Andre quietly left the two people loudly
enjoying each other’s bodies and went down to hall of the studio.
In the control room there were three video cameras trained on the
bed at different angles, all of them recording the sights and
sounds of Hannah trading her pussy for photography—and
pleasure.

“What do you think?” Andre asked the man in
front of the monitors. The man smiled and looked up at Andre.

“I think I have one slutty uninhibited whore
of a wife, and she’d never be this hot of a woman had you not
turned her that way. Thanks Andre.”

“You’re more than welcome Spence.”


 


ECONOMICS

 


Later that night Spence held Hannah in the
afterglow of their first fucking of the evening. While slowly
stroking his cock she described to him her afternoon of modeling
and fucking, and how much she had enjoyed it.

“So is Andre going to give you a bonus to
cover the rest of the cost?” Spence asked.

“He didn’t say,” Hannah said.

“And the proofs will be back when?”

“Next week.”

“So I get an extra afternoon of a hot horny
wife coming home after some strange hard black fucking?”

Hannah giggled, “I guess you do. That is
still ok isn’t it.”

“It is.”

“ Andre isn’t fucking me every day like he
was for a while, I have to get some somewhere else.” Hannah
said.

“Yeah, but he was only getting you broken in
and get your head around liking a lot of black cock. He was trying
to get you addicted.” Spence was on his back, his cock now rock
hard and sticking straight up.

“He’s did a good job of making me a black
cock slut, don’t you think?” Hannah taunted, lowering herself onto
his cock and gently rocking forward.

“He has done a great job.”

“Is my husband happy with the result?” Hannah
asked.

“Your husband loves the result.”


 


DEBUT

 


Hannah told Andre that she wanted some time
for herself that weekend. LeBron invited Kevin and Andre to his
club. Hannah told Spence that she had a special place she wanted to
go with him on Saturday night—it was a surprise.

Hannah told Spence she was going shopping
Saturday morning, but instead met Mara at LeBron’s club for a last
minute refresher course. Hannah showered at the club, and got a
manicure, pedicure, and rewaxed on the way home. Spence was home
doing some clean up in the garage.

It was almost nine when they arrived outside
the club. She had put her two dancing costumes she had borrowed in
a locker at the club, and for the trip there she was wearing a
blazer covering a sheer gray tee, thong, and short black skirt,
with matching heels with straps that buckled around her ankles.

Spence couldn’t believe it when they pulled
up in front of the gentleman’s club. “You want to go in here?”

“What black cock slut wouldn't?” She said.
“Have you ever been here?”

“A couple of times with some buddies, it’s a
nice club actually. I only never thought I’d be taking my wife into
one.”

“You don’t want to? “

“Hell, I’d love to, this should be fun.”

Hannah removed her jacket and showing Spence
the nearly sheer top she had underneath. “Let’s go.” Spence was
smiling.

Hannah had called Mara and she was standing
at the entrance, grabbing Spence by the hand and leading the two of
them into the club, not letting on that she knew Hannah.

Their table was in the raised VIP section, at
a table beside LeBron’s personal table. No one was at that table.
Myra sat Spence with his back to LeBron’s table, and LeBron had his
friends in his office. Unless Spence was facing them he would never
see them, and Mara was going to be enough distraction that he
wouldn’t. Spence was facing stage three, also facing away from the
main stage.

***

Inside LeBron’s office Andre was proudly
displaying a half dozen HQ photos of Hannah from the photo shoot to
his friends on his tablet.

“Damn one beautiful woman,” Kevin said, “and
one hot fuck too. I think the tattoos suit her.”

Andre agreed. “The right tats, the right
locations, the right time in her conversion.”

LeBron complimented him, “You are the master
at this Andre. When we all going to do her again?”

“I’ve never wanted any control over Hannah,
gentlemen, and I do use that term loosely. If you want to fuck her
and she wants to fuck you, then you two should fuck.”

“And any group things?” LeBron asked.

“Next Saturday,” Andre said, “We should have
the best portraits back, and we will have an unveiling, with the
guest of honor for dessert.”

***

Everything was in place, and Hannah tossed
back a couple of stiff drinks to fortify herself. It was one thing
to be slutty in private, but this was so different, this was in
front of a room full of men, and other dancers, and waitresses, and
the staff. It was scary, despite the practice. Mara leaned over and
whispered, “When Tamara goes on stage you need to go back to the
dressing area and get ready. Amber will dance after Tamara, and
then you’re on girl."

Hannah chatted with Mara, and encouraged
Spence to get friendly with Mara, who was now sitting on Spence’s
lap. When she heard Tamara’s name announced she told Spence and
Mara, “Excuse me, I have to go to the ladies room.”

Mara gave her an excuse for the time, “Don’t
be surprised if there is a line, there’s only one for this entire
club, including the dancers.”

As Hannah went toward the restroom she looked
back at Spence’s back, and saw Andre, LeBron and Kevin, each with a
dancer in tow, sitting down at their table. She sidestepped into
the dressing room, and pulled out her first outfit. She readjusted
her make-up, making in much darker and heavier once her costume was
on, and Mara had knowingly added another drink for the dressing
table. The speaker announced Amber on stage next.

 



 


CHERRI

 


Her pulse racing, Hannah paused at the door
going to the stage level.

And in the time of that single song that
finished Amber’s set; she backpedaled through her two different
lives she was living. She thought about her 20 plus years as the
wife, homemaker, mother, miss prim-and-proper— and then she ran
through the last few months, her slut side opened up and in full
bore, enjoying fucking black men, being shared, sold, and traded
for photos. But all that had been in private. This was in public— a
coming out. It was a public statement that the slut Hannah existed
and was here too. And as she ran through that her left hand reached
up and touched the gold ring through her right nipple, and
remembered the two tattoos with which she now was permanently
marked.

“No going back now,” she said to herself, and
with that the song ended, and she heard the DJ announcing, “And now
guys, here is a special treat. In only a moment or two you will
witness the first time the lovely Cherri will grace our stage. This
is the first time that she has ever danced anywhere, it is her
debut, and make her feel welcome. We are having a sealed bid for
her first ever lap dance in the private area, so give your bids to
our waitress, and now, here’s Cherri.” The music to which Hannah
had practiced started and she stepped confidently through the
curtain to the bring lights of the stage, making her way in long
strides toward the brass pole.

As Amber was finishing her last song, Mara
turned to Spence, who was caressing her large breast with one hand,
and told him, “You really want to watch this next dancer.”

Kevin and Andre were getting touchy feely
with their dancers, and LeBron told them, “Guys, we have a hot
woman about to lose her stripping cherry on that stage in only a
few minutes.” Andre and Kevin turned toward the stage.

Spence didn’t recognized Hannah at first,
only thinking it was a great looking stripper, but gasped once he
recognized her. “Oh wow,” he said. “Damn”. Mara saw he was
transfixed.

“She wanted to surprise you,” Mara
whispered.

Andre and Kevin only smiled back at LeBron.
“Damn man, how’d you pull that off?” Andre laughed.

“Looks damn good,” Kevin said. “Damn I can’t
wait to fuck her again.”

LeBron didn’t say anything; he had been
concentrating on Hannah’s face. He saw hesitation in her face for a
moment when she stepped through the curtains, now it was replaced
with a steady confidence as she strode to the music and spun around
the pole, balancing well on the high heeled shoes. Hannah looked up
at the VIP area, catching each of her lovers in her eyes for direct
contact brief, a soft sly smile crossing her face.

Without each of her men knowing it, or Hannah
knowing it, the one common thought as they watched her gyrate on
stage was, “I want her.” Spence was digging in his pockets.

“Wait,” Mara suggested, “no one goes up with
tips until she shows some boob.” The song ended, a second started
and Hannah had never stopped swaying, hearing her own music in her
head. She stood with her back to the crowd, watching the room
through the mirror mounted on the wall behind the now open
curtains. She realized for the first time that they were all
looking at her. She slid the straps off her shoulders, and turned
to the room and swaying to the beat of the music lowered the dress
to almost show her nipples. She walked to the front of the catwalk
with heavy steps, each step lowering the dress more, until her
nipples were showing, and finally falling below her breasts
entirely. She stopped, crossed her arms, sliding them out of the
straps and held her arms straight above her head.

Spence was seeing a totally different woman
than the one he knew. She was empowered and the confidence radiated
from her, her arms above her head, smiling, and the bright stage
light catching the glint of gold from the ring in her nipple.

Several men started making their way toward
the stage, dollars in hand. Hannah watched them approach as she
slowly circled the pole, stepping around the stage, her breasts
bouncing enticingly with each step.

Hannah stopped at a young college age kid
with a $1.00 bill, knelt slightly as he put the bill in the garter
on her leg without speaking. She took dollar bills from others,
mostly white businessmen, and turned to see her husband standing at
the stage with a $10.00 bill. She went to her knees on the stage
leaned over and whispered in his ear. “Like your surprise?”

“Loving it Cherri,” Spenc smiled, sliding the
$10.00 bill into her garter. She reached behind his head and pulled
him between her breasts, shaking her shoulders back and forth to
rub his face in her breasts in front of the room, only as Mara had
instructed for big tips. Instinctively Spence turned his head to
kiss her nipples as he had done for years— but Hannah pushed his
head away, again as Mara had taught, and moved to the next man, a
black man with dreadlocks and a blue pin striped suit. He had a
$20.00. He put the folded bill in his teeth, and Hannah leaned
forward, her hands on the sides of her breasts, and pressing them
together pulled the bill from his teeth.

As she unfolded it and moved it to her garter
he leaned in at told her, “I want to be your first private dance
when you get off stage.” She nodded, and moved on as the song
ended. On the third song she untied the string waist of the evening
dress and let it fall, clad now only in a g-string and heels. She
moved around the edge of the stage again, a few different men. A
couple of black men came up once, talking to each other once they
had noticed her back tattoo. At Mara’s suggestion she had covered
her pubis tattoo with makeup so that it was barely noticeable. As
she went came around to them the bald headed man waved $10.00 at
her.

“I have to see the kitty,” He smiled. She
leaned back, spread her legs toward him, and pulled the g string
aside, taking her index finger slowly tracking up. She was soaked.
She let the strip of cloth recover her pussy and she accepted the
bill.

The black man beside him also had a $10.00
bill and requested the same view as she scooted to her left on her
knees, leaning back and again showing her pussy. “I love your tat,”
he said, “and I think we can be friends. I’m a regular here. I’m
Henry.” He handed her a $10.00. As he walked away LeBron came up in
his spot at the stage, with Andre on his left. Each had a $100.00
bill. She walked on her knees over to them, their faces at the same
height.

“I want to fuck you,” LeBron said, “You being
on stage is so very hot.”

“That can be arranged,” Hannah smiled. “Soon.
This is making me super horny.”

Andre overheard and laughed, “Looks like your
being a black cock slut in becoming to you Hannah. This is a great
surprise.”

Hannah smiled back, taking the bills from
each of them as the song ended and the DJ said, “Let’s hear it for
Cherri, her first time, but if you make her feel welcome maybe not
her last.” The room gave a smattering of applause, which added to
the rush, as no other dancer had more than one or two men
applause.

Hannah paused to gather up her clothes as the
other dancer’s music started and went to the dressing room, walking
through the crowd with the clothing bunched in her hands.

Once in the dressing room Hannah stared at
herself in the mirror. “I can’t believe I did that!” she said to
herself, “But damn it was fun!” She was gasping to catch her
breath, still topless, having not noticed her breathing while she
was on stage.

Mara came in, smiling. “Congratulations girl,
you’re one of us now! She had a bottle of open champagne in her
hand and a flute in her hand half full, which she handed Hannah,
who took it gratefully. “You have four very enthusiastic fans on
the stage in the VIP, but you know they’ll be there when you’re
through. Work the room and do some private dances and see what this
is all about.”

“It’s not the stripping on stage?” Hannah
asked. “I was only planning to do that.”

“Hell no girl, you’re only advertising up
there, letting the guys who like your looks, your attitude, know
that you’re here. Some will come up, and about twice that many are
sitting there nursing drinking hoping you’ll walk by and ask them
for a dance. A couple more will ask the waitress for you once
they’ve watched how you react to the customers. Your night has just
started.”

“It was a high being up there.”

“Tell me about it,” Mara smiled, “but working
the room has its own pleasures too. But you asked what it’s all
about? I don’t know about you but the only real measure is not your
amusement, or because a boyfriend wants to show you off in public,
but cash. How much money did you make?”

Hannah counted the bills.“$413.00 in
all”.

“Damn girl, you’re a natural. Henry was high
bidder for your first dance. Here’s his $200.00 bid.” Mara said.
“Freshen up your make up and get back out there. You’re going for
an $800.00 night.”

Spence was watching for Hannah to come out of
the dressing room, a hard-on straining against his pants, both from
seeing his wife on stage and the occasional brush of his cock from
Mara.

When Andre and Kevin had notice Spence one
table over, he joined them at the table with LeBron, who was
grinning widely. Each of the men had a white stripper on their
laps, talking, drinking, and as Hannah emerged, all watching
her.

LeBron had seen the change in her demeanor,
and the stripper that now walked among his customers was in the
ways typical of the other girls working there. He had sat with
husbands before, watching their wives strip, and Spence seemed to
be enjoying it more than most. Spence had his arm around Mara’s
waist and would occasionally move his hand up to caress the side of
her breast outside her top.

Hannah didn’t ask any customers if they
wanted dances, instead only brushed the backs of their chairs en
route to the first black man who wanted her to dance for him. “Hi
Henry,” she said, sliding around to sit down on his knee. The
waitress appeared almost instantly, and she ordered a Cosmo and
Henry nodded.

“So was that really your first time, Cherri?”
He asked.

“It was. It was something I wanted to
try.”

“And?” He asked.

“I loved it.” She answered.

“It showed, you belong on a stage like that
with every man in the room seeing you display that beautiful
bod.”

“Thank you,” she said.

The drinks came and they talked more, for 10
minutes or so, then the waitress appeared with a second drink, and
Hannah began to feel lightheaded from the champagne and drinks. She
looked at him closer. Nice smile, a listener, a lot of compliments,
and soft thick lips. He had understated Negroid features but his
skin was a deep black.

"Ever done a private dance before?" Henry
asked. Hannah shook her head no. How about that dance now?”

Hannah nodded, stood, taking his hand and led
him back behind the curtains to the private booth area. She sat
with him until the song started and scooted the low table back and
moved between his open legs, pulling the evening dress over her
head, leaning over him, her breasts swinging out toward him, and
pulling away, as Mara had instructed.


 


LAP DANCE

 


When Mara saw Hannah go behind the curtain,
she stood and grabbing Spence’s wrist. “You don’t want to miss your
wife’s first lap dance do you?” The three black men at the table
were grinning as he left.

“Well Andre, you’ve created another one,”
LeBron said. “Don’t you run this one off so quick.”

“Ah Kevin, you and LeBron only want to make
some money off the lady, while I on the other hand, only enjoy
seeing a woman bring forth her hidden talents and take them to
spectacular levels. For some women black dick seems to bring their
best inner slut out, don’t you agree.”

“Hell yes, you know we agree,” LeBron
said.

***

Hannah turned back to Henry, backed against
him and slid down his body, sliding to the floor, and turning
around, leaning her head over and rubbing her forehead into his
cock, feeling it spring to solid as she did.

“Mmmmmm” she purred in his ear.

Hannah slid down on the front side this time,
rubbing her breasts over the rigid bulge in his pants, the movement
making her nipples spring taut. When she rose off his lap she felt
his hands softly slide over her breasts and squeeze. She let him
touch her for a minute and backed away again, standing and
spinning, looking in his eyes as she swayed to the music again. She
heard the silence as the song ended. She stood up. “Would you like
another?” He did.

***

Through the dim light Spence watched his wife
smiling at the black man whose hands were folding her breasts. She
was oblivious that anyone else was around, and as the song ended
she leaned over and gave the black man a quick kiss. The talked in
low voices and he became distracted by Mara, who began rubbing his
face with her breasts.

***

After the second song Henry told Hannah, “I
have to leave early tonight but I’d like to see you after hours
sometime.”

“I’m sure you know that is against the
rules,” Hannah said. “Can’t mix business with pleasure.”

“Oh I have several friends who make pleasure
their business,” he laughed.

“Like Kevin?” She said before she
thought.

Henry’s eyes squinted, “How you know
Kevin?”

“He’s a friend,” Hannah answered.

“So I need to go through him to see you
then?” Henry said, a smile creasing his face, “OK.”

“No, I said he’s a friend, I’m not one of his
working girls.”

Henry only smiled a knowing smile. “So how
come you meet up with Kevin”.

“I work for a friend of his in my day
job.”

“Andre?”

“Yes.”

“Well that explains the tattoos,” he smiled.
“I knew when I saw you on stag Cherri, that you have that look—
that “I love black dick look” on a woman.

“You think?”

“Oh yeah.” Henry stood up. “I hope we get to
meet again, I’ve been known to party with Andre and the boys.

Hannah felt a small rush as he said that.
“Well we might meet again sometime,” as she took the $60.00 from
him and added it to the bills in her garter.

Henry pulled her close for a professional
hug, and as they broke the embrace and headed toward the door,
Hannah looked over at Spence and Mara in the adjoining booth. They
both gave Hannah a thumbs-up before they fell in behind.

***

Over the next hours Spence watched Hannah
disappear for a four more private dances, do a few table dances,
and spend thirty minutes with a casually dressed large chocolate
colored black man who Spence recognized as a NFL safety for a
nearby team. Shortly after he had returned to the table he saw the
man who had been Hannah’s first private dance coming into the VIP
area, speaking to Andre and Kevin, nodding to Spence and squatting
down beside Kevin while they talked. He stood up, smiling, slapped
Kevin on the shoulder, and left.

“What’d he want,” Spence asked Kevin as he
leaned in.

“He wants to fuck Hannah.”

“OK,” Spence grinned, “If she wants to.”

“That’s what I told him,” Kevin said back,
with the lady’s permission of course.”

They all looked over toward Hannah, now in
her blue top with the slingshot bottom, leading a flush faced
businessman with his tie half undone and his jacket open and hair
mussed toward the private room.

Andre turned to the others. “Gentlemen, as
much as I would like to get in line to fuck Hannah tonight, I am
afraid it appears that she may be here until closing time, and I
think I’m going to take this young lady back to my apartment for
the evening, have some good white pussy, and be asleep while you
are still sitting here. Adieu.”

“I think that is a good idea,” Kevin said,
looking at his stripper friend. “You want call it an evening and
head to my place?” She nodded.

“I’m hanging around until closing, and I
think Spence is too,” LeBron said, glancing at Spence in a full
kiss with Mara.

 



 


PARTNERS

 


Spence excused himself and went to the men’s
room, leaving Mara and LeBron at the table. “You’ve earned your
grand and a bonus, Mara. You can bail if you want to.”

“I think I’m going to hang around unless you
think it’s a problem,” Mara said, “He’s sweet— and a lot of fun”.
She glanced over at Spence. "It's nice to meet another hubby who
thinks like mine." LeBron shrugged. There was no figuring a
woman.

***

The crowd thinned and Hannah found herself
without a dance lined up for the first time that night. She walked
back over to the table with LeBron, her husband, and Mara. Hannah
had lost her top with the slingshot swimsuit an hour before and
couldn’t find it, and had remained topless since then. She looked
at her watch. It was 1:45. They were closing in 15 minutes. She sat
beside Mara.

“Almost closing time,” Mara said as she saw
Hannah looking at her watch. “You’ve had quite a night.”

“Yeah I have,” Hannah gushed, still feeling
the rush of the attention, the money, and the groping.

“Turned on?”

“Oh my Gawd,” Hannah said, whispering over to
Mara. “Actually I’m a little disappointed that Andre and Kevin
left.”

“I know, been there,” Mara said knowingly.
"Of course we have two pretty horny guys here right now. Question
is, do you like white meat or dark meat tonight?”

Hannah pondered the choice for a moment, but
then remembered this was a surprise for Spence. She had not missed
the play between Spence and Mara this evening, and the thought hit
her that perhaps Spence might enjoy some strange pussy as well.
Just to be sure she said, “Were you thinking of going home with
Spence?”

“Only if you don’t mind,” Mara smiled, he arm
still draped over Spence’s shoulder.

“It’s not like I’d be in a position to
object— but I wouldn’t anyway. This might be nice gift to my
husband. Besides, I did about five to one lap dances with black
guys tonight. I’m really in a black cock mood.” She said, lower,
“So there’s no problem, why don’t you go to the ladies room and let
me ok this with Spence.” Mara excused herself and Hannah moved into
the seat by Spence.

“Had a good time this evening?” Hannah asked,
sitting down in her husband’s lap, in roughly the same position
that Mara had been.

“My God, I had no idea you’d ever have the
guts to that,” Spence laughed, “and it was a great surprise. How
did you pick Cherri as a stage name?”

“Well in the last few months I’ve lost my
black cherry, my anal cherry, and tonight my stripper cherry.
Seemed the ideal name. Spence, the surprise may not be over.”

“What?”

“Why don’t you take Mara home with you and
I’ll get LeBron to drop me off tomorrow,” Hannah said.

Spence’s eyes widened. “Well…I…” Spence
stammered.

“Go on, she wants to and I think you’d enjoy
it. Don’t worry; I’ll catch you up on everything tomorrow when I
get there. Don’t argue.”

Spence could only stammer and “ok”.

***

Mara was approaching as the DJ announced last
call. “Spence’s going to wait until you get changed,” Hannah said.
Mara smiled, kissed Spence and told him, “I’ll just be a minute; I
only need to get my purse.” She came back with a raincoat over her
dance costume, took Spence by the hand and together they walked
toward the door, with Hannah still watching them. Spence looked
back once at near the door and smiled, and she returned it.

 



 


PRIVATE DANCER

 


LeBron watched the entire sequence, and knew
that he wanted Hannah more than ever now. There was a special treat
in fucking a woman on her first night as a stripper, and this girl
was a natural. The formerly shy Hannah had vanished for sure. She
looked sideways down at the black man beside her, her breasts
jiggling ever so slightly against the neon light. “Would you like
to spend the night with your newest stripper?”

“Absolutely, but I’d prefer not being seen
taking you to my office with the staff here. It might start a
rumor.”

Hannah didn’t like putting off what she
wanted much longer, but she realized the logic of it, and as the
bartender left he brought each of them a final drink. Erma was the
last to leave, turning off the light to the dressing room door.

“Want me to get the rest of the lights?” Erma
asked from across the room.

“No, I’ll get ‘em,” LeBron said, “but if you
would please lock the door.”

“Will do.”

The pair waited until they heard the door
close and the bolt shut. LeBron smiled at Hannah as she stood. “I’m
going to put your CD in again,” he said, “Go back stage and come
out naked.” Hannah laughed and did, loving the feeling of being
totally nude on the stage, LeBron watching her every move. She went
through the moves Mara had taught her, tried a couple of new ones
to give LeBron shots of her previously covered pussy. She moved
over to the stage where LeBron held up a $100 bill. She scooted
closer, and lowered her body to the wood floor, scooting on her ass
toward him, her legs spread, until her legs were around his
shoulders. He rolled the bill around his finger and leaned over and
buried his face in her pussy, inserting the rolled up bill halfway
inside Hannah’s pussy. Hannah had a small orgasm in that position,
quickly. The music was booming in the now empty club and the lights
were bright in her eyes, and LeBron wrapped his arms around her
waist and set her down on the floor beside him, the rolled bill
still partially protruding from her pussy, dampness seeping into
the paper.

LeBron led her back to the private area,
holding her hand. He unbuckled his pants and unzipped them, and sat
down on the couch. Hannah looked down at him, still standing, and
the music still loud in the speakers.

“Dance!” LeBron ordered, and she started
swaying to the music, the $100 bill partially visible in her pussy,
the buzz still strong. She did a body slide with her back to
LeBron, then a forward body slide, pulling his pants down and
lowering her mouth to his hard black cock when it sprung free.
“That’s what I’m talking about,” LeBron said.

Hannah rose back to her feet and leaned over,
brushing her breasts in LeBron’s face. LeBron had rolled another
$100 bill around his finger and as she kissed him felt his finger
going inside her, pushing both bills further into her wet
pussy.

LeBron positioned her over his cock and she
lowered her body on to him, pushing the bills deeper inside her,
and she began riding his cock sliding back and forth on him.

 



 


MARA

 


Spence and Mara got to his house, poured
fresh drinks. Spence was in the pool with the drinks when Mara came
out, walking toward him and removing first her coat, then her top
and finally stripping her bottoms and g string at pool’s edge. She
stood at the edge looking down at Spence, smiling, and stepped off
the edge, coming up beside Spence.

“I love fucking in water,” she said, her arms
around Spence and moving in for a kiss.

 


COMFORT AT HOME

 


It was 3 p.m. on Sunday when Hannah
cautiously unlocked her door. Spence was lying on the couch, half
asleep, and watched his wife approach.

“Hi,” she said softly.

“Hey there baby,” Spence answered, stretching
sleepily. “How was your night?”

“Oh it was ok,” she deadpanned. “What do you
think? It was one of the hottest things I’ve ever done in my
life.”

“More than some of the things Andre’s had you
do?”

“It’s different. I enjoyed it though. How
about you?” She asked.

“Mara is very nice, a great fuck, but she’s
not you.”

“You know I was thinking the same thing,”
Hannah answered, “Let’s go upstairs to the bedroom.”

 



 


PROOFS

 


Wednesday Hannah received a call from
Darnell. The proofs were ready, and he wanted them to come take a
look at them. Andre closed the office and they arrived at Darnell’s
3 p.m., driving in separate cars, as Hannah was going home from
there.

Hannah noticed that Darnell’s secretary was
not there, and that Darnell locked the door behind them as they
went inside the studio. Darnell motioned them to a couple of large
high backed plush chairs at one corner of the studio facing a pale
wall. Once they were seated he killed the lights and slowly started
going through the photos. He flipped through them quickly, and a
couple stood out. He went through again slowly, stopping at one of
Hannah standing, her back arched slightly, her breasts thrust out,
a light reflecting off her gold nipple ring, the black spade on her
pubis just able to be made out in the shadow. The backlight made
Hannah’s hair glow, and her expression, her head lowered a little
and her eyes looking directly at the camera said only one thing, “I
want fucked.”

“That’s it.” Hannah said.

“I agree,” Andre said. “Darnell that is
exceptional work.”

“Well I was inspired,” Darnell smiled. “Let’s
just say I enjoy our payment arrangement.”

Hannah squirmed in her chair. Nearly
everything she had done that Andre termed the opening of her slut
side, she would have a good buzz when she actually went through
with anything. This was different. She was stone sober, and knowing
that she was expected to fuck this man. Granted she had fucked this
photographer once already, and she was fucking this man not for
pleasure but in exchange for monetary consideration, for a nude
photograph of herself that her black employer would have on his
wall for anyone who visited him to see.

Hannah asked for a drink, a shot, and Darnell
went to the small refrigerator and poured a shot of Goldschlager
from the freezer.

Hannah tossed it back, and extended the shot
glass for another, sipping water to follow it. She shot the second
one, and felt the warmth hitting her. She took a third and held it
in her hand.

Hannah rose from her chair. “Where do you
want to go?” Darnell motioned to the bed on the stage.

Andre turned his chair around to face the
bed. Darnell led Hannah by the hand toward the bed, stepping
between two cameras on tripods. As she did two young black men, one
with dreadlocks and a couple of tattoos on his upper arms came in
through the side door.

“Hey guys, right on time,” Darnell said.

Hannah jerked her head around. “What?”

“Today’s fuck. It was the deal.”

“But I thought…” Hannah stopped herself,
looked closer at the two young men. She had a glimpse of the old
Hannah, the prim and proper Hannah. And as she unbuttoned her
blouse she smiled to them. That old Hannah was a lifetime away.
This could be fun.

The man with the dreadlocks led her into the
lights at the bed and began to undress her. “Hi, I’m Terrance, When
I’m done you can undress me,” he prompted, “And suck some black
cock.” Hannah felt the other man move from behind her, cupping her
breasts. “I’d love to suck your black cock,” she smiled, grinding
her ass back into the hard cock behind her.

The two men fucked Hannah in a half dozen
different ways for the next hour, and as they left her laying on
the bed, well fucked and catching her breath, Darnell moved onto
the bed with her, carrying a clipboard and smiling.

“Hannah, if you’d like to sign a release for
today’s fuck we’ll forget the $500.00.”

“Release?” She asked.

“Yes, so I can show the video to other
people.” At that moment the idea of other people seeing her enjoy
black dick was exactly what she had in mind. The only thing better
would to be fucked on LeBron’s stage in a room full of men.

Andre was standing there, helping her sit up.
He sat down beside her on the bed. “Should I sign it Andre?” She
asked.

“What do you think about people watching you
get black cock, Hannah.”

Hannah had already thought about it. "I think
it is the hottest thing in the world, Andre.”

“Then sign it.” Hannah did.

***

An hour later Darnell was contacting his
agent. “I have a great amateur interracial video,” he said. “She’s
getting double-teamed by two young black guys at the same time. And
there is a great double vaginal insertion scene.”

***

Andre walked Hannah to her car. “I want to
have an unveiling of the portrait as a little get-together Saturday
night. That ok with you?”

“Sure,” Hannah answered. “Let me guess, you
plan on have a few friends over?”

“Just a few,” he said.

“I look forward to it,” she said, “Anyone I
know or a surprise or two.”

“What would you prefer? I was thinking a
little of both.”

“That’d work. Surprise me,” she smiled. Andre
got her into her car, watched her leave the parking lot and turn
left before getting into his own car and heading in the opposite
direction, smiling to himself. The unveiling of the picture would
be his slut’s graduation ceremony.

 



 


SECOND JOB

 


A few days after her debut at the strip club,
at lunch, Andre asked her, “You thinking of a new line of
work?”

“Maybe,” she smiled, “a second job part
time.”

“Let me guess, this have anything to do with
you in high heels and a stage?”

“Maybe,” she repeated.

“Well I saw your debut. You’re a natural.
You’ll do well at it.”

“At my age that is a rapidly decreasing
window of opportunity,” Hannah protested.

“In your mind,” Andre said, “only in your
mind.” He was silent for a moment.

“Why so quiet?” Hannah asked.

“Oh my mind was only working on the finer
points of your portrait unveiling. This is somewhat like your
graduation night.”

“Graduation?”

“Yes, you are officially a black cock
slut.”

“I know,” Hannah said.

 



 


RECONFIRMING

 


When Hannah came home that afternoon Spence
was already there, and as was their custom they each took a glass
of wine out by their pool and sat there in the twilight talking.
They did it from time to time, doing what Hannah called her reality
check.

“You sure you’re ok with me starting to
dance?” She asked.

“You sure you’re ok with me fucking Mara from
time to time? Spence countered.

“I guess we’re ok,” Hannah smiled, “although
it is hard to believe I can do that two nights a week and make more
money that Andre is paying.”

“And you get to make contact with a lot more
black men,” Spence said.

“And I will.”

“Andre has trained you well.”

“He has, and I didn’t even realize it at the
time,” she said. “Any regrets?”

“None I’ve seen yet,” he said. Spence leaned
back and watched the stars for a minute, still incredulous that the
changes in his wife in the past few months. He broke the
silence.

“What’d you like to do? Some married
sex?”

“I think that would be nice,” Hannah
said.

“Like to watch a CD with me?” Spence
asked.

“Porno?”

“Yes.”

“Good one?” Hannah asked.

“Honestly, the hottest one I’ve ever seen,”
Spence admitted.

“Sure, let’s go,” Hannah said leading the way
into their living room. Spence turned down the lights and turned on
CD player. After a few previews of other videos with various
combinations of white women and black men fucking, the title came
up. “Cherri Delight’s Black Cock Debut”. They had their copy for
two days. The scene opened with Hannah stepping into the light
wearing an unbuttoned white blouse and a black man with dreadlocks
and tattoos undressing her.

An hour later Hannah was nude, had been
fucked twice, and was stroking Spence’s cock trying to get him hard
for another fuck. The final credits were rolling.

“What are we going to do if someone we know
sees this?”

“Well it would be hard to deny that it’s you—
but you might get away with it,” Spence reasoned.

“And if not?”

“Well other than the kids or your parents I
think the bottom line to anyone else that mentions it that it is
none of their damn business, because it’s not.— But it is a horny
video”.

Hannah said, “I had no idea that’s how I
looked when I fuck.”

“Well usually you’re not that well lit,”
Spence joked.

“I’ve never seen a porno as hot as that one,”
Hannah admitted.

“I agree,” Spence said.

“My nipple ring certainly catches the light,
doesn’t it?”

“Yes it does.”

“And my tats show up much plainer than I
would have though.”

“True.” Spence said.

“Want to watch it again?” Hannah asked.

“Let’s do.”

***

Later, satiated, Hannah asked, “Spence, what
are we going to do when we get tired of watching that porno?”

“I guess you’ll just have to make another,”
Spence said.

 


 



 


STEPS

 


She was slated to work at LeBron’s on
Thursday night, and she started at 9 p.m. Spence had work and
stayed home, and Mara was busy with a couple of her regular
customers. Hannah had bought new costumes, one a breakaway black
sequined jumpsuit held together with Velcro and cut outs showing
most of her breasts, and a leather swimsuit with a lot of straps
and rings, which she wore on Thursday. There was not a large crowd,
but stepping out on the stage and slowly stripping down to a
g-string was every bit the rush it had been. And while there were
fewer customers, tonight was a higher percentage of black men, and
fewer girls were working. Hannah found herself as busy as she had
been her first night, so much that she took a few breaks and sat
with customers for a few drinks.

Kevin and LeBron came in around 11. She went
by and spoke to them, but they each had other dancers with them and
Hannah continued to work the room. Her second time on stage Kevin
came up and gave her $20.00, and told her he wanted a lap dance
when she was off stage.

Hannah refreshed her makeup, changed into a
plaid school girl outfit with a nearly sheer white top, and went to
Kevin’s table, who had left LeBron’s table in the VIP section. She
sat down and Kevin had a drink waiting for her. She drank it and
they went to the private area, sitting on the couch, she was
straddling him, he was kneading her breasts.

“This feels weird,” Hannah said, “dancing for
someone I’ve slept with.”

Kevin laughed. “You’ve not danced for your
husband?”

“Not yet,” she laughed, “I guess I need to
put that on my “to do” list.

“You do. And you’ve not turned a trick for
me,” Kevin added.

“I didn’t say I would.”

“You did say you liked it, the last time we
fucked,” Kevin said.

“I did,” Hannah said.

“We need to fuck again.”

“We do,” Hannah said, “when do you want to
fuck again? I really am overdue for some black dick. I need it.

“I can’t tonight,” Kevin said, “I have
something big going down and have to leave in about 15 minutes.” He
smiled, “I guess you are a black cock slut for sure now. It’s nice
when a white girl needs black cock and is willing to say it. Why
don’t I arrange for some big black cock for you tonight?”

“You’re bound and determined to pimp me out,
aren’t you?” Hannah said, grinding down on his erect cock through
his pants.

“I’m trying to help you out girl. I don’t
think you’d want to for the money— but you might to get some black
cock in that lovely white cunt.” He paused, “It’s not like you
haven’t,” Kevin said, “I know Andre turned you out once. I just
want to have equal billing. I mean this is my job, I can’t let an
PR man be getting ahead of me. It’s a matter of pride.”

“I don’t know,” Hannah hesitated.

“It ain’t like you’ve not been lovin’ some
strange black cock from time to time. Only difference is this time
a bro’s gonna want your pussy bad enough to pay for some of it.”
Hannah didn’t answer, and Kevin didn’t let up,” Didn’t freak you
out when you did it for Andre did it?”

“No, honestly it was hot.”

“Never want to do it again?” Kevin asked.

“I didn’t say that,” Hannah said. The song
ended and Hannah automatically stood up and began replacing her
clothing. She didn’t know why she said it but she did.

“So you have someone in mind to pimp me to?”
She asked.

Kevin laughed, knowing he’d won. “Actually I
have had three different guys in the room asked me to get hooked
up.” He followed her to the curtain, but she stopped only before
she went outside the curtain.

“Who?” She said. Kevin looked over her head
and out the window. He directed her attention to a white
businessman, an overweight black with a small afro, and a
well-dressed dark skinned black man about six feet tall. “All these
new guys or regulars?”

“They’re all regulars, each has been with two
or more different girls, no trouble,” LeBron said.

“OK, the well-dressed black guy.”

“That’s Brandon. I’ll handle it, just be sure
you get $450.00 from him when you get to the room. The Rosman Hotel
half block down. Ask the clerk for room 14B, I have it rented all
the time.”

“OK,” Hannah said, following the
instructions.

“And you have to sign out from the club for
the night; we don’t want to get LeBron in trouble. Dial my number
on your cell and have it so you only have to punch send, and I’ll
pick you up from the lobby and get you back to your car.” Hannah
nodded, realizing that Andre has been a pushing of her buttons.
This was more real. She was being pimped, and was going to be a
whore. And the thing that was shocking to her was how exciting, and
easy, this seemed.

She walked out into the room, walked over to
Brandon’s table, and sat down. “Hi, I’m Cherri,” she said, “Kevin
asked me to come over and introduce myself.” Brandon smiled and sat
up in his chair.

“Wow, hi, and Kevin sent you?” Hannah nodded,
“Then this is my lucky night. I didn’t know what to expect but
you’re far beyond what I would have hoped for. Last time we went
down the block to the hotel there. Same thing?”

Hannah hesitated, and decided to be partially
honest with Andre. “I’ve never done anything in the hotel, but I’m
told that’s the procedure. Are you read to go now?”

“I sure am, I’m eager to get started,”
Brandon grinned, running his eyes up and down her body, rubbing his
hand over her back.

“Me to,” Hannah said. “Let me sign out and
get my things, give me about five minutes.” Hannah went into the
dressing room, loaded her clothes, and set her bag on the counter
and stared at herself in the mirror, giving herself a last
opportunity to back out. She took a deep breath, and exhaled. “I
don’t want to back out,” she said to herself in the mirror, and
picking up her bag went toward the door. Brandon was in the foyer,
and taking her elbow they headed down the street.

The hotel was a reclaimed Holiday Inn, and
while clean it was dated without being run down. The hotel clerk
had only handed her a key with a tired emotionless look when she
gave him the number, and she and Brandon were in the room soon
thereafter.

Brandon reached for her, and Hannah backed
away. If she was going to do this she was going to do it right.
“Let’s get the business out of the way first,” Hannah said, and
Brandon dug into his pants, withdrawing four one hundred dollar
bills and a fifty. Hannah put the cash in her purse and reached for
Brandon. “Now we can have some fun.”

Hannah had read that most hookers didn’t let
the johns kiss on the mouth, but she did, and he was eager and
anxious. She had to slow him down, tried to get him to relax, and
he was hard before she could get his clothes off him and begin to
such his cock.

Brandon was moaning and finally had to push
her away from his cock.

“I’ll come too quick if you keep that up.”
Hannah rose and he kissed her again, playing with her breasts,
fingering her, and then laying her back on the bed and rolling
between her legs. Hannah handed him the condom from the nightstand,
and put it on his cock with her mouth.

Brandon quickly rubbed his cock over her
pussy and moved him inside her, pumping quick fast strokes. Hannah
was so ready for cock that she came quickly, was building for a
second when his face flushes, he grunted, and collapsed on top of
her. He was gasping for breath, and she felt him slide from her
pussy.

Brandon went to the restroom, flushed the
condom, and began putting on his clothes. Hannah reminded nude, and
once dressed Brandon kissed her goodbye, felt her bare breasts and
thanked her for the good time, giving her $50.00 more as a tip, and
promising to ask for her again. Hannah heard the door click and lay
there on the bed, naked.

Hannah was disappointed. The entire
experience was one of her pleasing her partner, and the partner
having no interest in pleasing her. “Still, any black cock is
better than no black cock,” she said aloud.

Hooking was certainly different than straight
sex, she thought, intrigued how in all of sexual experiences in the
past she was trying to please her partners, but they were also
trying to please her . This was only providing a service to get the
john off. “Well it does pay well,” she said to herself as she saw
the money while digging through her purse for her cell phone.

Hannah still had hopes of Kevin being able to
come to the room and let her enjoy some more of him. The phone rang
and she hit a recorder. A few minutes later the phone rang and when
she answered the caller said he was Kevin’s driver, that Kevin was
in a meeting but he had sent a car to see her home safe. He would
be outside the hotel in 20 minutes. He’d come into the lobby.

Hannah still wanted to cum again, and she lay
back on the bed and began to rub her clit with her left hand,
pulling up above her pubis to expose her clit to the touch. She
felt the orgasm coming and wash over her.

 


 



 


EMBLEMS

 


Spence was in bed when she got home. She
showered before she went to bed, and stood at the full length
mirror as she dried herself. Less than a year ago she had been an
empty nesting housewife who’d never fucked outside her marriage.
And now— she turned and looked at the vine tattoo on her ass,
running her fingers lightly over it, then the spade tattoo on her
pubis, and traced her hands up her belly to the gold ring through
her nipple. These were emblems of her out-of-her-shell life. Black
cock slut. Whore.

She looked at the back of the sink at a bowl
in which she had some of her most used jewelry, and reached in and
pulled out the wedding ring she had removed before she went to work
earlier that evening. She put it on her finger. “This is the emblem
of my other world,” Hannah whispered. “Balance,” she said aloud
before walking back into the bed and slipping beneath the covers
beside her husband. Spence felt her get in the bed, rolled to her
and pulled her over to go to sleep on his arm. The thought crossed
her mind of the irony that she could remove her emblem of one life,
but the other had more ornaments and two of them were
permanent.

As sleep overtook her mind drifted to the
rush of strutting out on LeBron’s stage in front of a room full of
appreciative men.


 


DECISIONS

 


The next day at work Kevin stopped in, and
before he said anything she told him, “I have something for you.”
She handed him an envelope. “There’s $450.00 in there,” she said in
a clipped voice. Kevin picked up on the tension.

He reached inside, pulled out $300 and handed
it back to her. “Your cut.” She took it.

“I’ve given this a lot of thought,” Hannah
said, “And I’ve done it, it wasn’t that enjoyable, and I don’t ever
plan to do that again— just so you know.” Kevin didn’t have a good
come back as Hannah continued, “I wouldn’t mind you introducing me
to a friend if I wanted to be hooked up— but in the future there’s
not cash changing hands over it. And if I find out there is, you’ll
never touch me again. Understood?”

“Fully understood, Hannah”, Kevin said, “I
needed to be even with Andre, which may be a hard thing for you to
understand. Thanks for doing it the one time.”

“You’re welcome,” Hannah said.

 


 



 


THE UNVEILING

 


Saturday was the night for the portrait
unveiling, and Andre as promised made a formal event of it –
Invitations were sent, and when she asked who was going to be
there, he only smiled and responded, “You said surprise you, so I
will. It is nothing that would make you uncomfortable though,” he
said. The invitation said 10:30 p.m., and that night Andre treated
Spence and Hannah to a dinner at the Peachtree Plaza Hotel. When
she was trying to figure out what she would wear she came across
the dress she had sworn she would never wear, the halter dress with
the lace bodice.

“Why not,” she said, trying it on, turning in
the mirror. If the light was bright her nipples were visible as two
silver dollar size shadows under the cloth, but in low light the
dress was more modest. Hannah did pull a black linen jacket over
her arm, and boldly walked into the brightly lit living room.

“Wow!” Both men exclaimed, complimenting her
on the dress. She pulled on the jacket to walk through the hotel
lobby, and removed it in the elevator they shared with another
couple. The restaurant was dimly lit, elegant, and was an excellent
meal. They were on the way back to Andre’s apartment by 10. She had
a buzz from dinner, and it was enhanced with the drinks constantly
kept in front of her.

Andre had hired two servers in starched white
uniforms for the unveiling, and they greeted the guests as they
arrived. Her portrait, life size, was covered in a velvet cloth
with a silver tassel holding it together on top, leaning on an
easel in front of the fireplace. There was a space between the
other two women's photos, and a hanger was on the wall.

Hannah’s competitive nature made her pleased
that hers would be the center photo. Kevin and LeBron arrived
together, then Charles, her tattooist, and Darnell the
photographer. Henry, from her first night at the gentleman’s club
was living up to the prediction that she would see him again. Mara
came in and Andre told Hannah no one else was coming. Drinks were
served, refilled, Hannah received countless compliments, hugs, a
kiss or two, and more than a couple had copped a feel of her
breasts.

“Can’t help it,” Kevin had said, “the top is
just too inviting.”

Andre tapped a fork against his wine glass.
“Attention everyone, it is time for the unveiling. First I’d ask
the guest of honor to stand here by her portrait, Hannah, if you
please.” The men all parted for Hannah to leave Spence and walk to
the front of the room to stand beside the portrait.

Andre pointed to Spence, “Spence, as you have
been so kind as to share your lovely wife with several of us, would
you please do the honors?” Spence walked to the front as well,
stepping to the other side of the tall portrait, and taking the
silver rope in one hand, loosened the knot, then once it was loose
stepped on his tiptoes and peeked into the opening. Everyone began
talking at once, laughing, someone shouted, “no peeking.”

Spence smiled back at the group, “I’m the
husband, I think I should get first look!” Everyone laughed, and
Spence pulled the rope. The cloth pooled at the foot of the
portrait and everyone gasped. The portrait was breathtaking. Spence
stepped back a step and gasped a Wow! Someone started clapping.

Hannah was as stunned as everyone else. “That
can’t be me,” she exclaimed, “I’ve never looked that good.”

To say the photograph was fabulous was an
understatement. It was flawless. She was standing, facing the
photographer, staring straight into the camera, her back arched and
her breasts reaching out to the viewer. A glint of light gleamed
from the gold ring in her nipple. Her pussy was smooth and her
vaginal lips were red and puffy, with a hint of moisture visible.
Her eyes penetrated the room. Behind her was a mirror that gave the
viewer a full view of her from the rear, with an accent light on
the tattoo on her butt. The Q of Spades tattoo was clear with the
BCS lettering inside easily readable. Despite all the erotic assets
that the portrait highlighted, the captivating center was her
smile.

The portrait was of a beautiful nude woman,
but the smile exuded confidence, sexuality, boldness, and a hidden
sensuality that had only recently discovered.

“Can we each get a copy?” LeBron asked, “I’d
like to see that on a billboard near the club!”

Hannah gasped, before she realized from the
smile that LeBron was only offering a compliment in his own way.
“Just for the record it is copyrighted,” Darnell said, “Only two
were printed— one for Andre and one for the model.”

“I’m sorry I don’t really look like that in
real life guys,” she apologized.

“Oh but you do,” “Yes you do,” chorused from
the men. Andre in a moment of inspiration rolled a floor mounted
full length mirror from his bedroom into the living room.

“We can prove it Hannah,” he said. “If you
don’t mind, stand beside the portrait and strike the same pose.”
Hannah paused for a moment, and without another word reached behind
her and untied the back of the dress under her bodice, and reached
behind her neck and untied the halter, letting the dress fall. She
was totally nude under the dress. She looked in the mirror tried to
match the pose.

Spence beamed. He was proud of her confident,
shameless strip. He marveled at the change in his wife in a few
months, thinking to himself it was an awesome thing to behold. In
the apartment she didn’t have the benefit of body makeup, there
were a couple of blemishes and bumps, her eye makeup was lighter,
and her hair was a little more unkempt, but she looked just as good
or better than the stylized perfect photo she was standing beside.
Spence realized that the smile in the photo was the same she had
now. He had to admit that there was something about her being nude
in front of a group of black men that lit her up.

“Damn, it’s like there’s three of them,”
Charles said. “One Back and two fronts.” Everyone laughed.

“Awesome,” someone said from out of
sight.

Andre hung the photo on the wall with Spence
and Kevin's help. Hannah remained nude in the minute that it took
to hang the photo, and the men stepped a few feet back to take in
the photo. Andre addressed the group. “Now for the surprise,
gentlemen, the party is hereby transferred to LeBron’s club, I have
two limos waiting outside.” He motioned toward the door, and Kevin
started, but before he did he went straight to Hannah, kissed her,
one hand on her bare ass, the other caressing her breast, breaking
to whisper, “Damn you look great tonight,” and went out the door.
LeBron was next.

“We have the club VIP area reserved tonight
in your honor,” he smiled, “and I think you should dance for the
guys, don’t you?”

“What a great idea,” Hannah smiled back.
LeBron did his kiss and feel, as did each man in turn.

Henry was at the back of the line, and
whispered, “Girl, I gotta hit that pussy soon.” She responded with
a smile. Andre handed her dress to her, and as he was going back
through the apartment her husband came to her, helping her tie the
back of the dress.

“What’d you think?” He asked.

“I don’t think my cock has ever been this
hard,” he smiled, “I think sometimes I really don’t know how hot a
woman I really have.”

“Oh yes you do,” she said. “You’re the one
who encouraged all this.”

“You like the unveiling?” Spence asked.

“I’m so horny I could fuck them all,” she
told him. “I’m so wet it is running down my leg.” Spence smiled.
"I'm serious," Hannah took his hand and moved it to her thigh.
Spence touched the moisture.

"Damn."


 


VIP

 


Spence and Hannah shared the limo with LeBron
and Charles, with Hannah sitting between Andre and Spence, with
Spence’s arm around her shoulder. They were buzzing about what a
great photo it was.

At the gentleman’s club rather than the front
entrance they went into the side entrance. A moveable panel had
closed off the VIP area from the rest of the club. A bouncer stood
at the connecting door. Once the small group was inside drinks were
served, and Mara came through with three other dancers and began
dancing for the men.

“As this is a private party,” LeBron told the
group, “Typical club rules do not apply.” The announcement was
greeted with smiles, and as if on cue the dancers were each pulled
in a different direction for more intimate dances a few feet away
from the main group. One of the girls went to the small stage,
stripped off totally nude to start with, and started dancing around
the stage, where the men who were not getting dances were.

Hannah sat with Spence and Andre unsure of
exactly what was happening, but it was turning into one fun party
so far. After the first round of dances Mara brought a petite girl
with olive skin and long straight black hair. She introduced her to
Spence, and suggested she dance for him. “He’s a friend, be very
nice,” Mara smiled, and turning to Spence, “I think you’ll like
her.”

Mara whispered in Andre’s ear, and he nodded.
Mara went to the bouncer, and told him something, who said
something into the intercom on his earpiece. Hannah watched as two
more large black men joined the group of black men and her white
husband shortly after the last round of dances. They all seemed
familiar with them. They were somehow familiar to Hannah but she
couldn’t place them. Then she saw Spence extended his hand and it
came to her, one was Darius Lewis, who she’d met at the Falcon’s
game, and the other was Deshod Jones, their Vegas client. After the
greetings the two men went to the rail of the stage.

LeBron came over to Hannah. “Would you like
to dance now?”

“Yes, I would, but I would like to start on
the main stage, I want everyone to see me tonight.” LeBron smiled,
“Let’s slip you out the side and I’ll send a couple of girls in to
occupy the boys, then you can come in here for a set.”

Hannah followed LeBron out the other door on
the opposite side of the folding panel entrance, and wound her way
through the crowded room. She was so into having been nude in front
of the room full of men at Andre’s house that tonight she wanted to
be exposed more. The DJ introduced her as Cherri, and she pranced
out onto the stage in the dress with the lace top. She made once
circuit around the stage in it, only a few bars into the first
song, and then pulled the dress over her head and turned back to
the room, totally nude, not undressing in stages over three dances
as was standard.

She leaned against the pole and opened her
legs, displaying her pussy, dragging her finger between her lips
and showing the customer in front of her how wet her finger was,
and sidestepped to the next customer at the stage, slowly moving
around the stage, realized that for the first time she had not
covered up the Queen of Spades tattoo, and she noticed more black
men than usual were coming to the stage. Others remained seated and
entranced as she cavorted on the tall stage.

She was wobbly, and danced to the end of the
song. On the next song, as she picked up her tip money, she invited
several of the men who had caught her eye at the stage to join her
private party in the VIP section. She picked up her dress when the
song ended, held it against her breasts, weaving through the crowd
despite the appeals of several of the seated men there to have her
dance for them. The bouncer stepped aside to let her through into
the VIP area, and the men following were held up until the bouncer
looked at LeBron, who nodded his head and let them in. Several of
the dancers followed the customers, and the VIP area was
three-fourths full when Hannah moved up the three steps to the low
stage.

LeBron went to the microphone for the VIP
section and announced, “Now the guest of honor for our party,
Cherri. Guests of the private party, if you would please make your
way to the stage.”

As if on cue the dancers all moved away to
the back of the room, stopping their dancing and turning to the
stage, and Andre moved his party members to the edge of the stage.
The men who had been invited back remained at their seats, stopped
talking and turned to the stage.

Hannah looked down at the group of men around
the stage, smiling to herself. She had fucked five of them, not
including Spence. There were eight men around the small stage,
seven of them black. When the music started Hannah started with a
confident bounce in her step that jiggled her breasts as she made
one circuit around the stage with her dress on, brushing against
the men, giving each a whiff of her strong perfume as she passed
them, touching their faces with her fingertips as she went by,
smiling.

After the brief circuit she stripped off her
dress, turned to the men and motioned putting her hands behind her
back, indicating they should do the same, and they did. She danced
by them once, still holding her hands behind her back as if tied,
the position thrusting her breasts far forward. On the second round
Hannah kept her hands where they were, but made it a point to brush
her bare breasts against each man, her nipples rock hard, and the
sensation to each breast different thanks to the nipple ring in her
right one. She didn’t brush past, but stood in front of each man
for a second, brushing her nipples up and down his chest, looking
in his eyes. Darius boldly stared back. “I got to have me some of
that white pussy girl.” She smiled and leaned over to peck him on
the mouth before moving to her husband, who was standing beside
him.

By the time she had finished she was gasping
for breath, her breathing adding an enticing rise and fall to the
movement of her breasts, highlighted in the bright light under the
light sheen of sweat from her dancing. The sexuality of the moment
hung in the air like a fog.

Mara brought Hannah another double, which she
tossed down in four gulps before the next song started.

Hannah felt alive as she had never been alive
before, being nude in front of some many men, on a stage. She was
sexually charged.

Hannah went to LeBron who was first in line,
his hands still behind his back. She kissed him full on the mouth,
and felt his hand on her breast, breaking it to tell her, “Like I
said, this is a private party, take it where you want to.” Hannah
felt Andre touching her right breast as Lebron played with her
left, and she made no effort to stop him. Instead she moved to
Andre, kissing him, letting him roam his hands over her body, his
hands running his fingertips over her right breast, then moving to
her left, and the familiar touch of Spence was on her right breast
as she moved away from Andre.

“This is your graduation as a black cock
slut, Hannah,” Andre said. “Act like it.”

Spence kissed her, and she asked him, “Did
you hear what Andre said?”

“I did.”

“What can I do?”

“What do you want to do?” Spence said.

“I want to be a total slut,” Hannah said, the
hint of a slur on the edge of her statement.

“Do it,” Spence said, “don’t let me hold you
back. I will enjoy watching you be a slut.”

Hannah smiled, kissed him again, and moved to
the next man in line, who was so tall that she had to rise up to
kiss him, and he pulled her tight and hard. It was Darius
Lewis.

When she broke the first kiss she told him,
“I don’t think we’ve met, I’m Hannah” as he gently squeezed her
breasts with his huge heavy black hands.

“I know, and very pleased to meet you. You
are so hot, white girl.”

Hannah did the same with each man at the
stage, kissing each on the mouth, letting them play with her
breasts, and moving around the stage. It didn’t take long. On her
next circuit she went to each man, carefully unbuttoning their
shirts, hugging her bare breasts against their bare chests, kissing
each again, the men getting more forward, playing with her ass.
Darius and Deshod each put a quick finger a little inside her.

“It’s not fair, I want you all as naked as I
am,” Hannah said loud enough for the men to hear. Charles and
Darnell looked uncomfortable, looking over their shoulder at the
room, but they shrugged after a moment and reached for their belts.
She looked at LeBron, to see if he protested, but he only smiled
and nodded. Andre nodded. Spence mouthed and “I love you,” to her
and she smiled back.

Andre, Kevin and LeBron quickly unbuckled
their pants and let them fall. Hannah made another circuit, kissing
each man, playing with each cock, marveling at the variety and
size. Darius’s cock was the biggest, in proportion to his size, and
Deshod was uncircumcised, which was a first to play with for
Hannah.

“Mmmm, I’ve never enjoyed an uncut cock
before,” Hannah said, looking straight at Darius.

“We need to fix that,” Darius said.

“Maybe we do,” Hannah said before moving
on.

Charles’s cock was huge for his size, and she
continued around the group, kissing, playing with their cocks.

“This is like extended foreplay, isn’t it?”
She kidded with Darnell.

“I wish I could film this,” he said.

“Maybe we can re-enact it later,” Hannah
teased.

Hannah danced to stand in front of Andre, did
a little sway as she lowered her body down, and got as low as she
could and leaning forward began sucking his cock, to the stunned
shock of everyone watching.

“Slutty enough for you?” Hannah asked, still
on her knees with his cock in her hand.

“You’re there girl, it’s your night, go for
it,” Andre said.

Hannah looked to her right as she sucked
Andre’s and saw the line of black men standing at the stage, each
stroking their cocks to keep them hard, hard for her, waiting for
her.

In that instant moment the shy Hannah she had
been flashed through her mind. And just as quick that shy woman she
had been vanished as if forever.

As she sucked Andre she was stroking LeBron’s
cock, and moved down the line.

“Your turn,” she said as she began sucking
LeBron and stroking her husband, next to him.

Spence suspected what was coming, but only in
a distant far off way. Hannah looked straight at Spence, taking her
mouth off of LeBron, holding his hard brown cock with her left
hand, looking straight up and Spence, and beyond, higher, to see
Darius looking down at her. “You think it’s a compliment to you if
you loaned your wife to an NFL superstar?”

She didn’t wait for an answer, just enveloped
Spence’s hard cock for a second before moving to Darius. She stood
and kissed him again, stroking his cock and he responded by
fingering her. She sat down on the edge of the stage, leaned over
to suck his cock, and stopped to look up at him. “You’ve not fucked
me yet, would you like to?”

“Hell yes,” he responded.

Hannah smiled, glancing between Spence and
Darius. “Wait right here then, I’ll be right back.”

“Baby I ain’t going no-where” Darius
exclaimed, as Hannah, pushed on by alcohol and lust, went around
the stage sucking the cock of every man who had been at Andre’s
apartment earlier. Henry, Kevin, Charles, Darnell.

She went backwards this time, and when she
got to Henry she smiled. “Do I owe you a fuck?” She asked.

“I hope you do,” Henry answered, and Hannah
stepped in front of Deshod who grabbed her and kissed her hard,
ramming a finger roughly up into her pussy, and the juices from her
pussy coating his finger when he withdrew. Together Deshod and
Darius lay her back on the stage, with Deshod breaking the kiss and
playing with her nipple ring as Darius kneaded the other, tugging
hard on her nipple. Hannah opened her legs, feeling someone’s
tongue lick her pussy as Deshod’s blackness loomed over her, his
cock dragging across her mouth and Hannah eagerly sucked it into
her mouth.

In that same moment, as she did, she felt a
huge cock being brushed between her pussy lips, and she felt her
lover start moving his cock into her body, on a stage in front of
30 or so people, all staring in rapt attention.

Everyone was watching, but the dancers were
picking out their favorite customers to sit on their laps, most
with their tops off and openly letting the men on whose lap they
were sitting feel them up.

Hannah was oblivious to any of that, knowing
only that she had once cock in her mouth, one in her cunt, and was
doing it on a stage in front of a room full of people.

This had always been a favorite fantasy that
even Spence didn’t know, and here she was living it. She started
cumming at the thought of it, and it prompted Darius to come
quicker too. When he withdrew she looked down at his cock and saw
that at least he had used a condom.

Deshold Jones nudge the recovering Darius out
of the way, pulled on a condom Spence handed him, and he used no
foreplay. He shoved his cock into Hannah, and holding her ass in
the air fucked her in that position. The other men lined up, and
Hannah, through her horizontal position turned her head toward
them, seeing a long row of waiting black cocks.

“It has to be a dream,” she said, “I can’t
really believe I’m doing this,” she said out loud. But she knew she
was. LeBron stood between the men from Andre’s party and the
regular customers, after one well intended customer tried to join
in the line.

Two of the regular customers had pulled Kevin
and were disappointed that the beautiful woman pulling the train on
the stage was not one of Kevin’s girls. They remained to watch the
amazing white wife pulling the train of black cock.

Hannah was in a delirium of ecstasy, moaning,
begging her black lovers, “fuck my slutty cunt,” and “I love black
cock,” she screamed, cumming, squirting as Darius fucked her again,
with his big cock, in perfect proportion to his huge body. Deshod
was almost as big, and when Henry followed she realized she’d
fucked three men in a row that she’d never fucked before. Then
Charles, Darnell, Andre, Kevin, LeBron, each took a turn, but each
was satisfied to just put their cocks inside her for a few strokes,
not choosing for a full fuck but to at least say they had been a
part of what Spence was now calling her “cumming out” party. Spence
went last, the only man fucking her bareback, cumming inside her
quickly.

Hannah lay back on the stage and didn’t move,
and when she realized there was not another black lover ready,
asked for a break. When she stopped the room applauded, led by the
dancers, who were in awe of what they had just seen.

They began to filter out. Spence looked at
cell and realized it was 3 a.m. The club had closed to the public
at two.

 



 


END OF AN EVENING

 


Spence went into the restroom, his head
spinning from Hannah’s sexual explosion he h had just witnessed. He
splashed water in his face, and as he came back out made it as far
as the first booth, collapsing in the corner from the long hours of
drinking. He looked up and realized that he must have passed out
for a while. The long haired girl who had danced for him earlier
was getting him up. He checked his cell again, he’d only been out
10 minutes or so, but the room had transformed. Most of the people
had left.

Andre was on the other side of the room,
dressed, his arm around Hannah, who was still nude.

 “Where’d everyone go?” He asked.

“Everyone got tired,” the long haired blond
girl giggled. She helped him to his feet and steadied him as they
walked together to the small group of people still there: Mara,
Darius, Hannah and Andre. Hannah looked as fresh as she had at 10
p.m.

“Damn Hannah, I think a lot of cock perks you
up,” Spence kidded.

“Seems to sure be working tonight,” she said.
“We’re having a party tomorrow, Spence,--or I guess I should say
this afternoon.”

“We are?” Spence asked.

“Yes, and it starts now. I’ve invited
everyone here to go home with us. You and Logan take our bedroom,
motioning to the long haired girl beside him, Darius and I are
taking the guest room, and Andre and Mara will take the first floor
bedroom.”  Everyone nodded, and Hannah added, “But it doesn’t
matter how we start out, we’ll rotate a couple of times after we
get up.”

“Sounds like fun to me,” Spence said. Andre
shouted back through the club to let LeBron know they were leaving,
and they had to wake up the limo driver for the drive back
home.

In the long seat of the limo Darius was
beside Hannah, who was still nude. He seemed fascinated with her
nipple ring and kept playing with it. Hannah was leaned back on
Spence, their faces close together. Andre and Mara were kissing,
and Logan was leaning back with her eyes closed.

***

Spence looked down at his wife and their eyes
met.

“What,” she asked.

“I didn’t say anything” he protested, “you
always do that.”

“Do what?”

“Say ‘what’ just out of the blue, like you
already know the question,” Spence said.

“I know, but I know you. Did I just see a
second thought cross your mind?-- About what I’m doing?”

“No, not at all,” Spence smiled. “It will
just be hard to top this tonight.”

“I know,” Hannah said, “I don’t think I’ll
dance more than a couple of months, it will be work and not fun if
I do it longer than that.”

Hannah smiled her sly smile, the same one in
the portrait. Spence couldn’t resist and kissed her, kissed her as
Darius played with her nipple ring, and when he broke the kiss saw
Darius had a finger inside her as well.

She smiled, and whispered, “This is fun, but
when it is all said and done married sex with you is much
better.”

“What will we do to spice things up after
this?” Spence asked.

“I bet between your active imagination and
our friends, we will come up with something,” Hannah smiled.

Spence smiled, and helped her raise her up,
nudging her toward Darius.

Darius pulled the naked white woman in whose
pussy his finger was still inside closer for a kiss.

THE END
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