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~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

I couldn’t believe my good luck when Marlon moved in with Garrett and me. 

I love my husband but having a boyfriend is so wonderful, too. 

One who gets me in a way my husband doesn’t. 

One who gives me what I need. 

And even more. 

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~


(Click here to go to my author page)
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Present Day

After Marlon and I spent an entire day and night getting reacquainted when he came home to me from his two-week stint on the oil rig in the Gulf of Mexico, he told me it was time to get out for a night in the town. I assume he means a trip to the dance club an hour up the Interstate from our house in Texas City to the all-black club we started visiting a month ago, but he assures me he has something else in mind.

“A strip club?” I ask without trying to hide my confusion. “Why would I want to do that?”

He smirks and leans over to kiss my mouth. We’re still in bed after another romp of getting reacquainted and I’m leaking cum from two of my three orifices so my ability to concentrate is severely compromised.

“It’ll be fun,” he assures me as he climbs onto my body again. I’m just about to tell him that I’ve reached my limit for the day, if not the week although we both know that’s not true, when he pushes his cock inside me again. I don’t know how he does it, recovering so quickly.

“I’m too sore,” I whine which he ignores. He’s easing his rigid cock in and out of my battered pussy with no regard for my pleasure or pain, which, truth be told, I find hot as hell. That he uses me at his whim, something I’ve never experienced with Garrett, my husband, is almost intoxicating. I’m completely addicted so there might be something to that assessment.

“Every time I come home,” he begins as he fucks me, “it’s the same story. Doesn’t Garrett ever fuck you while I’m away?”

“No, never,” I tell him which is a slight exaggeration but not by much. Garrett usually fucks me right after he gets home and then just before he leaves, but I know that Marlon likes to hear that he’s my one and only lover, so that’s what I tell him.

I’m such a bad girl.

“Why the fuck did you marry him?” he asks as he ups his tempo. I’m almost crying the pain is so intense but it’s also hot as fuck that he just can’t get his fill of me. I love that.

“Because he’s the kindest man I ever met and I love that about him,” I manage to say between moans and groans. I know he’s going to keep going until I cum so I try to focus on cumming so he’ll cum and we can stop fucking at long last. At least for a while.

“And you like kind men?” I know where this is going. “Then why the hell am I here? I’m one of the least-kind men on the planet.”

“You’re okay,” I gasp as he hammers my pussy just to drive home the fact that he’s not okay. Not even close. But I’m a glutton for punishment – a fiend for suffering. I have no earthly idea why.

“So, you're a total masochist, is that it, Carolyn?” he growls through gritted teeth. I can’t tell if he’s trying to climax or trying not to. If he’s holding back I’m in real trouble. My poor pussy had just about taken all the abuse it can.

“Does that excite you, Marlon?” I ask as if I’m egging him on which, of course, I am. What is it with me?

“You know damn good and well it excites the hell out of me, you fucking bitch,” he almost screams as his cock swells in my cunt. “Oh, fucking hell,” he yells as he douses my cervix with his seed for the third or fourth time since he came home to me.

Since he came home to me.

God, I love those words.

~ ~ ~

Two Years Ago

For the first six months that the three of us lived together after Marlon got hired, he worked overlapping shifts with Garrett. I’d have both of them for a week, each of them alone for a week, then I’d have a week with no one. It was confusing, to put it mildly.

The week I spent with my husband was an improvement over the way it had been. When it was just Garrett and me for two weeks at a time, he would make love to me after he got home but then there would be a long dry stretch where he wouldn’t. Just before it was time for him to go back to work, we’d make love usually the night before he left, which was fine but also frustrating. I wondered if there would ever come a day when we’d make love just because we were married and loved each other, not because we hadn’t seen each other in weeks or he was about to leave. When we only got one week alone, he still only fucked me twice but it was twice in one week instead of two. An improvement – not a huge one but still an improvement.

The week I spent just with Marlon was great. He fucked me hard as soon as we got home and we almost always spent that first day, and sometimes the second as well, in bed with each other. Marlon has an insatiable sexual appetite and an otherworldly ability to recover quickly after he climaxes. I would insist we take a break after an utterly debauched day or two, just to give my body a rest and to get out of the house. We would go to the club once or twice and do some shopping – Marlon loved to buy sexy clothes, shoes, and especially lingerie – and since he was living rent-free in our home and making a great living as an oil rig roughneck, he had money to burn. My wardrobe ballooned once he discovered all the sexiest, sluttiest places to buy clothes for me in and around Houston and I rarely wore anything twice. I’m sure the women at the club all thought I was a spoiled bitch and I can’t argue with their opnion of me.

Not that I ever heard anything. I was almost invariably the only white woman at the club so I avoided the ladies’ room at all costs. I was truly worried for my safety. I’m sure nothing would have happened but I did not want to tempt fate or count on the club to stop serving when someone had clearly had too much alcohol. I know that’s what’s supposed to happen but I wasn’t about to risk my life testing their integrity.

The real eye-opener for me in those first six months was when both Garrett and Marlon were home together. That first week we spent living as a threesome set the tone for everything that followed. Actually, our first attempt at a threesome set the tone – Garrett wound up watching but not participating while Marlon fucked me. From then on, that’s the way it went.

“Why didn’t you join in?” I asked my husband after that first attempt at group sex that went so wrong. Garrett came prematurely, and then just watched from the sideline while Marlon fucked me silly.

“You saw what happened,” he whined. “I don’t need that kind of pressure or embarrassment.”

“I thought you liked being humiliated,” I said softly. It was true – ever since the small town we lived in found out that we were living with a strapping young black man in our home, and that he was there when Garrett was out on a rig in the Gulf sometimes, I had the distinct impression that Garrett reveled in the idea that everyone knew what was going on.

“I like being humiliated by circumstances, but not by my inability to perform,” he told me.

I was stunned.

“It’s not something to be ashamed of, Garrett,” I soothed him. “And it might get better if we keep trying.”

“I don’t want to try, Carolyn,” he said, almost whining. “I like the way Marlon fucks you and from the sounds of things, you like it, too.”

“No question, but I’d like to make love to my husband as well, and a threesome would be so hot, Garrett.” I stroked his cheek with the back of my hand but he moved his face away.

“No, I don’t think it would.” He looked at me and I was stunned at how angry he looked.

“What’s gotten into you?” I asked. “Are you going to leave me?”

He startled. “What? NO! I’ll never leave you, Carolyn. I love you so much it hurts.”

“Then what are you saying, Garrett?” I was so confused. “You don’t want to make love to me but you love me? I don’t understand.”

“I didn’t say I don’t want to make love to you, Carolyn. I said I don’t want to participate when you’re with Marlon. It’s so embarrassing just seeing him and his big black cock. I know I can’t compete and I don’t want to even try.”

“It’s not a fucking competition, Garrett,” I screamed at him. I wasn’t proud of myself but I was pissed. Why would he say something like that?

“No, I get that, but it’s just not for me, okay? I can’t do it. And to be honest, it’s so hot watching you and him. So fucking hot.”

I was about to break down crying when he put his arm around me. “I don’t know about this,” I said as he tried to console me. “What do you want from me, Garrett? What is it you want from me?”

He didn’t speak for a long while. When he finally did, he shocked me. “If you really want to know, Carolyn, I’ll tell you. But you won’t like it.”

“Why? How can anything be worse than this?”

“What’s wrong with what we have? You love fucking Marlon and I love watching you fuck Marlon. Isn’t that the definition of win-win?”

“I’d prefer it if we fucked, Garrett,” I said softly. I wanted to scream at him but I’d done enough screaming for one day.

“We do fuck, Carolyn, just not when you’re with Marlon. If he went away, that’s all we’d have. And it would be enough, for me at least.” He paused and when I looked at him, he asked, “Would it be enough for you?”

“Yeah, it would,” I said honestly. “I can live without Marlon.” I sounded more sure than I was but I wasn’t going to take it back.

“But you don’t have to, babe. That’s what I’m trying to tell you. I love that you have Marlon and his big black cock in your life. I fucking love it. I’m a goddamn cuckold, Carolyn. I have no idea why I’m the way I am, but I know for a fact that’s the way it is for me. I enjoy being humiliated that I can’t satisfy my wife. I just don’t need to demonstrate my inadequacies in real-time.” He sighed. “Why can’t you believe me when I tell you who I am?”

The misery in his voice almost broke me. “Okay, baby. I get it. I do.” I’m not sure I did but he didn’t need to hear that. Not then, maybe not ever. “I’ll try harder to understand you, Garrett.”

He put his head on my shoulder. “Thanks, babe. I can’t tell you how much I appreciate it.”

“I just want you to be happy, luv. That’s all I ever want.”

He lifted his head. “Really? Do you mean that?”

“Of course,” I said. “Why would I lie about something like that?”

“No, I mean it.”

“I mean it, Garrett.”

He went quiet. Too quiet.

“What is it?” I persisted.

He looked at me and raised an eyebrow. “Promise you won’t get mad at me?”

I stared at him for a long, silent moment, wondering what in the world he was going to say.

“I promise,” I said at last.

“When you and Marlon are doing it,” he said, getting all shy about the language suddenly but I didn’t call him out on it. I didn’t have the heart.

“Go on.”

“And he’s fucking you with that big black cock of his,” he said with the corners of his mouth turning up slightly.

“Uh, huh,” I prompted, wondering how long it would take him to just get on with it. I was almost at the end of my rope.

“Could you, maybe…” He looked down.

“Just tell me, Garrett. Just tell me.”

“Could you say how much you love his cock and…” He looked away again. And suddenly I got it. I knew what he wanted.

I smiled. “Yeah, honey. I can do that.”
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Present Day

Marlon and I are driving north on the interstate. It’s dark out because, try as we might, we didn’t drag ourselves out of bed until after nine o’clock. I was exhausted but he insisted we go to the strip club. Why, I have no idea.

“Look,” he said as we got dressed. “You’re an exhibitionist, right? So are all the strippers. And wait until you see how the guys react to them. You’ll love it.”

I didn’t see the point of it but I didn’t argue, either. I also didn’t put up a fight when he vetoed my first three outfits in favor of a super-sexy dress and what can only be described as four-inch stripper heels that he bought for me a few weeks earlier. They’re made out of acrylic and clear so it’s obvious to anyone who sees them why I’m wearing them. I can’t believe it never occurred to me what Marlon had in mind before it happened.

“So, tonight is just a normal night at the club,” he’s explaining as we’re riding. “But tomorrow night is Amateur Night, where they let civilians up on stage to see if they’re any good and if they like stripping.”

I turn and stare at him. “Seriously? Is that what you want me to do?” My mouth is hanging open I’m in such shock.

“Yeah, why not? Like I said earlier, you’re a total exhibitionist, Carolyn, so why not see how you like it?”

“Because it’s degrading as hell, that’s why,” I shout at him. “What makes you think that sort of thing would ever appeal to me?”

“Just a hunch but you’ll see,” he says with the biggest damn smirk on his face I’ve ever seen. “It’s quite a spectacle.”

“I’ve seen strippers, Marlon. They’ve been in a bunch of movies. They even made a movie called Striptease and another one called Showgirls, if I remember them correctly.”

“And you think those are realistic?” he asks with a tone that makes me feel idiotic for thinking so.

“You’re telling me they’re not?” I ask in a calmer voice.

“Nope, not even close. For one thing, it’s kind of a joke in the case of Showgirls. That movie was so bad it almost single-handedly ruined what’s-her-name’s career.”

“Elizabeth Berkley and Gina Gershon,” I said. Little does he know I’ve seen that movie a half dozen times and I don’t think it’s bad at all. But maybe that’s because I always got myself off when I watched it as a teenager in my parent’s basement.

“Yeah, it was a total parody on the industry and it’s a million years old on top of everything else.”

“And Striptease with Demi Moore? That was bullshit too?” I thought Demi was gorgeous and even though everyone else in the movie was playing for laughs, she played it straight. I loved that.

“Demi was great but the movie was shit. And that’s not the way strippers strip, ripping their shirt off and spraying buttons all over the stage. Give me a break.” He laughs at me.

“Okay, so what’s the beg attraction, then?” I ask, intrigued for the first time.

He just grins at me. “You’ll see.”

Twenty minutes later he’s paying the cover charge to get us into a club that looks like a run down honky tonk from the outside but is pretty surprising once we get inside. The music is blasting and the lights are so bright but they are all aimed at the three stages where three white girls are in various stages of undress. There are poles on each stage – stripper poles, of course – but only one of the dancers is using the one on her stage. She’s a petite young thing, hardly more than twenty if that and with smaller breasts than I would have imagine on a stripper. Certainly smaller than the two women flanking her on either side who have enormous fake tits that to my untrained eye look terrible.

The dancer on the pole is on the pole – she’s somehow gotten herself to the top of the pole near the ceiling and is hanging almost upside down as she spins around on it before she lets to and plummets toward the stage, looking as if she’s going to crash into the stage and maim or even kill herself. I gasp as she tightens her grip on the pole with her legs at the last second and comes to a screeching halt, her face inches from the stage. I almost lose it but the crowd doesn’t react at all so this must be her usual routine. I guess small tits make such death-defying manuevers necessary to win over the crowd.

Oh, and about the crowd. They are all men, all black, all watching but not looking at all enthused about the show or the girls or anything else. Some are sipping on their drinks, others are holding out bills to stuff into the G-strings the girls are wearing, but none of them, not one, looks like he’s actually having an enjoyable time. It’s almost sad, and a little unnerving. If this is no fun and that’s what it looks like to me at first glance, why are they here?

I ask Marlon that very question as he orders our drinks.

“Oh, they’re having a good time, make no mistake about that,” he tells me in a loud voice less than an inch from my ear. “It’s just all in their pants.”

“So they like being excited but with no way to get any relief?” I almost shout back, concerned that someone might overhear me if the music ended abruptly, which in short order is exactly what happens. Thankfully, or perhaps not so thankfully as my head is already reeling form the decibels, another song starts up immediately.

“Oh, they’ll get some relief,” he says with a sly smile. “That’s what the VIP room is for.”

I just stare at him in disbelief. “Seriously?”

“Serious as a heart attack.” He pays for our drinks when they arrive and hands me my glass. It’s a small glass but I’m used to small drinks from the dance club. Then I take a sip and almost do a spit take.

“It’s just club soda,” I shout at him. I always order gin and tonic and I’m astonished that Marlon is concerned I might have too much to drink when I haven’t had anything to drink all day or night. I glare at him but he just shrugs.

“This is a dry club,” he explains without explaining anything.

“That makes no sense,” I shout back. “I saw you give the bartender a twenty.”

“It’s expensive soda they serve her,” he says as he turns to look at the stage and nods. “That’s why.”

I turn to the center stage where the small-breasted arialist is removing her G-string. I turn back to Marlon. “So? It’s a strip club, isn’t it?”

“Yeah, but if you want to serve liquor you need a liquor license. And if you want a liquor license, the girls have to keep their cooches covered.”

I turn back to the stage and see the arialist is spreading her vaginal lips for a man who is almost burying his nose between them. He’s smiling at least, unlike every other man I can see around the stages. With no G-string for him to tuck the money into, he just holds it up and she takes it from him with her mouth. I think about how unsanitary that is before I laugh at myself – this place must be a hotbed for bacteria, viruses, and who knows all what else when I think about it.

“So, if they served a decent drink we wouldn’t have to see a bunch of vaginas?” I ask, still astonished at the stupidity of American laws and customs yet again. This country never ceases to amaze me.

“Well, if you want to leave, we can do that,” he tells me with no obvious intention of leaving. “Is that what you want to do, Carolyn?”

“No, I suppose not,” I say without trying to hide my frustration. “Why am I here again?”

He rolls his eyes. “I told you, tomorrow night is amateur Night. I want you on that stage right there.” He points to the center stage, of course. I turn to see the number end and the arialist is collecting all of her tips, which do look to be considerable.

But I don’t need the money.

“I’m still not at all sure about that, Marlon,” I tell him. “Not at all sure.”

“Look, try it once, Carolyn. If you don’t like it, I’ll never bring it up again. But tomorrow night, I’m going to have to insist.”

“Seriously?” I ask, astonished. Marlon is forceful with me in bed, quite dominant and I quite like it when he is. But out in the real world, or at least outside of our bedroom because nothing about this place strikes me as real, Marlon is usually quite respectful of my feelings. This new ultimatum is so unusual for him.

And hot as hell.

“Okay, if that’s what you want,” I tell him as I survey the room again. With the end of the song that had the previous three dancers losing their G-stings, a new set of dancers emerge from the back of each stage, fully clothed if you can call what they’re wearing clothes. I’ve got more fabric covering my body than the three of them combined, but I can see in an instant how they’re going to make it work for them. I guess I just intuitively get the idea of removing your clothes to arouse men. But all of the women are, once again, white, in stark contrast to their audience. I turn to Marlon.

“Can you explain the racial makeup to me?”

He smiles. “Sure, no problem. It’s a club that is known for catering to a particular clientele and once you establish a reputation, you don’t want to upset things by drifting outside your lane. This place is known for that.” He nods toward the stage where three overly-endowed women, all clearly surgically enhanced are gyrating their bodies for the benefit of the men, all black, who line the stages.

“But they’re all blondes,” I say to him.

“And they all work here,” he quickly replies. “Given the choice when staffing a strip club to attract a black clientele, you would hire blonde white women with big tits. But on Amateur night, everyone gets that it’s not under management’s control – whoever shows up, shows up. But that’s a hugely appealing deal in its own right.”

“How so?”

“Because there’s something so compelling about a woman who never stripped before, or even if she has but she’s not a pro like them. See how bored they look?” He nods toward the stage.

“Yeah, they look pretty pathetic.”

“Well, it’s their job, Carolyn. It’s work. When you’re up there tomorrow night, it’ll be anything but work. It’ll be a completely unique experience for you. Guys love that. They can smell the excitement and nervousness you’ll be feeling. The fact that you’ve got brunette hair won’t matter at all to them. They’ll love you, I guarantee.” He smiles broadly as if he’s making the whole thing more appealing to me.

Which he is.

~ ~ ~

Two Years Ago

After Garrett finally told me what he wanted from me, to not only watch me with Marlon but for me to humiliate him while he watched me fucking his best friend, I had a week alone to think about it. I also had ample opportunities to talk to both of my men by phone. We didn’t do much Facetime back then because the connection with the platform was spotty at best so it was either text or voice. Mostly text.

Me: You really want me to make fun of your little dick when Marlon is fucking right in front of you?

Garrett: Yeah, I really do, babe. I’d love that.

Me: What about when it’s just the two of us, when he’s not here?

Garrett: Yeah, then too. While I’m fucking you.

Me: You want this, right? You’re not just shining me on for some unknown reason?

Garrett: No, I would never do that. I’ll never lie to you again, Carolyn. I feel so bad about not telling you I was masturbating to cuckold porn for all that time. I won’t make that mistake again.

Needless to say, I had a similar text conversation with Marlon. It went differently but I had to tell him or risk him losing his shit.

Marlon: So, let me get this straight. You want to make fun of Garrett’s little dick while he’s watching me fuck you? Is that what you’re saying, Carolyn?

Me: That’s exactly what I’m saying, Marlon. Actually, it’s what Garrett is saying he wants.

Marlon: Can you do that? It sounds pretty fucking brutal to me.

Me: Trust me, luv. It sounds just as brutal to me. Even more so. I love the man.

Marlon: Hey, I love him too, babe. Like a brother.

Me: Well, I love him like a husband, so…

Marlon: Fair point.

Me: Will you be okay if I just start ridiculing Garrett while you’re making love to me? I don’t want you to feel bad.

Marlon: Sounds like feeling bad is what this is all about, but I’ll be fine. Hell, it might be kind of fun in a way. Make me feel like, I don’t know, the bigger man.

Me: You are the bigger man, silly. In so many ways.

Marlon: Don’t go there, babe. This is tough enough without you going there.

Me: Okay, luv. I hear you.

We didn’t talk about it again until Garrett came home. He was the first to come back to me after a week alone which made me nervous as can be. I didn’t know if I could do what he wanted me to do even with Marlon a hundred miles away. But I said I would try so I did.

“I’m not sure I can feel you, Garrett,” I whispered when he put his dick in my pussy. I felt him flex and even swell a bit, which I took to be a good sign but who could say? I had no idea what I was doing.

“Are you sure it’s in me?” I asked in a harsher tone. I was dying to ask him one more time if he really wanted me to make sport of him and his penis but he’d told me more than once not to ask, to just do it. Asking killed the vibe, he told me, whatever that meant. “Are you sure you’re inside of me, Garrett?” I persisted.

He swelled inside me for sure as he fucked me, and I thought he’d cum even though I hadn’t climaxed yet. Still, I didn’t want to risk screwing up our first attempt at whatever that was so I kept at him.

“Is that the best you can do, Garrett?” I whispered. “I can’t believe you can’t do any better than that. I’m used to Marlon and his big black cock, Garrett. You get that, right? You get that I’m used to being fucked by a real man, don’t you?”

With that, he groaned and arched his back and came so hard in my pussy that I could feel his semen dousing my cervix, something I only felt with Marlon before. I liked the fact that I was able to give Garrett what he wanted, I just wished it didn’t hurt me as much as it did.

It hurt me a lot to be so disrespectful to the man I loved with all my heart.

But as he put it, we have no control over what turns us on.

“Was that good for you, luv?” I asked when we were lying next to each other, cuddling.

“Oh, fuck, babe,” he said with so much enthusiasm he surprised me. “That was perfect!”

“Really? I felt kind of bad about it,” I whispered.

“No, really. I loved it. I don’t know why but that shit turns me on so much.” He pulled me on top of him to kiss me and his semen ran out of my vagina, dousing his crotch. He didn’t seem to care so I just let him kiss me.

Then I felt him getting hard again.

“What’s this?” I asked when I pushed back from his kiss. “Are you thinking you can fuck me with that tiny little dick of yours?”

He almost had a heart attack but in a good way, if that makes any sense. I pushed myself up and grabbed his dick to guide it into me. He closed his eyes and smiled the dreamiest smile I’ve ever seen on my husband’s face.

“Are you in me?” I asked and his eyes snapped open. I was smirking at him and he looked embarrassed that he fell for my little joke.

But I decided to run with it. “I mean it, Garrett. I can’t even tell if your tiny little dick is in my tight pussy.” I rocked my hips and ground my clit into his pubic bone and god, if felt damn good, better than I expected. I couldn’t decide if it was the physical or the emotional thrill but I liked it.

I liked it a lot.

“Here,” I said as I rose up from him and his slick member slapped against his belly. “Maybe I should suck you for a bit to see if we can get you hard.” Which was absurd because I’ve never felt him so hard so soon after having an orgasm before. I glanced at his face as I shifted my body to sit next to his and the look of astonishment on it was priceless.

“Oh, yeah,” I said as I stroked his shaft with my hand. “We can do better than this, right?” I bent over and took him into my mouth and he moaned the most satisfying moan I could remember. Then I grabbed his hand and placed it on the back of my head for him to take control and fuck my mouth. But he pulled it away as soon as I let go of it.

“I don’t want that, Carolyn,” he said in a ragged voice. I stopped sucking and looked up at him. “No, I mean I don’t want to hold your head.”

I stared at him as I stroked him with my hand, slowly, teasingly. His eyes went wide as if he was confused, which I’m sure he was.

“I don’t care what you want, Garrett,” I almost growled. “Now, fuck my mouth. Hard.”
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Present Day

The following night, as we’re driving north on I-45 towards the strip club, I’m a nervous wreck. I’m wearing an outfit that is truly absurd, all frilly and almost sheer with a matching bright red bra and panty set underneath it that is clearly visible through the white fabric of my dress even in the subdued light of the truck’s cab. If we get pulled over by the police, I’m sure they will assume that I’m a whore and that Marlon is my pimp and haul us off to jail. Thankfully, Marlon is driving at exactly the speed limit although he is still quite guilty of driving while black, a felony of sorts in southern Texas.

“Excited?” he asks me with a sadistic grin that galls me and thrills me in almost equal measure. I shoot him a look but he’s keeping his eyes on the road. “Tell me what you’re thinking right now.”

I turn away from him and stare out the side window. I wait but I know I’ll have to answer him eventually. I’m just loathed to admit how excited I am. He really does have my number, damn him.

So I decided to lean into it. “I’m so wet I must be ruining the expensive new panties you bought for me. My nipples are rock hard because I’m getting chafed by this damn bra which is much more for show than comfort, obviously. My mouth is dry as can be, so if I’m to be expected to give some guy a blow job in the VIP Room I don’t know how in the world that’s going to happen. But if he’d just as soon fuck me, that won’t be a problem at all.”

Marlon just smiles, knowing good and well that I’m talking out of my ass right now. I’m having trouble visualizing myself onstage, or even just walking into the club in the costume he picked out for me. I haven’t even gotten to the part where I’m supposed to remove the costume in front of dozens of black men who want to stuff money into my panties while I’m still wearing them and into my mouth once I supposedly remove them. The idea of my showing my naked pussy to a roomful of strangers, all men, all black, all who know that I’m a rank amateur and have no business being on that stage or any other stage with the sole purpose of removing my clothing is beyond me.

And yet here I am.

“It sounds like you’re getting into the spirit, Carolyn. I thought I might have to turn you over my knee to get you out of the house tonight.”

That thought makes me blush and gush so hard I feel as if I might be ill or have a touch-free orgasm for the first time in my life. I don’t know what it is about Marlon but he knows where every one of my buttons is and just how hard to push them.

“You really need to back off just a little,” I whisper, all of my bravado of a few seconds ago gone for good. “I don’t know how I’m going to do this, Marlon, I really don’t.”

“Hey, don’t sweat it, Carolyn. They run these Amateur Nights all the time and from what I’ve heard, they’re really good at calming the girls who come by to see what stripping is like and getting them out on the stage. Once you’re out there, the mood just takes over and you go with the flow until all your clothes are on the runway.” He grins at me. “And you won’t believe how thrilling it is.”

“And how do you know that, Marlon? Were you a petite little white girl in a previous life who loved to bare her arse for fun and profit?”

He laughs out loud. “Not hardly, Carolyn. No, I can read women, that’s all. I can see just by looking at them how excited they get when the crowd eggs them on to get down and dirty, sometimes for the first time in their boring little lives.”

I frown. “I don’t live a boring little life, Marlon. You more than anyone should know that.”

“No doubt, Carolyn. No doubt about it.” He turns to look at me after he pulls into the club’s parking lot. Shit, when did we get here? I wonder. “But it’s about to get a lot more interesting.”

He turns off the ignition and climbs out of the truck. I’m trying to force myself to do the same but by the time he circles the truck’s bonnet and pulls my door open for me, I’m still sitting as if I’m glued to the seat. I turn to look at him and he offers me his hand. I take it and climb down from the cab while working hard not to break my ankle on my ridiculous shoes.

“Do we have to walk through the front door?” I ask as he walks me through the parking lot which is packed to my horror.

“We don’t have to,” he says with a smirk. “We could go in the back where the dancers usually go inside but I thought this would be more fun.”

I want to scream but I just turn and stare at him.

He ignores me.

“Hey, boss,” the bouncer says as we approach the front of the line that has formed to get inside. “Looking good, you two,” he says as he opens the door for us. With me dressed as I am, no on in the line objects to us cutting in front of them. They are not all men, I also see to compound my fear – a dozen black women are in line, some with their boyfriends, some in pairs or small groups. I can’t imagine why they’re here.

Yes, I can, come to think of it.

“No charge, Marlon,” the cashier says as she gives me a disdainful look. “Have fun.” She doesn’t say it as if she means it. Which doesn’t surprise me.

When we walk into the main room through the interior doors, my eyes go immediately to the stages. The women are all topless but they look like the same dancers I already saw, not amateurs like myself. I turn to Marlon in confusion.

“The amateurs go on in about twenty minutes, so let's get you back to the dressing room to freshen up your makeup.”

I stare at him as if he’s lost his mind. “What’s wrong with my makeup?” I almost shout at him over the din of the music blasting throughout the cavernous room.

“The lights wash everything out,” he yells at me. “You’ll have to add some final touches. The girls will show you.” He clamps his hand over mine on his arm and ushers me through the crowd toward the back one of the runways where a door leads to another dark hallway. Another bouncer guards the entrance but he waves us right through.

In the dressing room, controlled chaos reigns supreme. Girls are sitting at dressing tables with the kinds of mirrors you always see in the movies with bright lights on either side to simulate the lights on stage. I can see at once what Marlon was talking about when he sits me down in front of one of the mirrors – I look barely made up at all. I pull out my makeup kit from my purse and get to work adding another layer of eyeliner, shadow, and mascara.

“You should try these,” the girl next to me says as she hands me a pair of thick fake eyelashes. “They’re as necessary as fake tits in this business,” she says as she looks down at her fake double Ds almost bursting out of a tight bra that covers little more than her nipples. Compared to her, I look conservative in my red bra and panty set.

“Love your look, by the way,” she says as she paints her lips with a liner pencil. “You’ll be a big hit out there, no doubt about it.”

I wonder if she’s being serious or sarcastic but I don’t ask – I don’t want to know, really. I apply the eyelashes to my own and add some lipstick which I realize does seem washed out in the bright lights. I wonder, though, how much the men will notice my makeup. Won’t their eyes be on my body, even when I’m still wearing my clothes, such as they are? I have no idea.

Then it hits me. I am so fucking excited at the prospect of baring my body to a huge roomful of black men who are complete strangers to me, I’m almost vibrating.

Goddamn, Marlon. He was right about me.

~ ~ ~

Two Years Ago

We kept that same routine up for more than six months – a week alone, a week with just Garrett, a week with both men, a week alone with Marlon, rinse and repeat. I rather enjoyed everything about those months.

When I just with Garrett, we had more sex than ever as a couple in our short marriage. For some reason I will never understand, Garrett needs to be made fun of. He thrives on it and even when it’s just the two of us, the reality of having Marlon in our lives fuels his desire for me. I was finally getting what I wanted from my husband.

When Marlon came home, everything changed and I mean drastically. Marlon became the dominant force in my life and Garrett retreated into the shadows. Marlon would fuck me almost every night after two weeks at sea and it was heavenly. He was such an accomplished lover, gentle and generous at times, selfish and forceful at others, almost uncanny in his ability to read my mind and give me exactly what I wanted even if I didn’t know myself what I wanted. I guess I just wanted whatever Marlon was giving me. It really didn’t matter.

All the while, Garrett was either watching in the doorway – he never actually wanted to be in the room with us – or listening through the wall in his own room. Why a man would willingly give up his bedroom and his wife, even to his best friend, was still beyond me but I just focused on how much pleasure I was getting from Marlon and put everything else aside.

Oh, and when Garrett was watching in the doorway, I let him know just how good a lover Marlon was, which was easy as pie.

“Oh, fuck,” I moaned as I rode Marlon’s erection. “God, you’re so big. I can’t believe I put up with my husband’s little white dick all last week when I have this to look forward to.”

Garrett loved it. He told me so and I believed him.

Then when Garrett left for his two weeks on the rig, Marlon and I became as close to a couple as was possible in that small town. I got such a kick out of rubbing everyone’s racist little faces in our relationship, where I was a married woman cavorting around with a black man who everyone knew I wasn’t married to. It was just too delicious.

But most of all I loved fucking Marlon, all day long, every day if possible, because I just loved that man’s cock and what he did to me with it. I’d never experienced anything like it before in my life.

“You’re trying to kill me, right?” Marlon said at one point in the middle of our week together. “Just trying to fuck me to death, is that it?”

I laughed. He wasn’t wrong.

“No, I’m serious. I feel like my balls are going to shrivel up and fade away if you keep this up.”

“Oh, pshaw,” I said with a smirk. Whenever I could I threw one of my mum’s old-timey expressions at him to remind him of my upper-class English background, because as much as I loved fucking a black man in a town full of racist bigots, he loved fucking one of the whitest women from the whitest country on the planet just to rub it in karma’s face. Whatever that meant.

The final week of our month-long rotation, where I was left to my own devices while my men were at sea, was both sweet and unbearable. I missed them in equal measure, which I realized sounded implausible but was true. I loved my husband to death, he is such a good, kind, caring man. He loves me and I will always be his wife if I have my way. I’m over the moon about him even if it doesn’t seem like it at times.

But I was addicted to Marlon sexually. I liked him personally but I didn’t love him, which was fine with both of us. We were good friends, perhaps more than friends but we weren’t in love. I didn’t want to be in love with him. One love of my life was all I could handle.

But sexually was another story. I could not get my fill of that man. Even when we were together, it was all I could do to pry myself out of our bed in the morning – and sometimes in the afternoon – but when we were apart I felt like I was going to die from missing him. I masturbated like crazy to distract myself but it only seemed to make things worse. All I could think about was how much I wanted Marlon to fuck me.

Which worked out well for Garrett. By the time he came home after I’d been celibate for a week, I jumped his bones as soon as the truck was parked in the garage. Literally. I would often climb into his lap – I always drove so I didn’t have to deal with the steering wheel when I mounted him – and we fucked almost every day during the first half of the week. I didn’t get the same relief from Garrett that I got from Marlon but a dick was still a dick and it was way better than my finger so I made do. And since I learned about Garrett’s need to be humiliated about how inadequate he was, and since he was inadequate, reality played right into our hands. We’d never been closer even though I felt so bad about being such a bitch to him.

Then the scheduling changed.

Garrett was transferred to another platform or another shift on the same platform, I’m not really clear on the details, but he and Marlon no longer overlapped. It’s been almost a year and a half since the change and they only see each other during vacations. It’s definitely different. Not worse, not better, just different.

For example. I don’t have to be alone anymore which is really nice. I’m not good as a solitary person so always having one of them around is perfect for me. I get to have one of them around at all times which is better than being alone. Far better. Even if Garrett tends to go limp on me so to speak during the middle of his two weeks at home.

Having Marlon for two full weeks all to myself is also good. I didn’t realize it at the time, probably because nothing could be done about it, but when they were both home together for a week, things would get awkward. Not in bed, that was always great. But during the day, if I needed to go somewhere to take care of an errand or just shop for groceries, I felt strange having Garrett stay home when I took Marlon with me. I tried asking Garrett one time but he insisted I take Marlon. Why I had no trouble fucking Marlon while denying Garrett but going to the hardware store with Marlon felt uncomfortable, I’ll never know. All I do know is that it was awkward.

So the schedule change solved that particular problem. From that point on, I only had one man at home with me so the awkwardness evaporated. I loved it.

Garrett, however, didn’t much care for it.

“Why not?” I asked when he confessed he wished things had never changed.

“I don’t get to watch Marlon fuck you anymore.” I just stared at him.

I eyed him hard for a few seconds, then asked, “Is it that important to you to actually see it happen?”

“It’s not the end of the world but I do miss it.” He looked so embarrassed by this unexpected admission. I felt strange asking him more questions about it but I was so confused. We were still getting our bearings in our new, complicated relationship at that time.

“Would it help if we took vids of us?” I didn’t really want to bother with cameras or phones but I was willing to try.

“Would you?” he asked like a kid asking for his first puppy. “That would be awesome, Carolyn.”

So Marlon and I began making porn together. And we both realized just how much of an exhibitionist I was.
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Present Day

“Okay,” someone calls out in the strip club dressing room to quiet the chatter and get our attention. Someone who seems to be in charge of things. “I need all the amateurs who’re ready to go over here with me.” The woman is black, not too surprising I guess, but I’m still somewhat surprised. “Make it snappy,” she almost growls and a dozen of us gather around her. I look at my competition and I’m pleased – not to brag but if I’m not the prettiest amateur stripper in the group, at least I’m in the top three. My biggest competition is the two bleach blondes with thick bodies and generous cleavage showing, but in their costumes I can’t tell if their tits are fake or not. Either way, I’ll look small in comparison and I wonder, not for the first time, if a boob job is in my future.

“Okay, I want you and you to be in the last group,” the woman in charge says as she points to the two blondes before she scans the rest of us. It’s immediately obvious that her strategy – strip club managers have strategies? Who knew? – is to hold the best-looking women for the last set. I step forward to catch her eye and she looks me up and down. “You, you’ll be the third in the final group.” I smile in spite of myself. I ease over to the brassy blondes but they ignore me. I get the feeling they’re not exactly the amateurs they pretend to be so I look at one of them to catch her eye.

“Done this before?” I ask as innocently as I can.

“Yeah, once or twice,” she admits reluctantly. She looks me up and down but doesn’t comment further.

The other one almost sneers at me. “First time?”

“It is,” I freely admit. “You?”

“Naw, I used to strip before I had my kid,” she admits in a thick Southern accent.

“Really?” I ask without thinking.

“A lot of us take a break but we always seem to come back to it, right Abby?” she asks her friend.

“Why not just get back on the payroll?” I ask.

“You can make more as an amateur if you play your cards right,” she says with the same disdainful tone.

“You’re here for the money, then?” I ask, naive as can be.

“What are you here for, sweetie? You get off on being groped?”

I pale at the idea that I will be touched but from what I’ve seen it’s well within the realm of possibilities. Which doesn’t completely displease me for some reason.

I turn back to the woman in charge and she’s sending the three worst-looking of all the amateur strippers out onto the runways. The trio selected to kick things off is plain and poorly dressed, as if they didn’t intend to wind up in a strip club but somehow did. I was tempted to ask one of my blonde friends when the ‘nicer’ one seemed to figure out my confusion.

“Never fails to amaze me how many guys talk their girlfriends into walking the runway,” she says without taking her eyes off the main room. “I don’t know if they’re trying to humiliate them or what.”

“Is that why they’re here?” I ask as I watch them try to do something appropriate on their respective runways. It’s not going well.

“This crowd will eat them alive,” the nasty blonde says loud enough for me to hear over the music.

“How so?” I ask.

“Just watch,” she practically growls.

I turn to see the women ‘dancing’ and trying to look sexy but it’s not going well. The men, all of them black, of course, are hooting and cat-calling and laughing, not with them but at them. I almost feel sorry for the women as their first number ends and they come back toward the stage from the middle of their runways. The black woman who is in charge shoos them back onto the stage as the second number begins.

“Take your tops off,” she tells them and the women do, not in a sexy way but just to expose their breasts. They’re all clearly embarrassed, at being half-naked and at being made fun of by the audience.

Then one of them gets on her knees in front of one man who is waving a twenty at her. She leans forward and he places the bill between her breasts and says something. She nods and presses her tits together to take the money and the crowd cheers. The other two ‘strippers’ are watching and follow suit when others in the audience offer cash to them. The crowd eggs them on and suddenly everyone is having a much better time.

When the second number ends, the black woman instructs the strippers to remove the rest of the clothing and the men around the runways are much more enthusiastic about offering money with the women take with various parts of their anatomy, including their mouths, tits, and thighs. One guy tries to stuff the bill up one of the stripper’s cunt but she squeals and backs away to the uproarious laughter of the crowd.

When their third number ends, they collect the money left by the audience on their runways and their clothes and scurry back to where the rest of us ‘amateurs’ have been watching. The second group of women takes their place and three songs are played with much the same results, except that the second group has benefitted from the examples set by the first group and there is much less fumbling around.

The third group does their three-song set and suddenly, I’m up next.

My heart is absolutely pounding.

“Ready?” the black woman asks me. I nod but she looks skeptical. I don’t blame her. “You’ll do fine, just follow their lead,” she says, nodding at my blonde compatriots.

“Don’t fuck this up,” the nasty one says to me with another sneer.

“Ignore her,” the black woman tells me. “She’s just pissed that you’re prettier than she is.”

That gives me the boost I need as the music begins and the three of us emerge through the curtains at the end of the runways. I glance at the crowd and am almost overwhelmed with the intensity of the moment as all eyes are on me from the men who surround my runway. For some reason, I’m on the center runway and have the biggest crowd lining the edge of the raised platform I’m dancing on as I make my way towards the pole at the far end. I don’t plan on doing anything with the pole as none of the other amateurs have all ignored it before me, but my two blonde partners are already spinning around theirs and I look at it with my heart in my throat.

“Come on, give it a go,” someone yells, a familiar voice. For the first time I lock eyes with Marlon who is at the end of my runway and smiling at me while waving a hundred dollar bill. “Get on the pole,” he chants and the men around him join in.

I know I’m just supposed to dance during the first number – I don’t start actually stripping until the second song – so I approach the pole and grab it with one hand, awkwardly walking around it while trying to look sexy but it’s just not working. I glance at the blondes and they’re doing amazing things with theirs and I curse them both for pawning themselves off as amateurs when they are obviously professionals. I watch them in turn as I spin around mine and try to replicate their moves but I feel as if I’m failing badly at this, a feeling I’m not used to. I hate to fail.

It finally dawns on me to use Marlon as my focus. I leave the pole and slink over to where he’s still waving the hundred dollar bill at me and I move slowly towards him and we lock eyes. I can strip for Marlon, I decide. And he’ll make me look good regardless of how awkward I feel.

“Over here, darling,” the man next to Marlon yells over the music but my first song is already winding down. I look at the man and he’s holding a twenty so I ease to my right and pull back my sheer dressing gown but the impulse grabs me to let it fall from my shoulders and I’m standing in the center of all these men in my red bra, red panties, red garter belt and red thigh-high stockings. I suddenly feel sexy as the man with the twenty tucks it into the top of my panties. The man to his right reaches to do the same and I find myself working my way down the row of men all waiting to tuck bills into my underwear.

Then the song ends.

When the second song begins to thump I glance at the nasty blonde and she’s removing her top. Her breasts are indeed enhanced and I feel so inadequate I’m mortified. What was I thinking? I look at the men lining my runway but they are all smiling and motioning for me to expose my breasts, so I reach behind me with no thought of being coy about it, unhook my bra, and let it fall to the stage.

The crowd goes wild.

I blush hard but my fans are again waving money at me. I turn back to the end of the runway to find Marlon again and stride right over to him. He smiles broadly and offers me another hundred but it’s obvious he wants me to take it with my tits. I’m not well-endowed enough to do that but I kneel in front of him and press my tits together just enough to grab the bill and the crowd once again goes wild. My confidence restored, I work my way down the runway in the other direction as men offer me money, manhandle my breasts and make me feel unbelievably good about myself.

By the time I reach the end of the runway, the second song ends and my nerves come crashing back. It’s time to lose my panties. I don’t know if I can do it and I’m as far away from Marlon as I can be but I buck myself up and tease the men on either side of the stage with a peak at my womanhood and their enthusiasm and raw desire fuels me to hook my thumbs in the sides of my red panties and pull them to my shoes. I step out of them inelegantly but no one cares. I’m as good as naked in front of dozens of strange men who aren’t making eye contact with me because they only have eyes for my cunt.

My stripper cunt, naked to the world for the first time in my life.

God, I’m so turned on by this!

The music keeps thumping and the men keep waving bills at me to tuck into my red thigh-high stockings which I encourage by dipping down to almost a full squat in front of them. Each time I do, my pussy is fully exposed and it isn’t long before someone grazes it with the back of his hand after he inserts his money in my stocking. I shiver with excitement and the men on either side of him start frantically waving their money at me. As I work my way down the row of men seated at the edge of my runway, everyone touches my pussy.

Finally, I’m at the far end of the runway from the stage and facing Marlon again who has another hundred in his hand and a huge smile on his face. I go to my knees in front of him but he leans forward and shouts in my ear so I can hear him over the blaring music.

“Turn around.”

I look at him in confusion but he motions for me to turn so I do. I look over my shoulder at him and watch as he stuffs the hundred into my stocking but grabs a handful of my ass before I can move. I let out a yelp that I’m sure no one can hear but they all see how I reacted and laugh uproariously. I’m sure I blush but the music winds down a few seconds later and I collect my tips before hustling off the runway.

When I get backstage, the nasty blonde blows right past me but the other one smiles and congratulates me. “Not bad for your first time out there, hon,” she says with grudging respect. “You sure you’ve never done this before, even for you man at the end of the runway?”

I almost correct her that my husband isn’t in the club tonight but decide at the last second to just smile and let her think what she wants to think.

The real strippers take the stage and the runways back from us amateurs as I follow the blondes back to the dressing room. Most of the other amateurs are already dressed and ready to leave from what I can tell. I ask the nice blonde if we get any more sets before the club closes. 

“Glutton for punishment?” she almost laughs. “We’ll do a couple of turns around the tables for lap dances before we get the stage again.” She walks off without further explanation. The black woman who is in charge of managing the girls makes an appearance and pulls me aside.

“Don’t bother about all that shit,” she tells me by way of explaining the unexplainable. “If you want to do some table dances, now’s the time,” she adds. “And if someone wants to book you in the VIP room, let Tyrod at the door that I said it’s okay.” She walks away before I can ask what she means.

“Table dances are twenty a pop,” another pro tells me and I pull her aside.

“Who’s Tyrod?” I ask her.

She nods at the mountain of a black man standing at the door labeled ‘VIP Room’ and I feel like I should slap my head. “What happens in there?” I ask and she gives me a look.

“Whatever you want,” she explains. “But don’t forget when you’re negotiating that the house gets 30% and you’ll have to tip Tyrod from what’s left after you pay the house’s cut.”

“Sex?” I ask, still reeling from the onslaught of strange new information I’m having to process all at once.

“They’re not taking you in there because you’re a great conversationalist, deary,” she says with a salacious smile.

“Do they allow that?” I ask, my head spinning.

“And short change their bottom line? Fat chance, girlfriend. The sky’s the limit in there.”

I give her a look but decide to find Marlon and have him take me to the VIP Room for my first look. I search the audience but can’t find him.

Finally, I see Marlon and walk towards him. He sees me a few seconds later and smiles broadly, which is not unexpected but is a huge relief just the same. I’m still so confused.

“They want me to..” I begin but he cuts me off with a wave.

“Let’s go,” he says as he offers me his hand and walks me to where the huge bouncer is guarding the door to the VIP Room. Marlon nods and Tyrod opens the door for him. It’s oddly reminiscent of doormen back home in London, although nothing could be further than that reality when we walk into the room. Several white girls are either on their knees or the backs servicing black customers with their mouths or their pussies. It’s a veritable orgy and no one bats an eye when Marlon and I walk into the room.

“What’s your pleasure?” he asks me with a shit-eating grin.

“Don’t you have it backwards?” I ask in confusion. “I mean, don’t you get to choose?”

“Normally, sure,” he says with another dismissive gesture. “But since this is your first excursion into the wild and wonderful world of strip club prostitution, I figured I’d give you the choice. Would you rather suck me or fuck me?”

I have to admit I’m so turned on by what happened on th runway and what I’m seeing in the room that my pussy is aching to be penetrated. I cock an eyebrow and Marlon, as usual, reads my mind.

“Fucking it is,” he says as he undoes his belt. I sit on one of the empty benches and wait for him to unleash his black monster from his trousers and I can’t help smiling when I see how hard he is at the prospect of fucking me.

“You’re really into this, aren’t you?” I ask as he positions his cock at my folds.

“Fuck, yeah,” he says with a smirk. “Who wouldn’t be? You’re the best looking whore in here.”

His use of that word hits me hard. “I’m a whore now?” I ask without really thinking.

“As soon as I slip my cock into that sweet snatch of yours, you will be.” He grins and eases his cock into me and I moan and close my eyes. I never once conceived of myself as a common trollop when I was growing up even though I acted like one for most of my days since I hit puberty. But now that I was officially selling myself for sex, even if it was to a man I had sex with ever chance I got, it felt so different to me. I felt so different. I was, officially, a sex worker. Full stop.

“Fuck, you’re wet,” Marlon whispers as the man next to us grunts and empties his balls into the stripper’s cunt. “I figured this would suit you, Carolyn, but you’re a fucking natural at fucking for money.”

I’ve never felt so proud of myself in my life.
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Present Day

After I fucked three more black customers that night, Marlon took me home. I was exhausted but also in such a good mood. I had no idea I was a woman who was meant for sex work but clearly I was. I am.

“How often do you want to go back to the club?” Marlon asks me as he puts me to bed as the sun rises.

“Can we talk about it after I get some sleep?” I ask him groggily. “I’m beat.”

“Sure,” he says as he strips off his clothes and climbs into the bed with me. I nestle in his arms but now that we’re settled, my mind won’t shut itself off. Marlon’s erection poking me in my back doesn’t help my cause, so I turn around to face him.

“What’s this all about?” I ask as I grab his cock. “Are you a cuckold, too?” I hadn’t considered the possibility that both of the men in my life would want me to be fucking other men but confronted with the evidence at hand, so to speak, I couldn’t come to any other conclusion.

“I would say I’m more of a stag than a cuckold,” he admits with a self-concious grin. I’ve never seen Marlon act embarrassed about anything but he seems more than a little embarrassed a being so turned on by the idea that I’ve got three loads of strange cum in my pussy.

“Well, to-may-to / to-mah-to and all that,” I tell him as I lean forward and kiss him. I pull his body onto my own, having found a second or perhaps a third wind and reach down to guide his member into my dripping whore cunt. I’m sore from all the fucking I did at the club but Marlon’s evident excitement more than makes up for the fact that he’s causing me a bit of discomfort. Plus, I’m so wet that it’s gone after a few strokes.

I orgasm after a few more.

As does Marlon.

“I can see why Garrett loves to reclaim you, Carolyn,” he whispers through the panting with both enduring. “That was amazing.”

“I love it, too,” I tell him with complete and utter honesty. I have no idea why being reclaimed thrills me so much, I only know that it does. And now that I’ve got ample opportunity to be reclaimed by both of the men in my life, I wonder briefly if I’ll ever be anything but a sex worker from now one.

I can’t think of a better way to live my life.

“To answer your original question,” I whisper as we settle into our normal sleeping positions. “I’d love to go back tonight.”

“You’ll have to get on the payroll,” he tells me as he’s drifting off to sleep. “I don’t think they do Amateur Night but once a week.”

“That’s fine,” I murmur as sleep overtakes me. “I’ll be a stripper, then.”

Getting on the clubs payroll as a parttime stripper – there’s no such thing as a full-time stripper, apparently – is much easier than I expected it to be. It didn’t hurt that Shonda, the stripper wrangler from last night, put in a good word for me. But I guess more important than anything was that I look good and am willing to put out, as is made evident by the presence of the club manager’s cock in my mouth.

“Yeah,” he says as he withdraws without climaxing and tucks his erection back in pants. “She’ll fit right in here.”

Marlon has watched the whole encounter. I’m a bit surprised that he did but I’m unsurprised that I enjoyed having him watch. I’ve become a total exhibitionist it would seem.

“Can she start tonight?” Marlon asks as he helps me up from my knees. The club manager, a big black man named Rashad, keeps a pilow on the floor next to his desk at all times for ‘interviews’. How thoughtful of him, I tell myself as I stand up and sit across from him.

“Sure, no problem,” Rashad says when he sits. He presses a button on his office phone and summons a white woman to bring a new-employee packet for me to complete. “You bring cash?”

I look at Marlon, confused. He’s done most of the talking so far with Rashad, especially when my mouth was otherwise occupied, so I let him ask the obvious question.

“How much do you need?” Marlon asks.

No, no, NO, I say to myself. That’s not the question I would have asked. Why, not how much, is more the question on my mind.

Without looking up, Rashad says, “Give me five hundred to start.” He offers no further explanation. I look at Malon in confusion but he shushes me with his eyes.

“Here you go,” Marlon says as he counts out five Benjamins.

Rashad takes the money and puts it in a desk drawer. “We’ll get her on tonight but we’re already fully booked so things might be slow for her.” He’s not looking at us as he talks.

“No problem,” Marlon says. He stands and I follow suit. We exit Rashad’s office and I almost pounce on him.

“What the fuck, Marlon?” I ask in a fierce whisper.

“It’s how things work in strip clubs, babe,” he whispers back. We’re heading to the dressing room although I’ve no idea why. I’m paying to work here? After giving the manager a blow job?

“Why?” I almost shout as my frustration comes to a boil.

“Because they can, Carolyn. There are a lot more strippers than there are strip clubs and you have to pay to play. You’ll make it back. You’ll see.”

“I don’t want to see,” I pout. “I want to go home.”

“Come on, babe,” he says as he takes me in his arms. “Don’t be like that.” He nuzzles my neck and I almost melt. God, the man has a hold over me. “Remember how much fun we had last night?”

“You’ll come with me every night?” I ask as I melt into his embrace. Other strippers are brushing past us on their way to the dressing room and I hear a few comments as they do but I’m beyond caring.

“Of course,” he coos in my ear. “You think Garrett will get off on this, too?”

Shit. I haven’t given Garrett a second thought since he left for his two-week shift on the rig.

I give Marlon a look. “I guess we’ll find out.”

“Think he’ll be surprised?” he asks. “This doesn’t seem out of character for you?”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” I’ve always been a bit of a slut but I never saw myself as an exhibitionist until Garrett and Marlon turned me into one. I shouldn’t be made to feel guilty about any of this.

Even though I feel guilty as hell about all of it.

“Well, Garrett might not be as thrilled with you getting naked for a bunch of strangers,” Marlon says as he holds me in his arms.

“I think he’ll be okay with it,” I say without a lot of conviction. I don’t have a clue how he’ll feel. “Especially once he hears how much I love it.”

“You do love it, don’t you, Carolyn,” Marlon says with a crooked smile.

“I do,” I admit. “Does that make me a bad person?”

“Not in my book. It makes you the best girlfriend imaginable to me.” He smiles again and my heart melts.

“I’m your girlfriend, am I?” I never thought of us in those terms before but it fits. I like it.

“If it’s okay with you.” He leans in and kisses me. “So, go get ready.” He eases me out of his arms and I head into the dressing room.

“I’ll see you out there?” I ask, suddenly nervous. This isn’t like last night. I don’t have a dozen amateurs doing it with me – these girls are all professionals.

“I’ll be there.”

I stripped every night for the entire two weeks that Marlon was home with me. I loved it, he loved it, and we saw no reason to take a break. I became friends with a few of the girls, got my own regulars who took me to the VIP room everytime I saw them and even got to know Rashad a little better – he even fucked me a few times.

All the while I let Marlon reclaim me at home after I fucked at least a few guys at the club. I’d never gotten so much sex in my life. Great sex, too. I can’t believe how much I love fucking strangers for money and then going home to be reclaimed by my boyfriend.

I also love stripping. I got better at it quickly and by the end of Marlon’s two weeks I feel like I’m holding my own with girls who have been stripping for years. Due to my popularity, I’m always on the center runway and I always get the biggest crowd of men at the edge of the stage offering to stuff cash in my undies or my tits when I’m naked. But for a real thrill, shaking my bare pussy in a man’s face whom I’ve never met but who just might fuck me in the VIP Room is a thrill like no other. I can’t believe how much I love showing off like this.

“I guess it’s time to see how Garrett is going to react to all of this,” Marlon says on the drive home his last night with me. “You haven’t told him anything?”

“I decided I’d rather surprise him,” I tell Marlon although it’s not quite true. I’m so nervous about how my husband will react to me having become a stripper since we last saw each other that I haven’t had the courage to tell him. I might not ever tell him. Which I don’t tell Marlon.

“Let me know how it goes,” he tells me when I drop him off at the terminal for his two-weeks away from me. I lean over to kiss him and he smiles before he climbs out of the truck and walks away. My heart is pounding as I wait for Garrett.

Two hours later, I see him.


6

Present Day

“We need to talk,” I tell Garrett when we get back to the house. He gives me a confused look but says nothing. “It’s nothing bad, we just need to have a conversation.”

“Sure,” he says and takes his usual seat on the sofa. I sit next to him. “What’s up?”

“Well, it’s been an interesting two weeks with Marlon,” I begin. He nods.

“Yeah, when I didn’t hear from you I figured you two were, uh, busy.”

“Not in the usual way,” I begin. “And I’m sorry I didn’t call you while you were away but Marlon and I thought it might be best to hold the news until now.”

“What news, Carolyn? I’m getting worried now.”

“No, don’t worry, Garrett,” I tell him quickly. “We’ve just been going to a new club is all.”

“What kind of club?” he asks, innocently.

“A strip club.” I give him a look but it doesn’t register.

He stares at me. “A strip club? Really?”

“Yeah,” I add. “And I’ve been stripping.” I tell him about our first visit as an amateur and the subsequent visit to sign on as an employee. I don’t tell him about me having to give the manager a blow job during the interview process, though. I’m not sure why.

“So, you enjoy it?” he asks finally. “Because you know we don’t need the money, right?”

“No, Garrett,” I tell him gently. “It’s not about the money.”

“Did you strip in London?” he asks, clearly flumoxed by all this.

“No, that first night with Marlon was my first night on stage. Any stage.” I was never one for the Drama Club, amazingly enough.

“Then why, Carolyn?” he asks in a tone that surprises me.

“Are you upset with me, Garrett?” I know it’s an absurd question but given the nature of our absurd marriage, I feel justified in asking.

“No, not upset, just surprised,” he allows with a sniff.

“Have you ever been to the club?” I truly don’t know.

“No, I’ve never been.”

“Would you like to go with me? Tonight?”

“You go every night?”

“So far, but if you’d rather not, I would understand.”

He gives me a look but says nothing. I wait patiently. I’m fairly certain this will be something that appeals to my cuckold husband but I don’t know for sure, so I wait for him to finish processing. Finally, he looks at me.

“Do they have one of those rooms?” he asks sheepishly.

“The VIP Room? Yes, they do. You know about those?”

“I’ve heard stories about what goes on in there,” he admits so softly I can barely hear him. I slide over to where he’s sitting and put my hand on his dick. He’s hard.

“I go in there three or four times a night,” I whisper as I stroke him.

“Seriously?”

“As a heart attack, Garrett.” I kiss his ear. “Does that excite you? The idea of your wife going into the sex room with strange men to have sex for money?”

“Yes.”

“Why is that, Garrett? Do you like be married to a stripper who fucks and sucks as well?”

“Yes.”

I stand up from the couch and pull him up with me. “Come on, then,” I tell him.

“Where are we going?”

“I want to fuck you,” I say with all the desire I can communicate.

He shakes his head. “I’d rather go the that club first,” he whispers, his voice cracking. He looks at me and he looks so forlorn it almost breaks my heart.

“Seriously? After two weeks away you don’t want me, your own wife?”

He shakes his head. “I want you more than anything but I don’t want to fuck you, not yet. When we get home.”

“Why wait?”

“It’s what I want, Carolyn,” he says simply. “Can I do that? What I want?”

“Of course.”

Two hours later, I’m on my knees in manager’s office again with his cock in my mouth. Garrett is sitting across from the manager’s desk, watching. Rashad, the manager, is taking his time with me. I don’t mind – with all the sex I’ve been having lately, especially oral sex, I’m used to giving long, drawn-out blow jobs. But Rashad is pushing the limits of propriety, if there is such a thing in these circumstances.

“You like watching, pal?” Rashad asks Garrett as she fucks my mouth with a fistful of my hair in each hand.

“I do,” Garrett whispers.

“Tell you what, then,” he says as he finally withdraws from my mouth without climaxing. “I’ve got a video setup behind that door. I’ll put you in there if you give me the okay to fuck your wife’s ass right here on my desk.”

I glance at Garrett and he looks at me in a panic. I nod. I’m fine with being fucked in my ass – it’s one of Marlon’s favorite ways to fuck me. And there’s something deliciously obscene about the whole idea, of being bartered for my husband’s entertainment.

“Okay,” Garrett says, his eyes still locked with mine. Rashad pulls me to my feet and bends me unceremoniously over his desk. He pulls my dress up, moves my panties to one side, and plunges his cock deep in my pussy.

“Just getting wet so I don’t tear you up, doll,” he says as he fucks me with long, deep strokes. I don’t say a word even though I’m grateful for his consideration. After less than a minute in my dripping cunt, he moves up to my asshole and eases himself inside my dark passage.

I can’t help but moan, much as I don’t want to give him the satisfaction. But I’m loving it and I can’t hide the fact that I’m loving it. It’s so disgustingly degrading.

“Yeah, you love that, don’t you, doll?” Rashad says as he saws in and out of me. I moan again and feel his cock swell. I’m not fond of taking a man’s load in my ass as it always makes a mess but it seems like the perfect ending to this surprising turn of events when Rashad pulls out of me suddenly, spins me around and unleashes his orgasm directly in my face. I close my eyes just in time but he douses me with rope after rope of jizz which I can feel dripping down on my dress, ruining it.

“Yeah, come by anytime you want to watch the action, pal,” Rashad says to Garrett as he buttons his cock back into his jeans. “I’ll give you all the access you want for that sweet ass.” He hands me a box of tissues and I blindly take one to clean his seed off my face.

Garrett is driving us home at 2 in the morning. My body is sore from all the sex and dancing but I can’t stop talking, probably to distract myself from the fact that my husband is not talking. Finally, I’ve had enough of his silence.

“Aren’t you going to say anything?” I almost sceam at him.

“About what?” he asks as if we’re talking about the weather.

“Come on, Garrett,” I whine. “You saw everything, didn’t you? Doesn’t Rashad have cameras all over the VIP room? You saw all the men who fucked me, right?”

“I did,” he whispers so softy I can barely hear him over the truck’s engine noise. “It was amazing, Carolyn. I had no idea.” I wait for him to continue but it becomes obvious at last that if I don’t ask more questions, he’s done talking.

How did I ever marry such a reticent man?

“What did you think of me?” I look at him but he keeps his eyes on the road.

“I was impressed by everything you did, Carolyn,”  he says before he glances over at me. “Everything, from the dancing to the sex. You were incredible.”

“No second thoughts about all of this?” I ask, not really knowing what I want him to say. Part of me wants him to insist the I stop. That I go back to being his wife and that’s all. Even sending Marlon away is possible in my current state of mind. I’m not sure why but I feel like I’m hurting my husband even though he’s given me no reason to believe so. Still, part of me wants him to want me to stop.

“No,” he says, almost breaking my heart. “I don’t want you to stop.” He keeps his eyes on the road again. “Do you want to stop?”

“Part of me does, Garrett. Part of me feels bad about all of this. Part of me wonders why you allow this and why you don’t insist that I stop.” I’m crying suddenly, unexpectedly. I look away from him and out the side window.

Suddenly, I realize that Garrett has pulled off the highway and is parking at a rest stop. I turn to look at him but he’s still focused on driving until the truck comes to a stop and he switches off the ignition. It’s deathly quiet in the cab as we look at each other in silence. Finally, I ask, “Are you going to say something or just stare at me?”

He shakes his head and looks down. “I’m sorry if I’m not living up to your expectations, Carolyn. The only thing I ever wanted to do was make you happy. I love you so much.”

I begin to bawl and reach for my bag to get a tissue for my tears. I’m sniffling and nodding as he reaches for my hand. I let him hold my hand but I can’t look at him. I just can’t.

“I don’t deserve you, Garrett,” I whisper. “I’ve been such a bad wife to you.”

“How can you say that, Carolyn? I brought all this on myself. You did nothing wrong.”

“I shouldn’t have said yes to Marlon when he wanted to fuck me. And I shouldn’t have said yes when he told me he wanted to bring me to the strip club. I’ve become a terrible wife to you, Garrett and I just feel awful about it.” I’m sobbing the whole time I’m talking.

“Carolyn,” he says softly. “I love you so much. And I don’t want to change things between us. I love what we’re doing, what we’ve become. This.” He points to my stripper outfit. “And I loved watching you fuck all those guys for money. I fucking loved it.” He touches my chin to force me to look at him. “And it looked like you loved it, too.”

“I did,” I admit quietly. “But I don’t want to lose you, Garrett. I don’t want you to withdraw from me, sexually. Like what happened before.”

“What?”

“You denying yourself, sexually.” I stare at him. “Is that where this is going? Do you want me to stop fucking you?” I’d read enough about cuckolds to know that denial and even chastity can be a big thing for them. I never got that sense from my husband before but now it’s all beginning to make sense. “Is that what you want?”

He looks away. “I’ve thought about it.” He won’t look at me so now I grab his chin and force him to.

“That’s not going to happen,” I say as forcefully as I know how. “I’m never going to allow that to happen, do you hear me?”

“Okay,” he says so softly it’s almost inaudible.

I stare at him for a good while. “You like it when I order you around, don’t you?” He nods. “I like it, too.” He looks at me and for the first time I see an understanding in his eyes I’ve never seen before. One that I can live with. One that I can work with, too.

“Move over here to the passenger seat,” I order him. He looks surprised for a second but then exits the truck cab and circles around to the passenger door. I open it and climb out to allow him to sit where I was. When he’s seated, I lean in and undo his jeans. His dick is hard but I want it rigid, so I take it into my mouth and suck until I hear him moan. After a few seconds, I look at him.

“I’ve got three loads in my pussy and two in my ass. Which hole do you want?”

“I want you to choose,” he says with a catch in his voice.

I climb on top of him and aim his dick at my pussy. I sink down on him and wrap my arms around his neck. I can feel him swell inside me so I sit quietly – I don’t want him to cum yet.

“I love you, Garrett, and I’ll never stop wanting this. So from now on, when I tell you to fuck me, you fuck me. Understand?” He nods.

“I love you too, Carolyn,” he whispers.

I believe him.

Coming soon!

My Cuckold’s Desire (Part 3)
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I took to the club Marlon introduced me to like a duck takes to water.

And everything that went on there.

Everything.

Too soon though, it wasn’t enough.

So we moved on to bigger and better things.

The biggest and the best things.

Click here to leave a review of

My Cuckold’s Desire (Part 2)
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Please leave a review! Or even just a rating!

(They really, really help a girl out!)

Thank you so much!

Check out my blog at hotwivesandwhores.blogspot.com

Email me to sign up for my newsletter and I’ll send you a book of mine, your choice, for free!

(Be sure to let me know which one you want)

lenawhitegirl@gmail.com
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Cruise du Kinque 1 ~ Cruise du Kinque 2
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Secrets~Delusion~Dilemma~Bliss
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Reluctant Cuckold ~ Country Cuckold ~ Cuckold Dreams
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Another Cuckold  Tale ~ Black Owned Hotwife ~ First Time Hotwife
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Trophy Hotwife ~ Unicorn ~ Socialite Hotwife
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Whore ~ Escort ~ Hooker
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A Cuckold’s Tale~Black Bull Club~The Hotwife Whisperer
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