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CHAPTER 1

 


I am sitting in a parking lot across
from what the locals call, “The Stroll.” On the other side of the
street are gray and bleak vacant industrial buildings, and spread
out for several blocks are a dozen woman walking back and forth in
the traditional uniform of street walkers: high heels or boots,
tight brief shorts, a variety of revealing tops. Their walk is
universal, a nice little twist of their ass at the end of each
step.

They walk four traffic lanes away on
the opposite side of the street. This side has Exxon and Shell
service stations and an all-night Bob’s donut shop, with no
cross-over to the other side of the street. A right turn off the
Stroll on the other side and two blocks further down is an
abandoned church with a large parking lot surrounded by overgrowth
and trees, the ideal spot for the ladies walking the street to ply
their trade.

My eyes are riveted on one model-tall
woman with shoulder length blonde hair, wearing a black tube top
with laces in the center revealing the flesh between her breasts.
Her otherwise flat belly bears only with a hint of a soft roll at
her navel, and rounding out her outfit she wears short Daisy Duke’s
with the cleft of her ass showing, cut so high the front pocket
interior sides are visible. This streetwalker is strikingly pretty,
with large wideset eyes, high cheekbones, and full lips, accented
by bright red lipstick clear even in the dim light.

Unlike some of the other women here,
she has a fresh unblemished face, her long legs revealing taut
muscles in healthy fit shape, full boobs bouncing freely under the
tube top, despite her attempts to reduce the bounce by taking small
steps. It is a lost cause. She is wearing sunglasses although it is
turning dusky dark.

I adjust my hard cock inside my pants,
and realize I am breathing heavier as I watch a white 700 series
BMW driven by a tall very dark black man stop in front of the
pretty blonde woman. She leans inside the window of the car,
unashamedly tugs down her top to reveal her breasts to the driver,
and without pulling the top back up, opens the door and gets inside
the car.

I watch the car turn the corner, the
woman’s head disappearing out of sight in the direction of the
driver’s lap.

The blonde is my wife, Lisette. She’s
not a whore—yet. The black man in the BMW will soon be changing
that status.

I start my car for the drive home,
alone. I wonder how we got here. It seemed to evolve so naturally
and to be so crazy at the same time.

 


***

 


The journey to my wife walking the
Stroll in a skimpy come-fuck-me outfit began with an unexpected
turn in our conversation driving home from delivering our son to
the state university.

“What do we do now?” my
wife Lisette asked.

“Huh?” My usual response to
unexpected questions.

“We are officially empty
nesters. Some couples have difficulty adjusting. I’ve been reading
about it. A couple spends 20 years or so raising a child, and one
day the children flee the nest and are on their own at a large
university—leaving you and I with only ourselves to keep each other
company. We may have changed greatly without the other
noticing.”

“Yes, but I’ve always
preferred your company in the end,” I said. “I’m looking forward to
the years going forward with just you and me.”

“It will be a big
adjustment for both of us, I don’t want things to become strained
or stressful. You’re 40 and I’ve just turned 39, we have plenty of
good years left.”

“Neither do I want anything
except fun and laughter,” I said. “So let’s pledge to each other to
not let strain and complacency happen.”

“How do we do that?” she
asked.

“Honesty. Nothing is too
trivial to mention, no subject taboo, each agrees to give the other
consideration before flying into anger or resentment,” I suggested.
“And you could do more sexy things, dress to show off some, things
like that.”

“There you go again,”
Lisette said.

“It’s our time now. Why
not? No one there to hold us back.”

“Damn, sounds like you have
been thinking about this too,” she said.

“Worrying might be a better
word,” I said. “I look forward to our life together going
forward.”

“Me too,” Lisette said. “No
stress, I like that.”

“And maybe more spontaneous
risky things from time to time,” I said in what I hoped was a
suggestive voice.

“Like what?”

“Surprise me, something
sexy,” I said.

 


***

 


We stopped for gas, made it home about
dark, and I sat down with a drink to relax after the drive when
Lisette walked into the room, straddled my lap, and kissed
me.

“Lift my skirt,” she
said.

I did, surprised to find no panties.
“Nice,” I said.

“You said you wanted me to
surprise you. Here’s your surprise. I took them off in the rest
room of the Pilot when we stopped for gas,” my wife said. “And you
haven’t even noticed. You’ve been asking me to do sexy things like
this for years.”

“I’m noticing now,” I
said.

“Prove it,” she shot back,
raising up slightly and I lowered my hand between us, a probing
finger finding one very wet pussy. “I’m soaked,” she
said.

“May I ask why?” I
asked.

“Because I thought more
about what you said. Where we go from here is limited only by our
imaginations, and I know how vivid your imagination can be with the
right encouragement,” Lis said. “I’ve been thinking about it a lot.
I want to be more the kind of woman you want me to be—if I can. I’m
willing to try.”

“You call this
encouragement?” I asked.

“Yeah, I do. How am I doing
so far?” she smiled. I ran my hand up her back and realized there
was no bra strap. My other hand sought the supple softness of her
breast swaying with her movements under the thin top. I had not
noticed that change either.

“I love it,” I said. “This
the start of a trend, huh?” Lisette is protective of her modestly
and if she were not wearing a bra at home would put one on before
answering the door for a pizza delivery.

“Depends on how you
respond,” Lis said.

“I hope I’m responding in
the most positive way,” I said.

“You’re doing OK so far,”
my wife said. “Now take me into the bedroom and fuck my wet pussy,
fuck me very hard.”

“Want a fantasy?” I
asked.

“Sure,” Lisette
said.

Lisette tends to be shy, modest, too
modest in my opinion, so her removing her panties and bra at a
truck stop was a huge step for her. However, she is open to almost
anything when we are role playing. She is a magnificent actor, in
my opinion.


CHAPTER 2

 


Lisette became interested in acting,
bordering on obsession, with her first role in a high school
play—and later pursuing theater art courses in college, which led
to a couple of roles in college stage productions. She was doing
that when I first met her.

Lisette becoming an actor—or model,
was not much of a reach. She has a model’s features, high
cheekbones, wide eyes, and magnificent full lips, and coupled with
a warm sexy natural smile that is on her face most of the time, and
her unassuming effervescent personality, she is the most desirable
woman I ever met.

I always thought she was a natural for
Maggie the Cat. but when the theater department was talking about
producing the Tennessee William’s play, and I suggested she try out
for the spot.

That was the first time I realized
that my future wife has an innate shyness she tries to hide,
spurred by her low self-confidence. She could get lost in the
character, but she didn’t try for the lead part because being the
object of everyone’s attention, she didn’t think she could live up
to the audience’s expectation, especially as she would be wearing
only a slip, per Elizabeth Taylor in the movie version.

 


***

 


After I met Lisette she became my
passion, my obsession, and I was determined to win her heart.
Luckily for me I did. I proposed shortly after graduation. It was
not a down on one knee proposal but a casual comment, “When do you
think we should plan on getting married?”

Lisette had other plans. “I’m not
ready,” she said. “I love you, no doubt about that, but there are
some things I must do first.”

“Such as?”

Lisette leaned over and put her hands
on my shoulders, staring into my face. “I am going to go to LA for
six months and see if I can break into acting. It is something I
have to do now so I will not be antsy after 10 years of marriage to
you and wish it was something I had done. I must go
try.”

“I can see that, but you
know I just accepted my new position, and this is too this good a
job and I cannot go,” I said.

“I’m not asking you to go,”
Lisette said, adding, “In fact I am asking you to not go. This is
something I have to do on my own.”

“Are you breaking up with
me?” I asked.

“Hell no,” Lisette said,
letting the conversation fade to silence before she said anything
more. I was speechless. “But I think we need a break before we
commit to each other for life. “I’ll give you my answer on when and
if we should get married in six months,” she said, “if you are
willing to wait that long.”

That was not what I expected, but I
would take what I could get.

“I have to go try,” she
repeated, and I had little grounds to object. “Think of it like
this. If I don’t make it and I come back then I’m totally yours,”
she said. I suspected there might be someone else and asked
her.

“Absolutely not,” she said.
“This is not about that at all. This is for me, to be sure I will
not spend years wishing I had tried to make it. I’m asking you to
wait for me, give me six months in exchange for maybe the rest of
our lives. Can you do that for me?”

“I guess I can if I have
to,” I said. “If it means getting you forever, OK, hell yes I can
do it.”

A week later I watched her drive away
to California, her car loaded to the top with boxes and
clothes.

That does not mean I didn’t have some
long anxious nights worrying that she might find someone else that
would turn her head. We talked often, each conversation ending with
Lisette always declaring her love for me and vice versa. The calls
faded to every other day, and then to a couple of times a
week.

There were some weekend nights she
didn’t answer her phone. As we were taking a break from
exclusivity, as she described it, I knew I had no right to ask
where she was or what she was doing, as she explained bluntly when
I inquired. Not knowing what was actually happening was agony on
one hand, and on the other something strange as well, it was erotic
to think that she was going a little crazy and running through a
list of guys, many of whom were sampling her goodies. If that was
what it took to get her curiosities out of her system and back to
me, so be it.

Over the long weeks that followed,
Lisette worked the auditions, tried out for any agent that would
interview her, but nothing clicked. She worked as a waitress, found
a roommate to split the rent, a woman her own age that I never met.
Lisette did win a couple of non-speaking roles that turned into
nothing, only once receiving a screen credit. She was beautiful to
everyone who knows or sees her, but in Los Angeles she was
competing against dozens of other beautiful women.

Lisette and the roommate had a tiff
after five months and rather than find another place to stay,
Lisette called it quits, returned home, giving up, frustrated, and
declaring she was through with acting. She considered the entire
experience a horrid part of her life and refused to talk about it.
“That’s a part of my life I do not want to even think about,” she
said. The first date after she returned, she laid it out. “I accept
your proposal of marriage if it is still open and we need to dwell
on the future instead.”

When some local dinner theaters
offered open casting calls, I encouraged her to try out—but she
always found an excuse not to. “That was in my past life, no need
to go back there,” she would say.

However, her actress training was
engrained in her, which meant her talent in sexual our role playing
was off the charts. In college she had preferred method acting,
becoming the character in the moment, and my wife can drift into
being someone else easily, which means I our role-playing is off
the charts, and I am constantly trying to come up with new and more
exotic themes the heighten the arousal.

The night we were back from taking
Anthony to State College she had set the stage with her underwear
removal, and after drinks in the hot tub we found ourselves naked
in the bed and Lisette in the mood for fantasy talk. I extended a
hand and touched her pussy, my fingers on her brushy landing strip,
her legs opening to give me better access to her wet pussy, and
gently rubbed her clit with my forefinger and began.

“You go into a Pilot Travel
Stop restroom and take off your bra and panties,” I
said.

“Like I did today?” she
asked.

“Yes, like you did today.
But you don’t come straight out to the car. You get coffee, and a
young tall man is checking you out, you can feel his eyes on you,
and you glance up and he really is. You don’t dismiss it; you
decide to have some fun with him.”

“OK,” she said. “He’s
looking at me and we lock eyes. He takes it as an invitation and
comes my way.”

“He asks you if he knows
you from somewhere, and from there he soon knows where you are from
as you tell him about yourself and why he should not know you. He
has opened the conversation. You see me walk in, wondering where
you are. I see what you are doing, and I smile, give you a thumbs
up, and move to the back of the store. What does he look like?” I
ask.

“He’s tall, dark black wavy
hair, Italian looking, well spoken with a little bit of European
accent.”

“He’s smooth, he asks you
where you are heading and you tell him tonight you are only trying
to make the Embassy Suites in Birmingham, Alabama. You are trying
to get there in time for happy hour and the free drinks, you say.
He tells you it is a coincidence, but he is heading in that same
direction. And he tells your perhaps he will see you there. He
takes your hand and kisses the back of it and tells you he was so
taken with your beauty that he had to try to approach and hope he
did not offend.”

I lower my hand to her pussy and start
gently rubbing, continuing as her body jerks to my
ministrations.

“In the car you tell me
about the exchange, and it is clear you are excited. We have no
plans to stop at the Embassy Suites in Birmingham, but I tease you
and ask if you want me to stop. You say only if you can get to know
the man from the Pilot better. As we drive through Birmingham I
exit. You ask me where I am going, and I tell you, the Embassy
Suites. You are breathing heavy. Do you want me to stop at this
hotel?” I ask her.

“Yes.”

“Why do you want me to
stop?” I taunt, two fingers inside her now, circling.

“I want,” Lisette
hesitates, “I want to meet him. I want to see where it
goes.”

“How far do you want it to
go?” I ask.

“As far as you will let
me.” I start sliding my two fingers in and out of her pussy faster,
my thumb grinding against her clit.

“Do you want me to give you
my permission to fuck him,” I ask.

“Maybe,” Lisette said,
panting as I was finger banging her harder now, a small orgasm
sending spasms through her body. “No, Yes, uh, Yeah, I want
permission to fuck him.”

“If he’s there, you should
fuck him,” I encourage.

“Oh yes,” Lisette says,
moaning and grinding her pussy up against my pressing hand and
probing fingers, now soaked with her pussy juices, evidence of her
arousal.

“Ask me,” I say, kissing a
nipple into rock hard hardness as I do.

“Oh my,” Lisette said
again. “Yes, I want to fuck him. If he’s there I’m going to let him
fuck me. I want you to watch him fuck me.”

“Good,” I said. “Your soon
to be new lover is ahead of us at the check-in and I encourage you
to run ahead and say hi to him. You do.”

“Oh fuck,” Lisette said.
“Finger me faster.” She came almost immediately. I never
slowed.

“You change clothes, into a
white thin top with large armholes, and leave me in the room to go
down for happy hour. In 15 minutes you come back into the room with
your new guy. You introduce us and tell me you have explained to
him how it works with us. He’s nervous but willing to give it a
try. He kisses you, pulling the top together between your tits and
playing with them, sucking on your nipples.”

“Yeah baby, like that,” she
said as I leaned over and sucked hard on her nipples, still
fingering her.

“And he gently pushes you
back on the bed, and crawls between your legs.” I moved like that
myself. “Close your eyes,” I ordered, and she did. “Now fuck him,”
I said as I plunged into her hot and soaked pussy.

It was like igniting a rocket, she was
thrusting against me, whimpering, and mewing and every third word
she moaned, “Fuck me, lover, just like that. Fuck me good. I knew
you could fuck so good.”

We got closer to the finale and I
asked her, “In you or on you?”

“Inside me, cum inside me,”
Lisette moaned, and I did just that, collapsing on top of her until
we rolled to our sides, cuddling each other.

“Damn, that was almost
real,” she said.

“Yes, it was.”

“It felt like it was
someone else’s cock inside me,” my wife said. “It felt different
somehow.”

“You like it?” I
asked.

“I loved it. Now pretend he
just left, and it is your turn to reclaim my well fucked cum-filled
pussy,” Lisette said.

It was a great night. The next morning
though, we went for a walk, and she was back in a bra. “Don’t let
your imagination go too wild,” she cautioned. “Remember it’s only
pillow talk.” Maybe I had expected too much, I thought.


CHAPTER 3

 


Back home after her LA trial run, she
was discouraged and depressed. Lisette refused any acting, even in
local events. She cited the demands of child rearing and managing a
household, and that part of her life was in the past, with one
exception.

Lisette has always liked dressing up
in costumes. Any costume event is high on my wife’s list, Mardi
Gras day in New Orleans, Halloween, someone’s costume party, it is
all a delight to Lisette, and she goes all in. As a matter of pride
she goes to great lengths to keep her costumes as realistic and
authentic as possible.

 


***

 


When one of our friends decided for a
Pimp & Ho’s party, I saw this as an excuse to encourage her to
dress hotter than her usual demure attire. “You know I’d love for
you spend some time thinking about your hooker costume,” I said.
“You might be amply rewarded when we get home.”

My wife laughed. “Here you go again,
wanting me to dress to tantalize and tease, huh?”

“Always,” I said. “You’re
too gorgeous not to show off that body a little,” I
said.

Lisette pondered for a minute, the
wheels turning in her head. “We’ll see,” she said. “I might
surprise you, you know, this empty nesting thing.”

 


***

 


During a trip to New York, while
waiting the lobby of our elegant mid-town Manhattan hotel, I was in
line to check-in. Glancing back at Lisette I was struck with how
hot she looked, dressing this way for me on one of the rare
occasions that happened, nothing too extravagant, but high heels,
tight yoga pants, an off the shoulder top, leaning to the thin
side, and no bra. As I watched an older man approached, spoke
something to her. She turned to face him as if she had not heard
him, smiled, shook her head no. He said something else, and she
shook her head harder, half turning away, as if in a huff, but with
a sly smile at the same time.

The man shrugged his shoulders and
walked away.

“What was that all about?”
I asked.

“You won’t believe it,”
Lisette said. “He thought I was a hooker and wanted to hire me for
a go.”

I couldn’t resist, joking, “How much
was he offering?”

Lisette was not amused and pushed me
away. “Stop it,” she ordered, and I did. I didn’t bring it up
again, but there were moments after that that the image of my wife
being mistaken as a working girl popped into my mind, and I could
explain why the thought could trigger an erection, but it
did.

This recollection became more vivid as
we talked about the upcoming Pimp and Ho’s. I even managed the
courage to mention the New York incident when the stranger had
propositioned her, and I was greeted with a giggle rather than the
negative reaction I expected. “Yeah, I had forgotten about that,”
she said. Now with the party, well, we would see how she would
approach it.

 


***

 


To my amazement Lisette went all out,
dressing in a slutty manner that was far out of character for her.
While I went with the commercial costume version, big fuffy hat and
matching coat in orange fake fur, Lisette designed her own, teasing
me throughout the days before telling me she thought I would love
it but no details. I noted she was spending hours on the computer
researching what real hookers wore.

Part of the pressure for coming up
with an awesome costume is there is an unofficial competition among
our friends that leans toward elaborate and accurate
costuming.

The night of the party, Lisette rushed
me out of the bedroom once I was in my costume and I could hear her
clumping around the upstairs bedroom for the next thirty minutes. I
poured myself a bourbon, turned on the TV and did not turn around
until I heard the clicking of her heels on our hardwood
floor.

I was gob smocked. My wife looked like
a whore, a real streetwalking whore. Don’t get me wrong, she was
breathtakingly hot and sexy, so much that one could feel her sexual
aura hanging in the air—pure lust and an outfit with one design, to
arouse a man. And she did, her outfit that screamed, “I’m available
and easy—for a price.”

Lisette was wearing black high heels
that put her eyes almost on a level with mine. I’m six feet, she’s
five seven in her bare feet. Fishnet stockings covered her legs
with a couple of strategic tears that made them look well used. Her
denim skirt was short, displaying her long legs but barely covering
her ass. She would have to be very careful how she sat. She saw me
staring and lifted her skirt to show off a black thong with
cherries on it. My wife got into the whore role. “No cherries baby,
but I still got the box they came it.”

I felt myself harden. “What have you
done with my wife?” I asked, smiling.

“Oh, she’s around
somewhere,” Lisette taunted, “just not here tonight.”

“Good baby, then we can
have some real fun.”

Above the skirt Lisette displayed an
expanse of flat belly, the result of her obsession with her spin
class and core exercises, and over her full boobs was a tube top,
but it was not a totally elastic band. The front of the tube top
laced over a wide gap, with a lacy bra underneath. Although she was
not showing anything it was obvious the open lace pattern of the
bra covered very little. A long necklace fell between the bra and
the laces of the top, drawing attention to the opening
there.

I would have thought her brunette hair
would be teased up but instead it was pulled back tight, showing
off the oversized ghetto hoops in her ears. Her eyes were circled
in dark smoke color, and her lipstick was the brightest red I had
ever seen.

“Let’s forget about this
damn party and say here and play around,” I suggested. Lisette only
laughed.

“You have pushed me to
dress sexier and hotter, and now you are holding back to showing
off your wife, after I’ve finally worked up the nerve and am into
it?”

“Hell, no,” I said, “but
your outfit screams at me that you want to get fucked.”

“Then it’s working,” she
laughed. “You can get around to that later if you promise
to.”

“Oh I promise baby, but
every man there will be all over you,” I said.

“Good,” she laughed. “So, I
have your permission to flirt a little more than usual? Any real
whore would.”

I laughed, because this was an alien
concept to her before tonight. “Darling, you think you can pull off
going beyond a little flirty?”

“You mean slutty?” she shot
back, a hint of anger on the edge of her words.

“Well, you do have the
outfit for it.”

“Only one way to see, isn’t
there,” my wife said. She gave me a harsh look. “You don’t think I
can, you think I am too shy.”

“No, not at all. I know how
you are when you costume. You get into the character.”

“I am. You like me being
into this whore character?” she asked.

“I do,” I said. “Come on,
Lissy.”

“What did you call me?” she
stopped.

“Lissy. No whore uses her
own name.”

Lisette laughed, “Call me Lissy, the
whore, then.” She laughed. She gave me a quick buss and a hug
before we went out the door.

“I did this for you, you
know. I thought you would like it.”

“I’ll like taking it off of
you later better,” I said.

“Promise?”

“You bet,” I said. “Lissy,
you are hot.”

“Damn right I am, baby,”
she said.


CHAPTER 4

 


The party had come about shortly after
Terri and Daniel Gerber’s raucous epic Halloween party. Kids were
farmed out, old enough to stay at home by themselves, or the
attendees were empty nesters. It was a rare all adults. This
Halloween party started a semi-competition among the more daring
wives to see who might come up with the sexiest costume.

It was not a voting ballot, but more
everyone knew who garnered the most attention. For Halloween it was
Connie Clutchman, not one of Lisette’s favorite people as Connie
leans toward arrogant and a prima-donna. She is a beautiful woman,
trophy wife to the local architecture firm owner, but Connie’s
attitude that this world is a Connie-centered universe. That grinds
on Lisette’s soul.

Connie came to the Halloween party in
a strategically pinned toga, which Connie would always be adjusting
to flash a little daring flesh if one of the husbands were paying
attention to her little teasing game. Lisette was incensed. And all
the husbands were paying rapt attention to Connie’s
teasing.

Although shy and reserved, when
someone pisses off Lisette there is a price to be paid—and in this
instance my wife was determined to receive more attention than
Connie at this party. Connie’s ho outfit the night of the Pimp
& Ho’s consisted of a short skirt and sheer blouse over a plain
white bra, no match for the sexiness of my wife’s
costume.

Lisette was the hit of the party. Most
of the other wives had also gone conservative sexy, nothing too
revealing, more tank tops and cut offs with high heels and
overstated hair. Sally Bowden had gone platinum blonde for the
party, which helped her fit the role.

If there had been a best costume
award, Lisette would have won hands down.

My wife was swarmed by every horny
husband in the room, and I stood at a distance watching the parade
I knew would come and enjoying her responding to the attention. She
was into their hovering, loving it, and as her method acting had
taught her, she was deep into whore character. I eased close enough
to hear some of the conversation, filled with innuendo and a couple
of the horn dogs went so far as to ask, “How much if you were
considering it.”

“Oh baby, if you have to
ask you couldn’t afford me. Nothing worse than a cheap
hooker.”

Lisette was unable to empty a glass,
eager men appearing with a succession of drinks foisted on her, and
the husbands were in rotation, flirting with my wife until getting
the dagger looks from their wives and toned them down before
discreetly backing off.

I checked in with her as we mingled
separately through the conversation groups. “You seem to be getting
a lot of attention,” I said. “Enjoying it?”

“Loving it,” she said. “I’m
having a great time.” She paused, serious and second guessing
herself. “I’m not too far over the line, am I? I’m only trying to
act out the costuming. You don’t mind me flirting, do you? I don’t
want you getting jealous?” I knew she was joking but I played
along.

“You know me better than
that,” I smiled. “Enjoy the attention. Maybe you’ll figure out what
you’re doing different from the everyday Lisette that gets you that
kind of attention.”

“We’ve had this
discussion,” she said, cutting me short. “You just better enjoy me
letting go this much and not push like you usually do.”

“No pushing, enjoying,” I
said, laughing. “I’ll drift away and watch your potential suitors
swarm you again.” I paused. “Don’t be afraid to flirt, I’ll just
stay back and enjoy. I’m taking you home.”

“Flirt you say. Be careful
what you ask for,” she said, smiling. “I’m really getting off on
the attention,” she said. I moved over to a group of the guys
talking college football.

There 15 couples arranged throughout
the living room, dining area, outside patio, and a firepit on a
second patio near the pool. The way the party was spaced out it was
easy to drift from conversation group to conversation group and
mingle, so that everyone talked, even if briefly, to everyone
else.

Later in the evening, I was well into
my drinks when I realized that I had not seen Lisette in a while.
The hostess, Terri, came up beside me at the bar as I refilled my
drink, I asked her if she had seen my wife.

Terri laughed. “Oh she’s over in the
corner by the sliding doors as you go out to the patio,
commandeering the attention of that handsome black guy all the
other wives are drooling over. They are all insanely jealous of
her.”

Our newest neighbors five houses down
brought a single friend, recently divorced, they explained, the
husband’s college roommate. Brad had been a very fast point guard
despite his short stature at State, and his roommate was the
opposite, tall, very well dressed, and very black. He was polite
when introduced to us upon arrival, Marion was his name. He laughed
and referred to Brad as “Token” as he was the only white starter on
the team.

I thought nothing more of Terri’s
comment, but I meandered by and saw my wife and Marion away from
everyone else casually talking. I mingled more, refilled my drink
again and 40 minutes later noticed the two of them were still
talking and had not moved from their spot, seeming in a deep
conversation punctuated with laughs and light arm touches.
Lisette’s body language was in maximum flirting mode, as I had
encouraged her, the hair flips, pushing her hair back, the timed
laughs and smiles.

This was new territory for my wife.
She had never expressed any interest in black men, but you would
never know it by watching her now.

I didn’t know what line of shit Marion
was spinning, but clearly Lisette liked it. Perhaps it was time I
rescued her. There was an open doorway beside the corner they
occupied, so I approached from the back side, mixing, and mingling
until I got close enough to overhear.

“You know this is a costume
party, right?” Lisette told him.

Marion laughed a deep laugh. “Where I
come from, lady, this is how the real pimps dressed, nice suits,
—they dressed to impress. There were a lot of real working girls in
my neighborhood. I know what I’m talking about.”

“So how about my outfit?”
Lisette asked. “I searched online for photos of real ladies of the
night and tried to be as accurate as I could.”

Marion laughed, “Oh you’re close,
Lissy,” he said. I smiled. Lisette was using her hooker’s name with
him. I could see him in the reflection of the glass behind them. He
took a long black finger and eased it under her bra strap. “But no
self-respecting hooker would wear a bra, no matter how nice and
lacy,” he said.

“You think I should take it
off?” Lisette asked, I could hear the nervousness in her
voice.

“Depends on how accurate
you really want to be,” Marion said. I could feel a tenseness in
the conversation, but I knew my wife’s attention to detail. I was
interested to see how she handled it. Marion continued, “But you
are so damn fine anyway. Do what you feel. No, do what you dare.
You got the courage?” Lisette hates to be challenged.

“Excuse me a minute,”
Lisette said, and rounded the corner, colliding with me. “Oh, there
you are baby,” she said. There was a little slur in her voice,
telling me even more about how the drinks had hit her. “I was going
to look for you in a little bit, but now that you are here, wait
right here. I have to go to the ladies’ room.”

Marion heard the exchange and came
into view as Lisette walked away. “Your wife?” he asked. I nodded.
“Beautiful woman, you are a lucky man,” he told me.

“I think so,” I
agreed.

“Love her outfit,” he
smiled. “She looks smoking hot tonight.”

“This is way over the top
for her,” I said. “You’d never believe she is very shy most of the
time.”

“The shy ones are the ones
that get wild when they let go,” he said. “It’s like they are
catching up on something they missed…” He stopped speaking in
mid-sentence, and I turned and saw why. Lisette was approaching us,
a wad of black in one hand, and her breasts bouncing unhindered
like two wild small animals, jiggling under the thin black top, the
swell of the inside of her breasts revealed in the opening of the
tube top laces, her nipples hard and poking. She had removed her
bra. She was giggling at our rapt stares.

“Here baby, stick this in a
pocket or something,” she said, handing me the bra. She all but
ignored me, turning to Marion.

“Well, how accurate am I
now?” she asked, shoulders back thrusting her breasts
forward.

“100 per cent baby,” he
smiled. “You are the hottest thing I’ve seen in a long time. Let’s
record the moment you nailed it. Get a picture with me?”

Lisette moved against him, and Marion
handed me his phone. He moved his arm around her waist and pulled
her tight against him, and she smiled. I took the photo and they
started to break.

“Wait,” I said, “I want a
photo too.” I lifted my phone and snapped a photo in the same pose,
and then as Marion smiled, he moved his hand under her breast, his
thumb extended under the elastic, almost touching her soft breast
but not quite, close enough that she was aware of how near he was
getting, despite her intoxication. I think his forwardness
encouraged her. She made no effort to move his hand and he kept it
where it was, his thumb slowly sliding back and forth on her
flesh.

“So how much you think I’d
be worth?” she asked Marion, looking up into his face.

“Thousand or so,” Marion
said flatly. “But not on the corner. High escort money for prime
stuff like you got. Maybe double that with a little
promotion.”

Lisette jerked back, pulling away,
shocked. “Really? Like I got?”

“Sure,” Marion said. “You
got it going on girl. Nice build, gorgeous model’s face, tight ass,
not hung up on shit so you have the confidence to show what you
got, and don’t take this the wrong way but you are white—and you
are married.” He nodded to me. “Brothers get off on fucking a white
man’s wife if they know it. That brings a premium.”

“I find that hard to
believe,” Lisette said. I said nothing, incredulous about where
this conversation was going.

“Shit girl, you’d be amazed
how many white wives moonlight turning a trick or two through an
escort service. You ever hear of Suzy Favor Hamilton?”

“The Olympic hooker?
Yes.”

“Married white girl,
husband was OK with it. She said in the New York Post that hooking
was more exciting that competing in the Olympics,” Marion said.
“You ever hear of Kathy Willet? Cop’s wife that was hooking from
their home and some politician shutting down all the strip clubs
was doing her on the side and got caught up in it?”

“Yeah, I think I saw that,
old City Confidential or something,” Lisette said.

“After the Miami thing she
and her husband moved to LA, and she was weekending at the
Moonlight Bunny Ranch brothel in Nevada. More married women than
you think are into that.”

“Wow,” Lisette said. “I had
no idea.”

I was stunned Lisette was showing this
much curiosity. Was a hotter wife emerging tonight? I have wanted
her more open and talking about real hookers with the tall black
man was obviously helping. I was in shock seeing my usually demure
reserved wife pay this much attention to someone else, especially a
very dark black man made me. Her attention to him was making me
both jealous and surprisingly aroused. I wanted to pull her away
and fuck her in one of our guest’s empty bedrooms, but instead I
continued to hang back and let the conversation take its own
pace.

I remained within earshot behind
Lisette. Her back was to me, and I might as well not have been
there. She didn’t seem to notice I remained. Marion was smiling,
locking eyes with me occasionally, and he was becoming more
suggestive, as if taunting and challenging my wife, knowing I was
listening, and waiting to see if I would stop the conversation or
object. Instead, and I don’t know why, I smiled and gave him a
thumbs up. That was when he dropped the bomb on Lisette.

“So, tell the truth, would
you fuck someone for a million dollars like in that movie, Indecent
Proposal?”

“Yeah, probably,” Lisette
laughed. “I’m a whore tonight, right?”

“How about for a thousand
bucks?”

“No.”

“You sure?”

“Yes.” Lisette said. “I
know the Oscar Wilde story when he asked those same questions and
the woman asks, ‘What do you think I am, a common prostitute?’ and
Wilde responded, ‘We have already established that, we are only
haggling price now.”

“A well-read married white
ho,” Marion joked. “Even more exciting. I’d go up to
$2000.”

Lisette gave a nervous laugh. “Not in
this lifetime baby,” she said. She had deftly diverted his
taunting, and I eased away to refill my empty drink and realized
the party was all but over. Everyone had left the party except us,
the host, and Marion’s friends. They were out around the fire pit
beside the pool sitting in lawn chairs. The party had wound down. I
made my way back to them.

Marion glanced out and his friends
standing to say goodbye. He laughed. “I am serious about the
offer,” he said, “in case you change your mind.”

“Not gonna happen,” Lisette
said firmly.

“I figured you’d turn me
down tonight, but I enjoyed the verbal exchange,” he said. “Give me
a hug girl.” She was pulled into his long arms, and he held her for
a second, pressing her body against him.

“Damn, girl, you feel nice
and soft, good enough to eat.” He looked up at me. “Like I said,
you are one lucky man,” he said, smiling at me. Reaching in his
jacket pocket he pulled out a card, and smoothly placed it on the
part of her upper breast exposed, deftly sliding the card inside
the elastic of the tube top against her bare breast. “Here’s my
card. Consider it a standing offer of $2000 for an evening alone
with you.” He smiled at me. “No offense meant, but think what you
could do for a couple of grand.”

Lisette did not remove the card and
smiled. “Don’t hold your breath.”

Marion gave a smug laugh. “Well, I bet
you $500 against $100 that the thought of taking me up on that
offer will cross your mind within the next week.”

“Won’t happen, but I don’t
bet money,” Lisette said. Things had been tight financially in our
household after the kids started college, my company had cut back
on my commissions and Lisette had been cut to three days a week in
her accounting job.

“OK then $500 against a
lunch.” I gasped and waited for Lisette to end the
conversation.

“What does that
mean?”

“Simple. You say my $2000
offer for an evening with you will not cross your mind, wondering,
maybe even considering, you know. If it doesn’t, I give you $500
cash. If it does, I’ll buy you lunch one day. You win either way,”
he grinned. “If you dare.” He looked up at me. “You good with a bet
like that?” I nodded. Lisette saw my nod.

“OK, taken. Your loss,” she
said.

I wondered if Marion had picked up on
how she was a sucker for a challenge, as he had just challenged my
wife.

I have been privy to her stubbornness
before when challenged, or when something doesn’t make sense to
her.

We were at an outdoor festival, she
went to the restroom, and while she was gone the auxiliary cops
strung up tape to designate walkways. To return to our blanket she
would have been required to walk around the field to the other
entrance. She reached for the tape.

“You cannot come through
here,” the cop said.

“I just came through here a
minute ago, I am sitting right there,” Lisette said, pointing to
our blanket spread on the grass.

“You have to go around,” he
said.

Lisette looked him square in the face,
defiantly lifted the tape and stepped under it, quickly, ducking
under the tape on the other side, the cop right on her heels. She
turned to face him.

“There was no one in the
aisle, I didn’t hurt anything, and to make me go around was, it
was, just stupid!” Lisette said.

The cop was taken aback, glanced
around at the faces, and relented. “Well, don’t do it again,” he
warned and turned away. Lisette sat down beside me.

“Good,” was all she
said.

Of course, another factor in the cop
letting her pass is Lisette is so pretty and hot. Because of her
looks men often defer to her wishes.


CHAPTER 5

 


Marion handed me his card as well.
“We’ll let your husband here be the judge, I’ll be in touch with
him toward the end of next week.” He asked for my phone number and
wrote it on the back of another card.

Marion’s friends entered the door and
he turned away to them. “It was nice meeting you two,” he said. “It
has been fun.”

Lisette and I went outside and told
our hosts goodbye. It was 2 a.m.

 


***

 


“Damn, that was hot,”
Lisette gushed, once in the car. “He was hot.”

“I didn’t know he was your
type,” I said.

“Lot you don’t know about
me baby, even after we’ve been married all these years. Yes, he was
hot. I bet I’m soaked.”

“Enlighten me,” I said.
“So, Marion was your type?”

“Well, he is tall,
handsome, well-dressed, and had a confidence, I mean he exuded
sexuality,” she said.

“And the fact he was
black?”

“You noticed,
huh?”

“Yes, is that a
consideration?” I said.

“OK, yes. Something I guess
I repress. Maybe it is time I admit it. In school I didn’t have a
bubble butt or big boobs and all the black guys went for those
kinds of girls. There were times I was envious, to be honest. Never
happened though,” Lisette said.

“Why are you just now
telling me this?” I asked.

“Subject never came up, I
guess. I’m not hiding anything from you,” she said.

“And your newfound
curiosity about hooking? You sounded intrigued.”

“More playing the part. It
was a Pimp and Ho’s party after all. While researching what a real
outfit should consist of, I read about that world, an interesting
topic I knew very little about,” Lisette said. “I didn’t notice you
doing anything to stop the direction of the conversation. Aren’t
you offended he offered cash to fuck me?”

I paused, perhaps too long, trying to
come up with a diplomatic answer that wouldn’t go the wrong
way.

“Truthfully, I’d think
you’d be a little complimented,” I said, “considering how much he
was offering.” I caught her glare. “I’m not talking about anything
degrading you, but like I said, a compliment. Obviously, the man
would have no trouble getting women.”

“That’s true,” Lisette
agreed, a little too quickly for my comfort, but I was on a
roll.

“You know if we were into
turning our role-playing fantasy of another man into reality,
someone like that, well it keeps everything above the danger of
emotional involvement.”

“I can’t believe you’d say
that,” Lisette said. “So, you’d be OK if we tried to live some of
those role-playing fantasies?”

“Depend on the fantasy—and
a definite ‘maybe’ is all I’ll say,” I said.

“Like being a
whore?”

“No, nothing like that,” I
said, lying and taking the coward’s way out. “It is just that the
subject is erotic, whether in stories, movies, videos, you know,
the freedom of different partners without entanglements, the
flaunting of societal norms, the wildness and wickedness of it all.
That is erotic, don’t you think?”

“Maybe.”

“You certainly seemed
interested in what Marion was saying about it.”

“Only continuing the
research I started when I started putting together my costume,”
Lisette said, “It was interesting reading about that world. Marion
seemed to know a lot about it firsthand. He said it was common on
the streets he grew up. Some of the women are not exploited but do
it because they want to. I never would have thought that until I
started reading about it during my costume research. Marion was
confirming some of it.” There was still a hint of slurring in her
words.

I was not familiar with this part of
town, and had taken the wrong exit, and I turned left crossing a
couple of streets trying to get oriented. I couldn’t use my phone
navigation unless I stopped, per Georgia law, and I don’t use voice
commands. Lisette was trying to use her phone. but she was too
drunk to do that effectively. I pulled off and entered the
coordinates and the voice started leading me home.

I glanced up and saw a street sign,
“Simpson Road” about the time I saw a long street ahead. A half
dozen women, black and white, were standing on the sidewalk, a
couple more were leaning against the brick wall of a large
building. “What the fuck,” Lisette said. “The real thing,
huh?”

“Apparently,” I
said.

We passed the group of women and there
was a stretch of the street with the brick building on which no one
was standing. “Pull over,” Lisette said. “Get my picture
here.”

“Here?” I asked.

“Yeah,” Lisette laughed.
“You may never see me in this garb again. Get it while you can
baby. Your wife dressed like this on a genuine hooker’s stroll.
This is one step above role play, isn’t it?”

I pulled to the curb quickly and my
wife stepped out of the car, dressed very much like the street
hookers standing a hundred yards further down the street. She moved
to the wall and struck a pose, leaning against the old brick wall
with one high heel bracing against it.

Lisette’s movement caused the tube top
with its lace opening to shift. The laces had loosened and pulled
more open. Lisette had not noticed, or ignored it, and half an
areola and the edge of her nipple visible.

I shot several shots with my phone,
and then moved around to opposite side, as Lisette moved closer to
the edge of the curb. In the background there were four working
girls under the bright streetlights eying us.

As she was posing with the real
hookers in the background, a car with several young black men drove
by, yelling their appreciation as they slowed.

“Hey baby, you are so hot,
you’ll be through with that old white dude in two minutes, and
we’ll circle back for some real fun,” one of the bolder boys said.
“How ‘bout it?”

“Hell, I’ve been saving up
for some white ho like you,” another said. “You are fine.” The car
slowed to a crawl.

Lisette gave them a drunken wave.
“Sorry boys, another time. He’s hired me for the night.” She
laughed, pointing at me, and the boys drove off. I returned to the
car and moved under the wheel, but Lisette remained outside the
car. She leaned back down into the window of the car much like a
hooker was doing further down the street. No one seeing us would
think anything other than she was talking to a potential trick.
“You get the shots?” she asked with a sly smile.

“You bet,” I said. “Now get
in let’s go home and you earn your money,” I said.

“You got it baby,” Lisette
said as she opened the door and got back into the car, reaching for
my hard cock. “Nice,” she said. “Take me home and fuck me like a
whore.”


CHAPTER 6

 


We didn’t make it home before the sex
began. Lisette lowered her head into my lap and sucked my cock as I
drove, not to completion but a new sexual boldness on her
part.

Excited and panting, Lisette lay back
in the seat, lowered her hose and thong and plunged two fingers
into her soaked pussy as we drove home on the expressway, making no
effort to cover up—but in Atlanta traffic that early in the morning
no one seemed to notice.

“Fuck, I’m on fire,”
Lisette moaned as she rubbed her clit. “I can’t believe I just did
that. I must be crazy, but my heart is still racing. Here feel,”
Lisette said, taking my hand and pressing it against her chest,
where her heart indeed was pounding. She orgasmed and squirted
before we turned down our street. I pulled into the garage. She was
out of the car before the door complete closed.

I grabbed her hand and led Lisette up
the stairs and into bedroom. She reached to remove her hooker
costume. “Leave it on,” I ordered, reaching under her skirt, my
hand causing it to ride up, and grabbing the fabric of her fishnet
hose I ripped a long hole in the crotch, then grabbing her thong
twisting I tore it off her. It was dripping with her
juices.

I pushed her back on the bed, pushed
the skirt up to her waist, and then pushed the tube top higher, her
full breasts springing free. Dropping my pants and grabbing her
ankles I tugged her to the edge of the bed, leaning forward and
plunging into her damp pussy and pumping hard, each thrust causing
her breasts to bounce with the impact.

“Like me being a whore?”
she whispered. “I think you do.”

“I do, do you?”

“I did tonight,” Lisette
said. “All the attention got me going.”

“I love you being a whore,”
I said. “This is the hottest I have ever seen you.”

“I’m your whore baby,” she
whispered. “All yours.” I kept pumping, gasping for breath holding
on.

“You liked me showing off
like I did tonight? You said you’ve been wanting that.”

“I loved it, love you
letting go.”

“When I took off my bra, I
wanted Marion to see my tits, I wanted to tease him.” She was
saying this between pants and gasps. “I was so turned
on.”

“You did that
baby.”

“Yeah, I did. Damn he was
so hot.”

“You were so hot, Lizzy,” I
said.

“Yeah, I was,” she said.
“That big black man wanted to fuck me, didn’t he?”

“Yes,” I hissed.

Lisette moaned. “Oh God, he wanted to
fuck me. He was so black.”

“He offered $2000 to fuck
you, didn’t he,” I said, my strokes going faster and
faster.

“That would have been so
hot. Living out your fantasy, somebody else fucking me, fucking
him. I wanted to fuck him,” she said as she started cumming. “Oh my
God I wanted to fuck him so bad. If I had been single, I would have
drug him away to an empty bedroom and let him fuck me against the
closed door.”

I was so unaccustomed to my wife
letting go with such explicit talk that I could hold out now long
and spewed my cum deep inside her.

“Damn, I could feel your
cum spurting inside me,” she said. “I think you liked
that.”

“I did,” I said, the
sleeplessness overtaking me. We were both so spent there was no
more talking, only cuddling, spooning and sleep. “We need to talk,”
I said.

“Tomorrow,” she said in a
sleepy slurring voice. “Tomorrow baby.” As she drifted off I heard
her repeat, “he was so black.”



CHAPTER 7

 


The next day I was home before Lisette
and went straight to my computer, playing with photo editing
software, editing the photos of my wife standing on the street in
her whore outfit. I had to admit she did indeed look like a genuine
whore. The shot I liked most was one in which half her nipple was
visible, and to make it more erotic was Lisette’s sultry excited
smile, and behind her under a streetlight were four expressionless
hookers our looking our way.

I cropped the photo and set it up as
my screen saver on my desk top computer. The lights were reflecting
from the pooled water from the earlier rain displaying another
angle of the whore on the street.

I showed it to Lisette when she
arrived home. She gasped when she saw it but didn’t ask me to take
it down as my screen saver. I think seeing herself in that photo
stimulated that night’s sex, as we got an early start. She asked me
to send the photo to her phone.

“What are you going to do
with it?” I asked.

“Who knows, I might send it
to that tall black guy from the party,” she taunted. I knew better
than to comment and remained silent. My wife was moving forward
stepping out of her shyness on this on her own, and as horny as it
was apparently making her, I was reaping the benefits. I shared the
photo with her.


CHAPTER 8

 


Lisette enjoys role playing during our
sex as much as I do. We have run though dozens of scenarios, pirate
captive, nurse and patient, French maid right down to her dressing
in the outfit, schoolgirl and professor working to get a good
grade.

Despite my wife’s receptiveness early
on to role playing, it was still my still duty to me to always come
up with the themes for the night’s sexual game. My search for new
themes drew me online to various forums and erotic story sites to
come up with new role play ideas.

Over the years the erotic factor for
me, steered by the themes to which she is the most responsive, seem
to center on hotwifing, a husband that shares his wife with other
men.

Hotwifing became my favorite theme for
instant arousal, and the subject worked well on exciting Lisette as
well. We tended to use that role-playing theme more
often.

After a Sunday afternoon of early sex,
dinner, and drinks in the hot tub prior to another round, with both
of us will a nice buzz, the conversation drifted in that direction,
hotwifing. My wife initiated the conversation—something bold for
her.

“Do you ever think about,
like for real?” Lisette asked me. My mind was somewhere else, more
along the lines of watching the flesh of her bare boobs shaking in
the bubbling water, her nipples half out of the water.

“Huh?” I asked. She
repeated the question.

“Yeah, sometimes,” I
admitted. “The idea is hot. You?”

“It’s hot at the moment,”
my wife said, “but afterward there would be a lot of guilt. I think
you would enjoy watching it, find it hot in the moment, but would
have trouble handling the reality of it afterward.”

“Or not…” I interjected
without thinking. My quick statement.

“Well it’s not gonna
happen, so don’t even think it,” Lisette said. “You’re all I want
or need.”

I retreated this time.

 


***

 


After an especially graphic role
playing, one based setting the scene around a guy flirting with her
in a bar was based on a real experience when I was late to get
there, the Carousel Bar in the Monteleone Hotel in New Orleans, to
be exact. She was locked into a conversation with a tall man in a
gray suit, looking to in his 30’s and in a confident
stance.

I had seen them talking through the
window from the street, their backs to me, and for some strange
reason I walked on up the street to the next bar and took my time
with a drink there. When I came in, they were still
talking.

Lisette looked at me and smiled and
turned her attention back to him. She excused herself and came to
me. “Take me to the room,” she said.

In the room we were all over each
other, and she was eager and hot. “That guy really wanted me,” she
gushed as we pulled our nude bodies together.

“Get you hot?” I
said.

Lisette giggled. “A little. He was
trying too hard. Where the hell did you go?”

“Huh?” I said, playing
dumb.

“I saw you in the bar
mirror, standing on the street. You looked in and didn’t return for
about another 10 minutes,” she said. “You might as well ‘fess up.
You’re busted. I know what you were doing, you wanted me to flirt
with him.”

“Yes,” I said. “I guess my
imagination went into overdrive.”

Lisette was not letting it go. “What
did you want me to do?” she asked.

“What you were doing,” I
said. “You are the one always putting yourself down. I thought a
guy coming on to you would help your ego.”

“It happens a lot more than
you know,” she giggled.

“You don’t tell me,” I
said.

“You’d get
jealous.”

“At one time, maybe not
anymore,” I answered, and her tone changed.

“So you’d have been OK if I
had accepted his offer to take me to his room?”

“Did you want to?” I
asked.

“Doesn’t matter,” she said,
dodging the question. “I’m married.”

“What if you had not been
married?”

“Moot question,” she said,
refusing to answer. “I am married.”

“Some couples do play like
that, you know, hall passes, they call it hotwifing,” I
said.

“I know what hotwifing is,”
Lisette said. “You’ve left your computer on to erotic stories a few
times and I read some of them. I know it has become a fantasy of
yours.”

“Yeah, I think about it
some.”

“I don’t,” Lisette said. “I
don’t want to rain on your parade, but do not think about turning
your fantasy into reality. I am not on board.”

“OK,” I said, “you’ve made
your point.” I couldn’t let it end at that though. “Well you know
if you ever really did want a hall pass…”

“I’ll let you know, OK?”
she snapped.

 


***

 


What my wife said about turning
hotwife in New Orleans was one thing, however the dichotomy of
another partner for her when role playing was different. Lisette
would soak her pussy when I would talk about her fucking other men.
She would respond in kind, and we would dirty talk as we fucked,
role playing as if she was going to fuck someone the next day,
always an imaginary figure, a movie star, someone out of
reach.

The next morning with both of us sober
she always made it a point to say, “That’s only for the game. Never
would do that for real, you understand that?” I would nod. “You
know better than to expect that, right?” Again, I would nod,
primarily because of the negative response I received if I made the
mistake of bringing hotwifing up when we were sober and in the
light of day.

During our role play after the party
and her street photo, for Lisette to say what she said about her
black friend from the party was stepping things up a couple of
levels above her normal shy withdrawn persona. I attributed to a
combination of the liquor, her sexy dressing in public and the
massive amount of attention she had received at the
party.

Still, from our history I knew she was
only playing with the fantasy of the hotwifing she had described
during our afterparty sex.

 


***

 


Two nights in a row for role playing
is not an often occurrence for Lisette and I, but it happened the
Sunday night after the Saturday night part. Sunday night is our
usual role-playing night, and this time I changed the role-playing
theme slightly, feeding off the night before.

We had a light supper, moved to drinks
in the hot tub, nude, and then still nude, drying off in the
bedroom we crawled on to the bed on top of the bed covers. I kissed
her, played with her awesome nipples as I dropped my hand lower,
resting between her legs, sliding over her landing strip, one
finger parting her pussy lips.

“OK, this fantasy goes like
this,” I said. “You are at the party talking to Marion, and he
invites you to go outside away from the party.” I watched my wife’s
chest rising and falling more rapidly as her breathing increased.
Her pussy was wet and getting wetter. I thought she might stop this
role play, as it was around someone specific, someone real, someone
possible—but she did not.

“You tell him no at first,
but he is politely insistent. He asks you to stay there while he
refreshes your drink and he is in the next room at the bar. You see
me across the room, heading your way toward the restroom, and you
wait as I get nearer.”

“Yes.”

“You stop me, all excited,
I can see it in your eyes. You tell me Marion has asked you to go
outside with him, away from the party.” I felt Lisette’s pussy
flood.

“I tell you that you know
why he wants you to go outside with him. You say yes you know. You
have a pleading look in your eyes that your lips aren’t saying. I
tell you that you know I have had this fantasy for a while, if you
want to, I have no objection.”

I paused, sliding my second finger
into her pussy, and circling the edge of her now dripping pussy.
“No, that’s not exactly right. I tell you I want you to go outside
with him, if that is what you want to do. I want you to enjoy some
new cock.”

“Oh God,” Lisette
gasped.

“Is that what you want to
do?” I asked louder. “Do you Lisette.”

“Say it, I want to hear you
say it,” I said.

“Don’t make me say
it.”

“Say it.”

“I want to go outside with
Marion.”

“Do you want him to fuck
you?” Lisette arched her back, thrusting her pelvis forward. She
didn’t answer. I began moving my fingers in and out, grinding on
her clit when I was all the way inside. “Say it,” I
said.

“I want Marion to fuck me,”
she said, beginning to orgasm and squirting. “He wants to give me
$2000 just to fuck me,” she said, giving a loud groan as she came,
collapsing on me. I moved between her legs and guided my cock
inside her.

“Close your eyes,” I said.
“You are against the wall of the house, behind a hedge where no one
can see you. His cock is inside you, fucking you. That is where you
are right now.”

“Oh God, Oh God, Oh…”
Lisette starting cumming again, then gushed. “Fuck me Marion, fuck
me with your big black cock.” I began pounding her hard, at a pace
that I knew would finish me far too quick, but I couldn’t slow
down. I slammed into my wife’s pussy until my body took over,
spewing my cum deep inside her pussy. I rolled off her,
cuddling.

“I think you lost your bet
with Marion,” I said.

“Yeah, I have thought about
it more than just now, to be honest. I guess I do feel
complimented, but I’d never.”

“You know…”

“Hush, don’t talk,” she
said. We drifted off to sleep that way, without
speaking.


CHAPTER 9

 


The next morning Lisette was quieter
than usual. “I had a good time last night,” I commented.

“Me too,” she said with no
enthusiasm.

“Are you OK?” I
asked.

“Yeah. Feeling a little
guilty, that’s all.”

“It’s only a fantasy,” I
said.

“That’s usually my line,
isn’t it?” Lisette said.

“Usually. But your usual
guilt doesn’t seem to be the overriding thought this morning. Mind
if I venture a guess?”

“Go ahead,” she said with
sarcasm, “since you are so good at reading my moods.”

“I’m better at reading you
than you are willing to admit. Comes from being married to you this
long. Anyway, you feel less guilty because you are more into the
idea of Marion for real than you want to admit.”

“You started it,” My wife
said. “It was your idea for me imagine being with someone else.
You’re the one who keeps going back to it and talking about it. I
thought you wanted me to get into the groove. I get in the groove
and you start talking it to death.”

“No, I love you in the
groove,” I said. “All I am saying is I get a hint that you are not
rejecting the concept with the same intensity that you once
did.”

“Stop right there. Let’s
leave it at that,” Lisette said, uncomfortable with the
conversation. “I don’t want to talk about it anymore.”

“OK,” I said, but inside my
heart was pounding. From her refusal to talk about it, and the fact
she never said she was not thinking about him, I knew for the first
time she had all but admitted she was curious about sex with
someone else, and I knew in this instance that someone else
happened to be a tall black man. I was too shocked to say anything
more. I needed some processing time.

 


***

 


Friday of the following week I
received an unexpected call from Marion. “Hey man, remember me,
from the party?”

“Hey Marion, sure I do. How
you doin’?” I smiled at myself. Lisette would be deathly curious to
know I had talked to the man we had role played her fucking twice
in the past week.

“I’m good. Real good.”
Marion said. “I wanted to follow up on my bet from the party. I was
serious about the bet and I hope Lisette was too. You know I bet
your wife that she would think about my offer in the coming week,
and she claimed she wouldn’t. $500 against a lunch. You had any
indication as the arbiter if I won or lost? Tell the truth
bro.”

I laughed. “Did she send you the
photo?”

“No, I haven’t heard from
her. I didn’t want to be too forward to a married woman. Trying to
show respect all round here, just having fun with the conversation,
but a bet’s a bet too. I take bets seriously. You have a fine wife.
She did put her number in my phone while we talked at the party bit
I haven’t called or texted.” I tried to not let my emotions show at
Marion’s comment, but inside I was wondering why Lisette had not
told me about giving out her number. Should I encourage this? My
common sense said drop it here, my lust said something
else.

“To be honest you won your
bet,” I said. “I know for a fact she has thought about it, not
about accepting of course, but it did cross her mind. Lisette takes
bets seriously too, she’s not a welsher.”

“You OK if I text her to
talk about collecting on my bet?” Marion asked. “Get her off center
and arrange for the lunch guest I’m owed?”

“Go ahead,” I said. As soon
as I hung up the thought crossed my mind that I could have diverted
this entire communication with a simple, “Nah, not right now.” But
I didn’t. Maybe I was interested to see how far my wife would take
it when she was the one enjoying the fantasy side of things, not
me. Clearly, she was the one most turned on with this
fantasy.

And hour later I received a text from
Marion. “Damn, what a fine photo of the ho on the street,” it read.
Lisette had sent him the photo, the one with part of her nipple
visible. I was stunned. This was so out of character for her. I
opened my phone and looked at the photo again. “Damn, I can’t
believe she did it,” I said aloud.

Marion didn’t elaborate about the rest
of the conversation, nor did Lisette call to tell me about it.
After I received his text, I was curious and accessed the phone
log. They had talked for over an hour.


CHAPTER 10

 


That night at dinner Lisette was quiet
at first, but as we got into the last of the wine, she touched my
arm. “I need to talk to you about something,” she said.

“Go ahead.”

“You know that bet that I
made at the party, with Marion?”

“Yes. He called me and
asked if he had won, and I had to tell him the truth.”

“I know, he told me. He
said you told him it was all right to call me, and he did. Well, I
sent him the photo, the hooker shot you took against the building
on the way home. Seems you mentioned it and he was dying to see it.
He likes it, he said, and he wants to collect on the lunch I agreed
to.” I saw it coming and figured I needed to keep the high
ground.

“When’s your date?” I
asked.

“It’s not a date,” Lisette
said, “only a lunch.”

“When is your lunch
then?”

“Tomorrow, if that’s
OK.”

“Why are you asking me, I
didn’t make the bet,” I said.

“I know but, well, you
know, you’re my husband and…”

“Why would a husband be
concerned about his wife going to lunch if it wasn’t a date?” I
asked with a grin. I was boxing her in.

“Well, you know, after the
role playing and everything…”

“It is more like a date
than a lunch?”

My wife stared into my eyes and bent
her head down. “I guess, if you say so. OK, I’ll call it a date.
You happy now?”

“Hey if this helps you get
rid of some of your shyness, go and enjoy being seen out in the
company of another man with my blessing. We can used it as fuel for
a future role play.”

“OK,” she said, then added,
“What if someone we know sees us?”

“I guess they will think
that you are fucking the black man you are sitting with,” I said,
grinning.

“Stop it,” Lisette
said.

“It’s your fantasy,” I
said, “enjoy it.”

I saw Lisette take on a strange
expression. “Yes, if it is only a fantasy, then maybe I will,” she
teased. “Maybe I will. Besides, I know it is a little bit your
fantasy too.” I didn’t answer, only smiled.

 


***

 


I called in to work Saturday for a
crisis, and I was at work when Lisette left for her lunch with
Marion at 11. I asked her to send me a shot of what she was
wearing, and she did. My wife was wearing my favorite, a blue print
sundress with a V front and open back. I was a dress usually
reserved for out trips out of town, due to the amount of flesh it
exposed making her what she called, “uncomfortable.” Lisette’s
makeup was perfect, and I could tell she had spent a lot of time on
it.

“Damn,” I texted when I saw
her. “My favorite hot dress, you look super-hot for your date,” I
said.

“I wanted to look nice,”
she texted back.

“And hot, and sexy, and it
is working,” I answered. “I see you are going to some extra effort
here, and I am sure your date will appreciate it.” I did not tell
her that her choice of that dress told me a lot about her sexual
excitement of this moment. As I thought about the reality of what
was happening I became excited too, my cock hardening as I realized
my wife was wearing this out-of-her-comfort-zone sexy dress for
another man. Another reason I did not mention it was if I had said
anything other than what I did, she would have likely changed into
something more modest.

I wasn’t quite enabling my wife, but I
was not hindering her either. My day’s work was completed early,
and I was home at half after two when she returned from her lunch
date. My curious nature caused me to look for tell-tale signs of
any difference in her appearance from when she left, but there was
none that I could determine, other than she was in a more upbeat
happy and smiling mood.

“How was your date?” I
asked.

“Lisette did not contradict
me on calling it a date this time. “It was very nice actually. We
went to that new bistro in Buckhead, started drinking and talking
and I never left the table for a couple of hours except to go to
the bathroom,” Lisette said. “And before you ask, he was the
perfect gentleman.”

“Were you as aroused as you
were the other night at the party?” I asked.

Lisette was not expecting the
question. She stopped and had a deer in the headlights look for a
second. “Uh, well yeah, the conversation did get a little hot.” She
paused. “He’s a smooth talker.” She paused with a strange look on
her face. “We didn’t get to finish our lunch though. It was cut
short.”

“What?”

“Marion was called away for
a business emergency. We had been there about an hour and a half,
just drinks and talking, but we had barely ordered the food when he
got a call that forced him to leave immediately. Marion paid the
check and told me to stay there and enjoy the meal and left me, but
before he did, since he didn’t get to finish the full lunch with
me, he insisted that I agree to another lunch that would really
count as a lunch.”

“What did you
say?”

“It’s a bet, what could I
tell him? I told him yes. I saw his point.” The implication of my
wife having one brief date with this black man and now scheduling a
second was not what I expected.

“When?” I asked.

“Next Thursday.” I studied
her face; I could read nothing into her expression. She knew I
would be working.

“So, you go on one date
with a black man and instantly set up another?” I teased. Even
joking about something like this was far more forward than in the
past.

I could see my wife bristling for a
second, but then she caught the taunting tone and met me with the
same. “Yeah, I guess you can say that. I have another date with my
black boyfriend next Thursday.” With a dismissive look that said,
“Take that big boy.”

“How so, what did you talk
about?”

Lisette moved close enough that I
could smell the wine on her breath. “I think it best we talk about
that in bed,” she said. “No need to waste the
excitement.”

“I’m not doing anything
right now,” I said. “It’s Saturday.”

“So it is,” Lisette said.
“Lead on.”

In the bedroom I stripped off quickly
and watched my wife undress. She pulled her tank top over her head,
revealing the same thin lacy bra from the party, unbuttoned her
skirt and let it fall. She wasn’t wearing panties. I was
curious.

“No panties?”

“Get on the bed,” Lisette
ordered. I lay back and joined me, grasping my cock in her left
hand and began sucking my cock, humming as she did, the vibrations
give an erotic feeling, and after only a few strokes to get me rock
hard, she straddled me, guiding her well lubed pussy onto my
throbbing hard cock, sliding down in a single movement, her pussy
was hot and soaked.

“I need a cock inside me so
bad baby,” she moaned, rocking slowly.

“About the lunch?” I said
trying to focus. “And your lack of panties.”

“Oh that,” she said, and I
felt her pussy juices flooding her pussy more. “Well, we talked
about a lot of things, but the things I think are the most
interesting…” she gasped as gushed the words, but I wasn’t sure if
it was from what she was saying or the sensations of our love
making “…is he upped his offer.”

“What?”

“You know, his offer for a
night with me. He is up to $3000 now.”

“You’re
kidding.”

“No.”

“It was $2000 for an
evening before, now $3000 for a night. I think he wants me more
now,” Lisette laughed.

“And what did you tell
him?”

Lisette stopped, staring me into the
face. “Maybe this is not the best time for answers, but maybe more
questions. What do you want me to tell him? You are the one talking
about hall passes and hotwifing when we are fucking.”

“What do you want to tell
him,” I said, answering her question with a question.

“I don’t need the money. I
wouldn’t do it for money.”

“That’s not an answer. What
did you tell him?” I repeated.

“Well, I didn’t tell him
yes, but I did agree to sell him my panties for $100, as long as I
removed them there at the table and handed them to him. That’s why
I do not have panties on. I sold my panties to him.” She giggled;
“I had a good buzz going by then. I’m sure he saw how wet they
were. Everything about that was so hot.”

“Were they wet?”

“Soaked,” she giggled
again.

“Did he check to be sure
you had nothing else on?”

“Well, he ran his hand over
my ass when he kissed me goodbye.”

“He kissed you?”

“Only goodbye,” my wife
said, grinning. “And he kept talking about how hot the photo of me
on the street made him.”

“I’m still surprised you
were willing to let someone else see you like that,” I
said.

“I wanted him to see me
like that,” Lisette said. “Like it was a continuation of our
conversation at the party.” I was trying to maintain the
conversation with my wife riding my cock, and it was tough. Her
face was flushed, and I moved my hands to squeeze her breasts. She
took a quickened breath as I squeezed her hard nipples between a
thumb and forefinger like she prefers.

“You wanted him to see you
on the street?”

“See me on the street in my
whore outfit, yes.” Lisette rocked more on my cock. “It was almost
like he dared me at the party.” Lisette squeezed my cock with her
pussy. “I think you are enjoying this; your cock is rock hard,
harder than usual.” Her voice rose in tenor. “Fuck, I think I’m
going to cum, this is way too quick.”

“Go on, Lissy,” I said,
using her whore’s name from the party. I felt her body shudder in a
small orgasm.

“Damn,” she said, her voice
coming in quick gushes. “You know what he said--when he upped
his--offer?” Lisette began moving faster, more urgent. “Marion laid
out—this—scenario…yeah like that, baby, your dick feels so good
right there…he said he’s--been thinking. He wants me to be--on the
street--the same street as in the photo, in the same outfit, and he
wants to pick me up from there--and pay me to fuck him.”

“Fuck,” I moaned, unable to
hold back much long, the image of Lisette standing on the street in
her ho outfit while a black man pulled up in a car to pay for her
pussy was too much. “I’m going to cum.”

“Me too,” Lisette moaning
her words continued, “He wants you to let me out on the street and
he’ll be waiting close by--Let’s cum together, baby, I’m right on
the edge with a big one. We don’t do that much. God this is so
hot.”

We both were loud and long as our
bodies slammed together in urgent primeval need. Lisette moaned “Oh
hell,” as she squirted all over the bed, her moan turning into a
scream at the height of her release. We pulled hard against each
other, absorbing the other’s dissipating energy, locked as one, our
bodies connected until our muscles gave way and we relaxed our grip
on each other.

I rolled off her, both of us taking
deep raspy breaths from the exertion. I stepped into the bathroom
and brought her a warm wet cloth to wipe my cum from her pussy. She
rolled under my arm.

We didn’t speak for a
while.

“I’m not sure I heard you
right,” I said. “Did you say earlier Marion wants me to put you out
on the street where we were, he wants to come by and pick you up,
and pay you to fuck him.”

“Yes, $3000.”

“Why?” I asked.

“Because he wants to turn
me into a whore,” Lisette said. “That’s what he said.” She saw the
shocked look on my face. “That is his fantasy.”

“But are uh…the
street,”

“The photo inspired him; I
think. He said he gets off on the thought of turning out a white
wife.”

“Huh?”

“Harder to explain than I
imagined,” Lisette said. “It made sense when he outlined it. I am
complimented that the photo turned him on, and he started talking
about how he wished he had been there to see it. I told him if I
ever did it again, I would be certain to invite him to watch the
photo session,” my wife said. “So, he said let’s do it
again.”

“But paying…”

“Marion said let’s do it
again and make it real this time,” Lisette said. She pressed her
body hard against mine, wrapping her arm around me. “You know how
we like to role play,” she said, “I was thinking about doing it as
I came. I couldn’t help it.”

“Fantasy versus
reality…”

“Shush,” she interrupted,
pressing her finger to my lips, “Don’t talk about it, just think.
No better way to prove I’m out of my shy shell, don’t you think.” I
couldn’t tell if she was joking or serious. She had to be joking
because my proper wife would never consider such a thing. I started
to speak but she shushed me again. “The thing is, during lunch this
afternoon he almost convinced me to try it. Maybe all the little
hints you’ve dropped over the years have taken hold, not that I’ve
met someone that would make me consider actually doing it.” She
wasn’t joking.

“Almost?” I
asked.

“Marion suggested I talk to
you first. I thought you can help me figure out a nice way to turn
him down. I know he’ll bring it up again on our next date.” I said
nothing, but Lisette had called this next meeting a date with no
prompting.


CHAPTER 11

 


As we lay in the afterglow, reality
hit me hard. I knew I had to navigate out of this carefully. “I
think the reality might be too much,” I said.

“I know. That’s what I told
Marion.”

“What did he
say?”

“Marion said to talk to
you, that since we role played me being with someone else that you
probably wanted me to do it for real. He said he bet you were
hesitant to come out and say it to me, because you are afraid of my
negative reaction. I know I’ve been angry if you brought it up in
the past. Marion said he sensed that from your reaction to how he
and I were talking at the party—and you agreeing to let me go on
the date. He said he’s done this before with other couples. Fantasy
fulfillment is what he called it.”

“You said it wasn’t a
date.”

“I know. But you
said…”

“OK, I know what I
said.”

“How did he know what we
role play?” I asked.

“Uh, I guess it came up in
the conversation,” Lisette said hesitantly.

“You told him?”

“In general terms only,”
Lisette said. “I didn’t tell him we had role played me fucking him.
I did tell him we had role played me being on a corner like we did
with the photos.” I didn’t speak. “He asked if we had ever role
played me being with some one else. I told him the
truth.”

I didn’t speak nor did Lisette. After
a 10 count she added, “Say something,” Lisette said. “Your silence
is scaring me a little.”

“I think we’d better have
this conversation stone sober,” I said. I felt her hands encircling
my cock. “It sounds like you are not going to get angry if we talk
about hotwifing now,” I said.

“No, maybe not,” Lisette
said, smiling. “Looks like your hard cock is saying more than your
vocal cords,” she said. I felt her mouth cover my cock. She pulled
off long enough to mumble. “At least we’ll get another good fuck
out of this.” And we did.

 


***

 


Sometimes it is impossible to explain
how or why things work out the way they do. To increase our
available cash with kids in college we had changed our insurance
policy on Lisette’s Toyota for a lower rate but with a high $5000
deductible. It was a 2012 model, too old for collision insurance,
and I was only concerned about a catastrophic lawsuit in something
that was accidentally our fault.

That Monday afternoon Lisette arrived
shaken up. “I didn’t hear you drive up,” I said.

“I’m driving a rental,” she
said. “It’s quieter than my old car.”

“Where’s your car?” I
asked.

“I was looking down at my
phone and hit a city utility truck at a red light. The police gave
me a ticket. The utility company took all my information, and I
called our insurance agent. He said our maximum liability is $5000,
but it is likely we are going to have to come up with that
much.”

“How much do we have in
savings and ready cash?” I asked.

“Bad month,” she said.
“Taxes, the time share maintenance, the costs of putting Anthony in
school, we have maybe $1000 right now. We could probably raise
another seven or eight hundred by maxing out the credit cards. You
have any overdue commission’s coming through?”

“Maybe $400 is about it,” I
said.

“Shit.” Lisette teared
up.

“Don’t cry, we’ll think of
something,” I said.

“I just get so tired of not
having any money. This damned covid and this damned
economy.”

“Cards we’ve been dealt,” I
said. “I’ll handle it somehow, don’t you worry about it,
OK?”

“Easier said than done,”
Lisette said.

 


***

 


Tuesday in my follow up calls with the
insurance agent he explained that I had a couple of weeks to come
up with the cash, as they had already more or less made a
settlement with the utility company. They were being nice despite
the collision totally my wife’s fault; the utility company only
wanted the money to pay to get their truck fixed. The $5000
deductible didn’t include that once we came up with the money for
the insurance, we still had to come up with the money to buy
another car.

The stress of it pushed the thought of
any sex out of my mind.

 


***

 


I was on a money raising mission the
rest of the week, in to work early, staying late. I explained it
all to Lisette, and she knew I was trying. I set up a Thursday
meeting with a hard-to-reach client, an early one, for breakfast. I
was up before Lisette, but I wrote her a note and left it on the
table, only at the last-minute realizing today was her second date.
I thought we would have a couple of conversations about it,
reinforce her apprehensions and how to let him down with a “no”
politely.

I assumed the lack of sexual
role-playing and little talking about it the latter part of the
week would have lessened her interest. “Have a good lunch,” I said.
“And don’t worry about anything except enjoying the experience.
Don’t get too distracted.”

At 11 a.m. I received a text. “Thanks
for note. Leaving now (for my date with the black guy, lol). Love
you.”

“Let me know when you
leave,” I texted back. “They’re talking about my needing to work
later tonight. Might be some extra commission.”

“K” came back.


CHAPTER 12

 


I texted Lisette a few times but no
response. Her phone when straight to voice mail. At five p.m. I
received an unexpected text--from Marion. I shuddered and what this
could mean and wondered where Lisette was and why she had not
called. A dozen scenarios flashed through my mind. None were good.
“I know you are working late but call me when you have a minute to
chat,” was all it said.

I instantly took a break and went out
on the office balcony for privacy and called Marion. He must have
had my number programed in his phone, as he greeted me when he
answered.

“Hey Michael,” he said,
“thanks for returning my call.”

“No problem. Is Lisette
there?” I asked, probing to see if she was.

“Nah man, we finished our
lunch, well, call it a very late lunch, about a half-hour ago,
she’s probably almost home by now,” he said.

“You asked me to call,” I
said.

“Yes, I think it is time we
had a serious talk, man to man.”

“About?”

“Lisette, your wife, of
course.”

“OK, what?”

“Well first I want to tell
you how sorry I am to hear about your money tight at the moment. I
understand how it can be with kids in college and all the cutbacks
going on.”

“OK.”

“Lisette said you two have
no secrets,” Marion asked. “She said she tells you about all of my
and her conversations?”

“That’s what she says,” I
said. “But truthfully I don’t know. I have to trust her on that,
and I do.”

“Your wife and I had a long
talk about a lot of things during lunch, and I have a hunch from
what I can glean from our conversations, and your actions, and I
wanted to run it by you, get on the same page.”

“OK,” I said.

“You and Lisette have been
together for years and have kept things alive and stimulating with
things like role playing, experimenting with different things with
each other like toys, videos, open to trying new things. Anything
new and different tends to heighten the eroticism for you
two.”

“Basically.”

“Along the way, according
to what she said, you decided somewhere back down the line that you
would like your shy wife a lot less shy, being willing to show off
the goods a little, let others see what a hot sexy wife you have
home with you every night—but the problem is she is shy and
reluctant to let go, and you have this gut feeling that if she
could somehow break through and let go, loosen her inhibitions, it
would be like a sexual wonderland you’ve only dreamed about.” There
was a silence before he asked, “How am I doing so far?”

“Pretty good,” I
admitted.

“With her acting background
and how she can lose herself in a role, and the other night she was
in the role of a whore at the Pimp & Ho’s party, Lisette got
deep in the role, and you saw that side of her emerge that you
never dreamed you would see, on display for everyone, and you loved
it. I could tell that by how you were acting when you were standing
with us at the party, how you stood back and gave us
room.”

“Yes. Lisette was a
different woman at the party.”

“And you’d like that more
often, would you?”

“That would be nice,” I
admitted.

“After the party you’ve
discovered she is more open at times, but still reverted back to
her shy self for the most part, like a war inside her, going back
and forth—and you are surprised that she was willing to go out with
me for lunch to pay the bet,” Marion asked.

“Yes, I was surprised,
especially the second time.”

“Do you suppose there are
things going on in her head with all these new thoughts from our
conversations that you are missing?”

“Maybe,” I said.

“I think we are on the same
page then, in a number of ways,” Marion said. “Now a different
question. How do you feel about living out fantasies? I know you
would like to live out your fantasies, but what if Lisette did too?
Could you handle it?”

“I’m not sure,” I said. I
saw where he was going with this but hesitated to bluntly bring it
out in the conversation.

“What if she could live out
both your and her fantasies, that would be all right with you then,
wouldn’t it?”

“I guess so,” I answered
without committing. Truth was I was not totally sure myself. “Why
all these questions?”

“I called because I don’t
want you blindsided, have you pissed at me, flying off the handle
too quick and nixing all of us getting what we want, so I wanted to
pre-empt you, ask you to think rather than get
emotional.”

“I’m not sure I
understand.”

“You know your wife gets
into her roles and did so for the whore role at the party. However,
the reality side of things was something she knew nothing about—and
I do. That is what we were talking about when you came up. She is
curious. Her reading about that world intrigued her. Frankly I
think the research struck a spark inside her, reignited some old
fantasies.”

“Makes sense,” I
said.

“Over our two lunches I’ve
tried to get her to open up about those feelings. Not bragging but
I know how to talk to a woman, pull things out of her that others
often cannot. Lisette is no exception. Beautiful women are prone to
excessive compliments delivered in the right manner. They tend to
open up more after a while.”

“And?” I said, I was
becoming impatient and wanted him to get to the point.

“I know, you’re a
businessman and want it summed up without the lead in, so here it
is. Your wife has a couple of fantasies that the two of you have
never talked about or explored in depth, both of which started
coming to the surface at the party and I was able to pry some more
details out during our lunches. It is something she says she has
never openly admitted to you, but she is going to try to talk about
it with you today,” Marion said, pausing to take a breath in his
hurried way of talking. He continued.

“I don’t think I’m breaking
a confidence with her, but for everyone’s benefit I wanted you to
know she has a curiosity/fantasy dating back to high school about
being with a black man. Seems one of her rivals at the school saw
she was getting some attention from the star fullback, a brother,
and the rival moved in and let the football player know that her
rival would fuck him that night, and because of that he shoved
Lisette out of the way in favor of a sure piece of white
pussy.”

I was shocked. Lisette had never told
me that story. “The other thing, a common fantasy for many of
women, is she has a fantasy of being paid for sex. Now throw in
I’ve been pouring gas on the flame with my steadily increasing
offer to pay her for sex and knock out two of her fantasies at one
time, which brings us to today’s conversation and subsequently my
call with you.”

“Which is? Are you trying
to corrupt my wife?”

“In a way,” Marion laughed.
“Today I offered her a very serious $6000 for a weekend with her,
for sex of course, providing a fantasy fulfilling weekend for her.
I know you two can use the money, I think for me it would be money
well spent. Now I’m not trying to offend you, or take anything from
you, or damage your relationship, please understand. Please don’t
take it that way, but I think this could make you two become even
closer, a special secret to share.”

“I’m not offended,” I said.
“I know you’ve offered her cash, and she has always turned you
down.” There was a long silence on the other end of the phone.
Finally, Marion answered. “Well that’s exactly true. But today
after I added another grand to it, $7000. Lisette hasn’t totally
turned me down. The thing is, the only thing stopping her at this
moment is your permission.”

“What?” I said in
disbelief.

“Yes, Lisette told me she
would do it when we parted today, but only if you gave the
OK.”

“And you are calling me to
convince me to give my OK?” I asked. “I…”

“No, not at all,” Marion
interrupted. “All I am doing is giving you a heads up so you can be
thinking about what you want to happen, as I expect your wife will
bring it up tonight. This is your choice in the end, but if you
want her opening up and being sexier, bolder, this is the quickest
way to see that happen. I think you know that.” I paused, mentally
overwhelmed at the wave of information he was dumping on me. He
continued.

“But the question you must
answer for yourself, and her, is if this is what you want. If it
is, you have to buckle up for the ride and give her the permission
to go ahead. This could be a win-win-win for everyone,” Marion
said. “Now you’ve met me, and I have been upfront with you all the
way—so if you do say yes, I can promise you that she will be safe
and treated well. And on the other hand, understand after all the
hinting and role playing, if you say no, you run the risk of her
resenting you stopping her and her shutting down completely. That
make sense?” Marion asked.

“Yes, it does,” I said,
with the “unfortunately” I almost uttered unsaid.

“There’s another angle
too.” Marion said. “There is a risk of Lisette no longer being able
to control her desires, especially considering how you have
encouraged her to delve into fantasies. Your wife could eventually
want to try it on her own--without someone who will take care of
her—and take care of your interests as a husband too. I’m offering
a certain amount of safety and respect for your
interests.”

“This is hitting me with a
lot,” I said.

“I know. Think it through.
If it’s no, I’ll not bother you two again. If it is yes, well we
are all in for some exciting fun. I’ll go and give you some time to
think it through on what your gut tells you to do. I always suggest
listening to your gut. If I don’t hear from either of you within
the next couple of days, I will figure it was a no. No harm, no
foul.”

“Fair enough,” I said, then
added, “Marion, I do thank you for the heads up. I have a ton of
jumbled up thoughts right now.”

“I understand,” Marion
said. “Get them thoughts right in your head and go from there. Good
luck with whatever you decide, and brother, believe it or not I’m
on your side. I could have already fucked her behind your back if I
had wanted to, but I don’t play that way. Later.”

“Wha…” I heard the phone
click. I hung up the phone and stared off at the distant tree line.
“What the fuck?” I said aloud, but even as I said it my mind was
working on putting the unexpected statements of Marion into some
kinds of logical order—in hopes of a logical decision. What the
hell did he mean he could have fucked her already if he had wanted?
I knew better, but I also recognized her attraction to the tall
black man. Would she have tumbled for him without my permission?
Was she willing to betray my trust? No, just because he said he
could have doesn’t mean she would have.

Marion was right, my first inclination
was to say, “Hell no,” and hang up the phone, but then I thought
longer, and realized the concept did have some merit. “What did I
want?” he had asked. I added a second question into the mix, what
did Lisette want? Had I stirred up something that was putting her
out of control.

I was at my office desk awaiting a
business call that never came for the next hour, but my mind was on
my personal dilemma at home. I broke the speed limit to get there.
It was time to have a very serious conversation.

 



CHAPTER 13

 


I was home by 6:30. When I walked in,
I was surprised to see the table set, candles lit, and my favorite,
meatloaf and mashed potatoes, on the table. Lisette was sitting at
the table in my favorite low-cut black dress, the one she wears
only after much coaxing and when we are out of town, displaying
much of her soft creamy breasts, requiring her to sit straight to
prevent a nipple slip. Lisette had bought it at my insistence for
formal night on a cruise.

I had not made up my mind on anything
Marion had said, but I could now see where my wife stood from her
all-my-favorites approach. Marion had already seduced her mentally
and she was ready to go forward with the physical seduction. I
didn’t let on, although I wondered if she knew he would call
me.

“Wow,” I said. “Special
occasion?”

“Trying to show you I love
you and all that you do for us,” she said.

“That’s very
nice.”

“Get yourself a drink,” she
said. “I’ll get the salad and potatoes. I tracked your phone and
was trying to get everything on the table before you got here.” I
poured three fingers of bourbon neat in a glass.

Lisette was quiet during dinner, only
making small talk about work and day to day life. We rarely have
desert. She quickly cleaned the table while I moved into the living
room with a second drink. My wife came to where I sat on the couch,
slid her dress up to her hips and moved over me. I caught a glimpse
of her thin landing strip above her pussy as she did. She sat down
straddling my lap, no panties, the dress falling down to cover her,
and she leaned over and hung on to me, her arms around my
neck.

“This have anything to do
with your lunch?” I asked. She didn’t answer and continued to
cling, pulling me tight. I finally pulled her away to look at her.
“Anything you need to tell me? Get it out,” I said, scooting her
off my lap to beside me on the couch.

“All those times you were
role playing about me with someone else, when you said I had a hall
pass, I would always tell you it was only fantasy the next
morning…”

“Yes.”

“One time you said you
meant it, and I got really mad, do you remember that?”

“Yes.”

“Did you ever consider me
doing it for real when you said that?” I sat there in silence, one
reason was I didn’t know what was the right or wrong answer to her
question, was she testing me? What would her reaction be either
way? I had no idea what was in her head. It was a heavy tense
moment. My gut told me the only real answer was the
truth.

“Yes, I’ve meant it – at
times,” I said. “Something happen at lunch?”

“Nothing physical, but
well, maybe.”

“What kind of answer is
that?” I asked.

“I guess I was whining to
him about my car troubles,” she said.

“And?”

“And Marion upped his bid
again, $6000.00.”

“Damn,” I said. “What did
you say?”

“I thanked him and told him
it was tempting. It is a lot of money. We could use that much
money.”

“And then?”

“Then he said, ‘OK, make it
seven thousand, but that would be for two nights, over a
weekend.”

“What did you say exactly
to that?” I asked.

Lisette squirmed in the couch,
uncomfortable. “I didn’t know what to say, and Marion had talked
about how common it is for a man to imagine his wife with someone
else and finding it hot—and after all, you’re the one who put all
those thoughts in my head.” My wife looked me in the eyes, knowing
she had not answered my question and was stalling. I let the
silence beat on her rather that speak, and she finally came out
with it. “I told him I would talk to you.”

“That’s what you are
doing,” I said. “So, you didn’t tell him no? What are you not
telling me? You’re supposed to be totally honest with your
husband.”

“Listen, you are working so
hard trying to come up with the money we need, and it’s not
working. Look how many hours you’ve worked since the auto accident,
Lisette stammered. “The accident was my fault, and this is
something that I can do to contribute.”

“Bullshit,” I said. “Nobody
is asking you to do that. I think what we are talking about has
little if nothing to do with the fact that we need to come up with
some cash.”

Lisette obviously saw the conversation
going off the rails to the way she anticipated. “Maybe not
totally,” she admitted, “but, uh, well yeah, I guess, yes, I told
him I would—unless you said, ‘Hell no.’” There it was. I felt the
color draining from my face, and I felt weak. This was all so
different from the fantasy I imagined. It felt surreal. Despite
knowing what was coming because of Marion’s call, it was still a
shock. I wasn’t sure he was telling the truth when we had talked,
but it was clear now he was.

“My turn for questions,” I
said.

“I’ll try.”

“Why would you say yes to
this? You know what it means,” I said.

“Yes.”

“What does it mean? Tell
me.” I said.

“I’d be a whore. A real
whore,” Lisette said. “It’s only a word you know, but a naughty
exciting word.”

“Why?”

“We could use the money,”
my wife said again.

“That really it?” I
countered. Lisette bit her lower lip and looked down for a minute,
then looked up to lock eyes.

“This is harder than I
thought,” she said. “But no, it is not about the money, it is
cashing in a hall pass, but the money and the timing, well if I do
it, I’m not going to turn the money down. I’m going to be totally
honest; I have wanted to fuck Marion since that first night. I’ve
dreamed about his black cock and I want him. I think you sense
that.” Lisette leaned over, not realizing that part of her areola
was now visible in the hot black dress.

“With your permission I
would do him if there was no money involved,” my wife of all these
years told me. “I’m curious to see what it would be like, with
someone else, with a black man. It is an unfulfilled fantasy, a
curiosity, and this might be the safest chance to experience it. I
am asking you to allow me the gift of letting it happen without
opposing it and freaking out.”

“That it?”

“No. The whore fantasy is a
part of it too. That is so hot to me. Dressing hot for the party,
the attention, it reignited my old fantasy of a man wanting to fuck
me enough that he was willing to pay me. I take it as a compliment.
Like in California.”

“What about California? You
have always refused to talk about it,” I said.

“Maybe it is time I did,”
Lisette said, lowering her head down. “I’m not proud of myself and
what I did in California. That is one of the reason’s I am so
reluctant to talk about it with you. I’m ashamed. I mean I know we
were not engaged, but, well I did date some while I was
there.”

“Define ‘date some.’” I
said.

I sat back as if slammed in the chest.
I never would have suspected, and to bring it up now, I was
speechless. She continued. “My roommate, Maria, she was a party
girl. Sometimes we would go out to clubs, and she would always push
things, and wanted me to go with her. She hunted out guys in pairs
since she knew I was too shy to be forward on my own. Nothing
serious, but she liked me with her as a wingman. I was pretty and I
attracted the guys and she did most of the talking. We would go out
clubbing together about once a month. She went out without me
almost every weekend. Sometimes she would bring the guy home and I
would hear them fucking all night. I would use a toy or rub one out
as I listened to them. It was so hot hearing someone else
fuck.”

“Did you get picked up when
you went out with her?”

“Yes.”

“How often?”

“Every time we went out, we
hooked up with someone,” Lisette said. She read my face.

“Before you ask, if we were
picked up, I got fucked, OK? Casual sex, but nothing I instigated,
but more something I went along with. Maria was a bad influence on
me. A couple of times we swapped partners after the first round of
sex.” She paused, “But it never changed how I feel about you, I
came home to you didn’t I?”

“Yes,” I said, but my mind
was blank, a white-hot empty board in front of my eyes. I could not
believe what I was hearing, but at the same time there was nothing
I could be angry about. We had not promised to be exclusive. I
didn’t know for sure if she was ever coming back from LA. I had
gone out on some dates myself during that time. That does not mean
I liked her keeping this from me for these years. What happened to
no secrets between a man and wife? I asked her that.

“I’ve not kept any secrets
since we have been married,” she said. “You know that. And I wanted
to keep my past in the past.”

“But…”

“OK, after about four
months rooming with Maria, sometimes she wouldn’t come home, but it
started being more frequent. I asked her if she had a boyfriend
now, and she said no and was kind of vague. Then toward the end of
the month she admitted that she was working with an escort service,
and making a ton of money doing it, and claiming it was a lot of
fun.”

I was afraid of what my wife might say
next, looking ahead to where the narrative seemed to be going, but
I only uttered, “OK.”

“I had run out of my
savings, and I was out of money. I couldn’t come up with my half of
the next month’s rent. That’s when Maria told me. And she told me
if I needed the money, I could come to work with her at the escort
agency. She encouraged me, she said she would do all the necessary
set up, all I would have to do was go on a date with the men—and
take it from there, only I would be getting paid for what I was
giving away when we went clubbing.” Lisette stopped, peering into
my face, seeing the question there without me saying it.

“No. I didn’t. I swear. I
was offended at the time. I didn’t want to be living with a girl
who was escorting or be around the guys she was bringing home. I
didn’t know some of them were paying to be there—and I’m sure if
they saw me there, they assumed I was doing the same thing. I
figure sooner or later she’d try to manipulate another guy there to
be hooked up with me for money.

“I told her I wasn’t
interested, and I would be out by the end of the month when my rent
was up. She didn’t push, she just shrugged and said, ‘OK, I think
one of the girls at the agency is looking for a roommate.’ She gave
me a hug and said she understood and wished me good luck with my
life. I charged my ticket home to my credit card, and you know what
happened after that, I came home to be your wife. I enjoy being
your wife. No, I love being your wife. I love how you love me. And
that is one of the reasons I am so conflicted over all
this.”

“Why so conflicted now?” I
asked.

“Desire and curiosity are a
part of it,” she said. “Maria always talked about how she preferred
black men as customers, how good they fucked. And deep down, and I
hesitate to admit it, I sometimes think I should have taken her up
on and tried it at least once. It wasn’t like I was being chaste
while I was there, hell, I was pretty easy, to tell the
truth.”

“You went out once a month,
you were doing this for four months, so four guys?”

“Seven different guys in
all,” Lisette corrected, four one-night stands, two I saw a couple
of times, and one, Paul, was pretty regular.”

“The guy you saw regularly,
why did that end?”

“I came home, to be with
you. I had a choice, and I chose you. She looked at me intently.
“I’ll tell you all I can remember if you want to know. I’ve tried
to forget it actually.”

“Another time,” I said. “We
are dealing with something bigger now.”

“I know.”

“So, the party, dressing
up, and the role playing?”

“It was like a flashback.
Something maybe I left undone that I wanted to try. It was always a
secret fantasy, but I didn’t have the confidence or nerve to try
it,” Lisette said.

“And now you
do?”

“I think so. You have said
for years you wanted me more confident. I think all those thoughts
and emotions have been building. I was trying to work on my
confidence before the party, for you, I know you want me more out
there. Between that, and Marion’s attention, and, I think I may
have more confidence within myself that I knew,” My wife
said.

“And you want to do this
fantasy realization with Marion? You have already told him you
would if I didn’t object?”

“Yes,” she said. “I am
being honest with you, and I want you to be honest with me. What
are you thinking? I’m a little scared, but I am a lot excited, and
I think if you consider it for a minute, it will be a huge turn on
for you, but If this would cause any problem between us I will back
away.”

“You are making this my
decision?”

“I guess I have,” she said,
showing assertiveness I had not expected. “I’m willing to fuck
Marion, to take money for doing it, to commit myself to him for two
nights, to be his whore. No, not willing to do it, I want to do it,
but I don’t want it to damage us. Marion said he has done this
before, that in many ways this is a fantasy for a lot of
husbands.”

“It is,” I said.

“Is it for you?” my wife
asked.

“I can say it is a fantasy
of mine too without telling you to go ahead and do it, can’t
I?”

“Of course.” I noticed
Lisette was taking more rapid breaths.

“Sometimes a fantasy should
remain a fantasy,” I said.

“Yes. And this time?”
Lisette asked.

“What do you want me to
say?”

“You have heard what I
said,” Lisette said. “And a lot of times in the dirty talk you make
me say it. This time you have to say it.” I felt her hand drop to
my lap to my rock-hard erection. “Somebody’s body likes the idea,
even if their mind hasn’t made up its mind yet,” she said, working
at my belt.

“I don’t want this to
damage us,” I said.

“I don’t either. I don’t
think it would.” Lisette took a deep breath. “What if I promise it
won’t damage us?”

I knew I was wavering. What the hell
do you tell your wife that has asked you to allow her to be a whore
to a black man for a weekend—when the thought of it parallels some
of your craziest fantasies—most of which you have never even
admitted to your wife? All of a sudden in this moment it was all
this close. “I want you safe. Do you trust him?”

“Yes. I have a good feeling
about him.” She unzipped my pants and pulled my shorts down,
grasping my cock. She looked up at me, expecting an answer. “I
promise I won’t let it affect us—but you need to promise the same.
We need to agree.”

I knew what she wanted. I struggled to
understand, and I did a mental worst-case scenario to answer the
question, what harm was there if this was what she wanted to try to
do? The old me lost the argument.

“If you want to do it,” I
said. “You could do it. But I want you safe, I want contact
periodically when you are there to reassure me.”

“OK,” Lisette said, relief
in her voice. She eagerly enveloped my cock with her mouth. “You’ll
never regret this, I promise,” my wife said in a mumble, her mouth
full of cock.

Lisette eagerly sucked me in her best
oral sex effort. I could tell she was trying harder, and trying to
get me off quick. Soon I had my hand on the back of her head as I
came, and she swallowed every drop. Then she took a break before
anything more sexual.

Lisette could not wait to tell Marion.
She eagerly picked her cell up from the table and punched in a
number. “He said I should do it,” Lisette said into the
phone.

“Could” I said, “could do
it’,” I corrected.

Lisette did not correct her statement,
nodding as if listening. “OK, OK,” she said. “OK Text me.” She
ended the call.

“I am not going to regret
this, am I?” I asked.

Lisette stood and stripped her dress
over her head. She was nude underneath. “Anything but regret,” she
said. “I am going to fuck you ragged as my way of saying thanks for
letting me try this.” She leaned over and kissed me and whispered.
“I’m going to fuck your balls off tonight.”

Later as I was pumping away with her
writhing underneath me, she locked eyes with me, lost in the joy of
fucking her, my wife started at me panting and gushed, “Get all
this pussy you want tonight,” she said, “because tomorrow and
Saturday my pussy is bought and paid for, and it belongs to Marion
and his big black cock.” I wasn’t expecting her words would cause
an instant cumming from me, but it did.


CHAPTER 14

 


Friday morning, I needed
reaffirmation. It wasn’t second guessing. I had already given my
permission and knew I would have hell calling that back.

I called in to the office and told
them that I would not be in until after lunch. Lisette didn’t have
to work. She was shocked I was still there when she came into the
kitchen for her morning coffee. She was wearing her long tee, and
from the bouncing movement of her breasts under the thin cloth,
nothing else.

“You’re not working?” she
asked.

“Not today,” I
said.

“Change your mind?” Her
tone was as if she was bracing for the disappointment of me backing
off.

“About what I said last
night? No. I just wanted to spend this morning with you, while I
could,” I said.

Lisette gave me a warm smile. “That’s
sweet.” Then with a devilish smile said, “You want to spend the
last day with me before I officially become a black man’s
whore.”

“Something like that,” I
said, my mind still not dealing with the reality that I had given
my wife permission to be a whore to a black man and I was
intellectually accepting it. Lisette showed no apprehensions at all
and was as giddy as a schoolgirl in anxious
anticipation.

We took early morning Mimosas to the
patio. “I cannot believe I’m going through with this,” my wife
said.

“You can still back out,” I
said.

“No baby, I don’t think you
understand. I want to do this. I tremble at the thought of getting
so far outside myself—and it is not a role-playing fantasy, not an
acting role, it is me this time, all me, letting go like you said
you wanted me to let go for all these years, but on my terms,
pushing my boundaries for something I’ve fantasized about. Now for
the first time I am the one wanting to let go. It is freeing in a
way.” She gave me a little pout. “Why? Do you not want me to let
go?”

“I want you to let go. I
dreamed of you letting go, but to be honest I never thought it
would manifest itself like this. I didn’t expect things to turn
this way,” I said. “I thought, well I don’t know what I thought
exactly, but I thought I’d be there and get to watch.”

“That’s what happens when
you make fantasies real, isn’t it? They never go exactly the way
they are envisioned?” Lisette said.

“That’s true,” I said,
reaffirming the final position my mind had rested upon after hours
of hand wringing thought. “It is not about what I expected, it is
what you want to do,” I said. “I hope you see my permission as a
gift to you to enjoy this.”

“I do,” she said, adding
almost as an afterthought, “But in this instance I hope the fantasy
is close to the reality I envisioned.”

“So what has Marion told
you about how this plays out?” I asked.

“We’ve not got into
specifics,” my wife said, “other than wanting me in the party
outfit and to pick me up at the site of the phone.”

“What do you expect?” I
said.

“I feel comfortable with
him, I trust him, but I guess since he’s paying, I’m going to do
what he wants to do—unless I don’t.” I smiled. My headstrong wife
wouldn’t go along with anything she didn’t want to do, and that had
been my primary worry.

“So tonight’s the night you
change into a newer freer woman?” I said. “And I get a hotter more
open, less shy wife on your return?

“Yes, it is.” Lisette said.
“And it is also the night I become a whore.”

 



CHAPTER 15

 


My wife was so in thought on her
upcoming evening I picked up the vibe that she was not interested
in fucking me this morning, she had other things on her mind. I
went into work for a few hours in the afternoon and upon my return
Lisette was in the bathroom preparing. At 6:00 she was ready. As
before I heard the clicking of her heels and turned to see her in
her full costume almost identical to the other night, except this
time there was no lacy bra underneath the tank top, her nipples
poking hard against the thin material. Her eyes were even darker,
and her lipstick even more red. She did not pull her hair back, but
again had the large ghetto hoops in her ear. She had substituted
very high cut Daisy Dukes for the denim skirt she had worn
before.

“What time am I supposed to
drop you off,” I said. She looked at the clock.

“Oh shit,” she said,
looking to the time on her phone. “We are almost late. Marion said
he wanted me there at 6:30. That’s when the guys getting off work
have cashed their paychecks and are driving down the strip,” she
said. “Marion wants me to strut for him there.”

I had a quick panic moment. What if
someone we knew recognized her in daylight? If she wanted to put
her fantasy into reality that did not mean we needed for everyone
we knew to find out. Discretion was something I assumed. For the
truth of what we were doing to come out would have been
embarrassing to say the least.

I assumed Marion would be parked down
the street waiting for me to let her out and then instantly pull
up. I know if I was not married to Lisette and had a chance to fuck
a woman as hot as this slutty dressed woman in front of me, I would
not be wasting any time before getting her into a bedroom. But then
again, my wife was not going to be with me tonight. It wasn’t my
choice.

Lisette had a large leather bag over
her shoulder. She saw me looking. “Makeup, some changes of clothes
and toilet articles, a few things that Marion suggested I
bring.”

“Such as?”

“Condoms, lube, mouthwash,”
she said. “You know, whore stuff.” She smiled. “Marion said it
helps get my mind about this entire whore fantasy.”

I could only utter a soft, “Oh,” as if
I should have expected it.

My wife didn’t speak on the drive to
the South side. I was using the GPS to get back to where I had
taken the photos on the street, and we arrived right at 6:30. I
circled the block once, a line of cars slowly cruising by the women
walking along the street, some singly, some in groups of two and
three. I saw no sign of Marion.

Some of the hookers leaned over and
look at us as we drove by, some twisting their asses and showing
off as they walked back and forth, a couple of the women were
leaning into cars that had stopped.

As before I pulled several hundred
feet past, away from the other girls. “Here will do,” Lisette said,
looking down at her phone. She had been texting off and on since
she had entered the car, but this time, she was not sharing what
the texts were, putting me off with, “We’ll go over all that when I
get home Sunday.” She still did not know what time she expected to
be home, she said when I asked.

It felt surreal sitting at the curb
waiting for my wife to step out of my car and drive away from her
standing on the curb, dressed like a whore on a street filled with
hookers—with the determination that before she was seated beside me
in our car again, she would be a bona-fide whore.

My wife gave me a weak smile and said
in a shaky but determined voice said, “Well here I go,” and opened
the door, stepped out on her high heels and adjusted her clothing,
walking to the building and setting her bag down before stepping
further back out toward the curb. I hesitated and she waved for me
to go on.

As I pulled away, I looked up in the
mirror to see her walking down the sidewalk, her affected walk
twisting her ass and showing off exactly like the other girls a few
hundred yards down the street.

I couldn’t stand it, and there had
been nothing said about my not hanging around, so I circled the
block again and pulled to parking lot across the street, giving me
a full view across the lanes of traffic slowly driving by where my
wife was strutting back and forth.

I observed that anyone who knew us
would not likely recognize the slutty dressed woman as the suburban
North side wife and mother.

Lisette was glancing down at her
phone, and then would look up as if looking for someone, and then
she looked down to read another message and began more walking back
and forth, 20 steps in one direction, reversing, and 20 steps back.
She was looking into the cars as they passed, making eye contact
with the occupants.

A car with two large black men pulled
beside her, she looked down at her phone and approached the car,
leaning over to look in. They exchanged words, she smiled, shook
her head no, and twisted away. A second car pulled in a couple of
minutes later. This man was alone.

From where I sat in my car, I could
see it wasn’t Marion. The conversation was longer, and she looked
down at her phone again, glanced back and forth as if to check if
anyone was looking, and pulled down her top to flash the black man
in the car her bare tits, yanking it back up quickly. I could
recognize her heavy breathing from across the street.

My phone chirped with a text. It was
from Marion. “Check your bank balance,” it said. I did, punching in
the numbers wrong the first time, and finally opening the balance.
There was a $7000 wire transfer into our account.

A few minutes later there was another
text. “Go on home now, I’m about to officially turn your wife into
the whore she has fantasized being. Next time you see her, she will
still be your wife, but she will also be a whore.”

I didn’t move but watched a white 700
series BMW pull up to the curb. Again my wife leaned in, talking
though the open window, smiling broadly, and for a second time she
pulled down her tube top and bared her breasts on the street. This
time she did not pull it up but opened the door and climbed in,
bare breasted. Marion gave me a wave to me with a huge smile as he
pulled away.

I watched his Beemer turn the corner
and disappear, my wife’s head leaning over and disappearing into
his lap.


CHAPTER 16

 


I was left with nothing to do but go
home and wait. And wait. And wait.

When I had fantasized about
having a hotwife, I had never envisioned waiting if she was out
alone. I always assumed I would be there. Instead here I was, left
alone with a bottle of Jack Daniels, digging back through my mind
for each segment of our conversations and things I might have
missed, and my imagining what my wife was doing at that moment,
based in part on the countless erotic stories I had read that laid
it out how it should go.

In my mind Marion took her to dinner
somewhere, showing off his pretty white woman in the slutty outfit,
making it clear to everyone who saw her that he would be fucking
her later that night. By 10 p.m. I knew she was likely fucked by
someone else for the first time since we were married over 20 years
before, officially a hot wife, officially a whore, having taken
money to fuck Marion.

At 10:30 Lisette finally texted. It
was brief, far too brief. “Thanks for letting me live this. Great
time. Yes, it’s done. You wife is now a whore. Will try to text
tomorrow. Going out in a few.” She signed it, “Your
whore.”

Where were they going out at 10:30? I
went to my computer to track her phone. It was turned off. The last
time it was recorded was at an upscale apartment building downtown.
Sleep didn’t come at first, but I kept drinking. I drank myself to
sleep.

Saturday morning was no better. I had
to get out of the house or go crazy. Thankfully it was football
season and a buddy and I went to Buffalo Wild Wings, drank beer and
watched football all day. I checked my phone for a text about every
20 minutes. Nothing.

Lisette texted at 1 p.m. “Wow. I mean
Wow, what a night. Cya Sunday. Will text time and place later.
Don’t expect much more contact today, kinda busy. Do not worry, I
am good.”

That was all I received Saturday. No
calls, only the single text.

Sunday, I started expecting her at
noon, but no calls, nothing. I texted at 1:00, 1:30, 2:00, 2:30,
all with the same message. “You never said when you would be home.
When can I expect you?”

Finally, at 3:00 p.m. she texted.
“Will be tonight, don’t freak, OK?” And hour later she texted and
said, “Pick me up at 11 tonight, no more than an hour drive. Will
send address.”

After her 4:00 p.m. text, I had texted
every couple of hours since she left with, “How is it going?”, “Are
you OK?”, “Love you.” All were ignored. Her phone tracking was
still turned off.


CHAPTER 17

 


At 10:30 I received a text from
Marion, with an address and a sentence, “Time to come get my ho and
your newly minted whore wife.” I quickly had the address in the GPS
and was speeding to the location. It was the same downtown building
to which I had tracked her phone before she turned it off. I parked
in the garage, identified myself to the security guard at the door.
He looked down a list, nodded, and gave me a silly smile. “Have a
good time,” he said.

I got off at the
9th floor and walked down the long hall to a door marked, “Peaches
Entertainment Company.” I turned the door and stepped inside, where
a receptionist sat behind a table. Marion was there too, smiling,
“Hey Michael,” he said rising and shaking my hand, then motioning
me to the side.

“What’s going on?” I
asked.

“All in good time, my
friend,” he said. “Just want to say again what a lucky SOB you are
to have that woman with you every night. And damn, what a woman.
I’m not going to elaborate, other than say, damn what a woman.
Thank you for letting this play out.”

“Where is my wife? Is she
ready to go?” I demanded.

Marion gave me a knowing smile. “Man,
no need to rush. Chill. Just enjoy the ride, you feel me? Right
now, you on that big roller coaster with the chain clinking and you
are about to top out and go rushing down that other side with your
ass tingling and free falling. You got what you wanted, she got
what she wanted, I got what I wanted, hell we all win, win,
win.”

“Frankly right now Marion,
I want my wife.”

Marion reached into his pocket and
gave me five folded one-hundred-dollar bills. “Take this and go
through that door right there on the left,” he said. “She’s
waiting.”

“What do I need this for?”
I said.

“You’ll see,” he smiled.
“Now go on. You said you wanted to see her.” I numbly took the five
steps to the door and pushed through it.

There was a desk on one wall with a
burly guy with no neck and a scowl facing the door. Three couches
were in a U shape in front of the desk, and three women were
sitting on the couches, all in lingerie. A tall redhead in a green
teddy, a mousy brown-haired petite girl in a brief sling swimsuit,
and a blonde a little taller than the other two, leaned back in a
sheer black long gown. She was totally nude underneath and it
concealed nothing, her hard-brown nipples, her shaved pussy, and as
I turned to her, she parted her legs so that I could see her pussy
even clearer.

“Hey baby,” the redhead
said, but the blonde jumped off the couch quickly, stepped over to
me and took my arm. “This one’s mine, sorry.” It wasn’t until I
heard the blonde voice that I did a double take and realized the
whore in the sheer gown was Lisette.

“Play it out,” she
whispered. “Give me $400.00.” I reached into my pocket and handled
the wad of bills Marion had given me. She counted $400, returned
the rest, and carried the $400 to the man at the desk. He gave me a
grim look and handed her a key with a 7 on it and a
condom.

“Lucky 7 it looks like for
you,” the petite girl said. Lisette led me down the hall and
unlocked the door. I could hear the unmistakable grunting of people
having sex through two of the closed doors.

We stepped inside and Lisette was in
my arms, kissing me. “Get out of those clothes baby, I’m so ready
for this.”

Everything had happened so fast that
the reality of it all hit me at once. I looked at my wife again. I
could see scalp where she parted her hair. She was now a bleached
blonde. Her pussy was completely bare. She pulled the sheer robe
over her head. Lisette was smiling.

“How about the ultimate
role-play, my husband? How about you think about your wife working
as a whore in a whorehouse and you come in and pay to fuck her,
right here, in the whorehouse where I’ve already fucked four other
men tonight. But you’ll be my first white man as a whore. Are you
ready? Here, let me help you.” She did not wait for my answer. I
could not have anyway, I was speechless. My wife dropped to her
knees and started sucking my rock-hard cock.

My mind was not here but the rest of
me was. I responded to her eager cock sucking. Once I was hard, she
led me to the bed, and with no further foreplay lay back. “We only
have 30 minutes,” she said. “Come on baby, take a ride bareback.
Doesn’t happen often with a working girl.”

It all happened in a mental fog, lust
and emotion merging into a swirling abyss of fireworks, waves of
lights, and the warm enveloping warmth of a hot woman’s pussy,
plunging my cock into the familiar pussy I have made love to for
years but now in the unfamiliar role of a hairless whore’s pussy, a
pussy I’ve paid $400 of her black lover’s money for. I opened my
eyes and see my wife’s face, more makeup and smoky eyes than I’ve
ever seen her before—framed by bright blond hair, her nostrils
flaring as she gasped to our fucking, a faraway look on her face
that would turn to me, lock eyes and connect, and then an instant
later fade away again. Her moans and sighs were in steady waves.
Her perfume hung heavy in the air.

There was no faking, it was lust on a
level unimaginable. I wanted her open, confident and slutty and I
had her right here. She wanted to know what it was like to fuck a
black man, to be paid for her body, to live the fantasy of being a
whore and here she was working in a brothel. Would anyone not
believe this would be the best fuck of our lives? And she was
cumming, hitting a plateau, as lost in the fucking as I was, ending
only with the interruption of someone pounding on the door and a
guttural, “Times up.”

“Don’t worry Dewayne,”
Lisette said, our bodies still joining in softer lighter strokes,
“I’m off shift after this one.”

“Don’t matter, I need the
fucking room,” Dewayne said. “Cum in her man and finish
up.”

Lisette smiled and looked up at me,
“Yeah, cum in me and finish up.” With those words I stopped holing
back and unleashed my cum, spewing my load deep inside her womb.
“Damn, pretty good baby. Give me ten minutes and meet me in the
outer room.” I tugged on my clothes as I watched my naked wife step
into the small bath off the room and turn on the shower.

I let myself out almost in a daze,
living a surrealistic dream that could not be reality. As if in a
fog I walked through the room with the couches. The two women from
earlier were no longer there, and young Oriental girl was there
now. Two young black men were entering as I exited into the room
where I had been met by Marion. I realized that for all purposes
this room looked like any other reception area and business waiting
room.

Marion was there waiting, smiling. He
guided me into a small office off the lobby. “Take a seat Michael,
she’ll be out in a minute.”

The shock of what had happened had
worn off, the anger was coming now. “What the fuck is going on
here?”

Marion leaned back in his chair with a
loud creak. “Just what you see man, this is a brothel, a whore
house, with whores working it.”

“But my wife…”

“What your wife wanted to
try, remember? I’m only helping the fantasies of both of you come
true.”

“Is this legit, I mean?” I
stammered

“It is not legit, in fact
it is illegal as hell, but yes, it is a real functioning
whorehouse,” Marion said.

“How can, I mean do you,
are you a pimp?” I asked, somewhat fearful what my wife was no
immersed in. Marion only laughed.

“Not anymore. Was at one
time in my life. I have nothing to do with what goes on here other
than the fact I am the landlord. I own this building, among others.
When I made some cash doing things I’d rather not admit these days,
I invested wisely, went legit as soon as I could, and, well, in
ways let’s say once they pay the high rent here I don’t give a damn
what the do inside it. Seemed to fit in with what the lady wanted.
Of course that does mean I do get some access and favors here that
few others receive.”

I was speechless. My mind was shutting
down. Marion started sifting through what he though was my jumble.
“Yeah, you just paid to fuck your own wife, and your wife is
working as a whore, selling her pussy, and enjoying the hell out of
it so far, if I must say,” Marion laughed.

“The money,
why…”

“Wasn’t my money,” Marion
said laughing. “That money I gave you that she passed along to the
guy at the desk, that’s money she’s made earlier whoring. She sold
her pussy so you could buy her pussy tonight. Has a certain irony
to it, don’t you think?”

“What happened, I
didn’t…”

“No, you didn’t know, and
that was intentional,” Marion said. “Sorry about that. The rest,
well I guess she needs to tell you that.”

I looked up to see my now blonde wife
looking refreshed, lighter makeup, and wearing a pink sundress with
a V neck, very low back, and was thin, so thin that I thought I
could see the dark circles of her nipples through the material. She
made no effort to cover herself like she would have only days ago.
This time she was smiling, shoulder back, proudly pressing her
breasts against the confines of the thin cloth. “Let’s go baby. We
have a lot to talk about,” Lisette said.

Marion stood and stepped to her. She
went into his arms and kissed him passionately. He slid his hand
inside her top to feel her bare breast, releasing it with her
nipple hard and obvious in the clinging material. “Thanks baby,”
she said. “It’s been great.”

“And the rest?”

“I’ll let you know,” she
said, “But probably.”

“All right,” Marion said.
He extended his hand, and I took it. “No need to thank me now,
we’ll be talking I’m sure.”

I half stumbled to the car, Lisette
taking my hand, smiling. We were halfway to our home when she said,
“I’m hungry, let’s find a Denny’s or something open all night and
have some breakfast. I’ve worked up quite an appetite.”

I took the exit, pulled into Bob’s All
Night, a restaurant with a pretty good reputation, and Lisette got
out on the opposite side. No wrap, no crossed arms, a smile with
her shoulders back and breasts out proudly, unashamed. With
confidence. I smiled. I had gotten what I had wanted. The looks she
received in the restaurant from the staring men only made her smile
more. I enjoyed watching them stare, knowing they wanted her, but
knowing she was going home with me. We sat down in the
booth.

“Wow, Marion was right,”
she said.

“What do you
mean?”

“It is not just the
clothes, or the body, or even the eye contact and the smile, but it
is the vibe.”

“Vibe?” I asked.

“Yeah, he claims there is a
vibe a woman puts off when she is available, you know, to a variety
of men and likes it,” she smiled. I stared at her. “Yeah baby, I
fit the bill now. I have been fucking all weekend. Black men, big
cocks, average cocks, uncut cocks, some with rubbers, some
bareback, and loving it all. All for me to tell when we get home,
but it is going to take days to tell you all about it.”

“I thought you were only
fucking Marion,” I said, stunned. “How? Who?”

“But why?”

“Because this was my
fantasy, and yeah, I got caught up in and things accelerated so
quick that next thing I know I’m in a back room with a strange
black man fucking him for money, and I know I should have stopped
then but I didn’t. It was exciting and fun. You wanted me more
open—guess I am,” my wife said.

“I don’t understand…” I
stammered.

“Drink some strong coffee,
you’re staying up late tonight,” she said. “You have a lot of
fucking to do. I’ll tell you all about it tomorrow.”


CHAPTER 18

 


MONDAY Morning

 


Lisette doesn’t work on Monday, I work
from home much of the time and try to go in Monday afternoon, so we
slept in, hungover, and she woke me sucking on my cock, naked,
straddling me and guiding my cock inside her pussy, rocking back
and forth, leaning over brushing her nipples over my face. “Wakey
baby,” she said. “I already got your cock woke up, now get the rest
of you awake, you don’t want to miss this.”

I gave a groan, totally distracted
from mentally waking up from the pleasurable sensations of my
beautiful wife moving her body in and out on my hard cock. She
leaned back, her hands on my knees as my hands sought her breasts.
I tugged gently, a nipple in each hand between my thumb and
forefinger. “Pull’em harder baby, they won’t pull off.” I pulled
harder, much harder, extending her breasts out from her body into a
near cone shape and she shuddered in a light orgasm—from pulling on
her nipples.

“I don’t know what’s come
over me,” she said. “The more cock I get the more I want. I have
parts of my body that are erogenous zones, I just came from you
pulling on my nipples.” She was talking softly as we fucked. My
hands circled her boobs and squeezed, jutting them out. I was not
used to seeing her beautiful face framed with yellow hair. It was
so different.

“That’s a first,” I
said.

My wife looked down into my eyes with
an almost sad look. “It’s a first with you baby, not me. I had one
hell of a weekend.”

“Tell me about it,” I
said.

“Later, fuck me now,” she
said. “I want to feel my husband’s warm cum deep inside me again.”
I rolled her to her back, pushed her knees up to her shoulders and
rocked her back, pounding her hard, her ass off the bed, my cock
plunging into her in an almost vertical position.

“Breeding position,” she
moaned. “I love it.”

“Huh?”

“The position I’m in, black
men call it the breeding position. Some of them talk about it a lot
when they are fucking a white woman. Gets them off
quicker.”

“Oh fuck,” I moaned,
feeling myself slipping away from control. Lisette picked up on
it.

“I learned how to make them
cum quicker,” she said. “Let me show you.” I looked down into my
wife’s face, she was staring into my eyes.

“Dump that black seed in my
white womb,” she groaned. “Knock me up, give me that seed. Give me
a black baby so everyone knows I’ve been getting black fucked. I
love black dick.”

It was more than I could stand, I lost
it, cumming inside her for long moments, holding inside her and she
gently pushed me to the side, her hand dropping between her legs,
dipping into the cum pouring from her body. “Damn, you haven’t come
that much in years,” she said, smiling. “I think you like your wife
being a whore.”

I closed my eyes for a second without
speaking, pulling her to me under my arm, her bare breasts soft and
warm against my chest. I felt wetness at my leg, looked down and
saw my cum that had oozed from her pussy sliding down the front
side of her leg against mine. We both dozed off again, holding each
other.

I awoke to the sound of Lisette in the
bathroom. She was drying herself off from the shower. Smiling she
turned to me. “Like my bare pussy?” she asked. “Marion said you
would.”

“Love it,” I said. “Took
some delicate shaving.”

“Waxed, baby, so smooth.
They did it Saturday morning, same time they did the hair
color.”

“About that,” I
said.

“Long story. Marion
suggested it and I went for it, although it is brighter than I
expected.”

“You can dye it back,” I
suggested.

“Yeah, in a while, gotta
leave it like this for a little while,” she said without
explanation. “Get out of bed and get ready baby, we have to get a
car.”

I had a quick dose of reality. “With
the $5000 deductible we are still short, despite your earning
$7000.00 for your weekend.”

Lisette gave me a strange look and
laughed. “Oh baby, we have so much to discuss. Yeah, Marion put
$7000 in our bank account. She unzipped her large leather bag and
pulled out banded hundreds. “Here’s $1500 Marion gave me as a tip.”
She pulled out another bundle, unbanded, a stack of 20’s. “Here’s
another $750, and,” she dipped into the bag again and came out with
more bills. “About a couple of grand here.” She looked up in
thought, adding the figures up in her head. “Hell baby, that’s over
10 grand for a weekend of some of the best sex I’ve ever
experienced, and the house took half of some of what I
earned.”

Lisette saw the look on my face. “Now
baby, don’t get that long face. You got more of my pussy in the
last week and a half than you have in six months, haven’t
you?”

“Yes,” I agreed.

“So it’s kinda obvious,
right? You are getting all the pussy you want; I have plenty more
pussy to share around, and I enjoy the sharing, I have discovered.
No one I fucked took anything away from you, did it? I’m here with
you now, all yours.” I yielded to her reasoning.

“I guess not,” I said. “A
lot to get my head around.” I did some mental adding though. “What
kind of car can we get for $5000?”

The smile was warm and unexpected. “Oh
baby, we are going for a new car. I already picked it out Sunday. A
Mustang convertible, blue.”

“We can’t afford a payment
on it,” I said.

“Michael, I was going to
work into the conversation later, but since it has come up now here
it is. There is no car payment. It’s already paid for…” she paused,
“well no, it is not totally paid for. The dealership has been paid.
But I did something that maybe I should have talked about first
with you but I hope you understand why I did it. I have a
commitment to Marion for some more time.”

“Time?”

“Yes, with him, like this
past weekend.”

“How much time?” I
asked.

“Four weekends.”

“Four more weekends
whoring?” I said, a little louder than I anticipated.

“Yeah. I assume. Good thing
I liked it, huh?” She was enjoying toying with me. “Well it may not
be whoring actually. Depends on what Marion wants.” She paused. “Do
you know what a new Mustang retails for? I’m getting well
paid.”

“I’m sure,” I said. “But
what is all this doing to you, to us?”

“Nothing, I hope,” Lisette
said with a sharp stare. “I’ve already done it, so what is four
more weekends. I know you can handle it, can’t you?”

I shook my head, struggling to
process. Lisette said it clearly, as if there was not a choice. The
reality was there was only one choice with which I could live.
“Well let’s go get your new car.”


CHAPTER 19

 


The next week flew by, with each night
a little more of the story of her weekend coming out. And for the
first time in my life, I was curious if I was hearing everything
that happened, wondering if she was evading parts of it claiming
she was too drunk to remember everything. I was worried that
someone may have put something in her drink, but she said no that
Marion would have killed someone had they tried that.

Marion called Tuesday afternoon. “Hey
man, you taking your vitamins yet?” he joked. “You wearing that
thing out?”

“I’m trying,” I
admitted.

“Hell of a turn on isn’t
it, once you get your head around it,” Marion said. “I’ve done this
with other couples a time or two and it’s better than Viagra from
what the husband says.”

“Where’s all this going
with my wife, Marion,” I said. It was one thing to talk fantasy
fulfillment and have one wild weekend, but I had not counted on her
committing to four more weekends.

“Strictly business,” Marion
laughed, then added, “No, brother, it ain’t got a damn thing to do
with business. I enjoy the hell out of fucking your wife, I get off
on sharing such a hot pretty white woman, and I think you
understand by now, she’s getting off on it more than either you or
I. Don’t get too serious man, enjoy the ride.”

“Sure.” I said in a
deadpanned tone.

“Look, I know you got some
apprehensions, but why don’t you come over Saturday and hang out
with me and your wife while she earns ¼ of that brand new car.
She’s happy about that, isn’t she?”

“Very,” I said.

“She showing any guilt
about what she has to do to pay for it?”

“Not that I can tell,” I
admitted.

“There you go man, drag the
girl back into bed and get some more of that sweet pussy, and don’t
overthink anything. Seriously, I am not threat to you, or your
marriage, or to your wife. I’m just having some fun. You need to
have fun too. I know Lisette is, and hey, it’s only four weekends.
You had a bunch of weekends in the last six months with no sex at
all didn’t you?”

“Well, Sunday nights are
usually good for us…”

“Dude, you get her back on
Sunday night, maybe a little used, a little stretched, but maybe on
a roll too. Point is you just gotta recall one of those weekends
when you didn’t get any, for whatever reason. Whether your wife is
enjoying her fantasy or not has nothing to do with that did it? And
you’ll be fired up for the week, won’t you? Wanting to reclaim that
sweet white pussy, wanting to fuck the memory of those other
strange cocks that have been inside of your woman out of her mind,
and you’re all fired up, nothing like a little competition to perk
a man up.”

“You got a point,” I
guess.

“I bet Lisette will fuck
you silly every night this week, you’ll be waiting for the weekend
to get some rest,” Marion predicted.

Funny thing was he was right. It took
Lisette three nights to describe her debut as a whore, each night
interrupted by some aroused fucking midway in the narrative. And
then just like that it was Friday again. This time I didn’t drive
Lisette, she left with the top down on her new Mustang, her blond
hair blowing, wearing a crop top and shorts that I would never have
imagined her wearing, and she was unabashedly and confidently
wearing the revealing sexy clothing.

Lisette had turned back on her phone
tracking at my request. I saw she went straight Marion’s apartment
building. I sat down at my computer while everything was still
fresh in my mind and tried to write down everything she had said
about her previous weekend, before she returned from this one and I
would be so far behind I could never keep it all
straight.

In the back of my mind I envisioned
when we were in the retirement home, I would call up the files and
whisper in her ear, “let’s recall when you were a black man’s
whore.”

 



CHAPTER 20

 


Even with Lisette’s fucking happening
only days ago, there were still parts I was missing. I started to
write my journal of the event.

It was Monday night after I arrived
home from work that Lisette began her story. She had slept till
almost noon and spent much of that time trying to get her thoughts
together. I picked up a pizza on the way home, we went out on to
the patio to eat, and it was still daylight when we entered our hot
tub with a cooler of beer on the rim of the tub.

I didn’t prompt her, waiting for her
to start, and she stammered a bit, wearing her usual hot tub
swimsuit but this time letting the shoulders slide off, which I
knew was for my benefit. I could see a bruise on the side of her
breast, and beside it what could only be a hickey. She saw me
staring.

“Souvenir,” I guess, she
said with a half laugh. Taking a deep breath and killing half a
beer she looked in my face. “OK. What do you want to know?” she
asked.

“Everything. Leave nothing
out. No secrets.”

“Do you want me to start
with California?” Lisette asked.

“Start where there is any
part of your life you have kept secret from me,” I said.

“You know I found a
roommate, Maria, and she wanted me to go out clubbing with her, and
I did. We would dress in revealing tight clothes, nothing I had but
she had an extensive wardrobe, and we would go out on the weekend,
Friday and Saturday, with the intention of never paying for our
drinks.”

“Did that work?” I
asked.

“Always,” she smiled, “but
if the guy was cute, well it often turned out to be a good
investment for him. He’d get laid.”

“You enjoyed
that?”

“It was fucking, what’s not
to enjoy about it, plus I was always half-drunk or fully drunk by
the time we got around to anything, if we took the guys to our
place, well Maria would already have a cock inside her and making a
lot of noise before I started letting go. It was like I knew it was
expected of me, and between the liquor, the guy fawning over me,
the sounds of Maria getting fucked, an no reason not to, well I
did.

“I would get follow up
calls, since sometimes in the clubs I would give the guy my number.
And if he was nice, and a good fuck I’d see him again, but after
the third time the guys usually want to get serious, and that was
when I’d distance,” Lisette said.

“You said you had one
longer thing, Paul I think you said,”

“Yeah Paul,” Lisette said
with a half-smile. “He was nice. Part Italian, dark hair, great
smile, smooth, and a nice cone shaped cock, thicker toward the
bottom, which was really nice, and he could go on for an hour, I
mean he was unbelievable.”

Lisette must have seen the pained look
on my face. “Look, if this is bothering you, I can stop. I’ve kept
it in all these years, but you said you wanted to hear it. Maybe it
is good I get it all out, but not if it is going to bother
you.”

“I’m not bothered,” I said,
“I’m shocked that you were so…”

“Slutty?”

“Promiscuous, might be a
better word,” I said.

“Says the man who knows I
am a whore now,” Lisette said to herself, joking. “I guess I can
sum up my time in California by saying there are not a lot of
details because I was often too drunk to remember it.” Again she
read my face. “OK, two of the guys had big cocks, and I repeated
with both of them. I used condoms most of the time the first time,
but rarely the second. One of the big cock guys that I saw a second
time was uncircumcised, and it was different for me, all the folds
to play with using my tongue,” she said.

“And Paul?”

“Paul was in love with me.
I liked him a lot. He wanted me to stay, but, well I was in love
with you. Paul was a little kinky, he tied me to the bed a few
times, liked to take nude photos of me all the time, and there were
times when we were between auditions, he was trying to break into
acting too, that we spent nude fucking around without putting
anything on for a couple of days. It was fun. And to be honest I
almost stayed.”

“What became of Paul,” I
asked.

“We’re still friends on
Facebook but I don’t talk to him. He’s married and divorced twice,
went into art direction on the production side of things, but he’s
not made any attempt to contact me after I told him I was marrying
you. He has respected our marriage,” she said.

“Anything else?” I
asked.

“You can ask me anything,
and I will try to answer as best I can,” my wife said.

“I appreciate your being
forthcoming with this,” I said. “I know I have no right to ask what
you might have done when I was not with you and had no claim on
you.”

“I guess it explains what
just happened,” Lisette said. “I came so close to taking Maria’s
offer and escorting, and she made it sound like so much fun. She
said we were getting fucked every weekend by strangers, we might as
well make some money off of it. I was scared that I came that
close, and I think when I came home to you, I overreacted in the
other direction, too much of a prude I guess.”

“And now?” I
asked.

“Maybe I should tell you
about the weekend before I answer that, you need to know what
happened as background.”


CHAPTER 21

 


I stared at my wife, the swimsuit
almost pulled down to show her nipples now, so unashamed and
natural, relaxed, at ease in a way I had rarely seen her. And I
think the realization that she had been slutty, like I had wanted,
but had turned it off to return to me, and although I had come
close to losing her when she was in California, she came back and
was mine. And now, after the past weekend, it seemed that
everything she had been holding inside had been released. I pulled
her too me and kissed her.

“I’m glad you came home to
me,” I said.

“I’m glad I did to my
husband,” Lisette said, melting into my arms as I pulled the top
down lower, her breasts popping free, her nipples dark brown and
hard, the bruise and hickey and knowing how she had received them
making her even hotter.

 


***

 


“Where do you want me to
start?” Lisette asked.

“The beginning is a good
spot,” I said. “Don’t assume I know anything.”

“OK, I guess I started
getting interested when we got the invitation to the Pimp and Ho’s
party, and I began researching prostitutes, especially street
prostitutes, and how they dressed, you know how I am about accuracy
in costuming. All the sources I found had stories, some of them
erotic, some not, and I read them all. Something in that triggered
recollections of Maria and how I almost did it. I don’t know
exactly what I was feeling, but some of it was, I hate to admit
this to you, but some of it was wishing I had escorted, just once,
to see what it was like, to take that big dirty step.”

“Doing something most women
wouldn’t dare?” I ventured.

“Yeah, the biddies at our
parties, especially. I was determined to outdo everyone, and you’ve
encouraged me for years to dress hotter, and I’ve been trying to
concentrate more on what you liked with us empty nesting, thus the
outfit.”

“You got the effect you
wanted there, for sure.”

Lisette giggled. “Yes, I did. And then
that bitch Elise came up and was drooling at the mouth over Marion,
and that was when I was determined to get his attention. I went
over and introduced myself and Elise was shooting me daggers the
rest of the night, I loved it. Marion is a great conversationalist,
that deep mellow voice, how he listens without commenting, and, I
don’t know, it was like he could read me a lot. Then you walked up.
You know what you heard.”

“Yes, you were just coming
back from taking off your bra.”

“Yes, I wanted to tease
him, and piss off Elise even more. I wasn’t expecting the offer, of
the bet, I was in shock, which is why I even took the silly
bet.”

“You were excited though,
you said so, in the car.”

“I was drunk, and yes,
excited from the attention. I’m not sure if I ever told you this
but in high school there was this hot fullback, a really good
player, black of course, and he starting paying attention to me,
and I flirted some, which was very daring at that time and
location,” Lisette said. “He mentioned that maybe I would like to
meet him after practice, and this other girl, the one always
competing with me for everything in school, she heard him. Before I
could answer him, the bell rang, and as I left late for my class, I
saw her moving in, walking down the hall with him. Two days later
she came up to me at lunch and bragged what a good fuck he was, and
that she was going to the prom with him.”

“Did she?” I
asked.

“Yeah, they were hot and
heavy after that. She only did that to spite me.”

“But you would have met
him?”

“Sure. I was curious, but I
wouldn’t have fucked him. I wasn’t doing anything like that in
those days. I was a very good girl,” Lisette smiled. “But I’m guess
I’m like Mae West when she said she used to be Snow White, but she
drifted.”

Lisette looked at me. “I guess I’m
putting off getting in the details.”

“Guess you are,” I said.
“Get it out, no secrets. You left me at home for your fun and the
least you can do is not leave anything out.”

“There’s not much erotic
about the first date.” I caught she was calling that first meeting
a date again. “I mean he flirted, lot of innuendo, and we talked a
lot about fantasies, what we had done sexually, what I might want
to do sexually, it hard to explain how good he was at pulling
things out of me, things that I’ve never told anyone else,” Lisette
said. “Then when he offered me more money, I naturally turned him
down, but then he offered to buy my panties, and it was like a
dare. And it was exciting doing something bold and daring. It was
exciting being seen on his arm, most people do not think anything
about seeing an interracial couple these days, but some of the
older ladies threw up their noses. I loved it, flaunting my black
date in front of them. Nothing happened except conversation other
than the goodbye kiss that was just a flitter,” Lisette
said.

“Then the car
crashed.”

“Yeah, the car crashed.”
Lisette looked down. “I crashed because I was reading a text from
Marion.”

“He was texting after the
first date?” I asked. “You didn’t mention it.”

“Not a lot to say really,
only conversation, a continuation of our lunch talk.”

“About your
fantasies?”

“Mostly,” she said. “I
guess you could call it sexting. I didn’t tell you, but I did get
off texting sexy messages back and forth once before the second
date. The second date I guess he had maneuvered me into actually
thinking about taking him up on his offer—a lot. The car crash and
money crunch seemed almost like it was supposed to happen that way,
you know, be bolder for you, live out my fantasy for me, satisfy my
curiosity—and fix our money problem.”

“Except for one thing,” I
said.

“I know. I would be fucking
someone else and I would be a whore.” I knew it was coming and she
said it. “You are the one who put those thoughts in my head to
start with.”

“I did.” I said. “And you
aren’t hearing any objections or anger from me, are you? I only
want to know what happened, and what you were thinking.”

“No, but it feels a little
strange describing me going out and fucking another man, for
money.”

“I don’t think the money
was the big thing,” I said. “You wanted the experience.”

“I did, and boy I got it,”
Lisette laughed. “This past weekend has certainly gotten me out of
my shell. Maybe it was the push I needed.”

“Any regrets?” I
asked.

Lisette’s face got solemn, “Yeah, I
regret I didn’t try this earlier, when you first mentioned it. It
was more exciting and erotic than I ever envisioned.”

“I still don’t know what a
happened over the weekend,” I said. “I do know how it ended but I
don’t know how you got there.”

Lisette walked to the bar and mixed a
double Cosmo. “I may need a drink or two to get through this,” she
said. “It is not what I did, but the telling you about it makes me
uncomfortable.” I frowned and she instantly said, “But I’ll
try.”


CHAPTER 22

 


Lisette started talking. “Well I could
barely catching my breath from the excitement and fear, yes I was
scared, not really believing I was getting out of our car to stand
on the street like a whore, waiting for a black man to come pick me
up, but here I was. I was almost hyperventilating. Marion started
texting with instructions, saying he wasn’t going to pick me up
until I calmed down and got into the role, so I tried, walked back
and forth. A car pulled up and Marion told me to walk over to the
car and talk to them, and I did.

“Marion left me out there
intentionally, building up the tension, but after a few minutes I
started to enjoy the attention of the men driving by, they were all
staring, and it was hot to know they thought I was available if
they wanted. When the second car pulled up, they guy was really
forward, wanting to ‘see the goods’ they said, and Marion must have
been watching and knew what they were saying so he said, “Show’em
your tits.” I started to balk, but I didn’t, it was like a dare, so
I flashed them. The next car up was Marion, and he had the door
locked until I pulled down my top and flashed him while I stood on
the street. He unlocked it and told me to not pull my top up, so I
didn’t.”

“I almost stopped the whole
thing then,” I said. “I was parked across the street.”

“I know. I saw you.”
Lisette paused, “And I’m glad you didn’t, a deal is a deal. I had
to fulfill my side of things.”

“Lisette, you can play
these word games, but you wanted to.”

“Yes, I did,” she said. “I
was so turned on that I started unzipping Marion’s pants to suck
his cock before we had turned the corner. He liked me being so
forward, and I, well I was pleasantly surprised how big and thick
he was. I could barely get my mouth over him.”

“Marion drove like
that?”

“No, he pulled into a
vacant lot around the corner until I sucked him until he came. He
kept urging me, ‘Swallow and don’t spill any, like a good whore,”
and I did. I held his cock all the way to his apartment.

Marion walked me into his apartment,
introduced me to the security guard at the entrance, and we took
the elevator to his floor. He had a special card to get there, and
it opened onto his foyer and living room. He owns the entire floor,
and…” Lisette paused again, taking a long pull of her drink. “And
there he got what he paid for, fucking my pussy. We both wanted it,
pulling our clothes off, rushing into the bedroom, and he went down
on me for a little while, fingering as he did, rubbing his thumb
over my clit until I came, and he moved up between my still spread
legs an sat back on his haunches.”

I could see Lisette’s breathing get
heavier as she recalled the moment. “And it was exciting, here I
was in bed with the first person other than you in decades, and I
was a little apprehensive how it might go, but the minute his
tongue went inside me all that went away, and I wanted him, I
wanted his big black cock inside me, and he rubbed his cock over my
pussy, tapping on my clit with his cock, holding it at the base. I
think I came again like that.”

I dared not interrupt, but noticed she
unconsciously moved her hand to touch her breast. “And I tried to
position his cock at my entrance. I don’t think I’ve ever wanted
anything as bad in my life.” Lisette said. “He was in no hurry to
put it in, and I arched my back up trying to push my pussy on to
him, but I couldn’t. He smiled down at me and quietly said, ‘I’ve
paid for this pussy and now I’m going to take it. I paid the money
and now I make you a whore, is that what you want?’ he said. I
nodded and he said, ‘Say it out loud.’ I told him “Make me a
whore,” I said. “Put that big black cock inside your whore’s wet
pussy.”

“’You’re my whore, aren’t
you?’ he said, and I told him I was his whore, and with that he
leaned over me and started to put his cock inside me. He was
stretching me so tight and it hurt for a second but then it started
feeling so very good and, he had me look down and watch that black
pole disappearing up inside me. I watched his cock disappearing up
inside me, and I had not thought about him using a condom until
then, but he was already inside me and I couldn’t stop.”

“He was fucking you
bareback?” I said.

“Yeah, the subject didn’t
come up at the time,” she said. “We wanted each other too much to
stop to consider it. I don’t know how to say it other than to say
it, and I’m sorry if it upsets you but it was the best fuck of my
life. I’ve never been fucked like that, as hard, then soft, as
deep, and he lasted forever. I lost count of how many times I came.
We rested and fucked again, and again. I don’t know when we went to
sleep but he woke me up pushing his cock inside me spooning from
behind.”

Lisette was almost trembling as she
told me and stood up. “I need fucked right now, my pussy is aching
for cock,” she said, and she let me to the bedroom.

My wife’s pussy was loose, stretched,
and very wet. Lisette started cumming immediately, bucking against
me and I knew with her moving like that I would not hold out too
long. I was already half-way there hearing her talk about the black
man who turned her into his whore.

“Those black men used my
pussy so good,” she said. “Fuck my used pussy.” I started pounding
her harder, and she started cumming again, moaning, “Fuck your
whore, fuck your hot whore, use my cunt,” over and over.

There was not more talk about her
first night, and she said we’d talk about the rest in the
morning.


CHAPTER 23

 


Tuesday morning Lisette woke me
sucking on my cock, climbing on and guiding me inside her before I
was fully awake, a delightful way to wake up. Leaning over she
moved with her feet flat on the bed, her arms around my neck, and
using her leg motion bouncing up and down on my cock, her face next
to mine. “I’m going to fuck you so much you will be glad you have a
whore wife now,” she moaned.

She rode me like that without
speaking, only little whimpers and gasps, giving out from that
position and moving to her knees, rocking back and forth on my
cock.

“Works for me,” I said
back, closing my eyes and enjoying the sensations without doing any
of the work, opening my eyes to look into her rapt
stare.

“Cum inside me,” she said.
“I want to feel your warm cum coating my womb,” and I did exactly
as she asked. She rolled to her side, under my arm.

I was late for work.


CHAPTER 24

 


Tuesday night after dinner she brought
me a drink on the couch. She had changed into a knee length thin
white tee and from the movement of her breasts bouncing around and
how her nipples poked against the material she was nude underneath.
She had a tall water glass of her vodka and cranberry.

“You ready to hear more,”
she asked.

“Yes, I’m too weak to
move,” I joked, “Go ahead.”

“When Marion fucked me
Saturday morning, he pulled me under his arm, cupping my breast and
he told me how much he had enjoyed the night, and I told him I had
loved it too, the sex had been incredible. And he asked me if I
trusted him, and I said yes, but wanted to know why. He told me he
has given a lot of thought to our time together, and since he was
fronting the ticket, he was planning on expanding my horizons is
how he said it. Marion said he had some ideas he thought I would
find exciting, that would let me further explore my fantasies. I
told him to go ahead, I was his for the weekend. I craved more
excitement.”

“OK,” I said.

“We showered together, I
sucked his cock in the shower a little, and he took some pictures
of me and him in the bathroom mirror, telling me to stare at how
interesting the contrast was between my white and his black skin.
Then he dropped me off to a salon, introduced me to the owner and
said she knows what to do. That’s when he changed my hair color and
I was waxed. He didn’t ask, but I didn’t object either, I was
wanting to see where all this was going. I was excited at the
unknown side of things, putting myself in the hands of this strange
black man with who I had fucked all night and sold my body
to.

“Marion picked me up for a
late lunch, we started drinking, and this massive black friend of
his joined us. I mean he was huge, like 6’ 5” and chunky. He was a
lineman in college, but not fat or nothing. Marion introduced him
as his first cousin, Winchell Thomas, and he said was interested in
meeting me after Marion told him about me and saw my photo. Marion
said they had no secrets between them. When Winchell went to the
restroom, I asked Marion what was up, and Marion smiled and told
me, ‘We’re going from here back to the apartment and we are both
going to fuck you. This is where you earn your money
girl.”

“I objected, I told him
that I had sold myself to him and didn’t think this was part of the
agreement, but he disagreed. ‘You’ve sold your pussy to me for the
weekend, and it’s mine to do what I want with, isn’t it?’. I only
nodded; he had a point. When Winchell came back, Marion told him we
were good and Win smiled at me like I was a steak he wanted to eat,
and I shivered a little. I mean he was huge, and, well, if he was
in proportion to his height, he must have a huge cock. I was going
along to see, I guess. We left, walking back to the apartment, me
between these two big black men.

“What did you wear?” I
asked.

“Some very tight white
pants, a sheer blouse over a sheer bra, you could see my nipples
even through two layers of cloth, but I left in a vest. Marion
asked me to take it off in the restaurant once we were seated.
Winchell did his share of staring when he first got
there.

It was about 2:30 in the afternoon
when the three of us got back to the apartment, and Marion asked me
to strip and give his cousin a lap dance. He put on some music; I
had some shots to get my courage up even after all I had consumed
at lunch.”

Lisette stopped as if she was
finished. “Go on,” I said.

“The shots hit me about
then and I don’t remember the specifics, it was like I was floating
on a cloud, overloaded with sensations. I start a lap dance on Win,
I was naked, and I let go, I wanted to see his cock so half way
through the dance I moved off his lap, unbuckled his pants,
unzipped them, and put my hand inside his boxers. I’m not lying, I
pulled out this thick black cock as big as my arm, and he wasn’t
fully hard. He wasn’t circumcised, which was all new for me, and I
was like a kid with a new toy, a big thick hard black cock toy. I
sucked him some, Marion had pulled off his clothes and sat down on
the couch, so I leaned over and started sucking Marion’s cock while
Win fingered me to an orgasm. He kept adding fingers, claiming he
was stretching me out to take his big cock. I was dripping I was so
hot.”

“You liked his big
cock?”

“I loved his big cock. I
wanted that big thing inside my pussy. I got on my knees on the
couch, still sucking Marion, and Win moved behind me and tried to
put it in. It wouldn’t go at first, and hurt but then, oh my gawd
he was inside. I thought it was going to come out my mouth. I was
screaming but it was in pleasure not pain. Win complained he
couldn’t get all the way inside and Marion suggested we go to the
bed, and I laid back on the bed with my legs up, Win stood on the
side and finally got all the way inside me.”

“Did he use a condom?” I
asked. Lisette looked down at the floor without speaking for a
second.

“No, there wasn’t time,”
she said, changing her statement, “No that’s night right, I didn’t
want to wait. I had become a whore, fucked the first man other than
my husband in 20 years and now I was going for number 2. It was
awesome.”

“Did he come inside you?” I
asked

“The first time, next time
he stroked his cock over my face, had me open my mouth and came in
my mouth. Marion came over my tits about the same time. I had to
shower to get all their cum off me before we could go
on.”

“How long…”

“I don’t know,” she said.
“One black lover would fuck me a while then the other would fuck me
a while, sometimes both would fuck me while I blew the
other.”

“They try a double
penetration?”

“Hell no. I told them my
asshole was exit only, and besides between the two of them there
was no orifice in my body that would accommodate both of their
cocks at the same time without some damage. When Win finished
fucked me the first time, I felt like my pussy was gaping open, I
wondered if I would ever get back to normal. And cum, he must have
cum a pint inside me.” I did not tell her, but it did feel as if
her pussy had been well stretched yesterday when we
fucked.

“How long did this go on?”
I asked.

“I don’t know, maybe till
supper time. I passed out or took a nap, but we went to dinner
about eight. Over dinner Win counted out $1000 and handed it to
Marion. ‘You’re right, worth every penny,’ he smiled. “What the
fuck is going on?” I said.

“’You’ve been paid twice
now, my little white whore,” Marion said, giving me $500.00,
telling me he had subleased my pussy to Win. They both looked at
each other and I knew there was more to it, so I got a little
demanding, and they told me. Marion said Win and a partner had set
up an escort service to cater to the athletic teams that came to
town, using all of Win’s old contacts, and that tonight there was a
party he and Win wanted to take me.”

“A pimp wanted to take you
to a party after fucking you all afternoon?” I asked.

“Yeah, I guess you could
say he was sampling the merchandise,” Lisette said.

“What did you
say?”

“Marion encouraged me,
saying it would be something new and exciting, and that if I wanted
to live out the whore fantasy, I needed to do this too, but he
would leave it totally up to me.”

“And?”

“And I went. I wanted to go
to see. I can’t explain my frame of mind, but I was so turned on
and excited I do not think I would have turned him down stone
sober. I wanted to do it all. Win told me that his clients prefer
married white women because they are more discreet, aren’t looking
for some sugar daddy and aren’t gold diggers, and a married women
seems to get off better on the variety of different men, in a safe
environment with no entanglements.”

“You believe
that?”

“Maybe not for someone
else, but for me absolutely.”

“This was when you left at
10:30?”

“Yes, Marion stayed, and I
went with Win to the party. There were about 20 people there, all
the men were black, NBA types, very tall, and two girls I talked to
that were strippers, and a couple of the others that I talked to
while freshening my make up in the bathroom admitted they were
married and doing this for fun.”

“And?”

“And I did what I was there
to do. This guy, Newman Jones, concentrated on me and I did what
was expected, I took him onto a back bedroom and fucked him, and he
was very happy with me, he said. He gave me a $300 tip.”

“Newman Jones that plays
for the Nets?” I asked.

“Yeah, I think that was who
they say they played for. You know I don’t follow basketball, but
yeah, your wife fucked Newman Jones of the Nets,” she giggled,
taunting, “Did you want me to get his autograph? I could have had
him sign my bare pubis with a Sharpie or something.”

“Funny,” I said. Lisette
giggled; she did think it was funny.

“Did you spend the
night?”

“No, Win took me back to
Marion’s, and we had a nightcap. I thought they might try to double
team me again, but they didn’t, we just talked. Marion was probing
my mind about what I thought about the day, if I was OK with
everything, and…”

“Were you OK with
everything?”

“OK?” Lisette smiled, “Oh
hell yes. Look Michael, I’m do not want to hurt your feelings, you
know I love you, but that was the best sex I’ve ever had in my
life. I know it is a combination of things, someone new, the
excitement of being paid, different cocks in different sizes, black
men, but whatever it was amazing.” She paused. “That was why I was
willing to commit to some more weekends. I want to do this more. If
a new car comes with it, well like I said, I’m not turning it
down.” Again a long pause, my wife studying my face. “I guess I
should have talked to you about it but there wasn’t time—and I
think I knew your frame of mind, you wanted me more open, this was
how I could prove it, but I didn’t mean to leave you out. Are you
still OK?”

“I guess, just so much to
process,” I said. “I mean two weeks ago you were this prudish
introvert and now…”

“Now you wife is a black
man’s whore and is loving it.”

“Yes.”

“But I only love you, this
is recreation. I want to make love to you right now. Let’s go to
bed.” She took my hand and I followed, and soon we were again
entangling our bodies under the sheets. “I love making love to
you,” she whispered, adding, “And I love fucking you too. I’m only
fucking them.” I didn’t speak, concentrating on trying me make it
last, but her pussy was so wet from the conversation and
stretched.

“You don’t mind that other
cocks have been inside your wife’s pussy?” she asked. I felt her
hand seeking my cock and she squeezed. “Damn you are super hard. I
think you like the idea of other men’s cocks being in your wife’s
pussy,” she taunted.

I gasped. She had pegged that part,
but she never slowed down, actually picking up the pace of rocking
back and forth on my cock as I reached for her boobs and squeezed.
She leaned over and kissed me, moving her mouth close to my ear,
continuing with the nasty talk.

“Think about the different
black cocks I had inside me this past weekend, how some of them
paid to put their cocks inside me, and some, well some got me
bareback,” she was panting as she fucked now. I tugged on her
nipples. “And you know what taking them bare means don’t you? That
means they fuck until they cum inside me, the coat my womb with
their baby making seed, I love them cumming inside me. I wish it
was safe for everyone to cum inside me, I’m a cum slut, you know
that? Your wife loves black cock and loves black men cumming inside
her cunt…” Lisette stopped talking and screamed as her body began
convulsing in a full body orgasm. When she came back down to earth
she looked over at me.

“So do your mind your wife
being a black man’s whore when she fucks you like this?”

I had only one answer that I could
utter. “No, I think I like it.” And I did.


CHAPTER 25

 


Wednesday was uneventful, I got up,
went to work, leaving my wife naked in the bed, the bedcovers down
to her waist. The bruise and hickey were fainter but still visible
on her bare breast.

I couldn’t concentrate at the office,
and checked out early and hurried home, surprising Lisette who was
sitting at the computer, startled, and with almost a hand in the
cookie jar look. “Whatca doing?” I smiled.

“Reading some of the erotic
stories you had downloaded, you know the ones you asked me to, but
I never did? Now I am.”

“You like them?”

Lisette looked up at me. “I guess you
were serious about sharing me, you do like the idea.”

“Yes, I liked the idea,” I
said.

“But how about the
reality?”

“This is not the reality I
envisioned. I thought I would be there and watch, that it would be
something we would do together,” I said.

Lisette smiled. “I’ll give that some
thought,” she said. “I want you on board with
everything.”

“I didn’t say I wasn’t on
board, as long as you are safe and happy.”

“I am that,” my wife said,
getting up from the chair. “I’m also horny from reading the
stories. Why don’t we go to bed for an afternoon quickie and talk
about the rest of my weekend in bed?”

 


***

 


It was long slow, languorous
lovemaking. Lot of sucking, licking, fingering, me bringing her to
a half dozen orgasms before I ever moved up and positioned by body,
carefully putting my cock inside her without either one of us
guiding it. I didn’t gauge the time. We continued until we finished
with me cumming inside her, then cuddling naked my wife continued
the story of her first weekend as a whore.

“Win and Marion and I were
talking, and I admitted that I on a high from what had been
happening. I don’t know why it was such a rush, but it was, and
instead of trying to analyze it I was rolling with it, enjoying the
vibe. Marion and Win both said it was typical and had seen it
before. ‘Everything is all new and exciting’, Marion said, and I
agreed.”

“It was a rush?” I
asked.

“Absolutely. Like a drug.
They had bowls of drugs at the party I attended but I had my own
high from what I was doing, like I was living in a different world
from my world.”

“I think you were,” I
said.

“Yes, I was. So as we
talked Marion said, ‘are you ready for it to stop?’ and I told him
not yet, and he asked me if I really enjoyed the thought of being a
whore, and again I told him how excited it had made me when I
realized Win had paid for me, and the NBA player had
too.

Win excused himself and Marion and I
went to bed, where I was all over him, I was the aggressor. I had
fucked three different black men today and it wasn’t until after he
finished inside me that I could let go and go to sleep. I slept
until lunch time. Marion was already up and didn’t make a move on
me. It took an hour to get ready, wearing this white sexy sundress
he bought, insisting I leave off any underwear, and we went for a
walk in the park. He held my hand, and we stopped at a sidewalk
café for Mimosas and he asked me again if I was ready to stop, and
I told him no.

That’s when he offered the car and I
accepted. We went to the car dealership, he had asked the sales
manager to come in although the dealership was closed, just for
him, and Marion negotiated the sale. For a minute I wondered if my
fucking the sales manager was part of the deal, but he was white,
and Marion didn’t ask, but at this point I was so excited about the
car that I would have.”

I shook my head; not sure I was
hearing my wife talking about fucking other men so
casually.

“I was giddy, no other way
to say it. About four o’clock we went back to his building, and
this time we went to a different floor, the
10th,
where Win was waiting. I went into the office not knowing what to
expect, and Marion made his sales pitch. ‘You like being a whore,
so here’s a test to prove it.’ I told him I didn’t understand, and
he told me that Win really is a pimp, not just with escorting but
this floor was Win’s brothel and he had me slated for tonight if I
dared do it. I was out of control at this point, and I took him up
on it.

“One of the girls gave me
some sexy gowns and things that fit any size, and as Win and Marion
watched through a one-way mirror, I took a seat on the couch and
waited for someone to pick me. It was Sunday afternoon and slow,
according to the other girls, but eventually this young black man,
caramel colored skin, came in, nervous, and picked me out, and I
took him back. Not much to say about it, he used a condom, was
quick, and I was back on the couch in 30 minutes. I did it twice
more, not much I remember about the johns except they were black,
and eventually Marion brought me a phone and told me to text you.
‘He’s going to pick you up here,” Marion said, laughing. ‘I going
to suggested he be your last trick of the night.’ I fucked one
other guy just before you got there. They were all black. When
Marion suggested that I fuck you there, it was crazy enough that I
decided to go along, but I was worried about your
reaction.”

“I was surprised,” I said.
“Shocking to find your wife with a different hair color, a shaved
pussy, wearing a totally sheer gown sitting on a couch in a
whorehouse awaiting the next man to pay to fuck her, no matter who
might be.”

“You were surprised, I was
excited. I’m getting wet now just thinking about it. You have no
idea how hot this was for me.” Lisette rolled to face me. “You let
me kick over Pandora’s box, going to be tough to put everything
back in the way it was.”

“Probably impossible,” I
said.

“Maybe you don’t want to
put everything back in the box.”

“Right now I only have one
thing that I want to put in your box, my whore wife,” I whispered,
touching her thigh and feeling her legs part.

“I think it is time you
give your whore wife a good fucking,” she said. “Use my pussy
hard.”


CHAPTER 26

 


Thursday was a shit day. We had no
time to do anything sexual, no touching, no talk, work kept me late
and I came in at 8 p.m. exhausted. Lisette was in the same place.
“I need a night of rest,” she said. I did too. I also knew there
was an unsaid part of her statement, she needs a night of rest
before leaving for another weekend with Marion as his whore. I
fought sleep, my mind unsettled about what Marion might have in
store for my wife—and what my wife was willing to do for him for
the sake of her excitement and arousal—and ¼ of a new
car.

I was up early, leaving Lisette in bed
on Friday, laying there so beautiful, her natural beauty shining
without makeup or sexy clothing, just pure natural beauty. Clear
pale skin, so innocent looking, belaying how she had spent the past
weekend—and how she would spend this one.

I scribbled out an “I love you” note
on the kitchen table, filled my coffee mug, and left. When I broke
for lunch, I received a text from my wife. “Not much going on here,
Marion texted and wanted to start the weekend early so I won’t be
here when you get home. Hope you don’t mind fending for
yourself.”

“OK,” I texted back, not
sure if I should say something more, but in the end I
didn’t.

At 1:30 I received a second text that
was brief. “Here now. Don’t panic if I don’t get back with a text.
Love you. Will text tomorrow for sure.”


CHAPTER 27

 


Empty. That’s what I described my time
waiting while my wife was trading her pussy for a car with her
large black lover/pimp. Despite what he said, that was the only way
I could see Marion. He was smooth, I would give him that. He acted
like I am in the loop, a few well placed calls but in the end, I am
sitting in an empty house wondering how I will fill my time until
my wife comes home.

When I got home from work, I sat down
in my recliner and closed my eyes, trying to imagine what my wife
might be doing at that moment. Like I said, I felt
empty.

That didn’t stop me from being
aroused. I was walking around with a constant hard-on, my mind
filled with the image of what she might doing, what my imagination
was telling me she was doing, was so overwhelming and vivid that I
was in the bathroom jerking myself off a brief while
later.

The mental image of my wife opening
her legs and another man moving between her, inviting him inside
her, their coupling, the white and black flesh of their bodies
entangled and intertwined, and the immense pleasure, my gut
probably told me more that I wanted to know. The enthusiasm with
how extreme she had gone in only days was scary. Despite feeling
left out, I wanted her to enjoy, explore, be slutty, and come home
to me super turned on and horny from finally letting go and
accepting and opening her sexual being.

I missed her, but the thought that my
wife would go through with this, let alone embrace it, was mind
boggling and unimaginable. It was living my dream of so many years,
but not in the ways I envisioned, but if that what it took for
Lisette to live out her fantasies and return to me a hotter sexier
woman, I was good with it, I reasoned to myself while on my third
bourbon.

The phone rang about the same time the
stove chime rang for my frozen pizza. I turned off the oven,
answered the phone, and heard Lisette. “Michael baby,” there was a
gasp, cutting off her words in a sharp breath before she gushed
again, “Hey, Marion wants to invite you to come over, uh,”—again
another sharp breath and as if she was struggling for breath.
“About 10, ok? OH SHIT, WAIT,” she said louder.

“Huh?”

“Oh sorry, wasn’t talking
to…Oh hell, that’s it don’t, oh, oh, wait, let me finish with
Mike,” my wife said. Her words made more sense now as she repeated
in a rushed breath, “Come over to Marion’s in about an hour and a
half, OK?”

“OK, hour and a half,” I
said.

“Cya,” Lisette said. I
waited for the click and didn’t hear it, my ear still too my phone,
wondering for an instance what was happening, but I was curious
about so many things going on with my wife and her now pimp. “He
said OK,” I heard Lisette say.

“Good, this’ll make things
easier,” A deeper more guttural voice said. It was Marion’s voice.
I heard the unmistakable pop of a hand on flesh, a resulting moan,
and the steady pop, pop, pop of two bodies slamming together, with
grunts interspaced between the pops, the sounds painted the picture
of Marion slamming his body against hers creating the pop of flesh
meeting flesh, and the grunt from my wife each time the black man
slammed home. My wife had laid down the phone but had not hung up,
and I was sure it was a mistake.

I listened to the clear sound of my
wife being fucked, and her urging him. “Fuck me harder baby, give
me that big black dick, God, I love it.” I couldn’t make out what
Marion said, but Lisette’s “Fuck me deep, yeah like that,” was
clearer. “Deep, all the way,” she moaned. “I love how you fuck me,
fuck your white pussy,” she groaned. “Nobody makes me cum like you
do.” Again, mumbled words I could not distinguish, and Lisette
again, “Cum in me, coat my womb with your seed baby, pump my cunt
full.” The mumbling words again, and Lisette’s answer,
“OK.”

Marion must have asked her to move
because the line went dead. I assumed in her moving she had pressed
the end button on the phone and ended the call.

Fifteen minutes later a text came with
the address for Marion’s building. “Security has your name, they’ll
let you up,” her text said.

I fought speeding and rushing, I
wanted to see my wife, but didn’t want to take the time to get a
ticket either. Still, I was in the parking deck quicker than I
expected, and the same smiling security guard from the Sunday
before waited at the desk and extended the clipboard where I signed
in. He handed me a white credit card sized piece of plastic. “Put
that in the slot and punch 11,” he said. I glanced up the list and
I did not see Lisette’s name, but noted a dozen male names had
signed in since 5 p.m. I wondered how many of them were going to
the brothel—and I wondered if that was again where I would find my
wife at some point tonight, working as a whore.

I did as he instructed, felt the tug
of the cables lifting the elevator, a jerk at first then smoother.
The motion stopped and the doors opened into what was a foyer to a
home. No doors, and I stepped toward the soft jazz in the softly
lit living room. The outside walls were floor to ceiling glass,
with a large white leather U shaped sofa around a large ottoman
with two matching white easy chairs facing the couch.

“Michael, welcome,” he
said, standing at a bar and mixing a drink. He was wearing dress
slacks, barefooted, and a white wrinkled dress shirt. “Bourbon?” he
said. “Lisette says that is your preference. I nodded at watching
him take a round ice cube and cover it with Blanton’s, extending to
me.

“Lisette?” I
asked.

“She’ll be in in a minute,”
he said. He read my questioning face. “I know we talked about you
being involved, like watching, perhaps let you see you are more
than a third wheel to what’s happening.”

“What is happening?” I
asked.

“We’re releasing the slut
side that your wife has held in for all these years, freeing her to
let that side of her lead for a while. She said that is what you
wanted, she’s tried to do it for you—and discovered there are
things that she wanted to try, and did, and enjoyed. Just so
happens I came along to aid and abet,” he laughed. “We’re having a
great time getting you the woman you said you wanted.”

“I di…” I stammered but
before I could say anything my wife stepped into the room. She was
dressed in a brilliant deep blue tight clubwear dress, hitting her
at mid-thigh, her hair down, make-up overdone with deep smoky eyes,
brilliant red lipstick, and heels higher that I had ever seen her
in before. Above her waist the material loosened and went sheer,
allowing her breasts to jiggle and bounce as she stepped
unrestrained by elastic. In the past she would have refused to even
consider wearing something this slutty for me, but she stepped with
strong steps, smiling, shoulder back, as if proudly displaying her
breasts to us.

Lisette walked to me and gave me a
chaste buss, “Hey baby, glad you came,” she said, and stepped away
from me and pressed herself tight against the tall black man. As
she turned, he slid his long black hand down her back, as the dress
dipped low in the back, and he continued under the edge, caressing
her ass. I looked for the line of a thong or panties but found
none.

Marion withdrew his hand and wrapped
his arm around her, his hand holding her ribs, under her breast.
She turned to face me. “We’re taking a break, going to go out for a
quick bite and then we’ll come back and have some fun, maybe this
will be more in line with what you envisioned,” she said. “I want
you involved and enjoying it too.” I didn’t comment.

“Shall we?” Marion said,
motioning toward the door. Lisette took the lead, pausing at the
hall tree to remove an open weave sweater vest that she pulled on
over the sheer top. I followed with Marion behind. If I wasn’t a
third wheel it was certainly what I felt. Marion sensed
it.

“Why am I here?” I asked,
out of hearing from Lisette.

“You said you always
thought it would be something you two would do together, so tonight
you can, although please keep in mind that while she is your wife,
but in exchange for a new car, I have rented her for this weekend
and three more. I know that is a lot for a husband to take or
understand, but perhaps after tonight you will have a better
understanding, once you see how much she likes this game. And let
me be clear, I do plan to get my money’s worth from her. She agreed
to the deal.”

“I know,” I said. “I just
want her safe.”

“She’s safer here than at
your home, I can guarantee that,” Marion said.

There was an Uber waiting, and Marion
motioned for me to get into the front as he and Lisette climbed
into the back, his arm around her. I heard a giggle and turned
around to see Marion’s hand inside her bodice, feeling her boob,
with no objection that the driver might see. The driver, who spoke
with an accent I could not place, stared into his review for a
second, watching the white woman and black man groping in the back
seat, disapproval on his face. He said nothing and we moved toward
the address Marion had given.

I don’t know what I expected after
last weekend, but to my surprise it was a large Italian restaurant
20 minutes from his place. It was a part of a large convention
hotel crowded with conventioneers, many with their name badges
still on. From the banter I overheard and the body language,
clearly many of the patrons were looking to make a hook-up for the
out-of-town convention, as usual with many of the men clearly
trying too hard. Lisette received bold stares.

We waited in the crowded bar, having
drinks at the high bistro table, his seat scooted beside Lisette’s,
the high bar stool and the short skirt making her legs look even
longer than they are.

Returning from the restroom I saw his
left hand resting on the inside of her thigh, halfway between her
knee and the hem edge of the short skirt, displaying to everyone
there his passion for the beautiful blonde, white woman. She was
smiling, talking, laughing as if unaware.

The sweater-vest did not button, and
although her nipples were covered, the sheer bodice displayed an
enticing amount the swell of the inside of her breasts, drawing
one’s eye to there more so than if she had been sitting there
naked, playing peek a boo with the amount of breast displayed
whenever she moved, depending upon the angle of someone walking by.
We were called to our table before we had finished our second
drink, and what followed was a surprisingly good but mundane meal,
each of us on one side of a small round table with checkered
tablecloths. Marion and Lisette’s chair were almost touching, and
he had his hand on her somewhere throughout the meal, including
holding her hand on top of the table, announcing to all that this
white woman was his this night.

As we finished eating it had turned
dark, and Marion whispered something to Lisette. She seemed shocked
and nodded her head. He left to greet the Uber, leaving me alone
with my wife.

“What’s going on?” I asked.
“What did he say?”

“Oh nothing,” she tossed
back. “We talked and we both want you to watch us tonight, for you
to get a better idea of the chemistry. Maybe help you get a little
more into things.”

“Are you OK?” I asked. “I
mean…”

Lisette laughed. “No, I’ve not worked
in the brothel, or fucked anyone other than Marion today, although
he has given me a great fucking two times already. We wanted to
take a break before the next fuck tonight, and the timing seemed to
fit with you, so here we all are.” I nodded as Marion waved us
forward from the door.

Lisette excused herself to go to the
restroom, and I waited with Marion at the door. I started to step
through. “Wait a sec,” Marion said. I didn’t understand but stepped
back into the bar, watching as Lisette emerged from the hallway to
the restrooms, her sweater vest in her left hand, smiling, walking
toward us in a totally sheer top, the blue veins of her creamy
breasts with those large thick brown nipples plainly visible from
the cloth. A few bar patrons missed her display, others stopped in
mid-sentence, and my near topless wife never missed a step, walking
quickly to Marion, pausing to give him a kiss on the
lips.

“Very nice,” Marion
said.

“God, that was so hot,”
Lisette said. “I am dripping.” The two clung to each other walking
to the Uber, again where I got in the front seat.

Marion was more obvious on the return
trip, a different driver, a young black man, who was clearly
impressed with the sexily dressed white woman on the arm of the
large older black man. He jumped out of the car and opened the door
for her when he saw her approach, staring a little too long as she
nestled herself under Marion’s arm.

“Damn, she’s fine,” I head
the driver say under his breath.

There was silence from the back seat,
and I didn’t turn around as we rode back to Marion’s apartment.
When we went under a streetlight I glance back over my shoulder.
Marion was kissing her, he had moved elastic of the dress top down
so that one breast was exposed and popped out, and Lisette’s legs
were open, Marion’s hand resting between them, slowly and quietly
fingering her with two long back fingers. The driver said nothing
but readjusted his rear-view mirror and was glancing up enough to
let me know he was seeing exactly what was going on. He glanced
sideways at me, puzzled as to why this white man was along with the
couple clearly getting ready to fuck each other crazy in a few
minutes.

My wife is usually loud when she cums,
but this time all I heard to confirm that he got her off was three
distinctive gasps, half muffled, followed by deep breaths. By the
time we pulled up to the front of the building Lisette had her
dress back down, her boob tucked in, and although her hair was
mussed and her make-up smeared, she was properly
covered.

Marion smiled at the driver as Lisette
entered the revolving door. He saw the driver staring, who looked
at Marion. “Is that as good as I think it would be?” the driver
asked.

“Better,” Marion said,
smiling, reaching for a card, and scribbling something on the back.
“The club is on the 10th
floor, show this card and you get past security,
and your first fuck is half price,” Marion said. The driver was
still staring at Lisette.

“She there?” he
asked.

“She has been,” Marion
said. “She likes it. May be again.”

“Damn man, I’ll be here for
sure for a chance at that fine woman.” He thanked Marion and drove
away. Marion looked at me. “You have always wanted men to desire
your wife. You should be complimented that others want her, like
the driver just now, but you are the one who has her
forever.”

“Yeah, I guess you could
call it that. If that is what she wants.”

“You know that answer as
well as I do,” Marion said. “Now come on and watch your wife get
blacked. She is a fucking natural black cock slut you know.” I
didn’t comment.


CHAPTER 28

 


My wife and the tall black man made it
to the elevator before they locked into a passionate embrace. I
could hear Lisette’s breath as she wrapped her arms around Marion’s
neck and his hands sought her breasts, squeezing, slurping sounds
coming from their wet kiss, and Marion dropped his hands to the hem
of her dress, yanking it up over her ass. Her thong was missing,
although I had missed when she had removed it, likely when he
fingered her in the Uber, I thought.

I glanced up and saw the blinking red
light of a security camera, and knew the security guard was seeing
everything that was happening in the elevator. If my wife now in
the arms of the large black man knew. she did not act like
it.

Lisette pulled her sheer bodice down,
exposing her bare white breasts and his black hands were again on
them, tugging on her nipples, pulling the shape of her breasts
almost into cone shapes, roughly, eliciting a moan of pleasure from
her.

They broke the kiss when the doors
opened on his private floor, and Lisette took his hand and led the
way, her skirt bunched into a small roll of fabric around her
waist, still in her heels but that was all.

I watched Lisette slide the dress off,
as Marion removed his shirt. She went to his pants, unbuckling
them, unzipping the slacks, and tugging them down with his boxers
at the same time. He had stepped out of his shoes and socks, and
his black cock popped free. When she touched it, I saw a shiver
course through her.

Lisette wrapped her hand around it and
pulled the now nude black man to her for a standing kiss, stroking
his cock. Her fingers did not wrap completely around his cock,
thick as my wife’s forearm and maybe 9 or 10 inches long. She was
giving soft whimpers.

The nude couple, a contrast in deep
black and pale white, their arms pressing their bodies into each
other, seemed unaware that the woman’s husband was standing there a
few feet away. There was a chair a couple of feet behind me, and I
took the seat. As I did, I realized my cock was rock hard and
pressing against the fabric of my dress slacks too. I resisted the
urge to pull my cock out and stroke it, but did adjust my cock so
it was not in a bind. I was rock hard. I reached for my cell phone
and quietly began to record what was unfolding in front of
me.

Marion guided her to the bed, pushed
her back and she scooted toward the middle of the large bed, on top
of the bedcovers, her legs spread open, the moisture from the
excitement glistening in the room, the lights still on.

Marion dove into her pussy as if it
was a meal, his fingers probing and inserting two into her pussy as
he flicked her clit with the tip of his tongue, his other hand
pulling up on the flesh of her pubis to further expose her clit
while the heel of his palm pushed down, pressing to meet the
fingers inside her at her G-spot.

Lisette was getting louder, her breath
turning into grunts and then a brusque, “I’m gonna cum,” that
turned into a scream and a gush of squirted fluid that flooded the
bed, coming in such a torrent I swore that I could hear her
squirting. She collapsed, and Marion moved higher on the bed,
pulling her to him in a kiss, moving his hands to her ass, then
back to her bare breasts. Lisette’s hand was holding his cock and
as he moved into position to enter her, she started moving his cock
back and forth to part her pussy lips, which he did with the big
mushroom dick head, my wife’s pussy juices now coating the head of
his cock.

I expected Marion to go inside her,
but he didn’t. Instead, he moved closer, and holding his cock at
the base began hitting her clit with his hard black cock. She
looked down for a second before she started cumming again, arching
her back, and finally in frustration reaching for his cock,
positioning at the mouth of her pussy, and telling him, “I need
your cock inside me.”

Marion complied, slamming inside her
pussy in a single stroke, balls deep, my wife yelling a
“Yessssssss” as he impaled her on his hard black dick.

I am not sure there are words to
describe the moment one first watches his wife guide a black man’s
cock to the entrance to her cunt and then beg him to put that cock
inside her, but it was clearly what she wanted and needed. It was
as if time stood still for a second for all of us. My wife’s cunt
full of black cock, from her lover’s side, his black cock all the
way inside this white woman’s wet warm pussy, and for me, the
husband, the realization that indeed my wife was blacked and loving
it, know I was negated to less than a primary man in her life at
that moment.

Marion built from that, tweaking,
sucking nipples, kissing her lips, tongues dancing, squeezing her
breasts, slamming into her quickly for 20 or so strokes and then
stopping, holding his body stationary as my wife arched her back
trying to move her body to get his cock back inside her.

There were no sounds other than
grunts, moans, whimpers, and the occasional outcry of “Fuck me” or
“Fuck me harder,” that my wife was urging him on. Her hands were on
his ass, as if she could pull him deeper inside her.

Such intensity could not go on long,
and it didn’t, maybe five minutes. I watched my wife transformed
into another woman, a wanton slut, a slut for black cock as Marion
had described, and it was as if my wife was trying to live up to
that description.

Lisette was giving off sounds I had
never heard her emit before as the tall man with the thick black
cock pounded it in and out of her belly. Then the talk began, soft
at first, unable for me to make out the words, but then as the
intensity increased the words were clearer.

“Like this big black
cock?”

“I love that black cock
inside me,” my wife moaned. “Fuck me with that big black
cock.”

“Meant for it?”

“Yes.”

“Born to be a black cock
slut?” Marion prompted.

“Yes, I’m a black cock
slut, and a whore.”

“Whose whore?”

“Your whore.”

“And who will you
fuck?”

“Anyone you ask, everyone
you ask,” Lisette said, adding, “All black cock please? Reserve my
pussy for black cock?”

“Why?” Marion
asked.

“Because my white cunt was
made for black cock, that’s why love it so.”

“What will you do for more
black cock?” Marion asked.

“Whatever you want. Whoever
you want,” My wife said. “I am your whore. Sell my pussy to black
men, please.”

“That’s what you
want?”

“I want to be a black man’s
whore, peddle my white pussy to them, my cunt wants more and more
black cock,” I heard my wife’s lips say. She began in almost a
scream, “Cum inside me. Pour your seed into my pussy, coat my
waiting womb with your black seed.” With a long groan Marion
slammed into her and held his body there without moving, although I
knew his come was pouring into my wife at that instant.

They clung hard to each other, then
Marion slowly rolled to his left, and Lisette lay there for a
second, a thick coating of white cum gathering at her swollen pussy
lips. I watched as the cum formed into a marble size ball at her
pussy opening before changing shape and sliding down, some dripping
on the bed, some sliding down her ass. She lay there as his cum
continued to ooze from her. I was amazed at how much cum he had
deposited inside my wife.

Stiffly she rolled to the side of the
bed and sat up, padding to the bathroom, still dripping cum down
her leg and to the floor. She was not in there long. I could hear
the running water.

When she came back out, I was
surprised to see she had bucked white leather collars with d-rings
around her wrists and each ankle. A matching white collar was
around her neck, with a white leash clipped to it. She was smiling
and looked over at me.

“You’ve watched me baby,
but I don’t want you to watch this next part this time, it can get
a little intense.”

I was staring, confused. Marion sat up
on the edge of the bed and my wife dropped to her knees, walking on
them between his open legs, her left hand seeking his still flaccid
cock, her right holding the loop of the leash, extending it to
Marion. “Oh go on. I’ll see you tomorrow night.” Marion was smiling
and only nodded.

“OK,” I stammered,
“tomorrow then.” I eased out the bedroom door, stepped to the
elevator, and pressed the button, stepping on to the elevator but
before the doors closed I heard my wife’s voice, “Fuck me good and
hard black Daddy.”


CHAPTER 29

 


I arrived home after midnight, stunned
and in shock with what I had seen.

I knew what I had expected, I had seen
to many pornos to not know how things could go, but to see my wife,
the mother of my children, on her back being pummeled by a big dick
black guy was beyond my comprehension, to hear her familiar
whimpers of pleasure combined with sounds I had never heard from
her. Watching her put her hands on her lover’s ass, pulling him
deeper inside her as she rocks back and wraps her legs higher
almost around his waist, it was lust in pure primeval purity, a
melding of a man’s cock and a woman’s pussy, basic reproduction
movements since the beginning of time. Even so it is very different
when the woman is your wife and you are observing, not
participating, watching the culmination of the act when the woman
is begging, urging, “Come inside me, shoot your cum inside me,” and
he does, raw and unhindered, dumping a womb coating load of sperm
deep within her body that once welcomed only you.

It was a high erotic level for
certain. My cock was at rigid attention, but I was so intent on
watching the live sex show I barely noticed so many other things. I
needed time to process it.

It was after 1 a.m. that I received a
text from Lisette. “Sorry, you can watch him tie me to the bed
another time, tonight was a little too intense with you there. It
was exciting knowing you were watching me.”

“OK,” I said. “You are OK,
right?”

“I’m great, a little tender
in a spot or two,” she said. “Are you?”

“I am good,” I said. “Enjoy
your black lover tonight.”

“I plan to,” she texted
back. “Cya Sunday pm,” she added.

I didn’t expect her to answer again,
and I guessed right. Radio silence.


CHAPTER 30

 


I slept late Saturday morning with no
reason to get up early. When I did it was straight to coffee and a
roll before began the Saturday morning chores, cutting the grass,
straightening out the week’s clutter from being into much of a
hurry to put anything in the garage back in its place, and finally
finishing the day tackling the big beast, organizing and cleaning
my garage tool bench.

I showered, went to bed, and drifted
into the darkness as I usually do when Lisette is not there,
wondering what she might be doing at that moment, and realizing
that no matter what she was doing, I doubted I would be surprised,
but some man, probably black, had his cock deep inside my wife’s
wet pussy at that moment.

 


***

 


Marion sent me an address at which to
pick up Lisette Sunday night. I was shocked when I saw the address
pop up on my GPS. It was the stroll area on Simpson Road. He said
10:30, but I was there at 10, in the parking lot from which I had
observed her the afternoon Marion first picked her up. I didn’t see
her. A few minutes later a black Audi pulled to the curb and my
now-blonde wife emerged from the car, giving the guy a wave as he
drove away. She had been in the car with a john. My wife had turned
a trick on the street.

Lisette was wearing a pink halter top
that concealed little, her nipples poking prominently with the hint
of darkness visible through the light material, her Daisy Duke jean
shorts that were cut so high the pockets were showing. She tottered
on thick clear plastic stripper shoes. Pole climbers I think they
are called.

I pulled out and circled the block,
stopping at the curb beside her. She smiled as she saw me and
reached for the door handle, opening it and stepping inside.
“Where’s your bag?” I asked.

“Marion’s keeping it, no
need carrying it back and forth,” she said plainly. “Let’s go home
baby, I am worn out.” She seemed tired, not horny like the previous
time. I reached to her breast and caressed it. “Easy baby, the last
guy was a little rough. I think I’ll have bruises.” I let go. “We
may have to take a rain check for sex tonight. That last guy was oh
my god, massive. I’m gonna be sore.”

I didn’t know what to say, it was
incredulous that my wife would actually be working as a
streetwalker, but I wanted to know for sure. “Are you turning
tricks on the street?” I asked.

“Yeah, a few tonight,” my
wife said, looking at me with explanation. “If I am going to do
experience this, I want to live it all, this is a part of
it.”

“You’ve worked in a
whorehouse, on the street, what’s next,” I asked, loud, “An escort
service.”

I was stunned when my wife answered
directly. “Yeah, next weekend. Now take your whore wife and fuck
these other men out of my mind, OK?”

“OK,” I said.


CHAPTER 31

 


My once demure wife was now allowing
her black lover, simply based on a bet, to pimp her. If not Marion
directly, his cousin was, an out-and-out pimp. I have heard all of
Marion’s disclaimers but that doesn’t mean I believe
him.

Most of all I was shocked at how
enthusiastic and aroused my wife was at pursuing being a whore. Her
eagerness and excitement approached manifested itself in being
hornier as the weekend approached, which was good for me in that I
was getting laid more than ever before. For the first time in our
marriage, I had the uncomfortable feeling that Lisette was wanting
more cock than I could provide, desiring more men, wanting more
variety, needing more black cocks, and drifting away from me and
our marriage.

I wondered how our marriage would be
changed by this episode, and what lay in store after the two
weekends remaining had come and gone, and I wondered how much
further Lisette would fall into the rabbit hole.

I had always read that most pimps
gained control over their whores through intimidation, threats of
violence, or drugs. While there were certainly drugs around,
Lisette was adamant she had not indulged, nor had she been urged
to. For my wife her motivation to sell her body was initially
curiosity, fulfilling a long-time fantasy, and in the end because
she loved doing it. I frankly was scared for her and scared for our
future. My attempts to rein in what was happening was met with
absolute resistance. I asked her if this was not all happening too
fast.

“I thought you would
understand more after you watched me with Marion,” Lisette said.
“Didn’t you feel it, the sexual unity and connection he and I
share?”

“No,” I said. “I saw that
you both enjoyed fucking each other but any kind of magic I didn’t
see or feel.”

“Well, I did,” Lisette
said.

“Does that not worry you,
at least a little?” I said.

“What worries me is that I
went into details about what was happening and maybe should not
have. For this third weekend I think I’ll try not calling, and not
describing what happened to you afterward, you let me live it, pay
off my debt for the car, and you don’t worry about me,” she
said.

“Worry cannot be turned on
and off like that for someone you care about,” I said. “I do worry
about you, and I do want to know what is happening, it was not
supposed to go like this,” I said.

“It is not going like you
wanted it to,” Lisette said, “I get that. We are beyond that now.
What I am doing now is for me, to live this experience, and never
wonder again. I do not expect you to even like it, honestly, but I
do expect you to tolerate it for a couple of more weeks. Will you
give me that much?”

Reluctantly I said, “Yes, but I am
ready for this to end.”

“It will soon,” Lisette
said, “and then I will go into the details.”

“You’re serious about not
telling what happened or calling?”

“This weekend, yes. Next
week we’ll so how it goes for the final weekend.”

“I don’t like it,” I
said.

“Not your choice baby,” she
said, taking my hand and leading me to the bedroom. “Come on, let
me give you enough good lovin’ to hold you for the
weekend.”

There are moments when disagreements
end in worse ways, and despite my apprehensions I followed, soon
deep inside her wet pussy, where she truly did fuck like a
whore.


CHAPTER 32

 


Lisette is stubborn once she sets her
mind to something, and this was no exception. She was gone Friday,
and I did not hear from her until Sunday. I texted a couple of
times with no response. I tried to call Marion, but he would not
answer. I texted him a couple of times, but all he would say was,
“It’s all good brother, don’t worry,” adding, “that is what Lisette
wants me to say to you, but it is all OK, don’t worry.”

As Sunday approached, I wondered where
I would be called this time to pick her up, but I didn’t get this
call either. I heard her key in the door at 10 p.m., looking up to
see this huge black guy looming behind her, not coming inside, but
Lisette smiling. “Honey this is Win, Win, this is
Michael.”

Win nodded, a half mumbled, “Nice to
meet you,” and Lisette gave him a hug. “Next weekend then,” he
said, and she nodded. He looked over her shoulder, and in an almost
threatening tone as he stare at me asked her, “Are you sure you’re
good?” My wife glanced at me, then him and laughed. “Of course,
he’s my husband silly.” Win turned and Lisette turned to face
me.

Her hair was mussed, her makeup
smeared, her face was flushed. She was wearing a knee length sun
dress that buttoned up the front, unbuttoned below her breasts and
well up her thigh. Her breasts bounced enticingly with each step.
She looked very tired, eyes blood shot with dark lines underneath
them. She stared at my face.

“Don’t frown baby,
everything went great, I’m all yours until next Friday, and after
next weekend for the rest of your life.” There was something about
her words seemed automatic, as if she said it without
thinking.

“And how was your
weekend?”

“Good.”

“And you said you weren’t
going to tell me what happened, are you sticking with
that?”

“No, I’ll tell you what
happened baby, but I think this is wearing on you and you no longer
find this as erotic as you once did. I don’t want to start an
argument; I don’t want you under stress and worrying. I want it to
be fun.”

“After this weekend I can
say for sure that I do not like being in the dark. You wanted to
live the whore fantasy, I’m good with that. The thought of sharing
your pussy is erotic, no doubt, and while watching how much you
enjoyed Marion fucking you hit me wrong, not knowing is too much.
If you have to maintain silence while you are out with Marion, Win,
or whoever, then I may need to put my foot down and demand this all
stop.”

“But it is very important
to me, and us, that you go along with me experiencing this, for me,
you know, just for me. And I don’t want to hold anything back from
you,” my wife said. “So, more texts or a call would make it
easier?”

“I think it would, my
imagination tends to think things are worse than it
was.”

“I want you to reclaim me
badly. Right now. I want you to want to fuck me,” Lisette
said.

“OK, what happened?” I
shifted my body so that my hardening cock was not in a bind. I had
no answer to the words that my wife has asked me to not object to
her being a whore because she wanted to experience being a whore. I
remained seated.

Lisette walked closer, stood in front
of me. “How about I give you the brief version now, you fuck me
silly, and we get into details tomorrow.”

“OK,” I said. Lisette
shifted from foot to foot.

“Friday, I went to
Marion’s, we spent the afternoon in bed, then I showered, got
dressed in some elegant clothes he bought me, a very nice low cut
dress that showed off my tits really well, and at 9 o’clock he gave
me a card with an address. I asked him what it was, and he said it
was my first escort job. Win would drive me. He let me out at the
downtown Marriott, and I went to the room, knocked on the door,
prepared to fuck whoever was inside, and it was Newman Jones from
the party the other night. He had liked me so much he had paid for
me again, but tonight he wanted to go clubbing with me, so we went
to three or four clubs, where, well, there is no other way to say
it, he was showing me off, getting touchy, saying all sorts of
nasty things we were going to do when we got back to the room,
getting me going. I have no idea how much I drank, but I know at
one point we were sitting in a booth at one of the clubs and he
slid my top down and was kissing my boobs as I sat there bare
breasted in the club. It was hot, although there were other women
around doing more. It almost turned into a full-blown
orgy.”

Lisette paused for effect. “And almost
everyone there was a white woman with a black man. There’s a more
of that going on than I would have ever dreamed. A couple of
Newman’s friends want to know about me, and he introduced me as his
married white girlfriend. He seemed to get off on that.”

“And when did that end?” I
asked.

My wife smiled. “Baby, it didn’t
really end until a while ago. I mean I stayed with him Friday
night, all day Saturday, Saturday night, and Win picked me up only
a few hours ago.”

“He must have liked you,” I
said.

“Newman more than likes
me,” my wife said. “He wants me to be his regular girlfriend, fly
to games when he is playing out of town, things like
that.”

“Is this something
different from whoring I take it?” I asked.

“Well not exactly, but it
is different. I made $3000 for staying with him for the weekend,
and he sent you a surprise,” she said.

“What’s that?”

“Newman’s has this thing
about married white women,” she said, further unbuttoning her dress
until it was full unbuttoned, then holding together as she spoke.
“He says that a wife should return to her husband with souvenirs of
her time with her black boyfriend.”

“Did you?”

Lisette only opened her dress as if
opening a robe, smiling a weak smile, looking down as my eyes
locked on her breasts, covered in blue and black hickeys, both
covered in the passion marks, and neatly through each think nipple
was a gold bar with balls on the end. Her nipples were pierced. She
was breathing heavily as she stood before me, letting the dress
slide off her shoulders and standing before me clad only in her
black high heels and two metal bars in her nipples. In a hesitant
voice she asked, “You like?”

I could only nod. I had dreamed of her
getting her nipples pierced, but never had felt that she would be
receptive—or that there was an appropriate moment to bring it up.
“I like.” She moved closer and I reached for her tits.

“Careful, there still very
tender,” she said.

“When did you do that?” I
asked.

“Newman’s idea, lunchtime
Saturday. He wants me next Saturday too, says if I meet him then
he’s getting me new bars with diamonds on each end.”

“What did you tell him?” I
asked.

“What do you think I told
him,” Lisette laughed. “I told him he’d need to ask my
pimp.”

“And who is your pimp?” I
wanted to, at least clear this up. “Win is my pimp, Marion is my
black lover, and possibly Newman is my black boyfriend.” Lisette
smiled, as if smiling to herself, “But Marion is fading away some.
He still wants to fuck me at least once a weekend, but he is kinda
shifting my fucking duties to Win and who Win tells me to
fuck.”

“Why do you think he’s
doing that?” I asked.

“Marion is not a pimp, but
he is a seducer, a recruiter, a black man whose favorite kink is to
take a white wife and turn her into a black man’s whore. He’s told
me that. And he achieved that with me.”

“You want that?” I
asked.

“For now, yes I do baby,”
she said. “Win is more direct, more dominate, surer of what he
wants from me, and he doesn’t ask, he takes it, and it is so hot
for me when he does. I don’t have to think, I just fuck, and get
fucked very well. But the dynamic seemed to change this past
weekend, you know with Newman wanting so much more of my
time.”

“You’re good with all
that?” I asked. “And what does being seen as Newman’s ‘girlfriend’
entail?”

“We’re kinda feeling our
way along on that,” my wife said. “I take it to mean he wants to
take me out in public with him, to be seen as his date, show off
his white girlfriend, be available when he wants, do things outside
of sex together.”

I didn’t know exactly what to say back
to that. This was a level above earning the car with Marion, or
even hooking for Win.

“So this is not
whoring?”

“With Newman?
No.”

“Emotional attachment
starting?”

“A little,” she admitted.
“I can’t help it, but yeah, I enjoyed being seen as his girlfriend?
It’s hot. I need you to be OK with it. I mean I want to do it and
he’s offering $4000 next weekend, and that is above earning ¼ of
the car, because Marion said this was what he wanted me to
do.”

“I thought you said he paid
$3000 this weekend?”

“Well $3000 was for the
fucking, the other $1000, that he gave me as a tip, was for letting
him go bareback.” She saw my shocked face. “Don’t worry, he showed
me his tests, he’s safe.” Lisette moved over my lap. “Besides I
love a black man’s cum inside me.” She moved closer almost
whispering, “And right now I have two black men’s cum inside me,
because Win fucked me right before he brought me home.”

I felt Lisette’s hand moving, touching
my cock, which was rock hard. “Mmmmmm,” she moaned, “I think you
like me getting my pussy loaded with black cum.” She paused, “You
know I read that whenever a man cums inside a woman a tiny bit of
his DNA remains, forever, and it affects a woman’s hormones,
affects her cervix, enters her blood stream and some of it goes to
the brain and even increases the attraction a woman might have for
the man cumming inside her.”

“You feeling that?” I
asked.

“No, just something I read.
Scientific facts, but think about it if it is true. I have the cum
of Marion, Win, Newman all inside me now, a bit of their DNA
forever, and if a bit of that makes me more attracted say to black
cock,” she laughed, “Well it makes it that much harder to
stop.”

“You want to
stop?”

“Hell no.”

“But you know what I want
most right now?” she asked.

“No.”

“I want you to put your cum
in there now. I want three men’s cum inside me on the same
day.”

“I do too,” I
said.

In only a few minutes that was exactly
what I did, amazed how much cum of her other lovers her pussy had
retained, putting silky seconds (or thirds) on a whole new plane.
“God, I love being a black man’s whore…and your wife.” my wife said
as I began to cum inside her.


CHAPTER 33

 


As weekend four approached, there was
a tenseness in the air. Yes, she had fucked Marion for money to
start, and to earn a new car she had added more time, and now after
weeks of regular black fucking, of being paid to fuck, Lisette was
facing the end, at least I was hoping for it to be the
end.

I was questioning this had really
changed us. I had told her I was OK with her fucking another man. I
thought it was hot—but I did not expect her way of making that
happen to be selling her body to black men, most of them strangers,
and for sure I didn’t expect her enthusiasm and declarations of how
much she likes it.

I hoped we were not going off the
rails. From our conversation I didn’t ask the specific question—I
was frankly afraid to ask the question because I wasn’t sure I
would hear the answer I wanted—but the way she was talking sounded
like she expected to continue fucking Newman as his girlfriend in
the future.

So it was with apprehension that I
felt the final weekend approaching. I wondered what would be next.
I know it was certainly within her thoughts to want to keep fucking
her black lover/pimps, or hooking, or escorting, or continuing
without slowing down. At the same time, I knew that she was also
capable of saying, “OK, I’ve done that”, and come to a screeching
halt. I knew the talk was coming, and Wednesday night it did, after
an especially urgent coupling when she mentioned that the final
weekend of her agreement was approaching.

We were on the couch after dinner,
with drinks, those quiet moments when we tend to connect better.
She was wearing her thinnest tee, the bars through her nipples in
relief against the material, and she saw me looking. She glanced
down. “They are healing well, not as sore as I expected,” she said.
“I like them.” Her look at me were questioning.

“I like them too,” I said.
“I thought about bringing it up for a long time, since the first
time I saw photos of a woman with pierced nipples, but I figured
you would freak.”

“I would have,” she
smiled.

“But you did it for
Newman?”

“Yeah. It is different with
him. When he suggested it, I wanted to do it for him. I am not sure
I understand why, but I think I am beginning to understand how
whores get hooked on their pimps. I’m being paid to please men, so
I want to do a good job and live up to my obligation so to
speak.”

“What about us?” I
asked.

“Us is here,” Lisette said.
“I love you. Nothing has changed about that, nothing has lessened,
and in ways I think it makes me love you more, because you are
giving me the freedom to do this. You have the confidence to be
able to share me and know I’m coming back to you, and that in turn
gives me more confidence.” Again, a pause, “And you know this has
all sparked our sex life. I’m hornier than I’ve ever been, and you
are getting fucked more than our first year of marriage, aren’t
you?”

It was hard to argue with her logic,
because all that was true. “The only difference is I am away from
home two nights a week, working my part-time job. You have been
required on your job at times and been away more than
that.”

“That’s true.”

“Let me work my part time
job and don’t worry about it, I’m yours. Always yours. The fact a
few other men are sticking their cocks inside me doesn’t change any
of that.”

“But you say that Newman is
different,” I said.

“Yes, he is. He is more
attentive; we click, but that takes nothing away from
you.”

“OK,” I said, without real
conviction. I was unsure about this entire Newman thing. Her phone
chimed with a text. She looked up. “See, you do not have to worry,
Newman has cancelled for Friday night, and I’ll only be with him
Saturday. That make it any easier on you?”

“We’ll see,” I
said.

“I still will have to go to
Marion Friday,” she said. “You know, the bet.”

“I know,” I
said.


CHAPTER 34

 


Friday came, and I noted my wife
packed for her weekend fucking other men on Thursday night, after
we had fucked. I was too tired to stay up and knew I had to get up
early, so she turned out the overhead light and packed her things
in the dim lamp light. Lisette was still asleep when I showered and
got ready for work in the morning, but with careful steps she was
sleepily coming down the steps to the kitchen for coffee as I was
closing the door. She gave a weak wave as I gave her a “Love ya,
have a good time,” before closing the door.

It was only on the drive to work that
I realized she was up earlier than usual, and realized she was
starting this final weekend early. I called the home phone from the
office at 9 a.m. and my wife was already gone on her supposedly
last weekend as a whore. I texted. “Where are you?”

“I’m meeting Marion and Win
for brunch,” she said, adding nothing more. I knew what this brunch
would entail. At noon I received another text from my wife.
“Interesting new kink, Marion and Win did me, both at once, spit
roasting me and the last time I took both their cocks inside my
pussy at the same time. I would never have believed my pussy could
do that. I have never been so stretched. and while we were all
sitting around naked, Win told Marion he wanted to buy out the rest
of Marion’s time—so Marion sold me to Win for the rest of the
weekend for $1000, and Marion is still good with my having earned
the car.”

“What about Newman?” I
asked.

“Oh, that’s still on,”
Lisette answered, “Only Win is going to get his pimp’s share of his
whore’s money.” Win says he is feeling especially kinky and wants
some quality time with his whore tonight though.”

“Thanks for the text,” I
said, “Text me from time to time, I want to be sure you are OK,” I
said. My wife returned a smiley face.

At 3 p.m. I received a text from my
wife. Actually, it was my wife’s phone, because she was the center
of the photo, and it wasn’t a selfie. She was looking into the
camera with a large black cock in her mouth, her eyes wide,
slightly blurry in the background were her bare breasts, the gold
barbell piercings catching the light. Under the text was a single
message. “The ho said to send you something to let you know she is
OK. She is OK.”

Over the next 20 minutes I received
more photos, without captions. One my wife was on her back, nude,
again eye contact with the camera, her legs open and a thick black
cock partially inserted into her pussy. There was no condom.
Another photo was with her collared and a leash clipped to the
collar, and a third with Lisette on her hands and knees from the
side, someone holding the leash. The next one was a cock deep
inside her pussy as her lover took her from behind, looking down.
One hand had a handful of her hair, and her head was pulled back,
and the last one was with Lisette on her back, legs open, a thick
blob of white cum oozing from her pussy. She was smiling at the
camera.

At 6 o’clock I received a new photo,
Lisette and Win were together in bed, their skins in total
contrast, dark black versus pale white, and she looked so small
beside him. Lisette was leaned into him, he had his arm around her
shoulder, reaching under and cupping a boob, the other was bare,
and they were sitting up, smiling, staring straight into the
camera. The collar and leash were still on her. At 6:30 another
photo came over my messages. I opened it and saw Lisette on the
bed, her wrists and ankles tied to the posts, nude, again with a
thick blob of cum pouring from her pussy. “Done for now,” the text
read. “Good night.”

I received nothing more Friday night.
Saturday shortly after lunch, my wife texted, “Through here with
Win, heading to my other appointment now.”

An hour later Marion called. “Hey man,
how’s it goin’?” he said. “Just wanted to do a check back and see
how you are doing. I’m curious about your feelings how things have
turned out.”

“Huh?” I said, caught
unaware.

“You wanted Lisette to fuck
other men, now she has, you got what you wanted. She got to live
what she had always wondered about and now knows. Lot of women
never get that chance; she understands that she is lucky in that
she has been able to safely experiment with such thing.”

“I guess I’m good,” I said.
“We still say we love each other, but I’m concerned where we go
from here.”

“Where do you want it to
go?” Marion asked.

“I don’t know, honestly,” I
said.

“You need to figure that
out, soon, like before she gets home—and then tell her and don’t
make her guess.”

“That makes sense,” I
said.

“I’m sure your wife has
some ideas about where she wants it to go, more in her mind since
this is the last official weekend, so sounds like you two have a
lot to talk about, so good luck with that.”

“Thanks. I heard you sold
my wife to Win?”

Marion laughed. “Oh that. More like
trying to shock Lisette, show her what sometimes happens in the
hooker world. Only because Win is really into your wife, he loves
fucking her, and since he’s family, I gave up some of my call on
that good white pussy in favor of him.”

“But she is meeting the NBA
guy tonight,” I said.

“Well, that’s more business
too,” Marion said. “Lisette can tell you about that when she gets
home, not the kind of thing I talk about over the
phone.”

“I understand,” I said. “So
have to ask. Is this the end of your business arrangements with my
wife?” I asked.

“Depends on her—and you,”
Marion said. “Hell, I make good money, and she is a bed full of
woman and clicks all the buttons any black man wants in a white
woman, but I set the price too high to maintain, unless we heavily
discounted the price, and I wouldn’t ask her to do that. On to
other things, I guess you’d say.”

“I’ll see you around,
then,” I said.

“I’m sure we’ll bump into
each other from time to time,” Marion said. “Bottom line is when we
first talked, I said I’d return your wife too you a bona fide
whore, and I’ve done that. Enjoy.”

“Thanks,” I said, and ended
the call.

I pondered our conversation for the
rest of the night. Was this the end or only the beginning of what
happens next? What would Lisette want to do? Would she want to
continue whoring? She clearly enjoys it, but was that only as a
short-term thing for the excitement, or was there deeper desires?
How could I tell? Marion was right, we did have a lot to talk
about.
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It was almost midnight Sunday night
when my well-fucked whore wife arrived home.

I sat with a drink in the hour before,
in the darkness of the room mentally reliving the past few weeks. I
had told my wife that she had a hall pass if she wanted to fuck
someone else, I thought it would be hot, I’d like to watch. Somehow
that got turned into her living her fantasy to whore, for a black
man, and she more or less went down the rabbit hole after that. Was
she hooked on black dick now? I suspected she was. I could handle
that, yes it was hot, but we needed to establish some
parameters.

The new Mustang she had been driving
had been earned, we had close to $40,000 in our bank account when
only weeks earlier we had been living hand to mouth, and all of it
from my wife marketing her pussy. Yes, I had to admit that was hot
too.

I had enjoyed my proper chaste wife,
and now I could enjoy the black cock slut white wife. If she would
only come home. I was becoming jealous of the time she was spending
away from me, despite getting laid more since this started than I
had in years.

“What do you want to do?” I
asked.

“I don’t want to stop
fucking black men,” she said.

“You mean you do not want
to stop selling your pussy to black men?”

“No, it has never been
about the money after the first time. I just don’t want to stop
getting black cock from time to time. Escorting makes it simpler,
but that is not the end goal,” Lisette said.

“You like it that
much?”

“Hell yes. Black men try
harder, they are more direct, they tend to take what they want
rather than ask, and with them I like that. I wouldn’t like that
with you, so I get the best of both worlds.”

“What do you want me to
do?” I asked.

“Understand. Not object.
Have the confidence that I am always yours in the end and coming
home,” my wife said, almost in a pleading tone.

“Just for clarification,
what is the hottest part of all this for you?”

“There is a little of the
taboo side of things, I mean I know how everyone is supposed to be
today and not notice—but when I am out with a black man I am
noticed—and it makes me get soaking wet. I like being seen with a
black man. If there was some way I could do it without my close
friends thinking ill of me I wouldn’t care if the entire world knew
I was fucking black men, as long as it would not hurt you or how
people look at you.”

“I don’t give a shit about
what people think of me,” I said, “As long as you are happy, and we
are together.”

“Thank you for that my
love.”

“So what’s next?” I asked.
“Where do we go from here?”

“Nothing is planned,” my
wife said. “Marion has faded away, Win said call him whenever I
wanted to work a shift, in either the brothel or escort, and
Newman, well he’s on hold until you and I are on the same
page.”

“What page do you want to
be on?” I asked.

“I would still like to do
him from time to time. He’s a good fuck, and I like him,” she
said.

“Like or maybe love a
little?” I asked, this was a particular danger zone in my mind. “I
get the gut feeling this is more than just a fuck.”

“’New relationship
excitement’ is what they call it,” Lisette said. She giggled, “Or
some call it going down the black cock rabbit hole.”

“Are you in the rabbit
hole?” I asked.

“Not so deep I can’t jump
out whenever I decide,” Lisette said.

“And if you do slide deeper
that you can’t jump out, or are too deep in?”

“Then my husband needs pull
me out,” Lisette said.

“So, if I extend my hand
down to you to pull you out, you’ll grab it and come out?” Lisette
nodded. “Promise me that and we are good.”

“Well, I’m going to take a
break from black men anyway,” she said.

“How long?”

“Maybe a month,” she
smiled. “I have some attention to you I want to make
up.”

“Think you can make it up
in a month?” I asked.

“Never in a lifetime,” she
said, “but I think you will enjoy the coming month. Let’s start off
with a nice blow job.” My wife started sucking my cock, only long
enough for her to get me hard. “I need you inside me,” she said,
and we rushed upstairs, dropping our clothing as we
went.

Naked, Lisette made a dive toward the
bed, rolling to her back and spreading her long legs. As I climbed
on was when I noticed the clear plastic on her pubis, covering a
spade with a Q in the middle tattoo. She saw me stare. “Another
souvenir from Win,” she said. “I earned it; I am a Queen of
Spades.”

I acted as if I was looking closer and
buried my tongue in her pussy. “Yes, you did,” I said. “And yes,
you are. Good thing for you all this makes you the hottest wife I
have dreamed of having,” I said.
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So how did we do it going
forward?

In the coming seven months she worked
escort for Win a couple of weekends, mostly outcalls to an
exclusive black clientele. Twice Win stopped by our house, an
overnight in which I would watch the first round, which him
demonstrating how totally submissive she was to anything he wanted,
and then I would go to the guest room, where I would be awakened at
least twice during the night as Win took my wife whenever he woke
with an erection. The sounds would sometimes be the pop of a slap
on her ass. He doesn’t seem to be happy unless my wife’s ass is a
bright red, but she does not object. “Thin line between pain and
pleasure when properly administered,” she says.

I have discovered a new level of
arousal from watching, photographing, setting a video camera on a
tripod, and looking back at them later. As an old Kodak ad used to
say, “Remember the day in pictures.” I am capturing these erotic
moments of our lives.

Lisette has an open invitation to
invite Win whenever she gets the urge. If she escorts, she keeps
half, but Win still retains pimp privileges, bareback and for
free.

 


***

 


Marion has moved on to other women and
other goals. He told me in a private conversation that the
seduction and conversion is his game. “We turned your wife into a
black cock slut and whore, now it’s time for someone new, nothing
personal. I told you at some point I would not be backing away and
not intruding into your marriage.” To his credit he is as good as
his word. He has found a petite redhead white wife as his new
project and she is coming along nicely, he says. He’s sent a couple
of nude photos of her, a real cutie.

Lisette accepted the title of
girlfriend to Newman Jones, which means primarily that the tall pro
athlete no longer pays and gets her pussy for free. He was willing
to pay, but it was her choice. He does cover the expenses, as any
good boyfriend should when his girlfriend is fucking him
regularly.

On four occasions my wife has been
furnished a first-class ticket to accompany her NBA forward
boyfriend, on trips in the off season. First were two weekends to
Mexico, topless beaches, with photos sent to me while they were
there with Lisette smiling and topless on a beach towel lying
beside him. In one Newman’s hand was pulling down her bottoms to
show off the Queen of Spades tattoo on her pubis.

Newman took my wife as his public date
to a Sports Awards dinner in Las Vegas at which Newman was the
keynote speaker. Newman is married, but it is common knowledge that
he and his wife enjoy an open marriage and they do not hesitate to
say so, which means that since their lifestyle embarrasses neither
of them there is not blood in the water for the press. Anise, his
wife, is an actress and has been seen with other men as well, so
that in itself is not news.

The awards show was the one in which
my wife’s picture made the sports news as the black man’s date,
thus fulfilling Lisette’s other fantasy of being seen out in public
with a black man as his steady date.

A few of our friends noticed, some
mentioned it, and I dismissed their revelation with a quick, “we
are doing a trial separation, she can do what she wants”. They
bought it, and they all know during our “trial separation” my wife
has enjoyed a black lover. Two of our friends stopped inviting us
to their parties, and we found new friends to take their
places.

 


***

 


The major impact that has come from my
wife openly fucking black men seemed to be when at a party where
the women tend to congregate among themselves with a generous
amount of wine, more than a few wives want Lisette to tell them
what it is like to fuck a black guy.

One husband, Brian Gutierrez, pulled
me aside and asked my advice on how he could convince his wife,
Teresa, to become a hot wife and get into sharing her with black
men. Lisette befriended Teresa, sounded her out and discovered the
pretty Latina does have the curiosity. During a lunch with Lisette,
Teresa was introduced to a friend who ‘accidentally’ bumped into
Lisette. “Teresa, this is my friend Marion,” she said.

Marion texted a thanks for the intro,
and he has taken Teresa on a dinner date already. “Just waiting for
the perfect moment to culminate the effort,” Marion texted. “She is
a done deal.”

 


***

 


It was about this time that I came to
the realization in my mind that I was tired of trying to conceal
everything about my wife fucking black men, and if she didn’t care
who knew, then neither did I. My wife gets a rush out of people now
knowing that she has shed her good girl image to that of a hotwife
for black men. I fail to get the rush intensity that she does from
others knowing and her flaunting her activities, but at the same
time I don’t care what someone else might think—they need to live
their own lives and leave Lisette and me to ours.

 


***

 


Last week my wife returned from a
three-day getaway with Newman to the Greek Isles, plus a day each
way on a plane she was gone five days, spending three of them on
the yacht of a well-heeled NBA fan, a well-known hip-hop music
legend. I received periodic shots of her sunbathing, nude, hugged
up with Newman, and a few selfies. That is a chapter in
itself.
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Lisette slept almost the entire first
day home after the Greek trip, attributing it to jet lag, and it
was not until the afternoon of her return that we found ourselves
facing each other in the bubbling hot water of the hot tub,
starting with two bottles of white wine on ice, having consumed one
at dinner. We were both naked, the water lifting her breasts
displaying half a nipple and areola visible in the bubbling water,
the light reflecting off the gold rings in her nipples.

Lisette was devoid of tan lines thanks
to sunning nude on the yacht, a nice warm brown all over. Lisette
had been curiously quiet since her return, but I was eager to hear
the details, one of the things we had decided as parameters for
going forward would be I was now to be included in hearing as much
detail as possible if it was an occasion at which I was not around
to watch.

So far, I have not watched her with
Newman.

“Well, are you going to
tell me about it?” The fact that Lisette was so hesitant told me
she was holding back.

“Yes. I’ll be brief on the
mundane things and go longer on the hot things,” she
said.

“That’s the way I like it,”
I said.

“I was by myself on the
plane to New York, and Newman joined me in LaGuardia,” she said.
“It was a long tiring flight but thankfully in the business class
the seats laid back almost flat, so we were able to sleep. We
landed in Athens, took a puddle jumper to Santorini, and met
Newman’s friend, the hip hop guy “CLO45” on his yacht. It was a
floating house party, and by lunch the first day there was not a
woman on board with a top on, and no swimsuits covering up more
than a brief thong. Mine thong bottom was so small that my Queen of
Spade tat was visible, so you know I got a lot of attention from
the black men.” She paused. “Well actually there were no white men
on the yacht, but a lot of white women, and some black and Latina
women.

“And were the black men
successful in playing with a Queen of Spades?” I asked.

Lisette smiled, “Newman wandered off
and had told me on the plane that do whatever I wanted to as long
as I ended up in his cabin at the end of the night. He was planning
on doing the same. The first day was a rolling orgy, I mean there
were people fucking everywhere you looked on deck, below deck,
everywhere.”

“And did…”

“Yeah, I fucked two
different guys, both who were entranced with my Queen of Spades
tat. They both claimed they had never fucked a genuine Queen of
Spades before. They have now.”

“And then?”

“I ended up in Newman’s
cabin and with him overnight, and the next
morning for a wake-up fuck. Things were much calmer the second day,
I think everyone was too hung over and satiated to do much more.
Newman was doting on me too. I think he is like you, knowing
someone else’s cock has been inside his woman makes him think he
needs to step up his game, be more competitive. He took me back to
our cabin for lovemaking once in the morning, once in the
afternoon.”

“His woman?” I asked. “You
consider yourself ‘his woman’?”

“I was his woman there,”
she said. “How else was I to consider myself?”

“Everyone still topless?” I
asked.

“No,” Lisette smiled.
“Everyone got nude. We were sitting at dinner with this guy that
was, oh my god with the biggest cock I have ever seen, gargantuan,
and I didn’t even get his name. I just said, “Damn is that real,”
and he invited me to touch it. He started getting hard and I looked
over at Newman, who was smiling. ‘Hell girl, I know what you want,
go for it,’ he said.

“I asked Newman if he was
sure, because he wasn’t with other women that day, and I was there
as his woman. ‘Go on and enjoy’ he said, ‘You can give me a favor
later.’ I looked at the huge dicked guy and told him, ‘I have to
have that inside me,’ and he took me to his cabin.”

“So I share you with Newman
and he shares you with someone else?” I asked. “Like a
sublet?”

“I guess,” she
laughed.

Lisette took a long drink and a long
breath. “I thought his massive cock would tear me open, it was
absolutely scary, but I guess with a cock that big you learn how to
do it. He had a lot of lube, took his time and worked that big
uncut black dick in slow. I eventually got most of him inside me,
but it hurt a first, then started feeling really good.” She looked
for her phone and realized she had left it upstairs.

“I was going to show you a
picture. I handed him my phone and told him to shoot a picture with
his cock inside because without a picture no one would believe it.
I was cumming before he got all the way inside me. When he touched
my clit with his thumb it was like striking an electric current
through my body. It was great. I bet he fucked me for 30 minutes. I
was still gaping open and dripping cum when I got back to our cabin
with Newman.” My wife laughed. “Newman said he couldn’t feel me
when he first entered me after that, and Newman is pretty big
himself.” She added as an afterthought, “My pussy has almost
returned to normal now though.”

“And the last
day?”

“Newman only. I was too
sore for anything exotic, and he was caring, careful, and very
romantic. It was special, being there with him.”

“And did he ask for a
favor?” I asked.

“Uh, yeah, uh…” Lisette was
stalling.

“You are not being
forthcoming, wife,” I said. “Spit it out. We have agreed to be
honest.”

Lisette took another long drink of
wine, a couple of deep breaths, and then sipped the wine again.
“OK, OK, but you may not like it.”

“I won’t know until you
tell me, will I?”

“No, you won’t.
“

“So, this is a continuation
of my fantasy,” Lisette said. “You know the one of people knowing I
fuck black men and how much I love fucking black men. You remember
how hot it was when I got pictured at the awards dinner with
Newman, and you had to tell everyone we were separated?”

“Of course, I remember
it.”

“And despite the
embarrassment to you, do you remember how hot the sex was when I
came home, and we talked about it?” Lisette said.

“It wasn’t that
embarrassing,” I said. “I don’t care what people think anymore.
Still gets us hot though, doesn’t it?” I said.

“Yes, it does,” my wife
admitted. “I get aroused by stepping outside social norms and
shocking some people. But the excitement of that exposure has faded
a little, hasn’t it?”

“Maybe a little,” I
said.

“What if we could ramp up
that excitement again?” she asked. “Did you mean it when you said
you don’t care what people think anymore?

“What, were you
photographed with him again by the paparazzi or
something?”

“Not yet,” Lisette said. I
was confused and told her so. Again, she went through the long
drinks and deep breaths. “OK, I want to let more people know how
much I have an understanding husband that lets me fuck black men,”
she said. “Are you good with that?”

“At this point in our
lives, yes, I’m good with. When you get aroused, I tend to reap a
lot of the benefits,” I said.

“What if I could do that
and do a major good deed too?”

“I think you’d better quit
beating around the bush and get to the point. Stop talking in
riddles, Lisette.”

“OK. Do you know how Marion
and Win met Newman?”

“Escorts?” I
ventured.

“No. Gambling. Marion and
Win handle huge amounts of sports gambling, and other types of
gambling too, but usually they are dealing with major sports
figures, discreetly taking and privately placing the
bets.”

“OK.”

“Newman is a compulsive
gambler, and good at it, but he is betting with them almost every
day, and they bet on everything from points spreads to the high and
low temperatures, anything that is up to chance is worth
betting.”

“OK, they gamble, what does
that have to do with us?”

“A bet.”

“A bet?”

“It’s complicated. Let me
explain before you interrupt, because I don’t want to break my
chain of thought and I want to get all this out,” she
said.

“Go ahead.”

“Newman won some very big
bets lately, with Win and Marion, but also with some others too.
He’s won over $1,100,000 in the last month.”

“How…”

“I don’t know the how, only
that he did, I guess that is very lucky.”

“Again…”

“You’re interrupting,” she
said, and continued as I sat in silence. “Newman was talking to Win
and Marion on a conference call on the yacht, he mentioned where he
was and that I was with him for three days, and they got to
bantering with each other, and ended up making a bet.”

“What kind of bet?” I asked
again.

“It’s about me.”

“What about you?” I asked.
“What else would you do with a black man that you haven’t already
done?” I looked at Lisette’s face and she had a sheepish look. My
mind was blank.

“Newman has money to burn,
and he made a bet with Win and Marion—a million dollar
bet.”

“A million-dollar
bet?”

“Yes.”

“About you?”

“Yes.”

“You’d better elaborate,” I
said.

“Well Newman bet them that
he could knock me up within two months if I stopped taking my birth
control pills.”

“That’s insane,” I
said.

“If he wins, I’d get half,”
Lisette said. “$500,000. A half-million dollars.”

I stared at my wife in disbelief. “You
didn’t?”

“Not yet,” she said. “I’m
only 39, I still could possibly get pregnant.”

“But you want to?” My wife
nodded. I went weak. Lisette continued, “You know how much of a
panic and money tight we were in when we were breaking piggy banks
to come up with enough for a five-thousand-dollar insurance
deductible. What if we never had to worry about that again? What
would that be worth?”

“Let me get this straight.”
I said, repeating the incredulous words. “Newman has a bet with Win
and Marion that he can impregnate you within two
months?”

“More or less,” my wife
said with a blank look.

“And how would that work?”
I asked. “Have you even considered the long-range implications and
effect on our lives?”

“I have.”

“So what are you thinking
if you risked it and the attempt to breed you with a black baby
took? Would you abort after a positive test if it did?”

“You know I’d never do
that,” Lisette said. “I’d bear the baby to term.” She giggled. “And
then everyone that saw me carrying the baby would know that I’ve
been fucking black men, that I am a baby-momma. That is kind of
hot, isn’t it?” I didn’t answer. I had more questions.

“And if after trying knock
you up after two months and it doesn’t work?”

“I get the $100,000 Newman
still has left over after he pays off the million-dollar
bet.”

“You want to have Newman’s
baby?” I asked, getting more direct with my questions.

“We talked about it, even
before the bet,” my wife said.

“You talked about it?” I
repeated.

“Yeah. His wife can’t have
kids, and they talked about adopting, but they are open to having a
surrogate,” Lisette said. “He thought it would be hot to plant a
black baby inside a white wife, make her his
baby-momma.”

“Like you?”

“Like me,” she said,
actually smiling. “Actually he wants it to be me. He has been
talking a lot about wanting to black breed me. Think about it like
this. I’d get something between $100,000 and $500,000. If you had
an issue with raising an interracial baby, Newman and his wife
would be ecstatic to adopt.” I shook my head as the reality sunk
in, I could read it on my wife’s face, the same pleading look that
led her to being a black man’s whore and a Queen of Spades with the
tat to prove it.

“You want to do this, don’t
you?”

“Don’t you think it would
be hot?” Lisette asked. “Perhaps the hottest thing ever? God, I get
wet at the thought of it. Touch me.”

I moved my hand between her legs and
was amazed at the wetness inside her, despite sitting in the hot
tub. “Yeah baby, I want to do this, but in the end, it is your
call,” she said.

“You are leaving the final
go-ahead on this up to me again?”

“Yes. This would be
impossible to keep under wraps. You stand to get hurt the worst,”
Lisette said.

“I’ve never told you no to
anything we ever wanted to do, have I?”

“Sexually? No,” Lisette
said.

“What do you think I will
say here?”

“I honestly don’t know. If
you say ‘no’ I would be disappointed, but I understand how crazy
the entire proposition is. One of us needs to keep their feet on
the ground. I understand if you say no,” my wife said.

I sat there in shock. I could not
believe what I had heard, and my mind began processing, looking to
boil it down to facts. “You’re 39 years old,” I said. “You have
grown kids. I do not want the responsibility of raising another
child after we have just finished raising two, I wanted this time
for us.”

“Yes, I know. If I am going
to do this, it has to be now.” I looked at her sternly, she
responded. “You know how much I loved being pregnant.” That was
true, she glowed.

I shook my head. “This is crazy,” I
said.

“Yes, it is, and that is
part of what is so hot about it.”

“Sexual excitement is the
wrong reason for you to try to do this,” I said.

“Yes, the wrong reason, but
certainly a good byproduct,” she smiled. “So, we give the baby up
to be adopted by Newman and his wife. We get a half-million bucks.
I get to show off being pregnant for nine months. Newman will be
going around showing me off as his baby-momma. Everyone will know I
fuck black men.”

“That is if Newman
succeeds,” I said.

“Trying will be part of the
fun of it,” she said. “The tension waiting to see if it had
happened would be so hot.”

A moment of clarity opened through the
shock. “And if Newman did knock you up. Where would you stay?
Here?”

“Yes, of course. But I
would be out with him a couple of times a month, it would not be a
secret,” Lisette said. “Everyone would know I would have a
half-black baby in my belly. And for the first few weeks after the
baby was born, I’d move in with Newman and his wife, initially
breast feeding for the baby’s health.”

I shook my head. “My goodness, you
have already thought this through, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” she said. “There’s
something else,” she said. “You’d have to use condoms during the
two months Newman was trying to plant a baby inside me. There
cannot be anyone chance of you knocking me up—especially if we gave
the baby up for adoption.”

“Are you sure you want to
do this?” I asked.

“I am sure. But the big
thing is, are you? Could you give up a baby you had conceived and
carried for nine months?”

“Under the circumstances,
knowing how bad Newman and his wife want a child, yes, I could. I
could still visit and observe, he said.”

I laughed and she gave me a strange
look. I laughed more. “What?” she said. I kept laughing. “You’re
starting to scare me,” she said.

“Between $100,000 and
$500,000 would have to make you one of the highest priced whores of
all time,” I said.

My wife smiled a warm smile that said
more than a smile. It said happiness, thankfulness, and horniness.
“That’s a yes, isn’t it?”

“Yes. Insane to say it but
yes.”

Lisette stood with a sly smile and
moved closer. She took my hand and held it against her abdomen, the
spot that might soon be swelling with a black man’s child inside
her. “Come on baby, come fuck this soon to be black man’s baby
momma,” she said.

“You like saying that don’t
you?” asked.

“I’ll like it more when I
earn it,” she said. “After you fuck me tonight we’ll video me
tossing my birth control pills and we’ll send it to Newman, Marion,
and Win, let them know the bet is on.”

“It starts now?” I
asked.

“No, tomorrow, Newman is
coming into town,” she said. “He will be eager to get started. Want
to make a side bet on how long it will take him? The quicker he
does the quicker you can toss the condoms.”

“I don’t make bets,” I
said. “Sometimes a bet can go places you never
anticipate.”

My wife smiled as she lay back on the
bed and spread her legs, wearing only gold rings through her
nipples and a Q and spade tattoo. “Yeah, it can.”
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Yes, it was a bet. There was also a
lot of legal paperwork involved before we went forward, but within
two weeks Lisette tossed her pills. It was almost like a ceremony
when she took the pack, looked at it as we stood together in the
kitchen and tossed the two remaining packets of her prescription
into the garbage. “Here we go,” she said, trembling a
little.

Lisette stayed close to home for the
next 30 days, off her birth control pills, waiting for their effect
to lessen, and me restricted to condoms and her to using
contraceptive foam. We had no accidents with the
condoms.

With her next ovulation cycle only
days away, Lisette joined Newman for two weeks at a villa one Lake
Como in Italy, with the stated intention of her going there to be
black bred.

I walked her to the entrance to the
security lines at the Atlanta airport, gave her a quick hug and as
she entered my embrace she said into my ear, “Think about that the
next time you see me I’ll probably have a black man’s baby growing
inside my belly.”

I went home with the mental image of
the tall black NBA athlete fucking my wife non-stop until he had
indeed succeeded in impregnating her.

Part of the agreement was there was to
be no contact between she and I while she was in Italy. I suspect
Newman didn’t want me to have second thoughts and try to get my
wife to bail on this insane proposition. They had no idea but by
this point I was getting a raging hard on at the mere thought of
what was happening.

I didn’t hear from my wife for eight
days after her arrival in Italy, then I received a photo by text.
It was to me, Win, and Marion from Lisette as a group text, showing
an EPT test. It was positive. “Baby-Daddy and Baby-Momma very
proud—and successful. More tests tomorrow, and then to doctor to
confirm,” was the wording. Three days later was another text.
Doctor confirmed. I’m gonna be a Baby-Momma.” Lisette removed her
nipple piercings that day in anticipation of breast
feeding.

I expected her home soon, but they
took the full two weeks in Italy, in her words, “re-enacting the
conception.”

It was nine months and one week later
that a beautiful little seven-pound boy came into the world. He was
named “Newman” after his daddy but would be called “New.” Some of
the sports press covered it, photos of the blonde, white woman
holding the chocolate-colored baby while Newman and his wife stood
behind. A few news sourced picked up the story when it was learned
it was not an artificial insemination but the real deal.

True to Lisette’s fantasy, everyone in
our circle of friends and acquaintances now know that my wife
Lisette has born a black man’s baby.

The $500,000 was wire transferred to
our joint account the day New was born.

Five weeks later I picked up my black
man’s baby-momma at the airport. She had cried when she left the
baby, and cried a couple of times after she returned, but she knew
that was their life and we had the rest of our lives
together.

Newman and Anise promised to keep
Lisette in the loop on her growth, but contact would only be
occasional. There would be no mistake in the child’s mind who were
New’s parents.

Lisette texted a thanks to Win and
Marion and said she was officially retired from
whoring..

After two day’s rest after the trip
home, my wife started at the gym to get rid of her pregnancy
leftover weight and to firm back up.

This time Lisette can afford a
personal trainer who promises she would be in the best shape in her
life within 60 days. Lisette was excited when she came home that
first day, sitting in the hot tub with wine, naked as she described
her work out—and then began describing her new personal trainer.
The water temperature was too hot for Lisette, and she moved to sit
on the outer edge of the hot tub to cool down.

“My new trainer’s name is
Liam, he’s about six two, in perfect hardbody shape, wide
shoulders, toned arms…” my wife paused for effect and with a sly
smile looked down at the Queen of Spades tattoo on her pubis, then
back up at me, “And he is so cute…and very, very black.”

 


THE END
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