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Learning to Sin

Trish and I live in a large Texas city with our ten-year-old son, eight-year-old daughter, and our four-year-old yellow lab. Since both of us are working professionals, we live a pretty good life. Money is not a big issue, and besides indulging in some nice vacations, we manage to save a tidy sum every year. Our kids are healthy and smart and have no problem making friends, so all in all, one would have to say we have a pretty charmed life.

We grew up in the same small country town about two hours from where we are now. It was a nice upbringing, and we both learned good values and made some great friends that we still cherish. Trish’s parents are ranchers and have a large place that someday she will inherit along with her sister. My father passed away several years back, but my mom still lives there, spending her retirement with her lifelong friends.

Trish and I dated in high school and throughout college, miraculously staying together even though we went to different schools. We got married right after graduation, moved back to our hometown, and prepared to live the same life as our parents. However, after a year, Trish announced one day that she didn’t want to live that life anymore, and asked that we move to an urban environment that offered more variety and sophistication. I fought it at first, as my whole upbringing and education had prepared me to do exactly what I was doing, but after a year of seeing Trish miserable, I relented. We planned our move with no idea of what the future would hold, and compounding the dilemma, Trish was now pregnant with our first child.

Sometimes, life has an amazing way of working out, as despite being pregnant, Trish landed a good job, and after some soul searching, I decided to go to law school. Our parents helped a bit during my school years, although not too much, so we had to scrimp to get by, but three years later I graduated and landed a position with a good local firm. My country upbringing seemed to play well both with the partners and clients, and I quickly became a specialist in rural property matters. In addition, I got to help a lot with customer entertainment, particularly hunting and fishing trips around the state. As a result, I rose quickly in the firm, and by thirty-two I made partner which brought with it financial stability. At the same time, Trish was doing well, so after ten years together, and the addition of another child, we were reasonably set.

Any concerns about leaving the country life have long since vanished. Indeed, we really had the best of both worlds, with a great life in the city, and parents and property in the country that we could retreat to periodically. Although, at times, when the pressure of the job got high, I found my mind wandering back to the simplicity of country living.

Our parents adore their grandkids and our children love their grandparents. Every time they visit, they are treated like little princes and princesses. There are horseback rides, afternoon swims in the clear river, along with a never-ending supply of treats, and, of course, all our pleas about spoiling them go unheeded. For months, they had begged us to let their grandkids visit for an extended period over the summer, and after lots of discussions, we agreed that they were at an appropriate age. Their school was going to be out in mid-May, so we targeted the following week for the start of a two-week visit with the plan calling for me to drive them out on a Friday and then pick them up on a Sunday, sixteen days later. They would stay with Trish’s parents as they had more room, but my mom would get to see them every day, and since our parents always got along very well, there were no concerns about the arrangement.

The Friday finally arrived, much too slowly for our excited kids, and I took off work at lunch, picked them up at home from the nanny, and headed out. Their excitement was contagious and we sang songs and discussed what they wanted to do during the drive. An hour after arriving, I kissed everyone goodbye with promises of daily calls and headed back to the city.

I was anxious to get back, as, just like the kids, I was excited about the opportunity Trish and I had for our vacation. It was amazing to think that in ten years it was going to be our first extended time alone together with no child responsibilities, and my mind had been alive for some time about our agenda. Of course, there would be sex, that was a given, and we always shared a good sex life, although with young kids it could be difficult at times. However, there were other things I wanted to do with my wife including some good dinners out, maybe some plays or concerts, as well as spontaneous decisions we could make on a whim.

As I mentioned, Trish and I started dating in high school. She was the girl every guy wanted and to this day I don’t know why she chose me. Trish was a cheerleader, something she now felt a bit reluctant to admit, and elected most beautiful in our class, which she never brought up. After two kids, she still is very close to her high school shape at 128 lbs. on her slender 5′7″ frame. She has black hair, like all the girls in her family, and dark brown eyes that seem to suck you in and take hold. There are cute dimples on her cheeks and she has a killer smile that stops men cold. Indeed, several times I’ve witnessed men lose their ability to speak when she looks at them and her smile breaks out. She has C-cup breasts that have suffered just a bit after breastfeeding two kids, and she talks at times about a boob job, although it’s something I adamantly oppose. However, for me, her best feature is her long perfect legs that end at a butt that’s kept tight from her thrice-weekly workouts.

I’m 5′11″ tall with a receding hairline and a slight paunch from too much sitting and not enough exercise. Other than that, I have always viewed myself as pretty average. Hence, the surprise and joy I have always felt that I was able to attract Trish. She always argues with me about my looks telling me that she finds me very handsome. She also says I have a caring soul, and I’m very smart, which women find sexy.

Trish has always been particular about birth control. When we first became intimate, she forced me to be very disciplined about condom use. After we got married, she went on the pill, but it was evident almost immediately that it affected her libido. Not wanting some foreign device in her vagina, we opted to follow a Family Planning program where we used condoms during her fertile days. Fortunately, she had stable periods and the discipline to follow the plan, and so far, no accidents had occurred. As a backup, she kept a morning-after pill in the house in case we ever broke the rules, although doing so was exceedingly rare.

I got home before Trish and had a glass of wine poured for her when she walked in.

“Thanks, my love,” she said taking the glass.

“The kids have already called,” she said with a laugh.

“Oh, no,” I said with a concerned look, worried that they were scared about being separated and that our two weeks had already ended.

“Relax, they just wanted to know which bag the movies were in,” she replied, guessing where my head had gone.

I let out a deep breath, causing us both to start laughing, and we sat down and discussed how her day had gone while we drank the wine.

“I’m surprised you haven’t tried to get me in bed yet,” she suddenly teased while looking at me with one of her impish grins.

I had consciously thought about not jumping to sex because I was afraid the two weeks would just all be about that and I was hoping for more. Still, now presented with Trish before me, likely horny, and with an empty house, I set aside those thoughts.

“Let’s go,” I said, jumping up and pulling her with me.

“Oh my!” she replied with a giggle, but let me lead her to the bedroom.

Thirty seconds later, we were naked, on top of the comforter with me kissing her from her thighs to her breasts, intentionally teasing her to make her squirm. Trish grabbed my head and tried to pull me onto her. She often does this when she is horny, preferring penetration to foreplay, and usually, I let her have her way, but this time I resisted, keeping up my kisses over her body.

“Come on baby. I’m ready,” she whined, sounding frustrated.

“Patience darling,” I answered, stopping just long enough to speak.

Trish started shaving several years ago, although she never had a heavy bush, and her vagina, even after two kids, looks like it did when she finally let me see it at eighteen. I could tell I was having an effect, as she was beginning to lubricate nicely, and I thought about going down on her, something she loves and which always brings her to a quick climax. Instead, I brought my kisses closer to her vagina, as if I was going to dive in, but never made contact.

“Quit teasing,” she demanded, and looking up at her face, I could see her eyes pleading.

The pause allowed her to grab my arms and pull me towards her, and this time I didn’t resist. I moved into position between her spread legs with my dick barely grazing her, then leaned forward and kissed her which brought it directly onto her vagina. Before I could stop her, her hand shot between us, grabbed my shaft, and brought it to her wet entrance. At that point, my resistance completely failed, and I pushed into her feeling the warmth and wetness envelope me and entice me deeper.

From my understanding of penis size, I would be dead center in the average category, although our fit always seemed snug. This time was no different, and even though she was lying still, it felt like her vaginal muscles were milking me.

“Ohhhhh…” we gasped in unison.

Trish spread her legs even wider, allowing me to completely penetrate her, and we started a slow, deep rhythm. Her heels were touching my ass and her arms were wrapped around my shoulders with her head buried into my neck. With her mouth close to my ear, I could hear each moan and gasp as we continued our coupling.

When Trish is beneath me, she usually allows me to set the pace, and this time was no different. However, even in this submissive role, she knows how to excite me and she did so by gently running her fingernails over my back from the top of my butt to my shoulders. Her touch made my back arch and forced a hurried sigh to escape from my mouth, while my dick seemed to grow an extra half inch, and was now so hard it hurt.

“Mmmm…ohhh…” soft whimpers began to escape from her mouth.

“You feel so good,” I whispered into her ear, wanting to communicate with her in some way.

I began moving with more purpose, although still not fast, and was delighted to hear the slurping sound coming from my wife’s pussy. Trish can get very wet when she is highly aroused, and it seemed like she was this evening. Maybe like me, she had been anticipating the time we were going to enjoy alone.

Before Trish climaxes, she usually gets quiet and her body becomes stiff as she concentrates. She was now getting into that zone, and I witnessed it unfold. It started with her feet rising from my butt and hanging suspended in the air. Looking down, I could see her eyes tightly closed, her head arched back and her hanging partly mouth open. When her hands, which she had been using to stroke her fingernails on my back, locked onto my shoulders, I knew she was close.

Normally, at this point, I would try to maintain a steady rhythm to let her achieve her orgasm. However, a thought started to invade my head from a source I couldn’t explain. It was telling me to not let her climax, to be different this time and keep it for later. Since it was only early evening, why rush things? The trouble was my balls were aching for release, too. Plus, watching Trish orgasm was one of the biggest turn-ons in my life. Still, the thought was there and it was strong.

Trish was close and her body went rigid as she neared the peak. I took three more hard strokes, as deeply into her as I could, and then pulled out completely.

“What? Don’t stop…come back!” she said in total surprise, with her breath coming out in frustrated gasps.

“We can finish later. Let’s go to dinner,” I announced, ignoring her stunned look as I began to move off the bed.

“Patrick Bishop, is this a joke? Get your butt back here,” she replied, using my full name, which was never a good thing.

Standing next to the bed, I looked at Trish still lying on her back with her legs spread giving me an incredulous look.

“You’re an ass,” she said loudly, with obvious frustration.

“Come on let’s go do something. If we finish we’ll be too tired,” I explained, hoping to rationalize to her why I had stopped.

“I won’t be. So, finish your job,” she demanded.

“Come on,” I said, turned my back, and walked towards the bathroom.

“You will pay dearly for this Pat,” she threatened, which made me cringe.

I jumped in the shower expecting Trish to come in and try to seduce me, but she didn’t. When I came out, she was in a robe in the kitchen sipping on a freshly poured glass of wine.

“Ass,” she said looking straight through me.

“What should we do tonight?” I asked, hoping to move on.

“Well, I can tell you there will be no sex tonight,” she stated.

“No, I’m serious honey. The first time in ten years with no kids, let’s do something different,” I tried to explain.

“Like what?” she replied, and I fought back yelling a hurrah, counting it as a victory that she was engaging in the discussion.

“Well, I guess what we used to do before kids. Or what we thought about doing but couldn’t because of the kids,” I said.

“Before kids, we spent a lot of time trying to have kids,” she replied which made me laugh.

It was true. We both wanted children quickly and didn’t really worry about birth control.

“How about we go country dancing?” I said, with the thought coming to me completely from the blue.

Trish loved to dance and was very good at it as well. Although we had grown up learning to dance from a young age, she had a natural gift, while I was an eager participant but lacked much natural ability.

“We haven’t done any dancing outside of the house for a long time,” she replied in a way that made me think she was interested.

“Exactly! That’s how we should spend our kid vacation,” I almost yelled.

“Where should we go?” she said, and I knew I was over the hump.

“That place on the West side, it’s still there,” I suggested.

“Okay, but you better be ready to dance. Don’t act like you usually do and quit after a few times,” she demanded.

“Go get ready. I’ll make a snack for us,” I told her.

At nine, we left the house having finished the wine and eaten a Caesar salad and cheese plate I prepared. The drive to the dance hall would take twenty minutes or so, depending on traffic. It was a venerable old place on the outskirts of the city that somehow survived the ups and downs of current fads.

Trish had put on jeans, simple sandals, and a white blouse along with a strand of pearls. I was in jeans as well with a button-down dress shirt and ropers.

“Pat, if you do that again I’ll castrate you. Remember, my dad taught me how when I was a girl,” Trish stated in the middle of our drive.

“I’m not a calf,” I said with a dismissive laugh.

“Same process,” she replied pretending to be serious.

“Guess we’re the early bird special crowd,” I said a little later when we arrived at a half-empty parking lot.

Like the lot, the inside wasn’t crowded, and I grabbed a longneck from the bar and a glass of wine for Trish, before taking a high table away from the dance floor. We spent the next hour out on the mostly empty dance floor while remembering the old times growing up in the country, and I marveled at my wife’s skills. Despite our limited opportunities, she hadn’t lost her touch, and although I felt my effort was passable, it lacked her effortless grace. Slowly, the place began to fill, and by ten-thirty, with three drinks in us, it had reached capacity.

“Are you having fun?” I asked Trish.

“Yes!” she replied, and I was pleased to see her dimples form with her smile.

We gave the waitress another drink order and then went out again. When we got back, there were two fresh drinks on the table, and standing next to it was a large black guy wearing an equally black Stetson. As we approached, he nodded at me and moved several steps away.

“How’s it going?” I said to him over the din, trying not to appear like a hardass.

“Good…good, thanks. How are you folks?” he replied.

“Good as well,” I answered.

Trish and I took our seats and started to chat, and after a few minutes, he wandered off. I watched him out of the corner of my eye thinking how much the world had changed to see black guys in a country place. Over the next hour, I watched him sporadically as he worked the room and noticed he had about a fifty percent success rate when asking a woman to dance. It was easy to see that he was an accomplished dancer and several times a second dance followed the first. When he finished, he always returned to his spot several steps from our table.

“Does it look like it’s going to be a good night?” I yelled over to him while Trish was gone to the restroom.

“Average, but you can never tell for sure,” he answered with a big grin.

“Gotta keep trying,” I replied.

“Winston Miller,” he suddenly said, offering his large hand.

“Pat Bishop,” I replied.

“You guys come here much?” he asked.

“Never…it’s our first time. Kids are with the grandparents and we have a free night,” I explained.

I introduced him to Trish when she returned, and we all talked for a few minutes about trivial things before a dumpy white woman wearing a too-short skirt tugged on his sleeve. Very graciously, he accepted her invitation, and between conversations with Trish, I watched the couple.

“He’s a good dancer,” Trish said.

“Who?” I asked, genuinely confused.

“The black guy,” she replied.

“Oh, yes. He seems to be. Seems to be a pretty nice guy, too,” I stated.

Winston had to be over six feet tall and was solidly built, neither fat nor thin. He had broad shoulders and what looked to be a shaved head under his hat. He was wearing tight jeans and a red long-sleeve shirt, and I guessed that he was a few years younger than us, perhaps thirty or so. He remained with the woman through two songs and then tipped his hat and left her as she tugged at his sleeve. Like before, he returned to his spot several feet from our table, and a waitress brought him a fresh beer as he stood silently surveying the crowd.

“You’re a good dancer. You must come here a lot,” I said to him after a few minutes of silence that seemed awkward after our introductions.

“I do come here some, but I wouldn’t say I’m very good,” he replied with a short laugh.

“You are good,” Trish chimed in from over my shoulder.

“Well, thank you. Coming from you that is a compliment. I’ve seen how good you are.” he answered, and I noticed the way his eyes bore into Trish’s.

“You want to join us?” I said, waving at the small table.

“Winston took the few steps over and was now standing alongside me. We chatted for a few minutes about various things, the bar, sports, and places to go around town. He and I carried on most of the conversation with Trish throwing in something occasionally.

“Oh, this is one of my favorite songs. May I dance with your wife?” Winston suddenly asked.

“Fine with me, Trish?” I said, turning to her.

Trish receiving an invitation to dance from another man was quite common although it usually occurred in our hometown from someone we had known our entire life. Rather than respond verbally, she got up from her seat and met Winston in front of the table. They walked towards the crowded floor with her a step ahead, and when they arrived, she turned and let him take her into his arms. His right hand landed respectfully on the small of her back and after entering the throng it soon became apparent that they were the class dancers on the floor.


Trish’s father, like many small-town people of his generation, was profoundly racist. He would have severely scolded her, or worse if he knew she was dancing with a black man. This fact caused me to smile, as if we were being naughty, like skinny dipping at the river when we were younger.

When the song started, there was a space of four to six inches between their bodies, but as it progressed, the gap appeared to shrink, and when it ended, instead of returning, they stayed out and continued to dance through two more. Slowly, their bodies seemed to grow together until it looked like her breasts were in contact with his broad chest. All the time, they maintained a conversation, and by her expression, she appeared to be enjoying herself. Finally, they split and walked back to the table with Trish once again leading the way.

“Very impressive,” I laughed, giving a small ovation as they approached.

They both smiled and I could see Trish had a slight sheen of sweat on her face. Winston found a stool to drag up to our table, and we picked up our aimless chatting now with Trish more involved in the discussions.

“It’s your turn,” she announced to me after about ten minutes.

We danced one song together with me now being more self-conscious of my skills then went back to the table despite her protests to continue. Some girl must have grabbed Winston because he was missing, and I scanned the room before finally spotting him dancing with a thin, skanky blond that looked to be over fifty. When he finished, I saw him meander his way back toward us, turning down a request along the way.

“You’re the popular guy here,” Trish said to him.

“I have a hard time saying no,” he answered with a grin.

“Well, I think that’s a noble thing,” I replied.

“Maybe noble but often painful,” he said with a laugh.

“If I ask you to dance, will you be noble with me?” Trish asked, which made me turn quickly towards her, as in all the time I had known her, going back to grade school, I couldn’t recall her ever asking a man.

“I’d be honored,” Winston replied, and with that, they left me, again.

They picked up right where they left off, exhibiting a natural fluidity, while somehow anticipating the other’s moves. Now, Winston was holding her with no visible separation between them, and they spent their time talking oblivious to the others on the crowded floor. Watching them, I once more thought about her father’s likely reaction, and as close as they were, knowing his temper, I doubted very much he would stop at a scolding.

Trish always attracted a lot of male attention and almost every time we went out, I could end up in a fight if I allowed jealousy to take charge. Long ago, I learned to deal with it and had absolute faith in Trish’s fidelity but when you’ve been together a while, certain thoughts might occasionally appear. When we were first together and then married, I never had any visions of other men with her, and then, with kids, the focus shifted to family. But now, as I watched Winston embrace my wife, it was like seeing a completely different situation, and strange thoughts began percolating in my head.

Sure, I had fantasized a few times about Trish and other men. However, those times had generally been about her effect on them. Like when she was wearing a bikini and men were staring at her I sometimes wondered if they masturbated later thinking about her. Now, it was more real-time, and Winston was a black man, forbidden fruit from our upbringing, and she clearly enjoyed his company. For a moment, I allowed myself to think that my wife might be thinking about him sexually, then I snapped back, realizing I had gone off the deep end.

Like before, one song became two and then three before they returned. I watched them closely as my mind churned, and I saw his hand slip lower until it reached the top half of her ass. When they returned to the table, Trish was a bit out of breath, and I wondered if she had picked up on the signals Winston was giving off, as there was little question, that he had an interest.

It was now well past midnight, and the crowd was beginning to thin out. They sat down and immediately our conversation started again.

“Winston, you want to come by the house for a nightcap?” I blurted out awkwardly in the middle of the conversation.

“Are we leaving?” Trish asked.

“Yeah, it’s late. Time to go with all the drinking,” I replied, trying to regain some momentum.

“Yeah, I’d love a nightcap,” he answered, and since he had no idea where we lived, it reinforced my view that he held other desires.

“Let me give you directions,” I said.

“I’ll map it, just give me the address,” he answered.

I gave him the address and we settled up with the waitress and left. All the way home, we talked about a lot of things, but not about the fact that this black guy, who we just met, was coming over. I tried to get adventurous and asked Trish to show me her breasts, but she declined and told me to watch the road or I would be spending the night in jail. Arriving home, I went to the bar and made myself a drink wondering what might happen and how I would deal with it. Trish went to the bedroom and my mind went to thoughts of her returning in a teddy or at least a robe. Instead, when Winston arrived ten minutes later, Trish emerged in the same clothes minus only her shoes.

I made him a drink but Trish declined anything and they sat on opposite ends of our large leather couch while I sat in an easy chair. We talked through one drink and then another before Trish announced she was going to bed. I had tried hard to think of a way to inflame the sexual chemistry in the room but had completely struck out. The energy in the room took a major hit with her departure, and I had one more drink with Winston before he announced that he needed to get going. I’m sure he had thought there was some opportunity in the cards when he agreed to come over and in my demented state, I wondered if my wife had perhaps given some signals.

After cleaning up, I went to the dark bedroom and could sense that Trish was still awake. Because of this, I stripped down before sliding into the bed, and snuggling up against her, I was pleased to find that she was naked as well.

“Are you going to finish what you left earlier?” she asked as my hand found her breasts.

I pulled her onto her back, as my dick jumped instantly to life, and kissed her hungrily before moving my mouth to her tight nipples.

“Put it in,” I commanded as I moved between her legs.

Trish’s hand quickly found my dick and brought it to her opening. Pushing forward, I found her slit nice and slick, exactly as I had left it earlier that evening.

“You’re so damn beautiful,” I said as she wrapped her legs around my waist.

“Mmmm… no talking. Just make love to me,” she answered.

“Did you enjoy your dancing?” I asked after we had begun to move together, unable to stay silent.

“I did. Thank you,” she responded and moved to kiss me.

“You looked so good out there,” I said before thinking.

“Looked?” she asked.

“Yes, with Winston,” I replied boldly.

It was a risky statement, and if Trish took it the wrong way, I was dead but the alcohol and horniness I felt fueled my courage.

“We were just dancing like everyone else,” she said defensively, and I felt a slight shudder sweep through her body.

“The other girls weren’t dancing with a black guy that was holding them close, rubbing their butt, and trying to seduce them,” I replied, going for broke.

“He wasn’t…” she tried to answer.

“Yes, he was,” I said, cutting her off, and then after several seconds of quiet, I continued, “You liked the attention, didn’t you?”

“No more talking,” she demanded, now moving her hips in a way intended to capture my attention.

I kissed her hard on the mouth, breaking down her defenses then stated, “Answer my question.”

“Quiet, sweetie,” she replied.

“Answer,” I said forcefully, again.

“A little…some…I don’t know,” she replied with obvious embarrassment.

“Did you feel him rubbing against you?” I asked, continuing to push hard.

“No, now stop it,” she answered and her body arched in an attempt to throw me off.

Instead, I put my hands on her shoulders and forced her down which she accepted with a frustrated sigh. I picked up the pace of our lovemaking and before long she began to respond. Kicking the covers off, she wound her body tightly around mine and soft mews, then whimpers started coming from her mouth. I kissed her neck, ears, and mouth while telling her how beautiful she was, which heightened her arousal and made her more engaged.

By now, I think she felt the questioning was over and she could enjoy the sex. I knew it was best to remain silent on the black man and enjoy my wife, but my mind had worked itself into a frenzy, and I was certain there was more in her head she wasn’t sharing.

A colleague at work had once described during a night of drinking how he and his wife would pretend a scene during their lovemaking that might involve a strange place or a fantasy lover. He said it was amazing how hot the situation could become, and now my thoughts went to his descriptions as I moved in and out of my wife.

“Winston told me he wanted to have you,” I blurted out awkwardly.

“What? Seriously, stop it, Pat,” she demanded but kept rolling her hips into mine.

“Would you like that?” I asked, my lust now completely overwhelming my brain.

“No, we’re married,” she replied immediately, and then added, “Cut it out.”

“Put your hands to your side and close your eyes tight,” I commanded.

I expected an argument, but surprisingly, after a brief hesitation, she complied.

Then after several seconds, I said. “Pretend it’s Winston inside you.”

“Enough,” Trish said, as her eyes shot open, and again, she pushed on my shoulders, but I took her hands, spread them out, and then ordered, “Close your eyes.”

Trish looked at me for what felt like a minute and then closed them and relaxed her arms. When I took my hands away, she left her arms extended, and I let another minute pass before I spoke.

“Damn, Trish, you dance in bed as well as you do on the floor,” I said in a mock Winston voice. There was no reply, so I continued, “I’m glad Pat gave me a chance. Do you like it?”

This time I could see Trish biting her lower lip and a slight almost imperceptible nod from her head.

“You ever been with a black man?” I asked, and this time she shook her head, and it was swift and clear. I tried to think of a command I could give to further test her participation, and after a few seconds I told her, “Put your hands over your head, baby.”

There was just a moment of hesitation before Trish’s hands slowly went over her head until they were touching the headboard. For better or worse, it seemed she was playing along.

“Tell me what you want,” I demanded, getting bolder, and when she didn’t reply, I repeated the question.

“I want…you,” she said very faintly between her soft moans.

“What do you want?” I asked her, needing specifics.

“You,” she replied, this time without prompting.

“Who?” I followed.

“Winston,” she answered, which made my dick pulse inside her and my body shiver.

She was starting to participate in the roleplaying, which made me so excited, I wasn’t sure how long I would last. I knew Trish needed to cum first, so I slowed and made deliberate thrusts.

“You like this black dick, don’t you?” I asked, continuing to play.

“Yesss….” Trish said softly a few seconds later, nodding her head slightly at the same time.

Her words forced me to bite my lip to keep from cumming and stars began to dance before my eyes.

I could feel her body start to get rigid telling me she was close, so if I could just hold out a bit longer, it would be okay. I thought of dead skunks and vomit, anything to last just a little longer, and luckily her moans quickly grew louder as her knees pulled back, lifting her feet in the air, indicating she was only seconds away.

“Oh, make me cum,” she whined.

“Whose making you cum?” I demanded.

“Winston,” she replied loudly, and with that, I completely lost control and started slamming into her rapidly as my dick shot its seed harder than I had ever experienced.

“Oh, damn! Damn!” I forced out.

My effort had turned out to be just enough, and I was thrilled when I felt her body begin to spasm beneath me.

“Oh, God…yes…God, yes…yes…yes…don’t stop…don’t stop…unnnggghh…” Trish cried out as her legs kicked the air and her hands gripped my shoulders with her fingernails.

I could feel her vaginal muscles begin to spasm, squeezing and then releasing my dick over and over. It was a powerful orgasm for her and she struggled to catch her breath, as did I. After regaining some control, my lips went to hers and I mauled her mouth sucking on her lips and pushing my tongue deep.

“I love you,” I said as I lifted above her so I could stare into her face.

“Say it again,” she demanded.

“I love you desperately,” I replied, and then kissed her again.

We fell asleep soon after, still tangled in each other’s arms.

For the rest of the weekend, we relaxed around the house and enjoyed quiet time by the pool making love several times each day. Neither of us brought up the roleplaying, but it remained a powerful vision in my brain. It had been a significant step for Trish, a far cry from her passionate yet conventional style, and I wasn’t sure where to go with it but knew it was something I wanted to explore further. Sunday, Trish went to church, as usual, and I’m sure she prayed for our salvation from the sin we had recently experienced.

When Monday came around we were like giddy teenagers calling and texting hourly and making sexual innuendos about what would happen when we got home. All week, I took her to a different restaurant each evening, but we would return early and make love late into the night.

On Friday, we went to an early dinner, and then to a play, she had wanted to see. Trish had dressed well and of course, had attracted the normal looks from appreciative men. It was over by ten, and we debated whether to go for a drink somewhere or return home. We decided on home and had already arrived when I received a text on my phone while Trish was in the bathroom.

Was hoping to see y’all here tonight — Winston

I had forgotten we had exchanged phone numbers, and that we had talked about returning to the club the following week after Trish had gone to bed. The text gave me an instant erection as the memory of the roleplaying came rushing back and it spurred my desire to see her and Winston together. Maybe, I thought, the interaction would inspire her and lead to another roleplaying episode. The problem was it was now approaching eleven and I had no good reason for suggesting we go out after just arriving home. Still, I felt it was an opportunity that deserved a try, so I pressed forward.

“Trish, I’m bored. You want to go dancing again?” I asked when she returned from the bathroom.

“I don’t know it’s already late,” she answered, not enthusiastic but not saying no, either.

“We can go for an hour or so and burn off some energy. Last time it was still hopping till after midnight,” I reminded her.

“You promise you won’t just sit around?” she queried.

“I promise,” I laughed, crossing my heart.

I had to wonder if she suspected anything, although if she did, she was hiding it extremely well.

Fifteen minutes later we left the house and twenty minutes after that we arrived. Trish had selected a jean skirt with a simple top and while she changed, I texted Winston that we might be coming. We got in, but since it was peak time there were no tables, so we stood near the bar and ordered a round then immediately went to the floor. I stayed out with Trish for four songs, which pleased her greatly, and hopefully dispelled any thought that there was an ulterior motive on my part. I hadn’t seen Winston to that point and thought maybe he had already left but I finally spotted him dancing with an attractive woman making me wonder if had already made a connection for the evening.

After sitting out a couple of songs, we returned to the dance floor. I was scoring huge points with Trish and honestly having a pretty good time, as I felt I was moving well that night. This time, as we returned to our drinks we ran into Winston, and after I shook his hand, he gently hugged Trish who seemed completely at ease. Almost immediately, he asked her to dance and after a look at me for approval, they departed.

They were gone for some time and I lost count of the songs before I saw them headed back toward me through the crowd. I had found a high table, not too far from where we had been standing, and Trish and I sat while Winston stood on the other side of her. When Trish was sitting, the jean skirt only covered her to mid-thigh and I caught him several times staring at her beautiful legs.

After a brief rest, Trish pulled me out again, but after one song I feigned fatigue preferring to see her and the black together. Sure enough, as soon as we returned, he took her hand and led her back out. I was watching intently now, fueled by my building sordid thoughts, and was pleased to see they were quite close. I knew he could feel her breasts against his chest and she was likely feeling his manhood, too. His right hand was low on her hip and it seemed that he was slowly stroking the top of her ass but from my distance, I couldn’t be sure. He held his head tilted down close to her, and they appeared to be talking, and in my mind, it was about something intimate. The scene made me think about the roleplaying I hoped to enjoy later and I knew I would use some of what I now witnessed.

Just as they returned, the PA announced that it was the last call, and there followed an awkward silence as we sat around the table. I wasn’t sure if Winston looked forward to another invite to our place since his last visit had proved uneventful, nor did I know how Trish might respond but having come this far it didn’t seem right to give up. As I struggled to determine how to proceed, it was Winston who finally took the initiative.

“Can I return the hospitality from last week? Will y’all come to my place for a nightcap?” he asked.

“Uhhh…uhhh…” I stammered at first but recognizing the window of opportunity might quickly close, I decided to go with it, and said, “Sure…that sounds good.”

In making the decision, I hadn’t dared look at my wife and felt a little surprised when she offered no protest. After settling with the waitress and getting directions, we headed for the door but her silence let me know that she wasn’t happy about the plan.

“Why did you agree to this?” she asked as soon as we were in the car.

“I don’t know…he did come to our place,” I responded, and then added, “You didn’t say anything.”

“It would have been rude,” she replied.

“I see…well, we don’t have to stay long,” I answered, realizing I had made a mistake.

With that, the silence returned and we were halfway to Winston’s house when Trish suddenly blurted out, “I’m not going to do anything.”

“Uh, okay honey. Who said you were?” I answered, disappointed about her state and realizing the evening had ended before it even started.

“I’m just telling you, I’m not,” she replied.

Winston’s pickup was in the driveway when we arrived. The small bungalow sat on a narrow street in the middle of a lower-middle-class neighborhood but even in the dark, we could tell his home showed more upkeep than the others. The black man opened the door before we could knock and we stepped into a neat living room with a sofa along the back wall facing a coffee table and a recliner on the far end. A TV sat opposite and he had tuned it to a jazz music station that filled the room with a sensual rhythm. He motioned for us to sit and then disappeared and we moved to the sofa with me on the end and Trish in the middle. Soon, he returned with three small glasses filled with a dark liquor that he announced was Cognac, and after raising his glass in a toast, he moved to the recliner. I couldn’t recall if my wife had ever tried Cognac but while Winston and I sipped ours, she downed hers quickly and our host dutifully rose and provided a refill.


By her fidgeting and glances, I could tell she was nervous which meant it was unlikely that any play would occur. Indeed, it all suddenly seemed quite silly and I chastised myself for thinking our one night of roleplay would lead to Trish engaging directly with the black man. Contrary to my wife’s nervousness, Winston showed complete calm and had his eyes riveted on her lovely thighs, nicely revealed in her seated position, and he made no effort to hide his leers. We managed to maintain a casual conversation through another round of drinks and I noticed Trish slowly start to relax.

Perhaps, Winston picked up on it too because he started complimenting her on her dancing skills which lead to several comments on her beauty. She tried to laugh them off but I sensed she enjoyed the attention and picking up on his direction, I started helping, and soon we had declared her the best-looking woman in the club. Initially, I had hoped to get her into a good state for some follow-on roleplaying and when the sexual tension started to slowly build in the room, I thought things looked promising. The memory of Trish’s responses from our previous episode, coupled with my alcohol-fueled brain, made my dick hard and my mind surged with wild thoughts. Just a little something would provide great fodder for later but I was clueless about what to do, so finally, in frustration, I simply took Trish’s head in my hands, turned her towards me, and kissed her.

“Pat!” she whispered hoarsely to me as her hands tried to push me away.

“It’s okay,” I replied, using my strength to hold her close and then kissed her again.

She tried to squirm away for a while before she stopped and accepted my kisses, although with no passion. I guessed she thought that I would stop if she didn’t respond, but I kept at her, and during one of the kisses her hands quit pushing on my shoulders. Opening my eyes, I could see her trying to push the skirt down her legs, and I guessed it had risen while I was pulling her against me. When I looked over at Winston, he was staring at her legs with a big smile and when he spotted my gaze, he offered a conspiratorial wink. With that, I started kissing along her sensitive neck and after a few seconds, I felt her shudder. Strangely, when it had passed, she seemed to relax a little and I noticed that it wasn’t taking as much strength to hold onto her in place anymore.

“I’m sorry, my husband is being inappropriate,” Trish announced, while I continued with my light kisses.

“Looks beautiful to me Trish,” Winston replied.

“Hopefully, he’ll stop soon,” she said condescendingly.

Ignoring her attempt at gaining control. I found her mouth again and brought her arm around my neck so she would quit fidgeting with the skirt as at least in my mind, she seemed to be softening some. I didn’t know if it was a result of my tender kisses or Winston’s encouragement but I wasn’t battling her anymore.

Suddenly, I felt movement on the couch and I knew without looking that Winston was now sitting on the other side of Trish. His presence caused her to break free of my embrace, and after deliberately smoothing her clothes, she took a long drink of the smooth liquor while staring straight ahead. I could tell she was very nervous but for some reason, this only emboldened me more.

I took her hand in mine making her move her glass to the other and then kissed her gently on the cheek. When she didn’t protest, I tilted her head to me and kissed her lightly on the mouth for several seconds until she broke away, and with a deep breath, she sat up and once more fixed her gaze in front. After giving her a minute of respite, I repeated the sequence, kissing her cheek, neck, and mouth until she once again stopped me.

It was what happened next that both surprised and shocked me. I was giving her another break, intending to once more kiss her in front of Winston when she had calmed when I heard a gasp, and turning, I saw that our black host now had his lips on her sensitive neck. Like me, when he finished, he turned her head to him and kissed her on the lips softly until she pulled away with a start.

Trish, still with the glass in her hand, looked down at the floor as her breasts rose and fell from her labored breathing. At that moment, Winston tilted his head behind hers, looked at me, and smiled. It was a heavy erotic moment, and suddenly my thoughts of creating something for later were replaced by a burning desire to see where it all might go, just how far my beautiful wife might let things develop.

“Ready to go?” she asked nervously.

“No, not yet,” I answered without elaborating.

She stared at me with an odd expression that seemed to be part pleading and part defiance and I braced for resistance so I was surprised when she let me turn her head and kiss her gently. That connection was quickly followed by a more forceful one where I made her entwine her tongue with mine. When it ended, I used my fingers against her chin to turn her head until Winston’s lips found hers, and for the next few minutes, we traded her lips back and forth, while listening to her sighs grow and watching her lovely chest push against her blouse as her breathing became ragged.

“Mmmm…” Trish emitted through our kiss as I took my turn. She was able to break from my mouth and exclaim, “No!”

Looking over at Winston I saw that his hand was now stroking her thigh from the knee to the edge of the skirt which had settled mid-thigh. He had a strange look on his face like he was almost in a trance, and I realized he wanted my wife very badly.

“Enough Pat,” she whispered, but rather than respond verbally, I turned her to kiss me again.

I could feel Trish squirming, but I kept my lips on hers and slowly she settled down. However, just when I thought she had relaxed, she began squirming again but this time more forcefully.

“Pat he’s touching me!” she gasped.

My eyes shot down and I saw the black man’s fingers had disappeared under the skirt. It looked like he was making slow circular motions high on the inside of her thigh, and I felt a brief pang of jealousy and guilt when I realized this relative stranger was starting to explore my wife’s beautiful body.

“Your turn,” I said to him, tilting my wife’s head his way thinking he would use his hand to hold her head while they kissed.

Fortunately, he did, but this time his kiss was much more passionate and he pushed her back until her head was against the padding of the couch. Trish, for balance, reached out with her hand and found his thick bicep, and after they had connected for at least a minute, I heard a soft sighing sound coming from her as I watched her hand slowly stroke his arm.

It left no doubt that we were making her aroused and while exciting, I also felt some trepidation. Nonetheless, after watching a bit longer, it was my hand that went to her thigh and climbed beneath her skirt. I stroked the soft flesh on the inside of her thigh and then got another surprise when she opened her legs a few inches as if inviting me to go further. At that instant, Winston broke the kiss and I watched my wife staring into his eyes before she slowly redirected them to me. Her mouth was still partly open, her face flushed and she had a vacant, distant expression.

“Pat?” she spoke very softly.

I knew she was seeking reassurance, so I leaned into her and kissed her as Winston had done. As our tongues danced together, I felt and heard soft purrs from her and soon her arm was wrapped around my neck. Our kiss turned hungry and it so captured my attention that it was only when I felt her suddenly become stiff and heard a squeal escape that I remembered the presence of our black host.

“Man, these panties are wet,” he said in a low voice.

Breaking the kiss, I saw him bent over her with his shaved head shining, and beneath her skirt, I could see his hand moving.

“Oh, Pat,” she grunted then with a deep moan said, “Pat it’s…ohhh…”

She seemed stunned and when we made eye contact her look registered as part confusion and part desperation. I broke the stare by kissing her again deeply to which she only slightly responded.

“Ohhhhh…” a hard breath came from her, and without breaking the kiss or looking down, I wondered if he had worked a finger inside her panties. My suspicions were confirmed when she suddenly broke away and exclaimed, “No! Not there, just kissing.”

Again, for a moment I thought about stopping everything, but my own strange, erotic interests won out. I realized I was now shaking from the excitement, and although I was a little ashamed, I continued holding Trish.

“She is soaked,” Winston declared, and I saw that he had worked her skirt far up her thighs.

With his words, Trish tried to rise, but I could tell she had little strength.

“Please, Pat,” she begged.

I forced her lips back to mine, and kissed her once more, pushing my tongue deep into her mouth. So far, it had proven to be a good technique as it seemed to distract her from the situation. At first, she was non-responsive, but as I explored her mouth she began to move her tongue over mine.

“Mmm…mmm…” she whined in my mouth only seconds later, and since I knew her noises were likely a result of Winston’s manipulation, I kept kissing her.

Together we toyed with her body, me kissing her lips, ears, and neck while Winston fingered her wet pussy. Trish was no longer fighting and soft purring sounds were starting to come from her which made me even more excited, and even though things were proceeding well past my expectations, I had no intention of stopping.

I heard a zipper moving slowly and prepared myself for Trish to try and break free, but our lips stayed connected in what was another long kiss. However, seconds after the sound stopped, my wife slid through my arms, and breaking the kiss, I could see that Winston had her naked from the waist down with her butt positioned at the edge of the couch. With a huge smile, he quickly lowered his large head between her legs.

“Oh. my God,” she forced out with a heavy breath while giving me the look of a trapped animal, “Pat, I’m not like this.”

“It’s okay honey. You look beautiful. Just go with it,” I encouraged her.

Her eyes continued to stare into mine, but I see could her drifting away as Winston’s tongue danced on her pussy.

Within seconds, a wet slurping sound from the combination of her juices and his saliva filled the room, and soon, her whimpers joined the mix as I watched the back of his head move between her legs. Knowing that she was responding to Winston’s efforts, I went for her top and after fumbling nervously with the buttons, I freed her blouse. Seconds later, I had her bra unclasped and she barely noticed as I pushed it off her breasts but when my mouth locked onto one of her erect nipples, she let us know her state.

“Mmmm…ohhh…ohhh…” she responded, thrusting her chest against me.

The urgency of Trish’s moans rapidly built and breaking for a moment to look, I could see she had her legs well spread and had moved her right hand to the back of Winston’s head. Meanwhile, our black friend had surreptitiously started to get undressed and had his shirt unbuttoned and his pants undone. Also, somehow, he had kicked off his boots which lay in a pile a few feet behind him. I returned to her breasts and began nibbling gently on her nipples which made her shiver and brought more cries from her mouth.

I knew we were headed toward a moment of truth, and it came sooner than I expected when she suddenly cried out as her body stiffened, “No, Winston. Not that!”

Looking down, somehow Winston had managed to get completely naked except for his red socks and now knelt between her legs with his stiff cock touching the inside of her thigh. His thick barrel chest and heavy thighs exuded a look of raw power and the fire in his eyes made me realize that in his highly aroused state, he might be hard to stop. Trish was looking between Winston and me through wild eyes as heavy breaths emerged from her partially opened mouth, and when I smiled down at her, she gave me a puzzled look in return.

Winston’s circumcised cock was very dark, noticeably long, and fat at the base through the middle, but tapered to a pointed tip. Several veins protruded from the tight flesh with the most prominent one running most of his length on top before finally twisting underneath. The head was a much lighter shade, almost purple, which gave him a two-toned look, and when he took his shaft into his large, meaty hand, several inches still showed. With drops of liquid evident at the opening, he worked it down the inside of her thigh but when he got close to her shaved pussy, Trish quickly placed her hand over her slit. Undeterred, Winston began running the tip over the back of her hand while smiling down at her.

“You said nothing would happen,” she said, but in a way that I thought had some question to it as well.

“Relax Trish,” I replied, evading a direct answer.

I wanted to say more. I wanted to tell her we were doing it together, so it was okay, but my mouth was so dry that I had to force every word and suddenly, I felt turmoil. Did I really want to see our long, loving relationship invaded by an outsider? Also, we hadn’t discussed and agreed on this outcome which made it feel coerced. Still, for some reason, the scene before me felt so compelling that I couldn’t bring myself to interject.

Trish’s hand, placed tightly over her sex, left the sensitive area between her labia and leg exposed and Winston’s cock found the right spot gliding up and down until her skin glistened with his pre-cum. Despite her defense, her eyes followed his cock as it traced over her flesh and twice the tough caused her to flinch.

“Move your hand baby,” Winston spoke in a soft but deliberate voice.

“Yes, move your hand, Trish. Winston won’t put it in if you don’t want it. Will you?” I said, oddly finding my voice.

“Course not,” he answered, but with the lust in his eyes, I wasn’t sure.

Trish stared at me with a confused look but slowly moved her hand until it rested on her lower abdomen. As soon as her pussy appeared, we could see that her lips were wet and flowered open from her excitement and Winston’s tongue. The black man wasted no time in moving closer and placed his shaft directly on top of her slit. With her hips tilted up, he could run his cock over the full length of her, which he did as she watched. Then, he lifted the heavy shaft several inches and milked it slowly until a single drop of fluid emerged, fell into her folds, and instantly disappeared.

“Ohhh…” Trish gasped when it landed.

The black man repeated the process as my wife watched intently and as his cum dangled, he said, “Yeah, baby, get ready.”

“Mmmm,” she responded when it fell but this time it was in a whiny, needy voice, and at that moment, I knew he had a real chance to penetrate her.

Once more, he brought his cock to her pussy, but this time he used the head to massage over and around her clit. I remained perfectly still while Winston manipulated her as I didn’t want to distract from the scene but I now realized my breathing was heavy and my body trembled slightly as I watched things unfold. Without question, I had helped manipulate her to reach this point, but I decided that the final act, if it were to occur, would be all her decision. It was an odd rationalization and I was torn as on one hand, I had become so excited that I wanted to see Winston take her but I also had a part of me pulling for my wife to demonstrate her virtue.

Winston’s cock was having its intended effect based on the continuous needy whimpers now coming from Trish. Also, her pelvis was rolling ever so slightly, unable to stay still from the attention to her clit. As I watched, the black man took her hand and brought it to his thick cock and held it there as he continued to rub her, and in less than a minute, when he removed his hand, Trish continued to rub herself with the dark shaft. Her feet, having left the floor, now hovered in the air and her chest was heaving, but her eyes maintained their lock on the black man’s heavy cock.

“Put it in,” Winston demanded in a hoarse whisper.

“Pat?” Trish asked in a nervous voice but never diverted her eyes.

“Put it in,” he demanded again.

“Pat?” she asked again, this time looking up at me.

“You look so beautiful,” I said, staring into her eyes.

“Put it in,” Winston demanded, this time more forcefully.

She stopped her manipulation of his cock, and for a moment I thought it was all over, but then she pushed him down, lifted her hips, and suddenly he was at her wet opening.

“Oh, God…oh God, it’s in me!” she cried out when he flexed his hips, suddenly impaling her halfway. Winston backed out slowly, and then pushed forward again, this time burying his thick cock almost completely inside her, “Oh, God! Oh, my God! Oh, no!”

Winston put a hand on each hip and lifted her into a good position then began to fuck her with fast strokes. She was staring, almost mesmerized, at his cock working itself in and out like a piston, and although I watched the mating from just an arm’s length away, I felt like an outsider. Soon, his veined shaft was covered with her secretions and not long after that, a wet slurping sound started in rhythm with his movement. Decadent didn’t begin to describe the scene and my head was spinning but my body seemed incapable of movement.

“Damn, it’s tight,” Winston declared, then added, “This is some good pussy.”

“Ughhh, ughhh, ughhh…” Trish grunted openly in response to each thrust as the thick weapon completely conquered its victim, and seconds later, when the black man rolled a nipple with his fingers, he brought forth even more, “Ohhh, ohhh, oh, yes, oh Winston.”

“Squeeze my cock baby,” he instructed her, and then seconds later said, “Yeah, like that. Damn, it’s tight.”

Winston continued to pinch her nipples, first one and then the other as he enjoyed the feeling of her pussy squeezing his shaft. My wife had surrendered completely and now had her lovely legs wrapped around his waist as her hands gripped his large arms tightly. I’ll never forget the look on her face at that moment which showed deep arousal and lust along with a wild hunger I had never seen before.

Our host stopped his assault on her nipples, leaned forward, and kissed her fully on the lips which she returned eagerly. Several times, she had to break away to squeal in joy from the feeling in her pussy but she always returned her mouth to his, and even though I had encouraged, even manipulated her to have sex with the man, I started to have doubts, as it seemed I was watching someone I didn’t know.

“I knew you’d be a good fuck,” he told her, as his heretofore gentlemanly manners rapidly started to disappear.

“You fucked black cock before?” he asked, forcing the raw question out between his grunts.

“No,” Trish answered in a whiny voice, as her hands began stroking his biceps.

“You like it?” he demanded, and when Trish didn’t respond, he asked again, “Do you, baby?”

“Pat this isn’t right,” Trish suddenly called out, although her legs stayed firmly locked around the man’s waist.

Even in my erotically clouded brain, I realized she was either seeking my reassurance or truly needed me to step in and put a stop to it. It was another moment of truth. Our world that seemed so perfect a week ago now might be on the rocks if I let it continue. However, the words from her mouth seemed contrary to her appearance as she appeared flushed, with a sheen of perspiration on every part of her body, her nipples were hard, her mouth hung open, she struggled for breath, and she had glazed eyes. Indeed, it looked to me that she was enjoying the thorough fucking, so despite my misgivings, I decided to offer my reassurances.

“Go with it, Trish. It’s okay,” I told her, and she looked at me for just a moment before returning them to the heavy black cock pistoning into her pussy.


“Oh, God,” she groaned loudly, in a tone that indicated both pleasure and need.

“You liking it?” Winston asked again with labored breath and when Trish merely nodded her head, he demanded, “Don’t be quiet, woman. Tell me you like it.”

“Yes, I like it!” she blurted out, and at the same time she reached for my neck and pulled me down to kiss her.

When we broke our kiss, Trish whispered into my ear, “Is this what you want?”

“Yes, honey. Let yourself go,” I whispered back.

I kissed her again but she really didn’t return it as she lost herself rapidly into the fucking she was getting from Winston, and I thought my permission might have allowed her to shed any guilt.

Without warning, Winston put his arms around her waist, lifted her, and then stood, never losing his place in her pussy.

“Bedtime,” he stated as they looked at each other.

Winston carried her toward the hall, with her staring passionately up at him, and soon they disappeared from my sight. I waited on the couch for several minutes before following but their sounds made them easy to find, and the light filtering through the thin curtains allowed me to see everything. Winston had positioned her in the middle of a low, queen-sized bed and was on top of her in the missionary position. I watched as his ass rhythmically rose and fell as they fucked while she provided a serenade of sexual sounds ranging from deep grunts to tiny squeals. Trish’s had her legs wrapped around him with her arms looped around his neck and he repeatedly found her lips and connected with her in deep, powerful kisses. Each time their mouths met, it gave the room a short break from her cries, which only added to the surreal nature. I dropped onto a folding chair to the side of the bed not knowing what to do, although certain that if I touched my cock, I would immediately explode.

I was amazed at how long they lasted. I knew my wife was dealing with a mixed-up head but Winston, I thought, experiencing a pretty, new conquest, would have climaxed by now. However, he showed no sign of flagging and seemed determined to extract every ounce of pleasure from Trish like she was a gift from heaven.

“Baby, your pussy is made for my cock,” he told her, and then leaned down and kissed her once more, not waiting for a reply.

“Do you like it?” she replied in a way that made me think she loved him saying it and wanted to hear more.

“Yeah, baby. We’re going to do this a lot,” he responded.

Trish’s hand went to the back of his head, pulling his lips to hers, providing another sign of their intimacy as well as an indication of the extent of her surrender.

Over the next couple of minutes, Winston became very verbal using raw language that made me cringe but my wife showed no sign of offense. Indeed, they were occasionally whispering to each other which drove me mad as I speculated about what they were sharing. It was after one lengthy shared session that he suddenly spoke to her in a louder, more demanding voice.

“Say it louder.” He grunted.

“Fuck me,” I heard in a faint voice from Trish.

“Louder,” he told her again.

“Fuck me,” she immediately responded in a clear voice.

“Yeah, baby. You like it. You know you do,” he replied and went at her with renewed vigor.

I could only recall Trish using the “f” word twice. Both times were when she was exceedingly angry and certainly never during lovemaking. I realized she was responding to Winston in a very different way, and that it wasn’t about relational love, rather, it was all about carnal, almost animalistic, need.

Trish’s response to his fresh assault made me think she was now on a countdown to climax. Her hands, which at first couldn’t remain still as they roamed his back, settled on his ass, and as I watched, she started to pull him into her at the end of each thrust. It was so deeply erotic that I could feel my cock leaking inside my jeans.

“Oh, God, do it,” she begged him.

“Do what woman?” he demanded immediately.

“Do it. Fuck me,” she replied through labored breaths.

“Come on baby. Cream all over this black cock,” he instructed her.

All the signs were there that she was ready to orgasm. She got very quiet, her breathing was uneven, and her legs started rising until her knees came back toward her chest. I was prepared for her to climax, but the magnitude of it when it hit was truly shocking.

“Ohhh… Ohhh, fuck… Fuck me… Fuck me good,” Trish begged her lover, and then just seconds later, she demanded, “Harder, baby…do it harder…God, yes…oh, yes…”

Winston fulfilled her request slamming into her while her body bucked on the bed like she was trying to throw him off. Her head was thrashing back and forth, throwing her hair all around and she was struggling so hard to breathe, I thought she might hyperventilate. As she started to come down from her climax, Winston, inspired by her release, started his.

“Oh, yeah baby. Here it comes, here it comes, take it all woman,” he announced as he slammed into her.

“Yes, yes, oh Winston yes,” Trish panted, still not completely through her orgasm.

“Damn, woman, I’m filling you up,” he grunted, and I could see his ass and thighs had become rigid.

Quickly, his movement became ragged, and although he tried to continue his thrusts, after a few movements he collapsed onto my wife.

Sitting there watching them try to catch their breath, I realized I had never seen Trish have an orgasm like that. Winston had been demanding, raw and forceful and seemed to bring out a whole new dimension in her. At that moment, a new sound started coming from their tangled bodies and I realized Trish was sobbing. On rare occasions, her orgasms could be so powerful that she would start crying so I wondered if it was that or if the guilt had finally caught up with her. However, just seconds later, when I saw them kiss, I had the answer, and it hit me hard. Sex, even raunchy sex, was one thing but this signified an intimate emotional connection. Needing some air, I left the room, grabbed my drink, and sat on the sofa staring into the dark.

As I sipped the drink and let the events run through my head, I knew there would be hell to pay with Trish for pushing her, although, she wouldn’t be able to deny that it hadn’t been all pushing. No doubt, there would be lots of tears and lots of talking but I rationalized that seeing her respond in a completely sexual way was worth the emotional energy it was going to take. She had acted like a different woman, one that I didn’t know existed, and now in the open, I wanted to learn more.

I gave them twenty minutes thinking it would be enough time for her to dress, as I wasn’t interested in any awkward words with him. So, I was more than a little surprised when I found them still together when I returned.

As soon as I entered the hall, I heard the unmistakable sound of sex, and when I got to the door, before me was my wife on top of her new lover, grinding her pelvis into his while his large hands fondled her breasts. After the fresh air, the pungent smell of sex filled my nostrils.

“Trish just wanted a little more,” Winston informed me with a big grin when I came into view.

My wife who had her eyes closed when I came in turned my way when she heard him speak and gave me a naughty smile like our daughter did when caught doing something she wasn’t supposed to.

“Looks like you’re enjoying yourself,” I said to her forcing a smile.

My wife nodded her head and never slowed her movements on the black man. Not knowing what else to do, I returned to the chair and watched her ass moving as she rode him. Soon, Winston started pinching her nipples which caused her to gasp each time, but also squeeze down on his thick cock, an action that he announced and encouraged repeatedly. After fifteen minutes, they didn’t seem any closer to an outcome, and I was getting tired and frustrated.

“Honey, I think it’s time to call it a night,” I said.

Trish kept fucking him for another thirty seconds then stopped and started to get off, but suddenly dropped back into place.

“Just another minute,” she said.

“Take your time woman,” the black man laughed.

Before long, she stopped again and this time she dismounted from our host. In the process, I got a good look at her pussy which was gaping wide, and all around her opening was a frothy cream whipped up from their juices. Winston followed her off the bed, and then pulled her to him and kissed her on the mouth while his hand squeezed her ass.

“Let me get dressed,” Trish giggled after they separated.

“No need for that. Why don’t you stay the night?” he asked.

“No, we need to go,” she whispered soothingly after shooting a glance my way.

The lovers moved to the living room and I followed, intending to intervene if they started to try and go at it again but Winston allowed Trish to put on her clothes as he watched. Already, I could see she had love bites on both breasts and one at the base of her neck, and when she finished, he followed us to the door where the naked man connected in a final kiss with my wife with the front door open and the porch light on. Any nosey neighbor would have gotten quite an eyeful and no doubt wondered what exactly was going on.

We climbed into the car and made the entire drive home in awkward silence. As soon as we stepped inside, Trish made for the bathroom and I slowly undressed but when she hadn’t appeared after a few minutes, I moved to the door. It opened and suddenly I stood face to face with my naked who I had caught inspecting herself in the mirror. After recovering from the surprise, she spotted my erect dick and she stepped over and took it into her hand.

“You want some too?” she asked in a sultry whisper.

My mouth was so dry I was afraid my words would come out as a squeak so I just nodded my head and she took me by the hand and led me to the bed. I let her climb on first and when she opened her legs, for the second time, I got a good look at the damage Winston had done to her normally delicate pussy. My gaze caught her attention and she gave me an odd look.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

“Nothing,” I quickly replied, then climbed onto her.

Trish took me in her hand and pulled me to her opening, and when I dropped down, my dick fell easily into her meeting no resistance. It was such a far cry from normal that at first, I didn’t think I was inside her. It was just a completely wet feeling almost like my dick was in a jar of warm lotion. Also, I could smell his scent all over her, both on her skin and in her hair, and all these things combined to bring on an intense need to add my semen to his, so I started pushing into her rapidly. My actions were too rapid with her swollen opening and I kept falling out, so I switched to short strokes and ground my pelvis into hers. While I rutted at her with intensity, Trish remained still with her hands on my back and let out soft sighs.

Knowing her pussy was filled with another man’s fresh seed turned out to be a very intense vision and it was only a few short minutes before I added my cum to her slit. I collapsed on top of her shaking and gasping for breath, while my wife held me and stroked my hair.

“Never again, Pat. God, what would my dad say?” she whispered to me.

“I know,” I replied, and for some reason a picture of her in the front yard of their house being whipped flashed in my head.

There were three texts on my phone when I finally looked at it the next morning, all from Winston. The first thanked me for letting him have Trish, the second one said how beautiful she was, and the last asked how she was doing. I put the phone down without responding and started fixing breakfast. Twenty minutes later, I had a nice tray prepared for my wife.

“Breakfast, honey,” I whispered to her as she lay asleep with the aromas of the prior evening still filling the room.

“Mmmm, what time is it?” she asked, stretching beneath the covers while turning onto her back.

“It’s after ten,” I told her, and after she lifted into a sitting position, I placed the tray across her lap.

Sometime during the night, she had slipped on a t-shirt that covered the love bites, but her body still reeked of sex. An awkward silence followed while she ate her food and although she occasionally looked at me, she never spoke.

“Bring me some more coffee, please,” she said as I removed the tray, and when I returned, she looked straight into my eyes, and commanded, “Sit down.”

“Okay,” I answered as I handed her the mug.

I braced myself for the attack I knew was coming but she sipped the coffee in silence for over a minute before deciding she was ready.

“You let another man…sorry let me rephrase that…you made your wife have sex with another man,” she stated.

It was a partially factual statement that I could argue but I knew what she was seeking was an explanation. I started to speak and then caught myself, as the motivations I held in the dark of night, after drinking and seeing my wife dancing closely with another man, a black man, didn’t make sense in the morning light. I couldn’t think of anything to say that would be sufficient or understandable.

“I’m sorry,” I finally feebly.

“That’s it? You know I’m still carrying his semen. Doesn’t that bother you?” she asked.

“I screwed up honey,” I replied struggling to maintain eye contact, and then the thought hit me, “Is it still an okay time?”

We hadn’t been using condoms because she was in the safe time of her cycle, however, I couldn’t help but ask.

“She fixed me with a cold stare that lasted a long time, and then replied, “Yes, I won’t get pregnant. But, it’s not okay.”

“Well…uhhh…that’s…uh…okay,” I stammered.

Trish was silent again for over a minute before she finally spoke. “I want to take a shower, but we have more to talk about.”

She stayed in the bathroom for over an hour then retreated to our bedroom behind closed doors before emerging thirty minutes later looking very smart in slacks and a short sleeve blouse. No one would think that this beautiful young mother had spent the previous night in bed having raw sex with a black lover.

“I’m going to run some errands and do some shopping,” she announced.

“Want me to come with you?” I asked in a cowed voice.

“No, I think I prefer to be alone,” she answered, with her words cutting me like a knife as normally she would have been thrilled about me accompanying her.

Trish didn’t get home until almost six that evening, finally appearing with several bags from her favorite stores. Feeling very guilty, I met her and helped her carry in her things then offered to make her some tea, which she declined. She turned down dinner out as well, so I decided to make pasta and salad which kept me busy while she piddled in the bedroom.

“Smells good,” she declared when she emerged almost forty minutes later.

She had changed into some old flannel sweatpants and a t-shirt but still looked good.

“There’s wine open on the table,” I told her, nodding towards the bottle and glasses that I had put out.

Trish poured two glasses and then handed me one. There followed a stilted conversation as the heaviness of the previous night’s reality filled the room and her true state remained unclear. Part of me thought she was trying to make a point and wanted to rub my nose in it but I wasn’t completely sure, so I elected to just take my medicine and be patient.

She called her parents and caught up on the kid’s adventures and I could see her smiling broadly. After spending a few minutes with each of our children she hung up just as dinner was ready. We made it through the meal with a polite but awkward conversation and then moved to the living room to watch TV. Trish curled up on one end of the couch while I sat on the other and for some reason, my thoughts went to Winston’s house and how we had shared my wife as she sat between us. A smile came to my face as I recalled the look of abandon in her eyes when he pushed his thick cock inside her.

“What are you smiling about?” Trish asked from her spot.

“Oh, nothing,” I stumbled, caught flat-footed.

“Sure, right,” my wife replied, kicking at me with her foot, as somehow, she had accurately read my thoughts and was taking umbrage.

“I’m serious,” I replied in protest, trying to recover.

“Patrick you’re a horrible liar and you’ve always been a horrible liar. Why do you even try? It’s just pitiful,” she taunted me in a way that made it difficult to tell if she was being playful or pointed.

I grabbed her feet and pulled her towards me until she was flat on her back then moved on top of her pushing her legs around my waist and grabbing her hands by the wrist as she raised them to push away.

“I love you,” I said, and then kissed her.

She accepted my lips at first then turned her head away after several seconds.

“You have funny ways of showing it,” she declared.

I knew she was trying to position last night’s encounter as my fault, but I wasn’t going to accept all the blame, and I had grown tired of her pouting.

“You enjoyed yourself,” I answered bluntly.

It was a factual statement, but not the answer she expected and her eyes flashed at me with a mixture of surprise and anger.

“Get off me,” she demanded.

“No,” I said and positioned my body where she couldn’t get free.

“Pat, please get off me,” she demanded as her face took on a stern expression and she utilized her deliberate voice which was her standard methodology when she became upset.

“No,” I said again, and then moved my lips to her neck and started nuzzling.

“Pat, stop it. Get the hell off me,” she tried again, as the composed woman quickly vanished.

“Quit acting this way. You’ve been a pain in the ass all day. Look, it happened, we did it. From where I was sitting you were having a good time, so quit being so high and mighty.” I spewed, as once the words started, they just kept coming.

“We’re supposed to be married and you’re supposed to protect me, but instead you push this…this thing to happen. It’s not right and I’m so ashamed. What would our parents say? What would my dad say? And why do you want another man with your wife? Inside her and then…then…ejaculating!” she fired back.

Her words were challenging, but I knew it was best to get it all out, deal with it, and hopefully move on.

“Look. I can’t explain it all. For some strange reason, it was exciting. You know we had fun playing with it after we met him last week. And maybe I pushed some but you certainly got into it. Hell, I thought it was over but when I came back y’all were back at it,” I said.

There was a long period of silence as we just stared into each other’s eyes. I wasn’t sure what was coming next, but was very happy when she tilted her head up and said softly, “Kiss me.”

For the next fifteen minutes, we kissed and held each other tightly until, out of breath, I rolled to her side.

“It scared me,” Trish stated with no context.

“Why honey?” I asked sincerely.

“It was so bizarre, so different for us, and I didn’t know what you were thinking,” she explained.

“It was bizarre and different, but that doesn’t mean it was bad. What I was thinking was how incredible you looked being so turned on, so excited. It made me excited too,” I described.

“Weren’t you jealous? I mean another man is with your wife and…” she started, but let the thought trail off.

“There were some moments, but he isn’t threatening to us and I loved watching you…you looked so damn sexy and the orgasm you had was a monster,” I replied.

I snaked my hand underneath her top, found her soft breasts, and started to massage them gently. Trish and I began to kiss again and once more, minutes ticked by in silence as we held each other. When she started moaning in my mouth, I could tell she was responding to my touch, and just a little later, she threw a leg over my hip.


“I love a sexy, naughty wife,” I whispered into her ear when the kissing ended.

“Do you think I’m naughty?” she asked, in a playful way, and a second later she followed with, “Why?”

“You let him put marks on you,” I told her.

Trish was always adamant about love bites, so it surprised me she had allowed Winston the opportunity.

“I didn’t even notice,” she lied.

“Let me see them,” I demanded, and started pushing her top up.

She raised her arms so I could take her shirt off and inspecting her chest, I could see that there were two marks on her left breast and one on the right along with the hickey on her neck. On her left breast, both marks were close to her small nipple but on the right, it was on the underside.

“Can I make some?” I asked.

“No, only black men can do it,” she giggled, and I don’t think she realized it but my dick jumped in my pants.

“There you are being naughty again,” I said, in an encouraging way.

“Have you talked to him?” Trish asked.

“No. He sent some texts though,” I told her.

“I want to see them,” she said eagerly.

I crawled from behind her and went to get my phone and once I picked it up I saw that there were now two additional texts from Winston. One asked if everything was okay while the other wanted to know about our plans for the evening. Walking back to my wife, I handed her the phone and she immediately began scrolling through the messages.

“You didn’t answer?” she asked.

“No, not yet,” I said.

When I saw her fingers start to move, I knew she was banging out a message. I sat back on the couch and pulled her toward me until she had cuddled up alongside me with her feet beneath her, and I toyed with her nipples some but not enough that it distracted her from the texting.

“What did you say?” I asked when she finally stopped hitting the keys.

“I told him we were fine, watching TV, and asked what he was doing,” she replied.

“Did you see where he said you were beautiful?” I asked, hoping to see a response.

I wasn’t disappointed as a smile came to her face that she quickly tried to hide, and in a faux indifferent voice, she answered, “Yes, I saw it.”

“Well, how…” I started when a beep announcing a new text interrupted me.

Trish immediately looked at the message and then made a quick reply.

“What did it say?” I asked since she offered no information.

When she handed me the phone, I saw the black man had asked who was texting and she acknowledged it was her.

I set the phone on the table and pulled my wife’s face to mine, embracing her in a deep kiss that she returned passionately. My mind was racing with thoughts about the previous night and the day’s events where her earlier anger had somehow morphed into flirtation. I was happy to be off the hook, at least for the time being but was surprised at how easily she had engaged with Winston even if was just texting.

As I caressed her breasts, I could feel her getting aroused and soon she was pushing her chest against my hand. We had been locked together for several minutes when in quick succession, the phone announced that three messages had arrived. We stopped, and as I reached for the phone, I could see in my wife’s eyes a desire to snatch it from me and find out what he had sent. Instead, to tease her some and because of my genuine interest in seeing what he would say, I read them first. It was one long message that the system broke down into three segments and read: Hello, Trish. Really enjoyed being together with you. What an incredible night. You are an incredible and beautiful woman although I knew that from the first time we met. Will never forget the feeling of you in my arms and your heartbeat against my chest. I hope you are not mad at me or Pat and can appreciate what happened. We need to go dancing again.

The message was both sensitive and seductive and I was impressed that Winston had the maturity to communicate this way. When I finished, I handed Trish the phone which she practically snatched from me, and instantly began reading. Like before, I could see her fight to keep from smiling as she scanned down the message.

“I think he’s in love with you,” I whispered into her ear, then kissed it when her hand dropped to her lap.

“This is just bizarre…it’s insane,” my wife said with a deep sigh with her eyes closed and her head drifting backward in response to my lips.

“Yes, it’s wild,” I replied in a soft voice.

I could see her looking at the phone and in a moment of inspiration, I grabbed the wine glasses and headed to the kitchen for refills. I thought that she might feel more comfortable responding if she had some space and I wasn’t disappointed when several minutes later I peeked into the room and saw her rapidly pressing keys.

I had been honest with Trish when I said that Winston wasn’t threatening and seeing my wife being sexy and naughty had proved to be a huge turn-on. I wasn’t sure where it was all heading but I was certain that as soon as the kids returned from their vacation that she would go into strict mommy mode and all play would cease. This fact provided me with a safe boundary, but also emphasized the near term.

“Did you answer?” I asked as soon as I returned to the couch.

With a look that was equal parts impishness and embarrassment, she handed me the phone so I could read her reply.

Winston, thank you for the lovely message. It was a night of firsts but certainly memorable. I would love to go dancing with you again sometime.

It was simple and seemingly sincere but was also vague enough that it was open to interpretation. My wife is a very smart woman and I instinctively felt that she knew this when she decided how to reply. It begged for a response from Winston, so I wasn’t surprised to hear his next text arrive.

Going to the club. Meet me.

Trish read the text and then handed the phone to me without speaking. It was a simple and direct message but my instincts told me that she would turn down the invitation as she was still struggling with the reality of last night’s encounter. Indeed, I too had misgivings but at the same time, I found the current exchange with the black man very erotic and it seemed that with each text, I inched a little closer to the edge.

“What do you think?” I asked probing for her thoughts.

“It’s too late and I’m tired,” she responded as I anticipated, although her excuse avoided the sexual issue.

I wasn’t going to fight her position and it was likely too soon but I did wonder when or if we would get another opportunity without the kids.

“Let him know then,” I suggested.

Trish quickly typed out her response and when finished, she showed me the screen.

Thanks for the invite but we are too tired.

Amazingly, within seconds, his reply arrived almost like he had anticipated what she would say. Trish took her time looking at the message but eventually let me look.

Really would love to see you tonight. You are such a beautiful woman and an amazing dancer. I just feel so proud when we are dancing. Not something that I will forget and it’s also something I want more of. Understand what you’re saying but still want you to come out. Let’s do some dancing!

Reading it, several things popped into my head. First, he was going for broke and he wanted her tonight. I didn’t know whether it was because he realized that when our kids returned his chances would be over or if it was simply because he was horny, but his desire was evident. Second, I knew his use of the word dancing in this message had nothing to do with country music. He was asking my wife to fuck.

“You want to go out for a little while?” I asked giving her the opening to take it wherever she wanted.

“Do you want to?” she answered, and in her eyes, I could tell she wanted to but wanted me to make the decision.

“It’s up to you,” I replied, as I wanted to see if she would take the step across the sexual boundary on her own.

“You want to go just for a little while?” she asked.

There was the answer and it was crystal clear. My beautiful, conservative, church-going, mother of two children wife had become the lover of a young black man and now wanted him again.

“Sure, we can go for a bit,” I answered.

Trish immediately looked at the phone and I swear her nipples stiffened and her chest and neck flushed. Quickly, she sent a message telling him we would be there in an hour which brought an almost instantaneous acknowledgment back.

She gave me an awkward look that only ended when I stood, pulled her to me, kissed her, and then playfully smacked her on the butt and pointed her toward the bedroom to get ready. I was ready in ten minutes, but it took Trish almost forty before she appeared dressed in jeans, a simple white pullover blouse, and short heels. I was disappointed to see her clothed so conservatively and it made me wonder whether it was a defensive measure or a facade.

Arriving late on a Saturday night, we struggled to find a parking spot but finally located one in the far back corner of the lot where the pavement ended. Once inside, we walked purposefully toward the area we had frequented during our previous visits and were pleased to see Winston at a table with two empty chairs.

“Sorry, we’re late. Someone needed time to get ready,” I said with a laugh, hoping to set the mood.

“No worries. Well worth the wait,” the black man responded, then opened his arms and hugged my wife.

I flagged a waitress and gave her our order and turned back just in time to see Winston leading Trish toward the dance floor. Winston took her firmly in his arms, bringing her tightly against him, as soon as they arrived, and this time, there was no respectful distance, as their bodies seemed melded together. The songs rolled by as they stayed out, and it wasn’t until the band took a break that they finally headed back. As they approached, I noticed a look in my wife’s eyes that told me she was already aroused. That’s when the reality fully hit that we were there only for appearances, as a prelude to the real purpose of the night.

Throughout the break, we chatted with only occasional moments of awkwardness, and I was happy to see that our black friend had returned to his good manners. If anything, he was doting on my wife, which brought more than one smile to her face.

When the band returned, Trish immediately pulled me out and made me stay, despite my effort to beg off after the first song.

“How long do you want to stay?” I asked while we were waltzing.

“For a while,” she answered vaguely.

“Do you want to invite him over?” I pushed.

She gave me an odd look, and then replied, “Not tonight. Just dancing.”

I thought her statement was strange as I was certain when she was texting and discussing a meeting that the sole purpose was another hook-up with the black man. Nevertheless, I merely nodded and dropped the subject.

She let me stop at the three songs, and we returned to find Winston talking with an attractive older woman. As we drew closer, I sensed that he was trying to end the conversation and when we arrived at the table an irritated look passed between Trish and the woman. However, before we could be introduced, she turned and walked briskly away.

“One of your girls?” my wife asked pointedly.

“Just a friend,” the black man answered, clearly wanting to change the subject.

I fought back a smile at the possessive attitude Trish was taking toward her lover. She stewed for about a minute before she took him by the arm, and once again they were going to the dance floor. This time, after the second song, I lost sight of the couple, and in the thinning crowd, it should not have been difficult to spot them. I thought about where they might have gone and finally concluded that they were in a quiet spot in the club having a conversation about last night. Deciding to stay put, I waited through five songs before I spotted them dancing again. After just a single song, they started back to our table, and when they arrived, Winston excused himself to go to the restroom.

“He wants to know if we want to go to his place,” my wife said.

“Do you want to?” I asked.

“Only if you do,” she replied.

I knew it was her ploy to make it a shared decision, but I wasn’t interested in games at this point, so I said, “Sure, let’s go.”

“Okay,” she responded, although the look she gave me made me think she expected or maybe wanted more discussion.

“What do you think?” Winston asked with an eager expression when he returned.

Trish looked at me quickly, and then replied, “We’ll come over for a little while.”

“Excellent,” he replied, and after calling the waitress over and closing out, we headed outside.

It hadn’t been that long since my wife declared that it was a dancing-only night which made me wonder if she had used it to keep her pride intact, or if the black man had somehow changed her mind. Regardless, I now drove toward his place and in my mind, it was a foregone conclusion that Trish would soon have his cock in her, again.

“Do you mind if I ride with Winston?” my wife whispered when we were in the lot.

“Uhhh…no, I guess not,” I said when I saw the pleading look on her face.

He had reminded me of the address to his house inside the club, and I had already programmed it into my phone. But, as we split with just a few quick words, I began to understand that a plan had been made between them, and I wondered what else was in store.

I looked for his pickup briefly on my way out of the lot, but couldn’t spot it. Thus, I began to follow the voice on my phone giving out directions. In front of the house, a utility truck sat parked at the curb and I pulled in front of it, turned off the engine, and waited for them to arrive, hoping I wouldn’t draw attention. Twenty minutes went by, and I was just about to call Trish when I saw lights approaching. Winston’s vehicle swung swiftly into the driveway and I had almost reached it when the lights suddenly illuminated and I heard the doors opening. As soon as I made eye contact with my wife, I knew something was amiss.

“I think I’m getting cold feet,” she said, showing a nervous look.

“Okay…” I started, then stopped to think for a moment before continuing, “Do you want to go home?”

“I think maybe…I mean…is it okay?” she asked just as the black man arrived beside her.

“Trish is getting a little nervous,” he tossed out, trying to treat it lightheartedly.

I could see in Winston’s eyes a deep desire while Trish’s showed nervousness. On the drive over, I had thought about the situation, how bizarre it was, but also how incredibly hot it had been to see my pretty wife completely let go sexually. I wanted to witness it again, although now it seemed to be in jeopardy. Part of me wanted to prod her inside and attempt another seduction but another part of me was sensitive to her body language and her need for support.

“We can go, there will always be another time,” I said even though I knew it was very doubtful.

“Maybe…I think it’s the best thing,” my wife replied as a look of relief washed across her face.

Winston showed clear disappointment but I was happy to see him take it gracefully when he said, “I understand. Like he said, some other time.”

Trish turned to him with a smile and moved to give him a kiss that I thought was meant as a quick goodbye. However, he pulled her into his arms, squeezed her tightly, and pressed his lips hard against hers. For a second, she was still, like she had been surprised, but then she started to respond with her arms wrapping around his neck and soft sighs emerging from their connection. Winston’s large hand found her jean-covered rear and pulled her even more tightly against his body, and I knew he was making a last-ditch effort to change her mind. By the look of things, I thought he might just be successful.

“Winston…I…I’m sorry…” she gasped when the kiss ended.

“No worries, baby…next time,” he whispered seductively into her ear.

Despite his impressive effort, she still wanted to leave, so I took her hand and walked her to the car. We drove in silence at first and it wasn’t until we had left the neighborhood and were on a well-lit main road that she spoke.

“Are you mad?” she asked.

“Mad? No, of course not,” I answered.

In truth, I was disappointed but had enough sense to keep it hidden as logic told me to try and keep everything about my wife’s play positive.

“I was ready at the club, but on the drive over…I don’t know…I just started to feel funny,” she explained.

“Honey, it’s fine and if something doesn’t feel right…well you know…you did the right thing,” I replied which brought forth a big smile.

“I guess you’re stuck with me,” she said with a smirk.

“I think you’re stuck with me,” I laughed.

The short exchange took all the tension away, and we drove the rest of the way in a good mood. As soon as we were through the door, I pulled her to me and backed her against the wall.

“You better be ready,” I whispered to her.

“For what?” she teased.

“To make love all night long,” I declared.

“Mmmm…can you last that long,” she giggled.

I started on her clothes and she remained still until she was completely naked. Then, I dropped to my knees, lifted a leg over my shoulder, and found her slit with my mouth. She was drenched, and like always she tasted wonderful. I feasted on her, hearing more and more sensual sounds before she started to pull on my shoulders.

“Take me to bed,” she moaned.

“Later…” I replied, wanting to be in control.

“Honey…now…please…” she whined loudly.

Her words were so needy and urgent that I did what she asked and pulled her by the hand to our bedroom. There, she climbed onto the bed and watched while I tore my clothes off.

“No…I’m ready,” she announced when I moved to lick her some more.

I was over and inside her in seconds, feeling a much greater warmth than normal, and instantly my thoughts went to the evening and Winston. I suspected that the creation of her sexual heat had occurred from the anticipation of her mating with the black man and now I had the good fortune of reaping the reward.

She reached the point where I knew she was on the verge of orgasm much quicker than normal. It took only a few minutes, but all the signs were there, and I was proved right when very quickly her cries began and her body began to spasm beneath me. I was still well in control, and it was a magical feeling to experience her sexually in such a state. When I felt her release had ebbed, I slowed so she could regain her breathing but never stopped.

“Did that feel good?” I whispered.

“Mmmm…hmmm…” she sighed, as a sensual smile came to her face.

“You’re so damn beautiful,” I said, as I looked down at her.

She smiled up at me and put her hand behind my head, then said, “Thanks for understanding.”

“Oh, Trish. That was easy,” I replied, then continued with, “What made you change your mind?”

“I…I…guess I just started feeling bad…you know…like I was being dirty,” she said.

“Okay,” I answered, as thoughts churned in my head.

“Just okay? That’s it?” she replied.

“Well, I’m not sure what to say. I don’t think that’s true at all, but I don’t want you upset over it either,” I told her.

“So, you’re okay with it. You think I should…be with him again,” she probed.

“I told you… I like you naughty, and he isn’t a threat to us,” I answered.

“God, Pat… I’ll be a slut,” she whined.

“A beautiful one, though,” I laughed, which brought a jab to my ribs.

Silence followed, and for the next few minutes I concentrated on making love to my wife, but a thought came to me and I asked, “What took y’all so long to get to the house?”

“We stopped to talk,” she replied.

“About?” I followed.

“About not staying,” she said.


“He tried to convince you?” I asked, then added, “What did he say?”

A smile came to her face and she looked like she was about to giggle when she answered, “He pulled it out.”

“His cock?” I asked.

“Yes,” she replied.

“Did you touch it?” I asked, already knowing the answer.

“Just a little,” she giggled.

“Did he touch you?” I fired back.

“Just my breasts,” she giggled, again.

“Inside or out?” I asked.

“Inside…oh, honey go faster,” she whined, as the talk reignited her passion.

“You are a bad girl. I should send you to him,” I said, quickening the pace.

“I’m not bad…” she whimpered in a faux pout.

“Yes, you’re my bad girl…my naughty girl,” I whispered into her ear.

“You want to send me back?” she whined, letting me know where her head was.

“After I finish with you, I’ll send you there so he can have you, too,” I challenged her.

Now, my wife was totally into our mating and was passionately returning my thrusts. She had closed her eyes which made me wonder what she was thinking, although I had strong suspicions. It was going to be a race to see which of us climaxed first, and although it took several minutes, I was able to hold off just long enough.

“Ohhh…oh Pat…oh…oh…mmmmm…mmmmm…” she moaned.

It was a nice orgasm for her, not as big as the first, but since she rarely achieved two releases, I was very pleased. Watching and hearing her climax put me over the edge, and with her body still rolling sensually, I let go.

“Ohhh…hell yes…yes…oh damn…damn, baby…” I grunted, as my seed fired.

Finally done, we were both spent, and quickly we were drifting off into a pleasant sleep.

“Are you back already?” I asked her the next morning when she walked into the kitchen.

She was dressed in her robe, and her messy hair gave her a waifish, but sexy look. She gave me a puzzled look in response to my question while I handed her some coffee.

“What do you mean?” she queried.

“Back from Winston’s. You were supposed to go,” I teased.

“Haha…very funny,” she responded.

Amazingly, after that brief exchange, we left the subject of Winston behind for the rest of our alone time. We did almost everything together, and even during the week, we would leave work early, so we could have more time. The following weekend, which would be our last, I thought about bringing up the subject of dancing and Winston but decided against it. Our time alone had been great, even with the strange encounter, and I wanted to finish it out in a low-stress, positive way.

Sunday arrived too soon, and we had a brief discussion about Trish riding out with me for a short visit, but she finally decided against it. She had a pre-planned visit coming up, in two weeks, so she didn’t think there was a compelling need. So, just after lunch, I took off for what I expected to be a five-hour round-trip.

When I arrived, everyone was in good spirits, although I could tell in their eyes that both parents and kids were ready to return to normal. After loading up, I went to my mom’s place for a visit, but the kids were getting antsy and even that had to be cut short. Finally, we were on the road, with a much more subdued set of kids than the outward journey.

I was about a half-block away from making a turn that would lead to our street when I saw Trish’s car whiz through the intersection. I arrived just a few minutes behind her and saw her car in the driveway. The kids bolted for the house as soon as I unloaded them while I grabbed some things, and when I got inside, I found them banging against the bathroom door.

“I’ll be out in a second sweetie,” she called out to our daughter.

“Are you okay?” I asked, stepping closer, and hearing the shower running.

“I’m fine. It’ll be just a sec,” she replied.

The kids, apparently happy with her words, ran to the other end of the house, and it was while I was turning that I saw the pile of clothes thrown next to the bed. On top were her jeans, and I could see her blouse underneath, but when I kicked at the garments, I saw her black thong. For some reason, my instincts told me that something was going on and I should look.

I could smell the semen before I saw it, but finally turning it inside out I could see the thick, mucous-like material that covered the fabric from top to bottom. My wife had unquestionably been fucked and filled, with the evidence now in my hand.

“Open the door, Trish,” I said sternly.

“Just a sec,” she replied from the shower.

“Trish, I’m holding your panties,” I replied.

There was a long silence, and then I heard the door unlock. When I stepped inside, my wife was standing with wet hair and a towel in front of her looking at me with fear.

“I’m sorry,” she whimpered, almost in tears.

“Drop the towel,” I demanded.

With only a brief hesitation, she let go of it and it fell at her feet revealing her naked body. Instantly, I spotted numerous marks on each breast.

“How many times did you fuck him?” I demanded.

“Three,” she whispered in a tiny voice as her eyes fell to the floor.

“His semen is in you,” I challenged her.

Trish’s bad time in her cycle had started several days prior, and we had been using condoms, so I was in shock she would let him near her uncovered.

“Yes,” she said, then added, “I’m going to take the pill.”

I thought about slapping her. After all, I had given permission and even arranged for an encounter, so I didn’t expect nor understand the sneakiness. I thought about fucking her. Right there, right then. Just push her against the wall and add my cum. In the end, I remembered the kids which brought my emotions into check.

“Take your shower, your children are waiting,” I said in disgust and left.

I was in the living room, watching cartoons with the kids, when Trish finally appeared, which brought screams of joy. They hugged and kissed, and began telling her stories about their adventures. That’s when I got up and left.

For the rest of the day, until the kids were in bed, we avoided each other. Finally, with me in bed reading, we came face-to-face and had to confront the issue.

“I’m sorry,” she said again.

“No, Trish. You’re sorry you got caught,” I replied.

“That’s not true!” she responded.

“How long did you plan it?” I asked.

“Since yesterday,” she answered much more quickly than I expected.

“So, you had plenty of time to talk to me,” I stated, then a thought occurred to me and I demanded, “Let me see your phone.”

Reluctantly, she took it off the nightstand and handed it to me. It only took a few seconds to find the text string, and what I found most shocking was that their communication went back to the prior weekend. It was flirty and filled with loads of sexual innuendo, along with several pictures of Winston’s cock. When I scrolled through the prior day’s messages, I could see where it began to get serious about meeting, and the texts left no doubt that my wife was an equal and eager participant in setting up the rendezvous.

“I’m sorry,” she said once more when I put the phone down.

“Well, I guess you really are a bad girl,” I said in a very judgmental tone.

“Honey…” she started before she broke down in tears.

For the next few minutes, I watched silently as she stood and cried. I think she was hoping that I would come to her rescue and comfort her, but I remained still. Finally, she stepped into the bathroom and closed the door. It was while she was gone that I forwarded the text string to my phone.

I had the lights out when she finally returned and she crawled into bed without saying anything. However, after several minutes, she spoke.

“Are you asleep?” she asked.

“No,” I replied.

“I’m sorry. I messed up. I know it was sneaky, but…I don’t know…it just seemed…easier…and I thought…you were okay with it,” she forced out.

There was a tiny sliver of truth in what she was saying but, by and large, she was merely rationalizing her sordid behavior. When I didn’t reply, her hand reached out and seconds later she scooted next to me.

“Say something,” she pleaded.

“You know that’s not true,” I said.

“What do you mean?” she asked.

“You wanted to do it that way because it was dirty and bad, and you like being dirty and bad,” I told her.

I felt her body tense and heard her take a deep breath, then she said in a barely audible whisper, “I don’t.”

“Trish, tell the truth. After all these years you had a chance to be bad and you loved it. When we were there, I had to make you get off his cock. You’ve become a slut for a black man and you want more. When were you going to meet again?” I said, no longer holding back.

She let go of me and started sobbing again, but she said nothing. I let her go on that way for a couple of minutes before I challenged her once more.

“When are you supposed to meet?” I asked.

“I’m not,” she whimpered.

“When, Trish?” I pushed.

Her answer came in a feeble choking voice, “Wednesday…”

The following week I purposefully avoided the subject of Winston, although several times my wife tried to start a conversation. My demeanor had her very worried, and she went out of her way to be the supportive, doting wife. Needless to say, there was no rendezvous on Wednesday or any other day, but when the weekend finally arrived, I decided it was time to talk.

“Trish, get a drink. I think it’s time to talk,” I said, as poured a whiskey.

“Uhhh…okay…” she let out with a surprised squeak.

When we met in the living room, she sat close to me on the couch. I sipped my drink and let almost a minute go by in silence before I spoke.

“Have you talked to him?” I asked.

“We…I…texted him. I said it was a mistake and to leave me alone,” she answered.

As soon as the words were out of her mouth, she reached for her phone and tried to hand it to me. I knew her intent was for me to read the messages and validate her statement, but I waved her away.

“I’m not going to look,” I said, and then paused before continuing, “Are the hickeys gone?”

The tension between us during the week had resulted in no sex, and Trish had purposefully worn nightwear that shielded her body from my view.

“Yes…” she answered in a low voice while nodding her head.

“So…here we are. We’re all back to normal. No one knows anything about what happened and we can just go on with things and keep it as our secret,” I started, then paused for a sip before adding, “Although, I won’t be able to forget what I learned about my wife.”

“Look…just look. Don’t act so high and mighty. You started it…you pushed it. Yes, I messed up seeing him on Sunday, but you were involved, too,” she fired back.

I could tell by the way she delivered her message that it was something that had been churning in her head, just waiting for the right opportunity, and in truth, she was correct. However, she had misread the direction I was going.

“I can’t argue that,” I replied calmly.

“Then what are you saying?” she asked with a confused look.

“It’s simple. You can either choose to stay as merely Trish, the conservative wife, and mother, or naughty Trish, the girl that occasionally gets bad,” I explained.

“I’m not doing anything again. It was wrong and I feel guilty and weird,” she quickly responded.

“Fair enough,” I answered.

Like my wife, I had thought long and hard about all the events and what I learned during the week. I couldn’t deny that I had found it all quite erotic and arousing, but much like Trish, I felt it came with a lot of angst. Thus, I decided that if anything further was going to occur, it needed to be something she wanted. I knew I could handle my feelings, but I didn’t want to have to deal with hers.

“So, you’re not mad?” she asked.

“No, I’m not mad,” I said and put out my arm so she could move closer.

“I thought you were really angry,” she said as she snuggled close.

“I just needed time to think,” I replied.

Over a minute of silence ensued, as we sipped our drinks before Trish spoke, and when she did, it came out in a nervous tone, “What do you want?”

“I want you to be happy. Not feeling weird or guilty,” I answered.

With that, she pulled away from me and turned until we were looking directly into each other’s eyes, “You’re saying that you’re okay with it? You’re okay if it doesn’t bother me?”

“That’s what I’m saying,” I told her.

“Are you serious?” she asked with a confused expression and then went silent for several seconds before she stated, You’re not serious.”

I guessed she thought I was setting a trap so I looked her straight in the eye and said, “I’m very serious.”

“My God, Pat…I mean, my God…” she whispered, and then after a pause, she added, “It would be so…doing it like that…my God…what would my dad think?”
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