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

I hit the lotto after my divorce when I met and then married Victoria

She was everything my ex-wife was not and then some

So after two years of true bliss, I made a deal with her

My dream in exchange for hers

She took the deal

Did she ever

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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I walked into the best restaurant I could find in a city I didn’t quite know with my wife on my arm. We’d just checked into the hotel across the street precisely because of the hotel’s proximity to the restaurant, which had good reviews, not great, but which was known more for its clientele than its food. Because, dear reader, I am a cuckold, and this restaurant is a known pick-up place for hotwives. By black bulls. Which is exactly what I’m looking for.

That’s right. I want a black stranger to fuck my wife.

Now, I know that must sound nuts because it is nuts. You’ll get no argument from me on that score. I’m crazy, sure as shit because I’ve just had my version of a midlife crisis. Just ask my wife, Victoria. She’ll vouch for me. I’m around the bend, off the deep end, and about to take our marriage where it’s never been before. That she’s willing to indulge me is beyond my comprehension but what can I tell you? When it comes to lucking out in the wife department, I hit the billion-dollar jackpot, no question.

But let me back up for a moment.

First of all, when I first decided that I couldn’t stand not going down this road a few weeks ago, I went to Victoria and asked her to change things up for us. Big time. And she said yes. Not at first, but eventually, after I sweetened the pot a bit, so to speak. Because Victoria, unbeknownst to me, had always had a thing for chucking everything and moving to Italy, specifically, Tuscany, where else, the font of all wet dreams and fantasies for women of a certain age, Under the Tuscan Sun, starring Diane Lane and the little Italian town of Cortona.

Who would have thought?

“If you could have anything in the whole world, what would it be?” I asked Victoria at the beginning of the year. “And I do mean anything.”

She eyed me for a long silent pause before she smiled a bit, as if she wasn’t sure what she should say, but I nodded and she finally relented.

“I’d love to live in Italy,” she said softly while knocking me for a loop. “If you really mean it.”

“I do, but where did that come from?” She went on to explain that long before we met, and married, she fell in love with the movie, the idea, and the town in which it was filmed. She even studied Italian for a few years in the hopes that someday, somehow, she’d get to go, if not forever then at least for a long vacation. Life, and her first husband, stood firmly against her until she screwed up her courage and divorced the asshole – her words, not mine – and bided her time until she met and fell in love with me. Not that I’m a means to an end, but without my money and the inclination to give her whatever her heart desired, she had no hope of pulling it off. She told me as much when we got deep in the weeds about how we could shake things up if we decided we really wanted to.

“But what’s in it for you, Mack?” she asked me at last. “I never got any indication that you even wanted to visit Europe, never mind living there.”

“And you’d be right,” I told her in complete honesty. I love this country and would never leave if it was just up to me, but ever since I met and married Victoria, I can’t put aside something that has been bugging me for years. Decades, really.

I am a cuckold.

“A what?” she asked when I told her. After I explained, she was skeptical, to say the least. “You want me to sleep with other men?”

“With one other man, Vicky. Just one, and maybe that will be enough for me.”

“And what if it’s not?”

“Then I’m screwed, but at least I’ll have lived my dream and if that’s not good enough, then too bad for me.”

She eyed me like I’d grown another head. “That’s insane,” she finally muttered, more to herself than to me.

“You’ll get no argument from me, love.” I shrugged. “I can’t explain it but if I don’t do something soon, the ship will have sailed and I’ll always regret not having tried it.”

“You never told Charlene about this, did you?”

“No, not really.” Charlene is my ex-wife. We divorced about five years ago, three years before I met Victoria. “I kind of dropped a few hints here and there, but she always shut me down without any room for negotiation or even discussion.”

“And what if I feel the same way she did?” Victoria asked but I knew that wasn’t going to fly. It’s one of the reasons, apart from the current discussion, that I married Victoria. Because she was the anti-Charlene. She was adventurous, sexy but not afraid of her sexuality, and horny as hell. My first wife’s attitude toward sex was, shall we say, reluctant. She could take it or leave it, something I didn’t recognize as a problem when we got married but I was young and stupid back then. As time went on, though, I saw the error of my ways, I just didn’t see any point in dwelling on it, as I had gone into that marriage with the idea that ‘til death do us part’ was not just a line in our vows but a real commitment.

Charlene had other ideas. We were divorced within a year of her midlife crisis.

“But I’m still confused about everything you’ve mentioned,” Victoria told me when I first brought it up. “What’s being a cuckold got to do with living in Italy?”

“You give me what I want and I’ll give you what you want, love. Simple as that.”

She gave me a look. “That’s a little mercenary, don’t you think?”

“I can’t deny it, and if it puts you off, just tell me to fuck off and I’ll never bring it up again.”

“But if I don’t say yes to the whole cuckolding thing, which I’m not so sure I even understand, then we won't move to Italy.”

It was at this point that I knew I was on thin ice. I knew if I made it a firm quid pro quo, she might get all high and mighty about it and who could blame her? So I went all in, so to speak.

“If you want to live in Italy, Vic, then we’ll live in Italy. If that’s your dream, I’m more than happy to give it to you.”

“But you have a dream, too. Is that it?” She arched an eyebrow but I knew she’d be okay with it. I just knew it.

“Bingo.”

We walked up to the bar in that restaurant and Victoria sat on a barstool while I stood next to her. The place wasn’t crowded – I could have sat next to her if I wanted to – but I was antsy and I didn’t know how this sort of thing worked. Did I just walk away when someone came by to hit on her? Did I hang around long enough to get a sense that the guy was for real and my wife approved? I researched everything I could think of before we embarked on this little adventure of mine, but I didn’t look into bar room etiquette because, until this minute, I didn’t realize there was such a thing. So I stood at the bar and motioned to the bartender.

He came over soon enough and I ordered for both of us – chablis for Victoria and Scotch and water for me. I planned to nurse my drink all evening if I needed to as the last thing I wanted was a case of whiskey dick, but when Victoria practically slammed her wine in one gulp, I smiled to myself. Clearly, I wasn’t the only one who was nervous about the way things would go. She smiled at me, a little smile that said everything without her saying a word, and I motioned to the barkeep to refill her glass without being told. Victoria’s no lightweight when it comes to wine and if that’s what she needed to get through the night, so be it. I wouldn’t hold it against her.

“You guys new in town?” the bartender, a stout little fellow with a name tag that said “Bart,” asked as he was pouring. I eyed him somewhat skeptically, as the bar was big enough that I doubted he knew all the regulars but I decided to give him the benefit of the doubt.

“We are, as a matter of fact. Do you get a lot of transplants here?”

“No, not transplants, necessarily. But…” He didn’t finish his thought but just let it hang in the air and I suddenly understood that he knew exactly why we were there. I cocked an eyebrow at him, which he saw, and he nodded as if to say to me that he’d seen our kind before and he’d see them again. “First time?” he added, confirming my suspicions and then some.

“Is it that obvious?” Victoria chimed in, which surprised me. I wasn’t sure she’d pick up on the true nature of Bart’s question but there’s not a lot that gets past my wife.

“No, not really,” Bart said in a tone that was borderline apologetic. “It’s just that, you two look like you’re not here to get drunk, which is why most people come here if they’re not looking for something a little out of the ordinary.” He didn’t smirk, which I applaud him for. I don’t know what I would have said, or done, if he’d started getting all smarmy about it.

“So, what do we look like we’re here for?” Victoria asked pointedly which made me smile. She wasn’t going to let Bart get away with anything, which was fine with me. He may not have crossed a line with us but there was no reason to point the line out in the first place, which he clearly did.

“Oh, you know,” Bart said as he wiped the bar even though it didn’t need it. “This and that.” He moved away from us before Victoria had a chance to pin him down, so she just sipped her wine and turned to me to whisper in my ear.

“Cheeky little fucker.”

“No doubt,” I replied just as I saw someone approach us from the other direction. I turned to him but he only had eyes for Victoria, which was fine with me.

Yeah, he was black.

I took a step back as he leaned against the bar which got my wife’s attention a second later. She turned away from me and I strained to hear what she was saying but to no avail. She was smiling – that much I could see in the mirror behind the bar. I thought about stepping around her so I could join their conversation but decided against it. I’d told Victoria on the drive down that I wasn’t going to lead and she was okay with that. She’s a successful trial attorney who knows how to handle herself in just about any situation so I knew she’d be fine with my plan, which she confirmed in no uncertain terms. So I just hung back and let them talk.

Bart the bartender came back to see if our new visitor wanted something to drink, which he didn’t, and I gotta give Bart credit, he didn’t give me a look when he could have. I wouldn’t have liked it if he had but I couldn’t blame him, either. He had us pegged, that’s for sure. Or, if I’m being completely honest, he had me pegged. Which was a little different. Not too much but a little.

But getting back to our new visitor, I took another look at him, and damn, if he wasn’t perfect. For me, at least. I’m not sure about Victoria. We never really talked about it because I didn’t want to scare her off or put ideas in her head about what I was looking for. Because truth be told, I was looking for this guy.

Why’s that, you ask? Well, for one thing, he was big. Not just all but wide, or broad would be a better way of putting it. Broad shoulders, broad face, hell, he even had a broad nose. Which made him look even more masculine. And he was black. I mean, really black, no cream in the coffee type black. Which was just what I had in mind.

Oh, and he was wearing a goatee, which only added to his masculinity. And dreadlocks, long, loose ones which added to his blackness. Why? Fuck if I know. I don’t have a clue where I get this shit, I just know that if I’d sent over to Central Casing for the perfect black bull to fuck my wife, I couldn’t have asked for better than this guy. He was fucking perfect.

And it looked like Victoria thought so too. She was laughing at his jokes, or what I assumed were his jokes because I still couldn’t hear a word he was saying. He was leaning in close when he talked to Vic and she leaned in as well, and not because the bar was so noisy because it wasn’t, not really. She could have leaned back and I’m sure she could have heard him just fine, but there she was, my wife of three years leaning close to a guy she just met. Fucking hell, this was going so well I was blown away. How in the world…?

“This is my husband, Gordon,” she finally said so that I could hear her as she turned to introduce me. “But all his friends call him Mack because our last name is MacKenzie.”

I stuck out a hand and he took it, engulfing mine to the extent that I winced in preparation for the death grip I assumed was coming, but he went easy on me.

“DeAndre Jackson, nice to meet you, Mack,” he said in a voice so deep I thought he had to be putting me on. “Lovely wife you’ve got here.” He smiled at Victoria and didn’t look at me again. I just eased away from them and let them continue to get to know each other.

Victoria, however, had other ideas.

“I’m ready to go, Mack,” she said with a coy look at me over her shoulder.

Alrighty then…
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After I paid the bar tab, the three of us headed for the exit. My adrenaline level spiked slightly as I prepared myself for our entrance into the hotel lobby across the street. We had only just checked in an hour ago and here we were, about to enter that same lobby, where the same hotel personnel would undoubtedly still be on duty, with a new third party in tow, a decidedly darker third party if you catch my drift. I’d dreamed of this moment all my life but now that that long-awaited moment was upon me, I was having severe doubts.

The doorman at the hotel held the door for Victoria and DeAndre as I trailed behind them. I kept my eyes on him as I passed by but he didn’t give me the look I half-expected, that cross between ‘Yeah, I know what this is all about,’ and ‘Oh, you stupid, stupid fool.’ If anything, his look was more along the lines of ‘Nice job, mate,’ although I might have been exaggerating. Or projecting.

Once we got inside the lobby, my attention switched to the two women at the front desk, one blonde, the other brunette, both young and attractive, in that way you see most well-run organizations put a premium on having eye candy whenever they can to meet and greet their patrons. The brunette, who checked Victoria and me in, looked up just as I looked at her. She scanned our little threesome quickly and almost discreetly but I did see a look of recognition in her eyes. Whether it was her recognizing the couple she just attended to or her awareness that in short order we had moved on to the next order of business for our visit, I couldn’t say. I’m going to go out on a limb and say it was the latter, but again, I might have been projecting.

Or, I was just being a blithering idiot.

As we approached the elevators, DeAndre turned to me. “Safe to assume you have the keycard, Mack?” he asked in a low voice. A few other couples were waiting for elevators so I appreciated his discretion. But I also cringed at the idea that we would all have to crowd into one car for the ride to our floor, which was near the top.

I should explain at this point that although I have long considered myself a cuckold, there is some disagreement as to what that means. For some, a cuckold just isn’t a cuckold unless he gets off on the humiliation, either overt or covert, associated with having other men sleep with his wife. If the man in question does not get off on the humiliation, he’s a stag, not a cuckold.

I’m not sure how I feel about all that. On the one hand, I have no interest in being humiliated directly, either by my wife or the guy fucking her, as to my physical prowess, sexual proclivities, or self-respect as a man and husband. I planned to make those points as soon as we were alone in our room with DeAndre. He can fuck my wife but he can’t call me a pussy, if that makes any sense.

On the other hand, the prospect of standing in an elevator with several other people, some of whom probably know the reputation of the bar across the street and by extension the hotel we’re all staying in, as a place that black men fuck white wives while their husbands jerk off in the corner, well, that’s a form of humiliation I can appreciate. I’m sure my face looks as red as it feels as we stand around waiting for the fucking car to arrive, and when it does it’s even worse when Victoria gives me a look and a smile and fuck all if that doesn’t tell everyone what’s about to happen if they didn’t already know.

Humiliation. It’s a tricky emotion.

Finally, she topped it all off, like the cherry on top of a sundae or the icing on the cake. As everyone crowded into the elevator, she turned to me and, with her hand on DeAndre's arm, sweetly asked what room we were in.

“Twelve fifty-one,” I responded with a catch in my voice.

No one uttered a word but looks were exchanged. My face was burning.

We’re the last ones to leave the elevator when it finally arrived on the twelfth floor. As we walked toward our room, Victoria turned to me and asked, “Too much?”

“Funny.”

“Sorry, but I gotta ask,” DeAndre said. “You two done this before?”

“No, this is our first time,” Victoria said with a sexy smile. “Why?”

He gave a low whistle. “That was some top-shelf shade you were throwing in there, is all.”

“Sorry,” she said to me. “I’ll be good from now on.”

“You don’t strike me as the type that goes in for that shit, Mack,” DeAndre said to me as he inserted the key card into the lock.

“I’m not,” I said dryly.

“Got it,” he responded.

“Thanks.”

“Would anyone like a drink?” Victoria asked as we strolled into the room.

“Nothing for me, thanks,” DeAndre said, then he added, “I’d just like to get right to it, if that’s alright with y’all.”

Victoria gave me a look that landed somewhere between ‘Cheeky devil’ and ‘Fine by me’ which isn’t unusual for her. She’s got killer eyes and a to-die-for mouth that she can work magic with under any circumstances. Even ones as fucked up as this.

“I’m all for getting on with it,” I offered as she cocked an eyebrow at me and smirked slightly. I shrugged and tilted my head as if to imply ‘What did you expect me to say?’

“Men,” she said with a whiff of fake exasperation. “Why are you always in such an all-fired rush about things?”

“Well, if you don’t mind me being totally honest with you, Victoria…” DeAndre began. “I can’t wait to see you outta that dress, beautiful as it is, and all.” He smiled but there wasn’t a hint of irony or sarcasm in it. I’m not sure my wife noticed, however. “I do have a question, though,” he added with an implied apology in his tone. Then he really surprised me by asking me, “How in the hell did you land such a fine-looking woman, Mack? I mean, she is just fucking gorgeous, like, otherworldly beautiful, you feel me?”

I smiled. “Oh, I definitely feel you, DeAndre,” I admitted with a glance at my wife to see how she was reacting to this little tête-à-tête her prospective lover and her erstwhile husband were having. She didn’t look all that pleased but she didn’t look pissed, either.

Which is probably the best I could have hoped for.

“What can I tell you, my man?” I said to him with a lopsided smile. “I think I caught her during a moment of weakness.” We laughed gently together. Victoria didn’t laugh at all.

“Are you two quite done?” she asked in a droll tone. “Or do I have to go back across the street and find someone new?”

“No, darlin’,” DeAndre said with a hint of panic, real or imagined. “That will not be necessary, Victoria. I was just curious why a stunning woman such as yourself…” He just let the question hang in the air. I felt myself starting to squirm.

“Would wind up with a man like Mack?” she asked, putting it right out there. She glanced my way but she wasn’t being unkind. It’s not like I haven’t wondered the same thing myself, many, many times.

“Exactly,” DeAndre added, unnecessarily.

“Is this really what you want to talk about right now?” she asked him pointedly. He smiled and bowed his head.

“No, it’s not.” He moved toward her and took her into his arms. She went to him reluctantly at first but when he bent down to kiss her, she kissed him back. It was a chaste kiss to begin with but it quickly turned passionate, with his tongue insinuating itself into her mouth which she seemed to resist at first but gradually, she responded with passion of her own.

I was blown away.

And rock hard.

“Would you mind if I undress you, Victoria?” he asked softly. She smiled and turned her back to him so he could unzip her dress. Which he did. Slowly. Sensually.

Fuck.

“You are a stunning woman, Victoria,” he whispered as he kissed her neck and peeled the dress from her shoulders. She reached back with her hand and caressed his cheek, itself a stunningly intimate gesture that I wasn’t ready for.

But I did nothing to stop them.

I’d been waiting my whole life to see this – there was no way in hell I’d stop them.

As her dress fell to the floor and she took DeAndre’s hand to step out of it, I took a breath, realizing that I’d been holding it. She waited as he undid her bra and slipped the straps from her shoulders. Then she turned to face him and he took in her beautiful breasts. He pulled close and mashed his chest into hers as he kissed her again. She wrapped her arms around his head and he worked his hands down to her ass, perfectly framed by her sexy, lacey panties.

“Shall we get into bed?” he asked when they came up for air.

“Not yet,” she said with a sly smile. “First, I want to do something.” She reached for his belt and unbuckled it. He let her as she smirked at him before slowly going to her knees. She liberated his cock and I caught my breath with her as it came fully into view.

DeAndre was hung.

Fuck.

“Impressive,” she said as she licked the underside of his shaft. She kept her eyes on his as she worked her tongue and lips up and down his black shaft, while she massaged his balls with her other hand. “But I’m sure you’ve heard that before,” she added with another knowing smile.

“Yeah, I have,” he said with a catch in his voice.

My voice was useless – if I tried to speak I would have just choked.

I’d been waiting my entire adult life to see this. My stunning wife on her knees before a stranger, a black man we just met, sucking his cock. Ready to spread her legs for him and let him fuck her married white pussy. Ready to cuckold me while I was standing right there in the room with her. With them. God, I was so excited. And hard as steel.

“Isn’t he impressive, Mack?” she asked without looking at me. “Is this what you wanted to see me do?” I was surprised she was rubbing my nose in it but not too surprised. She can be a ball-buster when she has a mind to. What gorgeous woman can’t? It’s like they’ve been treated like goddesses their whole lives and they just think the world exists to give them what they want because it does. Beautiful women get whatever they want in my experience. I should know.

“He’s so big,” she went on, mostly for my benefit but I could tell that DeAndre was getting off on it, too. “So thick and hard.” She licked his balls. “So black.”

“Okay, I think that’s enough,” DeAndre interrupted, although I wasn’t sure if he meant Victoria’s running commentary or her ministrations to his manhood. He eased back from her and offered his hand to help her up, which she acknowledged with a smile. She walked him to the bed and he paused long enough to remove his shoes and pants, then his shirt as she slipped out of her panties. When she turned to face him, he let out a low whistle.

“Fucking hell, Victoria. You look incredible.”

He wasn’t lying. With her lasered pussy, which showed not one trace of pubic hair and hasn’t for years, she told me; to her bountiful breasts, unscathed by children feeding on them as she has none of that baggage; to her narrow waist, kept that way by a strict diet and exercise regime that would impress a Marine drill sergeant; my wife is an incredible specimen of female pulchritude. The fact that she knows it only enhances the overall effect – there’s no hint of false modesty about Victoria. She’s a stone fox and she knows it.

“You look pretty good yourself, DeAndre,” she cooed as she wrapped her arms around his neck. He put his hands on her hips and I just marveled at the incredible contrast between her white skin and his black body. It was everything I’d ever hoped for and more. His hands snuck around to her ass as they kissed again, his tongue aggressively penetrating her sensual lips but with no hesitation on her part. She accepted everything he was throwing at her as he held her and kissed her. She was into it, whether for my benefit or for her own, I don’t know.

I’m not sure I care, either.

“Okay, let’s lie down,” she whispered as they broke from their embrace and she took his hand again to almost pull him onto the bed with her. He followed her lead and when she spread her legs for him I thought I might pass out.

“You want me to go down on you, Victoria? Only seems fair.”

She groaned. “No, just fuck me, DeAndre. Fuck me with that big black cock of yours.”

He knelt between her supple thighs and rubbed the head of his impressive cock up and down her wet slit as she moaned her approval. “You like that, Victoria? You like it when I tease you, just a little bit?”

“I hate it, DeAndre. I hate it when you tease me.” She opened her eyes and smiled at him, a languid, eyes-half-closed smile that was so fucking sexy. “Please stop tormenting me, DeAndre, and just fuck me with that big black cock of yours.”

As he eased the huge helmet of his cock into her pussy, I moved closer. I’d been waiting all my life for this moment and I didn’t want to miss a thing. They ignored me which was fine and Victoria closed her eyes again and moaned the most lascivious moan I’d ever heard from her as he penetrated her wet hole. He eased in slightly and then pulled out, so that her wetness glistened on his dark shaft. After a lifetime of seeing that image on screens of one kind or another, to actually see it in real life was beyond all expectations. That it was happening to my wife, the woman I love, only made it better if that was even possible.

Victoria suddenly propped herself up and reached for DeAndre, then she pulled him down onto her so she could kiss him again. The need that I saw in that action hit me hard – it was like she had to have his tongue in her mouth while he thrust his cock into her pussy. She hooked the back of her ankles around his thighs to urge him to fuck her more aggressively which he did. After a gentle start, he started pounding her, their thighs slapping against each other in such a lewd way as the sound of it just ricocheted around the hotel room.

I was in heaven.

“Oh, fuck, DeAndre,” she wailed as he fucked her harder and harder. “Don’t stop, don’t stop, don’t, fucking, stop!” she almost screamed.

“I’m close, Victoria,” he growled. “Where do you want me to cum?”

“Come inside me, DeAndre. Cum inside my married white pussy.”

Which he did.
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By pre-arrangement, Victoria encouraged DeAndre to leave our hotel room as soon as he climaxed. It appeared to me that he was used to getting the bum’s rush once the deed had been done because he didn’t need to be told to go. He just kissed her after he came, climbed off her body and the bed, got dressed, and left without acknowledging my presence at all. In very short order, it was just me and my wife in the room.

But fuck, what a scene that was. I was still fully dressed – I hadn’t succumbed to the urge to pull my dick out and beat off while I was watching DeAndre fuck my wife. Victoria, of course, was lying naked on our bed with another man’s semen dripping out of her wrecked vagina. I was sorely tempted to sit on the bed so I could inspect her gaping hole more closely but I resisted that temptation as well. I was desperately trying to play it cool. Why? I don’t know, I just was.

“Well, how was that Mack?” she asked me in a sleepy, dreamy voice that emphasized just how wrecked she was overall and not just between her thighs. She glanced at me through lidded eyes that just looked too good to be true, as if she was laying it on thick for my benefit. I almost called her out on it but decided to just go with the flow, because if that’s how she really felt, well, what could be better than that?

“That was freaking amazing, Vicky,” I told her in all honesty. “I can’t imagine anything better.”

“That’s good because that was the best I can do,” she said without moving a muscle. She just kept looking at me with her eyes at half-mast. “How long have you been dreaming about that?”

She knew very well how long I’d been dreaming about this moment because I must have told her a dozen times, but I knew what she was doing. She was asking so that I could go over it all again, how I’d been a fan of cuckold porn ever since I discovered the internet as a teenage boy too many years ago. How I’d showed her some of the porn that most impressed me, shared books by my favorite authors that wrote about it, and presented her with magazine articles that mentioned how the younger generations of men – from Millennials to Gen Z – were much more open to polyamory and wife-sharing than their elders. I even went out of my way to point to all the mentions of cuckolding in the mainstream media, from stories about Jerry Falwell Jr. and the pool boy who was supposedly railing his born-again wife, to the 2017 study by Dan Savage of Savage Love podcast fame, about the first ever research about all the people who fantasize about cuckolding. And don’t get me started about how the word ‘cuck’ became a favored pejorative in right-wing politics and media, a classic and example of projecting as there ever was.

“All my adult life, babe,” I told her, not taking the bait.

“So,” she began. “Are you just going to sit there and let this all go to waste?”

“Fuck, no,” I said as I stood up and began to undress. “I’m just savoring the moment, seeing as this is a one-time thing and all.”

When she agreed to fulfill my fantasy in exchange for me agreeing to move to Italy, she did so with the understanding that this was it. She wasn’t interested in pursuing a life as a hotwife, which I was okay with. I wasn’t sure a long-term foray into that lifestyle would be all that healthy or even desirable. I figured if I could get it out of my system and have the memory timestamped into my brain, I’d be good. It certainly felt that way as I undressed to reclaim her, my eyes locked on her pussy, my dick swollen to the bursting point, my balls aching to fill her cunt to overflowing even though it was already full. Clearly.

Then Victoria rocked my world.

“What if it’s not a one-time thing?” she asked with a coy smile. “What would that be like?”

I stared at her. “Seriously?” I wasn’t sure what I meant by that – was I excited or appalled? Or both?

“I don’t know. Maybe.” She reached for me. “But we can talk about it after you reclaim me, can’t we? Don’t you want to take back your wife?”

“I didn’t know I lost you,” I murmured as I climbed onto the bed. I couldn’t take my eyes off of her vagina. It was so sexy and disgusting all at the same time and for the same reason. It had been soiled. She had been soiled. By a black man. A strange black man whose name I could barely remember. Who does that? Sluts, that’s who. Fucking sluts. Like my wife.

I knew I should be ashamed of myself for thinking such vile thoughts. I mean, come on – she only did this because I asked her to. Because I begged her to. If I hadn’t brought it up, this would have never occurred to Victoria. It’s so not like her. And it took forever to convince her to do it. And a promise to uproot my whole life and move halfway around the world, to a place where I don’t even speak the language. All that for this. Who does that?

But she kept pushing my buttons. “Do you think it will feel different to you?”

“It?” I asked, pushing right back.

“My pussy, silly. Will you be able to feel how much that big black cock stretched my pussy?”

“It sure looks that way, babe. You look destroyed down here.”

“I feel that way,” she murmured as she closed her eyes again. I scooched up close on my knees, my dick aimed right at her wet, distended labia, and rubbed the head of it up and down her slit. It was so fucking slippery, like nothing I’d ever felt before. I’m only forty-two but I can’t go twice in one love-making session – hell, I can’t go twice in one day anymore. Not that I was ever big on multiple orgasms. I’m the type that just wants to roll over and go to sleep, something that both my wives found somewhat frustrating but for different reasons. My first wife would have liked me to cuddle more after sex, something she brought up pretty frequently when we were young, less so as we got older, not at all before she decided to divorce me. And before you say a word, I get it. I see the connection.

I never asked Victoria to go again with me but I got the sense that she would like to on occasion. I never offered because I knew there was no way I could make it happen. I’m decent in the sack, I think, but I’m no great shakes. I still don’t understand how I landed a woman like Victoria without being a stallion between the sheets, but she said I appealed to her for other reasons, like my manners, sense of humor, and decent financial situation. Whatever. I didn’t much care why she put up with my shit as long as she did, and I assumed it would stay that way.

Yeah, I know. Assume anything and make an ‘ass’ out of ‘u’ and ‘me’. Funny. Real funny.

Back to the hotel, though.

I leaned into her and my dick sunk into her vagina, past her wet lips, into her loose sheath, down her drenched love canal, oh, my, fucking, god, did that feel amazing. Not only did it feel amazing, but the thought of what I was doing, what we were doing, fucking after she’d just fucked another man, a stranger we just picked up in a bar… Fucking hell, it was incredible.

Incredible.

“Holy shit, Vicky,” I whispered as I leaned down and embraced her fully. She wrapped her arms around my neck and smiled dreamily, her eyes still closed, her lips parted to invite me to kiss her, which I did, and damned if I couldn’t taste the stranger on them. I mean, fucking hell, that’s an amazing sensation. To be kissing your wife and all you can think about is the other guy, the one who was kissing her a few minutes ago, and how she smells like him and tastes like him and…

“Are you in yet?”

No. She did not just say that. No.

Then she laughed. Gently, to let me know she was kidding before my head exploded. “That was good,” I said with a smile I had to force.

“I thought you’d like that,” she whispered playfully.

“Where did you hear that?”

“Oh, I did some research.” She hooked her ankles around my thighs to let me know she was enjoying herself.

“Was he that much bigger than me?” I asked, almost in spite of myself.

“Yeah, Mack. He was,” she said flatly, not trying to sugarcoat it. Clearly. “You saw him, right?”

“Well, I just thought maybe it looked bigger than it was because of how black it was.”

She opened her eyes wide and smirked at me. “No, it wasn’t the color, Mack. He was huge.”

“Okay, okay. I get it, Vick.” I was pumping slowly at that point but all that talk about how big he was began to have its effect on me. I was close, suddenly, closer than I wanted to be. Which, thank god, Victoria picked up on.

“Go ahead and cum, Mack. Cum in your wife’s wet, semen-filled pussy. Reclaim her like you’ve always dreamed of.”

I closed my eyes and pumped my dick furiously until my balls tingled and my belly clenched and I groaned, half in frustration and half in relief as I came. Hard. Harder than I’ve cum in a long time. Maybe ever.

“Yeah, that’s it, baby. Cum inside me. That’s it,” she cooed over and over again as she stroked my back and my head with her soft, elegant hands. God, what she can do with her hands…

I spasmed and grunted as my dick twitched inside her as I filled her full of my seed. Then I rolled her onto her side and held her close. “That was fucking amazing, Vicks. Fucking amazing.”

She smiled and pulled me even closer. “Mmm, I’m glad you liked it, Mack.”

I pulled back slightly so I could look at her. Several thoughts suddenly swirled around in my brain. “Did you…?” I paused, afraid to go on.

“No, baby,” she said softly. “But that’s okay. DeAndre made me cum.” She cocked an eyebrow. “Twice.”

“Fuck, really?” I never make Victoria cum just by intercourse alone. I always go down on her before I fuck her, which she loves and is something else that won her over when we were dating. Or so she said. “I thought you never cum from penetration.”

“I don’t with you, Mack. That doesn’t mean it can’t happen.”

“Has it happened before, with other guys?” I wasn’t sure I wanted to know but that didn’t stop me from asking.

“Are you sure you want me to answer that question, baby?” She never calls me that. Never.

“I do,” I said, even as I knew I was making a huge mistake. I couldn’t help myself.

“Yeah, I’ve been with a few guys who could make me cum like DeAndre did.” She didn’t sugarcoat it, I’ll say that for her. She never does, frankly, but I’ve never wished she would before. “Does that bother you?”

“I’m not sure,” I said, honestly. My emotions were all over the board at that point. I knew I was suffering from post-nut clarity to a large extent but for some reason, it didn’t devastate me. I felt like it should have but it didn’t. If it was true, and I had no reason to doubt what Victoria was saying, then I just had to deal with it.

The question in my mind was how?

“Tell me what’s going on in your head right now,” she whispered as she kissed my lips lightly. “I want to know what you’re thinking.”

“I’m not sure,” I repeated. “I feel like I’m a bit stunned but…”

“But what?”

“I don’t know. I just can’t believe I didn’t know, I guess.” She kissed me again. “Why didn’t you say something sooner?”

She shrugged. “It doesn’t matter, not really. I mean, there are a lot of ways to have an orgasm, and I love them all. It’s not that important to me how it happens. More important is why it happens, and when it happens with you, it’s because I love you and you love me. That’s what matters, to me at least.” She cocked an eyebrow and smiled. “See?”

“I guess,” I said, not believing what I was hearing or what I was saying. Which she promptly called me on.

“Don’t shine me on, Mack. Tell me how you really feel.”

I paused and stared at her for a few seconds. I couldn’t tell her how I really felt, could I? It was too dangerous, too humiliating, and too ridiculous. She’d never believe me. I’m not sure I believed it myself, but as soon as that thought occurred to me, I knew I had to tell her. I just had to.

“I feel like I let you down, Victoria,” I whispered. “That’s how I feel.”

She looked surprised. And hurt. “Oh, baby, that’s not true. That’s crazy.” She pulled me closer and our heads were now side by side so I couldn’t see her face anymore. I wondered for a brief moment if she did that so I couldn’t see the look on her face because I knew she wasn’t being honest with me, I just knew it. “I love you, baby. I love you so much,” she whispered in my ear.

“I know you do, Vicks. I’m just not the man I thought I was, I guess.”

“No, that’s so wrong, Mack. You are the best thing that ever happened to me.” She pulled back again and looked at me, and I saw tears welling in her eyes, but she was smiling. I felt my own eyes start leaking like crazy, as well.

“Fuck, we’re a pair, huh?” I said with a slight laugh, trying hard to put this behind us and move on. Suddenly, I didn’t want to talk about it anymore, which wasn’t fair to Victoria but I just didn’t care. I wanted to shut it down.

She gave me a look, one I’d seen before, because my wife can be intimidating as hell when she wants to be. “No, Mack. I think we need to work this out, or it’ll just get worse and worse and I don’t want to let that happen.”

“Okay,” I said, reluctantly. I know when I’m not going to win.

“Look,” she began as she eased herself out of my arms and propped herself up on her elbow. “This was all your idea in the first place, in case you’ve forgotten.” I nodded. “So we need to figure out why this is getting to you, okay?”

“Okay.”

“Don’t do that, Mack. Don’t just agree with me because it’s what you think I want to hear. I need you to really, truly think about it before you answer.”

“And then agree with you, right?” I tensed up. Had I gone too far?

She gave me a sour look but she didn’t jump on me with both feet, all in all the best outcome I could have hoped for. “I need you to be serious, Mack.”

“Okay, Vicks. I’m taking this seriously. Believe me.” I was trying, I said to myself.

“Do you remember what you said to me when we first started dating?”

“About what?” We talked a lot when we first started dating. Who doesn’t?

“About how you thought I was too beautiful for you, or some such thing?”

Fuck. Of course, I remember. “Yeah,” I said, tentatively.

“And do you remember what I said to you?”

“Of course. You said I was nuts.”

She rolled her eyes. “I didn’t say that.”

“Words to that effect, then.”

“No, I’m being serious here. You don’t remember what I said to you?”

I hesitated. “Refresh my memory.”

She sighed. “I told you that men get hung up on all the wrong things, like how pretty someone is, or how big their boobs are.”

Yeah, it’s all coming back to me. “Yeah, and I said that was easy for you to say because you’re gorgeous and have a great rack.” I cocked an eyebrow right back at her and she laughed. Thankfully.

“Well, be that as it may,” she said condescendingly. “It’s still true.”

“What’s your point, Vicks?”

“My point is that although men get hung up on stupid, superficial things, women focus on the things that matter. Like how good a person you are and how capable you are of being in love and showing it. I wasn’t used to that when we started dating but I saw it in you right from the start. And that’s why I married you, in spite of your tiny penis.” She laughed and tapped my chest with her hand. “Sorry, I couldn’t resist.”

“No worries,” I said but I didn’t mean it. She was having too much fun with this completely new aspect of her personality. She’s never been one for jokes – hell, I have to explain most jokes to her, which ruins them, of course. So I wanted to put an end to this little experiment of hers with ‘small penis humiliation’ or SPH as it’s known in the darker corners of the internet.

“I’ll stop, I promise,” she said as she kissed me again, lightly, teasingly.

“See that you do,” I said and immediately regretted it. She cocked an eyebrow at me but didn’t say anything. She didn’t have to.

“So, where do you want to go for dinner?” she asked as she turned away from me and sat up on the edge of the bed. “What’s this?” she added without an explanation.

“What’s what?” I asked as I turned to look. She was holding a business card in her hand.

“Looks like DeAndre left his card,” she said with a tone in her voice I hadn’t heard before. “I guess he had fun, too.” She turned and looked at me over her shoulder. She was smiling seductively.

“You want to give him a call or something?” I can’t honestly explain why I said that. I really can’t. But my dick chubbed up as soon as I did.

“Seriously?” She turned on the edge of the bed and really looked at me. “Are you sure?”

“I mean, if you want to.” I didn’t know when to quit. But something about the idea appealed to me. In a big way.

Which Victoria picked up on. She looked at my crotch and smiled. “If I want to, huh?” She looked up at my face and smirked.

“What can I say, Vicks? The penis wants what the penis wants.”

“If you say so, Mack,” she added as she stood up and walked toward the bathroom.
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DeAndre was thrilled to hear from Victoria and was only too happy to join us for dinner. Of course, he was.

“How long are you staying in Atlanta?” he asked when we met at a restaurant he suggested. I gave Victoria a look.

“We’re not sure,” I said in all honesty. “We have no pressing engagements at this point.”

“Really? I envy you,” he said as the hostess walked us to a table. The place was more upscale than the bar where we’d met DeAndre. He looked like he knew his way around and I wondered if he was a regular customer of theirs, although the hostess hadn’t greeted him by name.

“What do you do for a living, DeAndre?” Victoria asked as we took our seats. They seated us at a fourtop and Victoria sat between us so I was staring right at DeAndre as he answered.

“I’m in real estate,” he said without elaborating. I waited for a beat before I asked if he was in sales or construction.

“Neither, actually. I work for a company that builds hotels all over the world. I scout new locations and lay the groundwork for putting new deals together.”

“That sounds interesting,” Victoria said with feeling. I gave her a look but she was looking at DeAndre and he was looking at her. “Where are you going to build your next hotel?” she asked with a lilt in her voice that surprised me.

“I just finished my last project so I’ve got a couple of weeks here at the home office,” he said a bit too casually if you asked me.

“Where did you build your last one?” I asked.

“Oh, I don’t build them. I put the deal together, buying the land and securing permits, that sort of thing, and then I hand it off to one of my firm’s project managers. He takes it from there.”

“So you never get to see the fruits of your labor?” Victoria asked with an almost tragic inflection in her tone.

“It’s fine,” DeAndre said with a smile. “Eventually, I get to go to the grand opening, which is okay by me. I sucked at math in school so I’m not an engineer. I’m a people person.” He smiled again, warmly, at my wife. I guess I couldn’t blame him for being a bit of an asshole about it – an hour ago he was railing her right in front of me. “What about you two?” he went on.

“Mack is a painter,” Victoria said, which surprised me. Usually, she lets me explain our situation. “He’s very good,” she added, which struck me as a bit patronizing but maybe I was just being overly sensitive.

“Houses or art?” DeAndre asked in a likewise condescending tone with a glance my way.

“Art,” Victoria said, speaking for me once again. “He’s had shows all over the country.”  At least she reached for my hand and gave it a squeeze, but I still felt like she was placating me, not to mention talking about me as if I wasn’t sitting right there with them. So why wasn’t I speaking for myself?

“And you?” DeAndre asked my wife, making it clear he was ready to move on to what really interested him.

“I was an attorney until about five minutes ago,” she said brightly.

“What happened?” he asked.

“I’ve always wanted to live in Italy, so that’s what we’re going to do.” She looked at me warmly and gave my hand another squeeze. I smiled but she turned to DeAndre. “In Cortana.”

DeAndre smiled knowingly. “Under the Tuscan Sky, am I right?”

Victoria laughed. “My god, am I that much of a cliché?”

“No, not at all,” DeAndre added hastily. “I’ve just heard that dream from more than a few white women, but they’re usually divorced, and recently.”

“Do you meet a lot of divorced white women here, DeAndre?” I asked.

“It’s about fifty-fifty, to be honest,” he said without looking my way.

“How often do you do this?” Victoria asked, which surprised me. I wouldn’t have thought she would have gone there, but then I’m surprised we’re having dinner with him so what do I know?

“A fair amount, I’ll be honest,” he said. “I hope that’s not a problem?”

“Why would it be?” Victoria asked rhetorically. “I don’t have a problem with it, do you, Mack?” She looked at me and I got the distinct impression she kind of did have a problem with it.

“Not me,” I said quickly.

“Do you ever see black women?” Victoria asked with a bit of an edge in her tone.

“Some, but not too often.”

“Why’s that?” she asked pointedly. This was on the verge of getting out of hand.

“Oh, where do I start?” DeAndre asked with a chuckle. “Don’t get me wrong – black women are great. They can be a handful though.”

“And white women aren’t?” Victoria asked, smiling but it was a smile that verged on a sneer.

“Look, I don’t want you to take this the wrong way, Vicky,” DeAndre said with his hands raised as if he was surrendering. “Because I’d love to fuck you again.”

Victoria took a beat before she answered. “And I’d like to fuck you again, DeAndre. But I want to know what it is about white women that makes them easier to handle, or whatever it was you said.”

DeAndre stared at Victoria for a few silent seconds before he smiled slightly, almost a smirk. “You really want to know?” he asked at last.

“I do,” she said without hesitating.

“It all comes down to the word ‘no’, Vicky. I never hear the word from white women, especially married white women. I want to fuck them, they’re down for it. I want them to suck my cock, no problem. I want them to lick my ass, I don’t need to ask twice. I want to fuck their ass, I don’t have to ask once. I get whatever I want, whenever I want it.”

Victoria listened while he talked. When he finished, she didn’t say a word for a long while. Finally, she asked, “And that’s what matters to you, DeAndre? That you never hear the word ‘no’?”

He shrugged. “Not always. Sometimes, I’m okay with the give and take that I get from black women. That can be fun, too. But I always come back to white women like yourself because that’s what really turns me on.” He turned to me at last. “You get what I’m saying, don’t you, Mack? Don’t you get a ton of shit from your wife here, about everything? ‘Do this, don’t do that, what’s taking so long, why can’t you read my fucking mind, you dumbass?’” He laughed but it was a cold laugh. “And you put up with it because, let’s face it, you’re all whipped, especially by a stunner like Vicky here. A beautiful woman like her, she never hears the word ‘no’ and she always gets what she wants.” He turned to her. “Like moving to Cortana.” He cocked an eyebrow but didn’t laugh or even smile.

Neither did Victoria.

The conversation turned to more mundane things after that and we ordered and ate dinner. It was almost as if the three of us were just new friends who were getting to know each other. Most of the conversation was between Victoria and DeAndre but he did ask me about my painting a few times, although I got the feeling he was just being polite. It was pretty clear that my wife was his primary interest which made all the sense in the world to me.

As dinner came to an end, he asked if we wanted to come back to his place for a nightcap. I kept quiet and let Victoria answer him. She looked at me for a few freighted seconds without saying a word before she turned back to him and said that would be lovely. I didn’t ask because it seemed pretty clear to me that I was invited to accompany them to his apartment, that I wasn’t being excluded although I wouldn’t have been surprised if it had turned out that way. More than anything, I got the sense that we were all feeling our way through this new relationship, which I hadn’t expected but was enjoying nonetheless.

After I paid for dinner, we left the restaurant with Victoria on DeAndre’s arm, something that seemed both natural and humiliating for me. I felt like the proverbial third wheel as I trailed behind them, first through the dining room and entrance of the restaurant and then on the street for the walk to his apartment. No surprise that he lived within walking distance to the place.

When we arrived at his building, I was also not surprised but deeply embarrassed to see that his was one of the few apartment buildings in Atlanta to have a doorman, something that was extremely common in New York City where Victoria and I lived until a few days ago, but which I was not used to seeing anywhere else in the country. As we entered the building with said doorman holding the door for us, I watched him closely for any sign that he realized what was going down but he was the epitome of discretion, thank god. I don’t know why the prospect of him looking at me with disdain, or worse, pity, chilled me, but it did. That it didn’t happen was a huge relief.

We rode the elevator up to his floor, which happened to be the penthouse, of course, and he clearly got a kick out of showing the place off to my wife. As well he should because the place was spectacular. He had a fantastic view of the Atlanta skyline which was facilitated by floor to ceiling windows across three sides of the structure. Dusk was settling on the horizon and the display the setting sun made of the surrounding area was spectacular. Victoria told him as much and he ate it up. I just remained silent.

As the lights of the city came on with the onset of night, we found ourselves in the dark inside his apartment. I was completely ignored as DeAndre and Victoria conversed in whispers and quiet laughter, cutting me out of the conversation completely. But I was fine. I was perfectly content to watch this man seduce my wife, something we all knew beyond a doubt was going to happen as she had already fucked him once so it was bound to happen again. I just found myself wondering when he would invite her into his bedroom.

That he didn’t make me curious about what exactly was going on. I didn’t have to wait long.

He made his move by kissing her neck from behind her as they looked out the huge window at the city. Several taller buildings filled the frame and I wondered if his plan was to seduce my wife in his living room in plain sight of dozens, if not hundreds of people. The one thing that kept them from seeing what was going on was the near-total darkness inside his apartment.

DeAndre kissed her neck and then her ear while standing behind Victoria. All conversation between them had ceased. She closed her eyes – I could see them in her reflection in the window – and she reached back to caress his cheek as he kissed her. He then unzipped her dress, slowly and sensually, as she moaned slightly and I suppressed a moan of my own as my dick swelled in my pants while I watched them.

When he peeled her dress from her body and let it drop to the floor, exposing her matching set of lingerie for all the world to see, I took in a breath, as did she. DeAndre didn’t miss a beat, though. He just kept kissing her neck as he undid her bra and removed the straps from her shoulders. Victoria made no move to stop him and soon her breasts were exposed. They looked amazing in the dim reflection of the glass which in the near total darkness acted like a mirror. DeAndre reached around her body with both hands and palmed her breasts as she turned her head to kiss his mouth, but he seemed intent on keeping her facing the window.

As they kissed and he massaged her breasts, he reached with one hand for her panties. He pulled them down to mid-thighs and she moved her foot to allow them to fall to the floor. Still kissing him over her shoulder, she stepped out of her panties and tried to turn to face him but he held her in place, angled away from him and facing the window. He broke from their kiss and whispered something I couldn’t hear in her ear and she bent slightly at the waist, then she put her hands on the glass while he reached for her pussy from behind her with one hand while he liberated his cock from his pants with the other.

I was amazed.

I moved slowly to one side of them to better see what was about to happen. His cock came into view and he aimed it for my wife’s sex. She was looking at the window but her eyes were closed as if she was in a trance. Once he entered her, she groaned and pushed back against him and he gripped her hips with his hands as she leaned against the glass. He began to fuck her, slowly, sensually, and she loved it. She moaned and tilted her head back while her hands remained on the glass.

“Alexa,” he said in a loud voice. “Living room lights on.”

Suddenly, the room was flooded with light. He didn’t stop fucking my wife as her eyes flew open and she turned to look at him. I was astounded, not just by his incredibly brazen, premeditated act, but by my wife’s reaction to it – she just let him fuck her. Make no mistake, with the sun was gone and darkness blanketing the city, DeAndre was fucking Victoria on full display for all of Atlanta to see.

As I watched him do it.

Stunned.
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“You’ll never guess who I heard from,” Victoria said to me one morning.

Yes, I could.

We moved to Cortana two weeks ago and it’s the best thing we ever did. We bought an old farmhouse that some enterprising Italian had updated without ruining the 200-year-old charm of the place but spent the time and money to make it livable, including a modern kitchen, a pool, and central heat. That we got the place for less than we sold my apartment in Greenwich Village was just the icing on the cake. Things could not have worked out better for us.

“Let me guess,” I said to my wife as she scrambled eggs for me that had been laid that same morning. “DeAndre.”

“You’re right!” she said with sarcastic surprise dripping in her voice. “How did you know?” She flashed me a shrewd smile.

“Who else could it possibly be?” I countered. She laughed and I joined her as she brought our breakfast to the table.

“Well, what do you think he said?” She returned to the espresso machine to refill my coffee before she sits at our ancient kitchen table we made sure it was included in the deal and I dig into my breakfast.

“He’s coming to Italy and he wants to come see you,” I said with a casual tone.

Victoria just stares at me. “How did you know?”

“Come on, Vicks. He was into you back in Atlanta. I’m surprised it took this long for us to hear from him.”

“Well, he’s coming to Florence for work,” she said, ignoring my little jab at her naïveté.

My stomach dropped. “For work?”

“That’s right,” she said with a saucy little lilt. “He said he might be there awhile.” She gave me a smug look like the cat who ate the canary.

“You’re loving this, aren’t you?” I couldn’t blame her. My dick was chubbing up as we spoke. I thoroughly enjoyed the time we spent with DeAndre, short as it was. But I never expected we’d see him again. Talk about naïveté.

“Aren’t you? Drop those shorts you’re wearing and I’ll bet you’re already hard,” she said as she took a sip of coffee and smiled at me.

“And what if I am?”

“Then I’ll suck you off right here at our breakfast table,” she said sweetly, incongruously. Ever since we moved to Italy, Victoria has gone out of her way to show her appreciation. I have no complaints on that score, not that I did before we moved. One of the reasons I fell for my new wife was due to her easy sexuality, which has only increased since we moved.

“That won’t be necessary,” I said, anxious to finish eating. That’s what getting all the sex you can handle will do to you – you find yourself passing up the opportunity for a morning BJ just so your eggs don’t get cold. “But maybe we should talk about this before he shows up at our door.”

“Absolutely. What do you think he wants? I mean, besides the obvious.”

“That’s a good question. I guess it depends on why he’s coming here in the first place. You said it’s for work, right?”

“That’s what he said.”

“Well, that could mean a lot of different possibilities.” I gave her a look and she cocked an eyebrow at me. “What are you thinking?”

Victoria took another bite of her eggs. “Well,” she went on after she chewed and swallowed. “I guess I wouldn’t mind if he stayed for a while. Those two days we had with him in Atlanta were a lot of fun but it was too short.” She looked at me while sipping her coffee. “What about you?”

“I agree, for the most part.” It was true. We had a great time and I hated to see it end, but I didn’t expect to hear from him again, not really. I was yanking Victoria’s chain more than anything, but I was excited at the prospect of seeing DeAndre again.

“What do you mean, exactly?” she asked, her legal training bubbling to the surface. She was a trial attorney before we packed up our lives in the States and moved to Italy, and she was never going to stop being an attorney at heart, I could see that plain as day. Her mind was as impressive as her beauty, which was stunning.

“Well, since it was my idea to open up our marriage in the first place, I guess I felt like we just got our toes wet and then the tide went out, so to speak.” I gave her a weak smile.

“Wow, talk about a disjointed metaphor,” she said with a roll of her eyes. But she was still smiling, which is always a good sign. “Go on.”

“As I said at the time, I enjoyed watching you with DeAndre and knowing that you enjoyed being with him. It pushed all my buttons and then some. So, the idea of seeing him again is exciting but I’m curious, and a little nervous, about him following us across the world. I mean, doesn’t he have anything…” I stopped myself from saying something I shouldn’t but it was too late.

“Really?” she deadpanned. I’m sure I blushed.

“Well, that came out wrong, but you get what I’m saying, right?”

“I guess so.” She looked away for a few seconds. “Is this going to work for you? For us? Or should I tell him we’re not interested?”

“Are we not interested? You seemed excited when you read his message.”

She nodded. “I was. I am.” She looked at me but didn’t say anything else. She didn’t have to. This was going to be my call but it was clear what Victoria wanted me to say. I just had to decide whether or not to say it.

“Tell him he’s welcome to come by.”

Two days later, DeAndre was standing in our living room. Victoria was in the process of welcoming him with a deep, passionate kiss while I looked on with my dick swelling in my pants. He finished greeting my wife thoroughly before he turned to shake my hand.

“So good to see you two again,” he said in a voice so deep I thought he might be putting me on. Did he sound that much like James Earl Jones in Atlanta?

“Good seeing you, DeAndre,” I said in a low voice myself, which earned me a look from my wife. I tried to ignore her and thankfully, we moved on quickly.

“Would you like the nickel tour?” she asked as she took his arm. I grabbed his small suitcase which answered my question without me having to ask it – he planned to stay for the night at least.

“That sounds great,” he said as they walked toward the stairs. I followed behind them feeling like a bellboy more than the host.

Oh, who am I kidding? Victoria is the hostess and I’m just along for the ride. The realization of which made my dick swell even more and my belly clench.

“This place is spectacular,” DeAndre said to her as they climbed the stairs. “Extremely well done, you two.”

“I’ll take that as a huge compliment coming from a real estate professional such as yourself,” Victoria practically gushed. She was smiling so hard I imagined her cheeks would cramp on her. But my wife really does have a beautiful smile.

When they reached the top of the stairs, I wasn’t surprised that Victoria led him to our bedroom first thing. She was already pointing out the view of the grounds from our picture window when I arrived with his bag. They both turned to look at me and I realized that we’d reached our first decision point – would one of them instruct me to leave the bag in the master bedroom, relegating me to our guest room for the duration of his visit, however long that turned out to be? Or had I made it a fait accompli by walking into the room with his bag in tow?

“Why don’t we decide right now what this visit is all about?” DeAndre said, ending all doubt as to who was in charge. “I’ve got to be in Florence first thing Monday morning, so if it’s alright with you two…” he trailed off as he eyed Victoria.

“Oh, by all means, we’d love you to stay for the weekend, DeAndre,” she cooed as she pulled him close. Then she turned to me and asked, “Isn’t that right, Mack?”

“Of course,” I said with a bravado I wasn’t feeling. “Mi casa es su casa,” I added with a slightly forced smile.

“Grazie, Mack” DeAndre said with a broad smile of his own. “But in Italian, it’s ‘La mia casa è la tua casa.”

“Thanks for the tip,” I said dryly.

“Good,” Victoria said. “I’m glad that’s settled. Put his suitcase on the sofa, Mack,” she added, ending the discussion. “Would you like to freshen up?” she asked him before I had a chance to move. I had made the decision early, and on my own, that if they wanted to get down and dirty as soon as he arrived I would step out. I’d already watched them in Atlanta and had several scenes seared into my brain, especially the one in DeAndre’s living room, which could last me a lifetime. I didn’t need to overload myself, strange as that might sound.

“I’ll leave you two alone,” I said after I placed his suitcase on the sofa and moved toward the door, feeling more like a bellhop than I wanted. I half expected him to offer me a tip for my troubles. But as I looked back just before I exited the room, I saw him take my wife in his arms again and kiss her, his hands on her ass and her arms around his neck, oblivious to me and everything else in the world. So much for the nickel tour, I said to myself.

I closed the door, our bedroom door, and walked downstairs. I had already set up my studio in a small room off the living room to paint, something I’d done too little of in the weeks since our move. The light in that room is perfect for a painter and I was anxious to get back to work – Victoria retired, I did not – and I was in the process of revving up my creative juices when I heard the bed in our bedroom, which I realized belatedly was right overhead in my studio, begin to creak and rock as DeAndre started to fuck my wife. I stared up at the ceiling for a few seconds as the noise increased and moans from Victoria became noticeable, and I wondered if this was going to work after all. A painter’s studio should be a safe place for the artist, a sanctuary from the cares and concerns of everyday life, not a low-budget psychological torture chamber.

Then again, how long could they keep it up, I wondered.

Quite some time, it turned out.
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I decided after several hours to get out of my studio to preserve my own sanity. DeAndre and Victoria seemed quite content to fuck and sleep all afternoon and I was getting hungry, having skipped lunch. I drove to the market in town, something I’ve developed quite a taste for in the two weeks we’ve lived here, and bought enough fresh vegetables, bread, and cheese. We’ve been trying to eat local food when we cook and it’s been fantastic even if neither of us are any great shakes in the kitchen. Usually, the ingredients are so good that we can’t ruin them.

By the time I get back with the makings of an early dinner, Victoria and DeAndre are swimming naked in the pool. Our house is isolated from our neighbors so there’s no chance of anyone being offended or calling the local polizia but it’s a bit of a shock finding them lying out in all-together on our chaise lounges.

“Hi, honey,” Victoria greets me with a wave but without moving. She shields her eyes as I carry the sack of groceries from the car to the house. I drop the food off and wander out to see how they’re doing.

“You look comfortable,” I tell my wife as I stand over her. “All good?”

“I really don’t see how it could be any better, darling,” she tells me and I have to believe her. I guess I forgot just how ripped DeAndre is, or maybe it’s because I never saw him naked in the bright sun in Atlanta, but under the Tuscan sun, he’s a fucking god among men.

“Mack, I gotta tell you,” he says without opening his eyes. “This is quite a life you’ve got for yourself here.” He finally turns and looks at me. “Quite the fucking life.”

“Glad you like it,” I tell him with some honesty. “So far, so good.”

“I really appreciate you letting me barge in on you for the weekend, Mack,” he said as he slid his feet off the chaise and stood up. “And for letting me be with Vicky all afternoon. I forgot how much I love fucking your wife.” He said it with a flat tone, not as if he was trying to get under my skin, even though he kind of did. I just nodded.

“I understand how you feel,” I said uncomfortably.

Victoria stood up from her chaise and came to me, finally. She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me quickly on my mouth, but long enough for me to taste DeAndre on her lips. Did he cum in her mouth, I wonder.

“Yes, thank you so much, Mack. It was really nice of you to do that.” She kissed me again, deeper and it was completely obvious that I was tasting DeAndre as much as I was tasting my wife. When she pulled back and gave me a knowing smile, I knew beyond a shadow of a doubt.

“You guys hungry?” I asked awkwardly.

“I could eat,” DeAndre said as he walked to the edge of the pool. Just before he dove into the deep end, he looked at me. “You don’t need any help, do you, Mack?” He didn’t wait for an answer.

“Cheeky devil,” I muttered to Victoria but she laughed and tapped my arm playfully. “Join me in the kitchen?” I asked and she nodded.

“Are you okay, Mack?” she asked. “I know DeAndre can be a little much.”

“You think?” I said but backed down immediately. “I don’t want to sound like I’m complaining or anything, but…”

“But?”

“What did he tell you about why he’s here?” I asked with some trepidation. Did I really want to know? Yeah, I did.

“He’s working on putting a deal together in Florence, so he might be here for a few months if everything works out. Is that okay?”

“Well, what does that mean for us, Victoria? Is he going to drive down here every weekend?”

“Would that be so bad if he did, Mack? Isn’t that what you wanted?”

“Yeah, it was,” I said.

“Was? You don’t want it anymore?” she asked and I could hear the disappointment in her voice.

“I didn’t mean to say that, Vicks.”

“Mack,” she said in a low tone. “If this isn’t what you want, tell me. I can send him away.”

“But you don’t want to send him away, do you?” I arched an eyebrow.

“No, to be honest. I don’t. But it’s just sex, Mack. I love you, and if his presence here is not what you want, then I’ll send him on his way.” She turned to walk out to the pool and I grabbed her arm before she could leave.

“Don’t Victoria. Let him stay and we’ll talk about it after he leaves.”

“Are you sure?” she asked and it looked to me like she was being honest with me. I could only hope.

“Yeah, I’m sure. Maybe I can watch the next time?”

She smiled, warmly. “Sure, Mack. Anything you want.”

Dinner was easy to throw together and the three of us sat down at our outdoor table to eat and talk. We had gotten to know a little bit about DeAndre in Atlanta and we shared a few more details about our lives before we got down to brass tacks. I had some questions that seemed more pertinent now that he had showed up on our doorstep halfway around the world.

“So,” I began as we sipped our wine while the sun set. “Did you engineer the move to Florence?”

DeAndre smiled. “Of course. It wasn’t hard, as we’ve only got one hotel in Italy and it’s been quite successful. But I was mostly interested in following you two here.”

“And the company went for it?” I asked.

He nodded. “I’ve got a stellar track record, so they listen when I pitch a new location. I always wanted to come back here. I put together the deal in Rome for them a few years ago.”

“I want to get back to your modus operandi,” Victoria said.

“Wow, you really are a lawyer,” DeAndre said with a laugh.

“Columbia Law School, Class of aught-nine,” she quipped.

“What do you want to know?” he asked as he leaned her way. Victoria was sitting between me and DeAndre again, just as she did in the restaurant in Atlanta a few weeks ago.

“How many white women like me have you slept with?”

“Like you? You mean, married white women?”

“Yes.”

“Dozens, but how many exactly, I don’t know. I don’t keep track.” He sipped his wine again.

“How long does your relationship with them usually last?”

“It depends. If I’m in town for a project, it might last two or three months. If things don’t work out between us, it can be over in a matter of days.”

“Do you usually break it off or does the woman?”

“Well,” he said with a chuckle. “I don’t want to brag, but it’s usually me that ends it.”

“They just can’t get enough of you, is that it?” Victoria asked with a smirk.

“Can you, Vicky?” He smiled again, but it was a smug look. Then he turned to me.

“What about you, Mack? You good with this arrangement?”

“Tell me what exactly you have in mind, DeAndre?”

“Well, I’m probably going to be in Florence for a couple of months putting the deal together. If it was up to me, I’d drive down here to fuck your wife every weekend for the duration. Will that be a problem for you?”

I looked at Victoria. She’s got an excellent poker face but from our prior conversation I knew how she felt about DeAndre’s plan but she had left it up to me. Now he was doing the same. Trouble was, I didn’t know myself. Not really. So I decided to talk it out. With DeAndre.

“Well, I’m not sure, to be honest. I like the fact that Victoria seems to be into you, but every weekend seems a bit much. Do you have any flexibility on that point?”

He nodded. “Sure, if that’s what you want. But is it, Mack? Do you want to have that much control over the situation? Because in my experience, the cuckold seems to get a kick out of ceding control to the bull about when he gets to fuck his hotwife.” He cocked an eyebrow and I swallowed hard.

He was right. There was something about giving him control that made my dick hard and my stomach drop. I loved and hated the idea at the same time. The little voice in the back of my head was screaming at me to tell him to get the fuck out of here and never come back, but my dick was so hard at the idea of him being in charge that I felt a little dizzy and it wasn’t because of the wine. Part of me wanted this so bad. So bad.

“What about you, Vicky?” he asked as he turned to my wife. She was staring at me but she turned to him after a beat. “How do you feel about me being in charge of how often I get to fuck you?”

“I think it should be Mack’s call, DeAndre,” she said in an even tone.

“I know that’s what you think you should do,” DeAndre said to her. “But what would you like if it was up to you?”

She turned to look at me. “Well, if it were up to me, I’d love to give you total control, DeAndre, to come and go as you please and fuck me whenever you want. But I think it would be unfair of me to do that without Mack’s okay. That’s why I think it should be up to him.” She kept her eyes on mine the whole time she was talking, which was so fucking hot. I was amazed at how much her words excited me. Victoria is not a submissive woman. That she wanted to submit to DeAndre was shocking to me. And I wanted to give her what she wanted.

And DeAndre knew it.

“What do you say, Mack? Do you want to give your wife what she wants?”

I glanced at him briefly but looked back at Victoria a half a second later. Her face was impassive but I knew beyond a reasonable doubt what she wanted me to say. And I wanted to say it. But I wasn’t sure I could. I knew in my bones I’d regret it but I wanted it so bad nonetheless.

“Tell you what, Mack,” DeAndre said at last, breaking the tension. “Let me give you a little taste of what you’re in for if you say yes to my proposal.” He stood up without waiting for me to say a word. “Victoria, get on your knees and suck my cock like a good little submissive hotwife.”

Victoria’s head snapped around to look at DeAndre as he stood up from his chair and faced her. She looked up at him without moving for several long few seconds before she went to her knees at his feet. We had all dressed for dinner so she had to unbuckle his belt and unsnap his pants, then she lowered the zipper to free his cock while she kept her eyes on his.

My dick was so hard it hurt.

“See this, Mack? It’s amazing what I can get women like Victoria to do once they give me control.” He watched without moving as my wife licked the tip of his cock, then slid her tongue down the shaft and licked his balls, all while keeping eye contact with him. Finally, she took the head of his cock into her mouth and began to suck him in earnest, her head bobbing back and forth as she stroked his shaft with one hand and massaged his balls with the other.

“Fuck, you’re a good cocksucker, Vicky. You know that, right?” He reached for the root of his cock and pulled it from her mouth. She whimpered a bit when he did and let go of him. He reached for her hair with his free hand to hold her head, then he battered her cheek gently with his swollen member, not to hurt her as he just tapped her face. It was, in my estimation, a power move, to show his dominance over her and her acceptance of him.

“Yeah, you’re a good little black cock whore. You’ll do whatever I want and let me do whatever I want just so you can keep getting this black cock, isn’t that right, Vicky?” She nodded but didn’t speak and he slapped her cheek again with his cock, harder this time, the sound of his wet skin bashing her delicate features making my gut drop but my dick strain in my shorts.

“Yes, DeAndre,” she said at last and he fed her his cock again. He maintained his grip on her hair and began to seriously fuck her face. He raised her hands, maybe surprised that he was suddenly getting rough with her, maybe to push against him, her fingers splayed open, her hand hovering, as if she was undecided as if she was caught between wanting him to be rough and not wanting it.

“Put your hands behind your back, Victoria,” he growled in a low voice. She did as she was ordered.

“DeAndre,” I said, involuntarily, as I leaned forward as if I was going to stand up. His eyes never left hers.

“Shut the fuck up, cuck. Can’t you see she loves it?” He kept fucking her mouth, gagging her slightly with each thrust. She didn’t protest. I settled back in my chair, restless, on edge, but entranced by what was happening. In just minutes, DeAndre had taken complete control of the situation. I felt totally emasculated.

And so turned on, it hurt. My dick throbbed. My balls ached. My head felt like it might explode, my blood was pumping so fast as my pulse roared in my ears.

“I think we need to teach your cuck a lesson, Vicky,” DeAndre growled without looking at me. “That sound good to you?” She nodded as best she could and my heart sank. What now? DeAndre grabbed his shaft again and pulled his cock from my wife’s mouth, then he jerked himself for a few strokes as I watched in horror as his orgasm burst forth and painted Victoria’s face. She flinched and closed her eyes but he held her steady with his other hand, his grip on her unrelenting as ropes of cum doused her gorgeous eyes, nose, and mouth.

“See that, cuck? She’s a good little black cock slut, isn’t she? And your cuck’s a good little cuck, ain’t he, Vicky? Yeah, he’s a perfect little cuck.”

I recoiled in horror – I knew what he was implying and I have never been one of those who thought that another man’s cum was in any way appealing. I know that’s a common trope in the world of cuckolds but not for me. Not ever. I did not want this.

But Victoria reached for DeAndre’s hand and he took it to help her up from her knees. She had one eye open, the other one coated with jizz, as she turned toward me. When she stepped my way, I stood up, involuntarily and I will never understand why but that’s what happened. She stepped in front of me, wrapped her arms around my neck, leaned in, and kissed me. It was even more disgusting than I imagined. She reeked of DeAndre’s cum and her lips were drenched with it. As soon as she kissed me, mine were as well. She penetrated my mouth with her tongue and I tasted him, nothing but him, not a hint of my wife. She didn’t stop. She made it so much worse than it had to be. So much worse.

But then, incredibly, I began to accept it. I was a cuck, this was the fate I deserved. I wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled her body into mine and I kissed her back, passionately, without reservation but with a ton of remorse. I was filled with remorse but I reveled in it, as if the disgusting pain of what was happening was exactly what I wanted, exactly what I deserved for bringing DeAndre into our lives, for opening up our marriage and inviting him in, not to destroy it but to change it, inexorably, into whatever this was.

When our kiss finally ended, Victoria leaned back slightly but kept her arms around my neck. She looked at me and I looked at her. My face was wet with the cum of another man, as was hers as we stared into each other’s eyes. We didn’t speak – we didn’t need to. What was there to say? This was who we were. It didn’t need to be said. It was so true, so obvious, that words were unnecessary, superfluous. We both understood that.

Finally, she let go of me and I did the same. She turned to DeAndre and took his hand to walk him into the house and up to our bedroom. I watched them go, then I began cleaning up.

I didn’t see them again until the next day.
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By the time DeAndre left first thing Monday morning, I had settled into my role as the facilitator of his visit with Victoria. I cooked for them, cleaned up after they ate, washed their towels after they swam naked in the pool, and generally watched as they enjoyed each other’s company.

Except in the bedroom. Unlike in Atlanta, and unlike that demonstration of his dominance over me and us after dinner the first night, I was locked out of the bedroom where he fucked my wife. It was never discussed, not before and not after the fact. It just was. Which suited me just fine.

Not that I liked it, Far from it. I hated it. I hated the fact that I didn’t get to watch. But if that’s what they wanted, then that’s what had to happen. I took a back seat to them. That’s the part I was suited to.

“So,” Victoria said after DeAndre drove off to return to Florence and his project on Monday morning. “What do you think?”

“Does that really matter?” I asked not rhetorically. I wanted to know.

“Of course, it does, Mack,” she said with a catch in her voice that surprised but thrilled me. I might have found my footing as a beta male cuckold whose wants and needs took a back seat to my wife and her bull, but she wasn’t quite there yet. “I’m always going to be concerned about you. I love you. I always will.”

“Are you sure about that, Vicks? Because I’d understand if you changed your mind.”

“You would? How can you say that, Mack? Don’t you love me?”

My heart sank. “Of course, I love you, Victoria. I think if anything I love you more now than I ever dreamed was possible. It’s overwhelming, to be honest. I almost feel like I’m drowning in my love for you.”

She stared at me without moving for some time. Finally, she opened her mouth to speak but said nothing. She just kept looking at me. “What? I asked at last.

“I don’t know, Mack. It’s hard to put into words.” She looked away and I watched her closely. Was that sadness in her eyes? Remorse? I could relate.

“I think I know what you’re going through, Vicks. I get it.” She looked at me. “I do.”

“Then why do I feel so bad about what I’m doing to you, Mack? Why don’t you feel as bad as I do?”

I thought about it for a few seconds without saying anything. Victoria just kept looking at me and waiting for me to respond. Finally, she raised an eyebrow and I nodded.

“It’s really hard to explain, but I’ll try.” I took a breath. “I guess it all comes down to the fact that I love you, Vicks. I love you so much. Maybe too much but there’s nothing I can do about that. I don’t want to do anything about that, honestly. I love the fact that you are the most important thing in my life. Your happiness is the most important thing to me, more important than my own.”

“Really? That sounds wrong, Mack. Or unhealthy, at least.”

“Maybe so, but there’s nothing I can do about it. I put you first and I feel like that’s the way it should be.”

“But what about me? Shouldn’t I do the same thing? And if I did, where would that lead us?”

I thought about it and she let me, keeping silent for a long time. “Yeah, I see what you’re saying, Victoria. I get it. But I guess I just feel like your happiness should supersede mine because…” I hesitated, not wanting to say the words.

“What?”

“Because you’re better than me.”

“What are you talking about? I’m not better than you, Mack.” She looked almost as if she was in pain. I somehow knew she would.

“Yeah, you are, Vicks. You’re better than me.”

“That absurd, and you know it.”

“No, it’s true.” I sighed and looked away. I couldn’t look at her while I explained. “Look, just hear me out, okay?” She didn’t respond so I forged ahead. “I know it’s not something that people will generally admit, not to their friends and certainly not to their spouse. Sometimes not even to themselves, but I know it’s true, just as sure as I’m standing here.”

I turned to look at her but she remained silent, so I went on.

“I believe that we all rank each other. Everyone we meet, everyone we know, sometimes consciously, sometimes not, we all do it. We need to know where we stand. And I know, beyond a shadow of a doubt, that you rank higher than me. I’m not saying I know for a fact because this has nothing to do with facts and everything to do with perception and my perception is that you are better than me. I guess it's sort of like we have a partnership but we’re not equals. You’re the senior partner in our partnership, the ranking member in our organization, whatever. You have a higher status than me.”

“Why do you feel that way?” she asked softly.

“Because it’s true, to me, at least. You’re a better person than I am. You’re more successful, by every measure that matters. You’re better looking, more desirable, more personable, hell, you’re nicer than I am. People love you, Vicks, and you know it. I love you. I know it, too.”

“I don’t know what to say,” she said even more softly. “That’s just so wrong, Mack.”

“No, it’s not. And it really can’t be wrong, Vicks, because it’s the way I feel and I get to have my feelings about this and they’re just as valid as yours or anyone else's. It’s just the way I feel.”

She just stared at me for a long while without saying a word. Finally, she looked down.

“Okay, so that’s the way you feel. What if I feel just the opposite? What if I feel, and I’m not saying I do or even that it’s right, but what if I feel like you’re better than me? Don’t we cancel each other out? Or doesn’t that make us equal?”

I thought about it for a few seconds but then I shook my head. “No, it doesn’t. I mean, maybe it does outside of my head, but I have to live inside my own head, so what I think goes, in here.” I tapped my temple with a finger. “I’m the one who decides for me. And I think you’re better than me.”

“So where does that leave us, Mack? And what does all this have to do with DeAndre?”

I sighed. “I guess it all comes down to this, Vicks. How much do you love what he does to you? Because it looks to me like you really love the way he treats you. The way he fucks you, the way he dominates you, the way he degrades you, even. You love that. Maybe that’s what this is all about, now that I think about it. You like being degraded, kind of the way I like being humiliated, and I can’t do that for you. I can’t degrade you. I just can’t. But he can. And he does, and you love it when he does, and to be honest, I do, too.”

“Really,” she said, not as a question so much, just a statement. “You like it when he degrades me?”

“I do. Mostly, I think, because I can see that you like it, but maybe not. I’ll admit that I’m not sure why.”

“Maybe because you secretly want to degrade me too but you can’t do it, so he does it for you. Is that it?”

I shrugged. “Maybe. I don’t know. Does it matter?”

“Yeah, it kind of does, Mack Don’t you get that?”

“No, I guess I don’t.” I shake my head. “I think we’re getting a little far afield here, Vicks. I’m not sure but…” I tilt my head and smile for the first time in a while.

“Yeah, maybe. But I still think you’re wrong to think I don’t love you as much as you love me.”

“I never said that, Victoria. I said I want your happiness more than my own, and since your happiness is more important to me than my own, I’ll do anything I can to make you happy. Including having DeAndre fuck you. Or dominate you. Or degrade you, if that’s what you want. Is that what you want, Vicks?”

“Yeah, I guess I do,” she said quietly.

“It’s okay, Victoria. It really is. Sometimes we don’t get to choose.”

“But it’s wrong, isn’t it? I mean, why should I want that?”

“I don’t know. Why do I want you to humiliate me? I have no idea, but I do.”

“You want me to humiliate you? Don’t you mean you want DeAndre to humiliate you?”

“Both, I think. Although, I guess if I had to pick, I’d pick you?”

“Really? You want me to do it?”

“I think so. It feels like something you want to do, Vicks. Like at dinner the other day. DeAndre didn’t ask you to kiss me, did he? You did that on your own. You decided to humiliate me like that. And you loved it, didn’t you?”

She smiled but she seemed embarrassed by it. “Yeah, I guess I did.”

“Yeah, I guess you did. And that’s okay because it was fantastic. I mean, I hated it when it was happening. But now, I get hard just thinking about it. I’m so glad you did that. I’ll take that memory to my grave, in a good way.”

“Why, Mack? Why does that excite you, me doing that to you?”

“Fuck if I know. I just know it does.” I smiled again, a warmer, more joyous smile. “Fucked up, right?”

“We both are, to be perfectly honest. I mean, I hated it when DeAndre came on my face. But I’m glad he did.”

“Yeah, right? That was so fucking hot, Vicks. So fucking hot.”

She smirked at me. “See what I mean? You like it when I get degraded, maybe as much as I do. Maybe more.”

“Yeah, but it’s only because I know you love it, Vicks. If you didn’t want it to happen, if it didn’t excite you, then I wouldn’t want it, either. I’d fight to the death to make sure it didn’t happen to you if you didn’t want it to.”

“But right before he did it, right before that first shot of cum hit me, I didn’t want it to happen. I didn’t want it in the worst way.”

“But isn’t that the way these things work? I mean, just before you kissed me and smeared his jizz all over me, I felt the same way. I didn’t want it, Vicks. I promise you, I didn’t want it to happen.”

“But once it did…?”

“Once it did, I was cool with it. And now, I love that you did that to me. And I love that DeAndre did that to you.” I laughed. “We are something else, you know?”

“Yeah, it’s a little scary.” She gave me a look and cocked her eyebrow. “So, what’s next?”

I shrugged. “Fuck if I know, babe. I just know it’s going to be a hell of a couple of months, with DeAndre coming down here every weekend.”

“Yeah,” she said in a quiet voice. She gave me a look. “You’ll tell me if you change your mind about all of this?”

I shook my head. “I won’t change my mind, Vicks. I’ve been dreaming about this my whole adult life. I feel like I died and went to heaven. I really do.”

“Okay,” she said in a singsong voice. “If you say so.”

“I say so, Vicks. And the same goes for you. If you change your mind, or if things get to be too much for you, you’ll let me know, right?”

Victoria, my stunning hotwife, wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me, so gently, so lovingly on the lips, it was amazing. Utterly and completely amazing.

“I will, Mack. You’ll be the first to know.”

Fuuuuck.

Click here to pre-order

My Stunning Hotwife (Part 2)
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Now that we’ve taken that first giant leap into the hotwife lifestyle,

I feel like things are already spinning out of control.

We’ve only had one bull in our bedroom so far.

But Victoria is already enamored with him.

Just like, of course, he is with her.

What could go wrong?

Click here to leave a review of

My Stunning Hotwife (Part 1)
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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


My Audiobooks
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Titles on Audible
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Part 1~Part 2~Part 3~Part 4
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Secrets~Delusion~Dilemma~Bliss
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Lexi~Sara~Erin~Mariah-Jocelyn
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Part 1 ~ Part 2 - Part 3
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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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