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

As our relationship with DeAndre has evolved we find our marriage transformed.

Our concept of who we are and what we mean to each other has too.

I’ve never loved Victoria more but I’m so conflicted.

I know what she needs me to do.

But can I do it?

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“So, I need a favor from you, Mack,” DeAndre told me the day before we were due to fly to Lagos, Nigeria. “I trust that you know your way around a camera.”

I nodded. I’m an artist, a painter, but I took several photography classes in art school and I’ve maintained my skills since then. I’ve got a brand new Nikon D6 that Victoria bought for me with some of her bonus money from DeAndre’s deal in Florence which is fast, light, and great for action shots. I also inherited a vintage Rollieflex TLR from my uncle, which is my sentimental favorite because of its classic twin-lens design. I don’t bother DeAndre with the boring details though.

“Great,” he said as he rubbed his hands together. “I need a picture of Victoria to send to my man in Lagos. He’s going to do some legwork for us with the people we need to approve the hotel project so she’s got to look, well…” He gives me a cockeyed grin and shrugs. “You get the idea.”

“Do I get a say in all of this?” asked Victoria, sitting with us at the table on our patio. “Or am I just expected to comply?”

“You always get a say in everything, Vicky,” DeAndre said with a slight irritation. “But it’ll really speed things along if we can get a really good picture of you so that Michael can line up your appointments in advance.”

My wife gave me a look that said, Can you believe this? I didn’t offer a response. Instead, I turned to DeAndre and asked, “How many appointments do you anticipate the project will require?”

He shrugged. “It’s hard to say, Mack. As dysfunctional as the bureaucracy is here in Italy, it’s ten times worse in Nigeria from what I hear. We might be down there a while.” He suddenly looks at me. “You are coming with us, aren’t you, Mack?”

“Of course,” I almost wanted to scream at him but I restrained myself. “What did you expect?”

“I expected you to come with us,” he said with a tone that made me feel like an idiot. DeAndre is good at making me feel like an idiot.

“What do you have in mind for this photo, DeAndre?” Victoria asked. It’s not lost on me that she referred to a photo instead of a picture, one of my pet peeves with people who don’t know what they’re talking about regarding photography. Not that I’m an expert but I do have standards.

“I know exactly what I want, Vicky,” he smirked. “I even had Samantha order you a wig before he left for the shoot.”

“A wig?” Victoria asked, dismayed. My wife has gorgeous hair, long and blonde, her natural color as well. She is proud of her hair so I’m not the least bit surprised she’s pushing back with DeAndre’s plan. But she does have trouble saying no to the man. “How is it going to look when I show up looking different than the photo?”

“No one will notice the difference, Vicky,” DeAndre assured her. “We’ll just be giving you a long mane but your style and color. No one’s going to complain, believe me.”

“What’s the point, though?” I asked. “She looks great as she is, doesn’t she?”

“Yeah, but wait until you see the wig, Mack.”

DeAndre was right, of course. The wig is not quite twice the length of Victoria’s natural hair and when she put it on, even she had to admit it she looked incredible in it. Her own hair comes to just below her shoulders but the wig went all the way down to the middle of her back to great effect. On top of the way her hair looked, DeAndre had her sitting on an ancient wooden box we had in one of the outbuildings that came with our Tuscan farmhouse in Cortona. With the lighting guy he paid to come down for the photo shoot, she looked beyond amazing. I was surprised he used me, an amateur photographer at best, to actually shoot the photos.

“No, I love your eye, Mack,” he said when I asked him why he didn’t hire a true professional. “There’s something about the way you look at things. It comes across in your paintings, which, by the way, Rodney is interested in.”

I just stared at him. “Your boss?”

“The one and only,” he said with a triumphant smile. He wanted to impress me and he had. I’d never heard of Rodney Morrow before Victoria and I met DeAndre in Atlanta last year, but ever since then, Mr. Morrow has been the focus of our lives and our relationship with DeAndre. But I’ll get into that in due course.

“Since when and what for?” I asked rudely but I wanted to know. Rodney owns the Penthouse Hotel chain and if he was going to start buying my paintings to decorate hotel rooms and lobbies, I was going to have a big problem with that. I make real art, not shit that matches the sofa.

DeAndre picked up on my concerns without me having to say anything. “Don’t worry, Mack. Rodney is a serious collector and he wants some of your work for his private collection. He’s just moved into a new place in Atlanta and he needs a lot of new shit to make it his own.”

“Why me, though?” I asked, suspicious that Mr. Morrow, whom I still haven’t met but have heard a lot more about in the past few months, was always working some angle. Usually, an angle in which my wife was involved.

“Relax, Mack. You’re getting all worked up for nothing. I have no agenda here. I just suggested to Rodney that he check you out and he liked what he saw. Nothing more than an appreciation for your talent as an artist.”

“That’s quite a compliment, don’t you think, Mack?” Victoria, silent until then, said gently.

“I suppose,” I allowed begrudgingly. Which didn’t fool DeAndre one bit.

“Don’t worry, Mack. He won’t embarrass you. Far from it. Once you’re in his collection, you’ll get a lot more exposure with the right kind of art lovers. And he’ll pay you a good price. Maybe not top dollar but a good price. Plus, by selling to him directly, you skip the gallery or art dealer fees. It’ll be good all around for you, Mack. You’ll see.”

With that matter concluded – not to my satisfaction, but done for now – we got set up for Victoria’s photo session. DeAndre knew exactly what he wanted so it didn’t take long to set up. Getting Victoria ready was the biggest prep work but I wasn’t part of that. DeAndre brought in a stylist to handle the wig, a makeup artist to do Vicrtoria’s face, and even a body artist, whatever that is. I didn’t stick around in our bedroom for the production, and it was a production with six different people crowded into our bedroom. I followed DeAndre downstairs and out the door to our largest outbuilding which used to be a barn when our property was still a working farm.

“So, I want the background to be as dark as possible, Mack. I want high contrast with your lovely wife’s body and especially with that wig, which the lighting guy assures me he can make sparkle.”

I look around the barn and am surprised to see a backdrop that should give DeAndre the dark background he’s looking for. The lighting guy has two umbrella strobes set up at 45-degree angles to where I’ll be shooting which isn’t optimal but only if you’re looking for some dramatic shadows, which it sounds like isn’t what DeAndre has in mind. I show him my Rolleiflex and ask if the format will work with whoever is making the prints and he assures me whatever I give him will be fine. I wonder if he knows as much as he thinks he does about photography but I don’t share my concern with him.

If he wants to run the show, I’ll stand back and let him do so.

As we watched the lighting guy and his crew tweak their equipment, I’ve got nothing to do so I decided to see if I can get more information out of DeAndre.

“So, Lagos, eh?” I started. He glanced at me and nodded.

“There’s supposedly a lot of money sloshing around down there because of the oil. I didn’t realize they’re the biggest oil producer on the African continent.”

“Saudi Arabia isn’t in Africa?” I asked.

“Nope. Asia. I thought so too but I looked it up. Nigeria is numero uno with 1.5 million barrels a day coming out of the ground there.”

“Well, fascinating as that is, DeAndre,” I said in as nice a tone as I could manage. Then I added, “But what’s the plan for Victoria? Is she just going to spread her legs for everybody who has any say in whether or not you can build your hotel?”

Shit, that didn’t come out right.

He side-eyed me hard. “We’re buying an existing building, Mack, so no, it won’t be like that.”

“But a whole lot of fucking for you and Rodney, right?”

“Yeah, that’s right, Mack. With another nice payday when we get the deal done, don’t forget.”

I sighed and turned away from him. How much should I push this, I wondered. “We don’t really need the money, DeAndre,” I said at last.

“But you won’t turn it down either. Am I right?” He glared at me with that stupid shit-eating grin of his and it was all I could do not to take a swing at him. Which would have been dumb as hell and done no good as he’s ten years younger than me, half a foot taller, and could beat my ass without breaking a sweat.

“No, I suppose not.” I was sorry I brought it up.

“I don’t get what you’re complaining about, Mack. You’re a cuck. You love the idea of strangers fucking your wife. And in Lagos, every last one of them will be black, unlike here in Italy. No more old as the hills counts and fat-fuck bureaucrats. That should stiffen your dick, no? Not to mention Victoria will have a fine time, I guarantee.”

“I’m just not so sure, is all,” I mumbled.

“About what?”

“All of this.” I don’t elaborate. I shouldn’t have to.

Just then, I heard footsteps behind me and I turned to see Victoria approaching the barn. She looks radiant but a bit embarrassed, as well. Her makeup was overdone and she was wearing a skimpy robe that seemed a little inappropriate in front of the crew but I didn’t say anything.

But the wig was incredible. It was perfectly placed on her head so you couldn’t tell it was a wig even if I knew because it was twice as long as her real hair. But it looked amazing. The color in the sunlight was almost blinding and even though that made it look fake, it still looked incredible. Otherworldly, almost.

“Victoria,” DeAndre said with a smarmy smile and a lascivious tone. “You look marvelous.” He stepped forward to offer her his hand and then he walked her into the barn and the crate where I would take her picture. The lighting guys finished whatever they had been fiddling with and stepped back but their eyes never left Victoria’s body. They did not attempt to conceal their interest in seeing her lose the robe.

Which she then did.

Fucking hell.
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Victoria was naked underneath the robe, of course. She looked vaguely embarrassed by her lack of clothes but also proud as if she knew how incredible she looked in the wig and makeup and she would just own it. She looked at me for a beat before she turned to DeAndre.

“Where do you want me?” she asked with a slightly defiant tone.

“Sit there,” he said, smiling as he pointed at the crate. She walked to the focus of all the lights and perched on the edge of the box.

“I won’t get splinters, will I?” she asked in a tone that was bordering on disrespectful. She can’t say no to DeAndre but she wasn’t going to make it easy on him, either.

“Nope,” he said with an offhanded wave that threw her disrespect right back in her face. She glared at him but remained silent.

Until she wasn't. “Is this going to take long? Because I’m going to start sweating if it does.” She wasn’t talking to me but I answered just the same.

“Shouldn’t take long at all.” I nodded at the lighting guys and they adjusted their umbrella lights now that they had a model to work with. And they took too long doing it, in my estimation. I flashed a look at DeAndre and he nodded.

“Let’s pick up the pace, boys,” he told them and they did. Within seconds, everything was set.

“Look down and away,” DeAndre instructed my wife. “As if you're slightly embarrassed by it all.”

“I’m more than slightly embarrassed, DeAndre,” she snapped but he didn’t react. He just looked at me to start snapping photos. Which I did.

“Do you want any poses other than this?” Victoria asked after a few minutes and a hundred or so clicks of my shutter.

“Nope, that’ll be all we need,” DeAndre said, which surprised me.

“You sure?” I asked him and he nodded.

“I’m sure.” He walked over to Victoria and handed her robe to her. She glared at him but he didn’t take the hint that he should hold it so she could put it on with his help. She looked at me and rolled her eyes but I had my camera in my hands so I couldn’t help her. One of the lighting guys stepped into the breach and held her robe as she slipped it on.

“We good?” DeAndre asked and I looked at the photos that downloaded to my laptop automatically.

“Yeah, I’d say any of these will work, but I’ll go through them and pick out the top ten.”

“No need, Mack. I trust your judgment.” DeAndre said as he walked to where Victoria was still glaring at him. He offered her his arm and she looked at it, then looked at his face again but he didn’t budge. Finally, she took his arm and he walked her towards the door that led back to the house.

“We done here, boss?” the lead lighting guy asked DeAndre who turned to look back over his shoulder.

“We’re good, thanks.” He kept walking Victoria out the barn door, and down the path until they disappeared into the house. My house.

“Isn’t she your wife?” the lighting guy asked me as I was studying the images on my laptop.

“Yeah,” I said simply.

“Then, what the fuck is that, my friend?” he asked in a thick Italian accent.

“Complicated,” was all I could manage to say.

He just stared at me.

I shrugged and walked off to print some of the photos I’d just taken.

“Fuck, Mack,” DeAndre said with a huge smile when he looked at the prints I handed him. I’ve got a large format printer that I use to print some of the subjects I photograph as inspiration for my paintings. It’s an expensive printer that not only handles larger formats but with amazing image quality, too. Even I was amazed at how well the photos of Victoria turned out.

“If we can’t get a deal in Nigeria with these, then there was no deal to be made in the first place.” He slowly thumbed through the stack. It’s not easy to discern the differences between the individual prints in the stack but DeAndre took his time looking at each one before moving on to the next. Finally, he thumbs back through them all and slides one out of the pile.

“Can you print a hundred copies of this one?”

I just stared at him. “One hundred copies? Seriously?”

He stared back for an awkward second before he laughed. “Don’t worry, Mack. She won’t be fucking a hundred different bureaucrats down there.” He shook his head and walked away leaving me to look at Victoria.

“Still convinced you want to do this, Vicks?” I asked in a sad voice. At least, it sounded sad as fuck to me.

“In for a dime, in for a dollar,” she said with a shrug and a cocked eyebrow.

“Really? That’s all you can say to me?” I didn’t know why I was being such a pissant about it but I couldn’t stop myself.

“Is there something you want to tell me, Mack?” she deadpanned me. “Because this is hard enough for me without you piling your shit on me.”

“Then don’t do it, Victoria. Tell him you’re done, we’re out, adios motherfucka.” I stared at her and wondered if I’d finally gone too far. I braced for impact.

She didn’t explode, much to my surprise.

“I’m too curious not to go for at least a while, Mack. I just have to see what he’s got in mind for me down there.” She looked away for a second before she turned back to face me. “You don’t have to come if it’s going to be too much for you, though. I’ll manage on my own if I have to.”

I sagged. “What kind of a husband would I be if I sent this off to the dark continent without her husband?” I handed her the photo on the top of the stack. It wasn’t the one DeAndre picked but it was almost indistinguishable from the rest.

[image: ]

“Great work, Mack,” she whispered as she stared at the image of her. “Great fucking work.”

“Kind of ironic, don’t you think?” I cocked an eyebrow and she nodded.

She gave me a puzzled look. “How so?”

“I’m in charge of making you irresistible to a bunch of strangers in a strange land? That doesn’t strike you as ironic?”

“I guess,” she allowed. “More twisted than ironic, but I get what you’re saying.”

I nodded and looked at the photo. “Where does all this end, Vicks?”

“Fuck if I know, Mack,” she said with a wistful tone. “Fuck if I know.”

We’d met DeAndre almost a year ago in Atlanta. We lived in New York City at the time but we’d flown to Atlanta with the express purpose of meeting a black man to fuck my wife.

I know, I know. I can’t believe we did it, either. But we did.

Victoria was on the fence about my fascination with all things hotwife and cuckold for most of the three years we’d been married to that point. She wasn’t morally opposed to breaking her marriage vows to me because neither of us put much stock – or any, really – in all that til-death-do-us-part shit and everything that came with it. We were both on our second marriages and both were a little longer in the tooth even if Victoria hardly looks her age, so the thought of fucking a black man for shits and giggles didn’t send her running to a divorce attorney or wondering what the fuck was wrong with her husband. We’d watched enough cuckold porn together for her to know I was into it. And even she had to admit that if done right, the image of a very black man fucking a very white married woman, often with her very white husband looking on or even better, filming the action, was pretty fucking hot.

I guess you could say I groomed her pretty effectively, although I hate the mind-control connotations of that word. I didn’t groom her, I just opened her mind to the idea that getting railed by a big black cock might be fun. It took a while, but she came around. Eventually.

So we flew down to Atlanta and met up with DeAndre at a bar. We’d considered looking for someone online through a service or one of those websites that specialize in matching kinky people with their own, but we decided to look for a suitable dick to fuck the old-fashioned way – dress up and meet in person at a restaurant that was a known hookup joint. I’m sure such places existed in our hometown but for some reason, Victoria got it in her head that to go looking for strange black cock in the town where she was a respected Wall Street lawyer was less-than-optimal. That’s even the phrase she used when she practically laughed me out of the room after I suggested it – less than optimal.

“So, what’s optimal?” I asked in a tone I’m not proud of. Not one bit.

“Let’s go to Atlanta,” she said, which knocked me for a loop.

“Atlanta? Why Atlanta?” I must have looked like a fool.

“Because they have a big, urban black population. Because it’s a thousand miles from here. And because I want to, and you better keep me happy if you want this to happen, Mack. I’m still not a hundred percent on board with this. Not even close.”

I thought about it for all of two seconds and pulled out my phone to book the flight. “Sure thing, Vicks. You make an excellent point.” She gave me a look because that’s one of her go-to phrases for ending a conversation, any conversation. Don’t believe me? Try it – it works every time.

It worked back then, She didn’t say another word and before we knew it we were winging our way to the Peach State.
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The three of us flew into Lagos the next day. We were met at the airport by DeAndre’s advance man in Nigeria, a native named Usman Chinda. He was shorter and slighter than DeAndre but even blacker which I didn’t think was possible. Sick fuck that I am, all I could think about was him in bed with Victoria.

“Good flight, boss?” he asked when we piled into his car after stowing our luggage in the trunk. He seemed eager to please so I figured DeAndre must be paying him well.

“Fine, fine,” DeAndre said distractedly as he checked his phone. “How are you doing on filling up Victoria’s date book?”

I was sitting in the back seat with my wife and as soon as DeAndre mentioned her schedule of the men he wanted her to fuck I turned to look at her. She kept her eyes away from mine, though. I wasn’t sure if she was embarrassed or lost in the thought of what she was here to do.

“Good, boss. Good. I’ve got her booked through Tuesday next week already. Those pictures did what they were intended to do, no question.” He leaned on his horn as another car cut in front of him on the insanely busy street leading from the airport.

“And we’re all set on living accommodations, right?”

“Of course, boss. Of course. I’m taking you there now.”

I looked out the car window as we drove away from the airport, south by my reckoning as I had studied the map on the plane. DeAndre told me he rented a house on Banana Island which is on the southern shore of Lagos Lagoon, the lake to the east of the city. I had no idea where we were going and just had to trust that the driver knew his way around.

Usman did most of the talking with DeAndre asking questions about different politicians a bureaucrats that they wanted to get together with Victoria when she finally snapped out of her trance and looked at DeAndre from behind the driver.

“How many men will I be seeing each day?” she asked. DeAndre turned to look at her.

“We’re starting with one per day and see how that goes,” he said in a tone that seemed to indicate he was open to negotiating but Victoria didn’t seem inclined.

“Will I get any days off?” she asked distractedly.

“Of course. We’ll make sure you get two days off per week.” He looked at Usman. “Sundays and Mondays, right?”

“That’s right, boss. That okay, miss?”

“Mrs. MacKinsey,” Victoria said pointedly. “But you can call me Victoria, Usman.”

“Thank you, ma’am,” he said while nodding and looking at Victoria in the rearview mirror. She glanced at me and sighed – she hates being called ‘ma’am’ but didn’t say anything to our driver.

“So, two days off a week?” she said to DeAndre. “And will you be living with us?”

“Yes, of course,” he said while tapping his phone.

“And will I be sleeping with you or one of your targets every night?” she asked as she glanced my way again. She cocked an eyebrow and I did the same.

“We’ll mix it up but I don’t expect many of our ministers and legislators to spend the night, Vicky. Most of them are married.”

“Okay,” she said simply. I wanted to ask when I got to sleep with my wife but decided it could wait.

We drove in silence for the rest of the hour-long trip from the airport to the security gate that protects the neighborhood we’ll be living in. It’s one of the most expensive neighborhoods in Lagos or even all of Africa according to that font of all wisdom in the world, Wikipedia. I was somewhat less than impressed as we drove through the gate and down what seemed like a major street. The houses looked rather pedestrian but the biggest surprise, after encountering a ton of traffic all the way down from the airport is an almost complete lack of cars on the roads.

“It’s like this most of the time,” Usman said when I asked him. “Most of these houses are empty as the people who own them live elsewhere. It’s like a, what do you call it? Holiday home?”

“I vacation house?” I offered and he nodded and agreed vigorously. After just knowing him for a short time, I was already beginning to like Usman.

We pulled into a driveway and he cut the engine. I liked the looks of the place – it was the nicest house in an okay neighborhood. Most of what we saw on the drive from the airport was commercial and industrial areas, with no residential neighborhoods to speak of. I can’t imagine what they look like if this was the priciest residential real estate on the continent.

“Let’s take a quick look around the house together,” DeAndre said when after we exited the car. “Then I have to go. I’ve got an appointment I can’t get out of.”

We followed Usman to the front door and waited as he unlocked it. As he fumbled with a key ring that had far too many keys on it, I asked him if he would be living with us as well.

“Oh, no sir, no. Not me, no.” I glanced at DeAndre but he still had his nose in his phone so I looked at Victoria but she still seemed lost in her own thoughts.

“Where do you live, Usman?”

“I live at the capital, Abuja,” he said which stunned me.

“The capital? So Lagos isn’t the capital of Nigeria?” I asked with my mouth hanging open.

“No sir,” he said firmly. “Abuja is the capital.”

I turned to DeAndre who finally looked up from his phone. “Then what are we doing here?”

“We’ve got it covered, Mack,” he told me dismissively. “We need a lot of city approvals because we’re building the hotel here in Lagos. And Usman is recruiting legislators and government ministers at the national level in Abuja so he’ll be up there.”

“Where is Abuja?” I asked, feeling quite foolish for not knowing anything about it.

“It’s an hour’s flight northeast of here,” DeAndre said.

“So, it’s a long way,” I added like an idiot.

“Well, yeah,” he said with a tone that rubbed my nose in it. He loves to do that, it seems, and I keep giving him ample opportunities.

We toured the house quickly and efficiently, which wasn’t hard because it was hardly huge – four bedrooms, four baths, a living room, kitchen, family room, and office. I kept my mouth shut when DeAndre announced in front of Usman that he and Victoria would take the master bedroom and I could have my pick of any of the guest bedrooms. I’m sure I turned a deep shade of red but Usman didn’t seem to notice.

“So, it’s not your house in Tuscany but it’ll do, right?” DeAndre said as we finished the tour. I agreed and Victoria finally pulled out of her funk.

“It’s very nice,” she said without enthusiasm.

“Okay, I gotta run,” DeAndre said as he turned to look at the front door. “While I’m gone, though,” he began, then he gave me a look that sent a chill down my spine. “While I’m gone, I want Usman here to fuck Victoria.”

My wife’s head snapped around. “What did you say?”

“You heard me,” DeAndre said with a smirk. “I want him to be able to speak from direct experience when he extolls your virtues to the poobahs and potentates in Abuja.” He turned to me. “Then you can have sloppy seconds, Mack. I know how much you love that.”

“Yeah, thanks,” was all I could manage to say. I looked at Victoria but she was just staring at DeAndre in disbelief. Which surprised me. I didn’t know why she was so annoyed at being told to have sex with someone by her bull. That’s what she was here to do, I said to myself.

Only to myself.

“Okay, y’all have fun. I’ll be back for dinner.” DeAndre took Victoria in his arms and kissed her fully and deeply while Usman and I watched. She didn’t fight him off but she looked not at all happy at his calculated display of affection, if that’s what you want to call it.

As soon as DeAndre left the house, Victoria turned to Usman. “Let’s go,” she said with no enthusiasm. Usman looked dismayed. I knew how he felt but for entirely different reasons.

“I don’t want to do this if you don’t want to do this, Victoria,” he said without moving. She stopped and turned to look at him.

“It doesn’t matter what I want, Usman. All that matters is what DeAndre wants and he wants me to fuck you.” She stared at him after that and I don’t know if I’ve ever seen a man look so uncomfortable in my life.

I, on the other hand, was thrilled. Just over an hour ago, I was daydreaming – fantasizing, really – about how it would look if Usman in all his black glory fucked my pale white wife. I don’t know why the color contrast excites me the way it does, all I know is it does. Just standing there looking at the two of them makes me hard. I can’t wait to see them naked together.

“Come on,” Victoria said as she held out her hand. “I won’t bite.”

I’m almost certain it’s not possible for a man as black as Usman to blush but he did a fair impersonation of it. He lowered his eyes and slowly reached for her hand all while studiously avoiding eye contact with me. Not that I blamed him – I’m sure I would have done the same thing if I was in his shoes. Not that I ever would be. Some men are born to cuck and some men are just born cucks. No question about which category I was in.

Victoria half-dragged Usman up the stairs toward the master bedroom. I followed along at a respectful distance. I wasn’t about to inquire if Usman would have a problem with me being in the room when he fucked my wife. DeAndre had all but given me permission and I was also sure Victoria wouldn’t object. She doesn’t humiliate me except when it’s forced on her by DeAndre, and I would operate under the principle that it’s better to ask for forgiveness than permission. When they reached the bedroom door I followed them inside before I closed it behind me, just to make sure they knew I was in the room with them.

Usman didn’t take his eyes off Victoria and she just glanced my way quickly but didn’t give me any indication I was overstepping. I quickly moved to the sofa someone had thoughtfully put to one side of the bed with a perfect angle to view the action to come. I sat down and kept my mouth shut.

“How do you want me?” Victoria asked as she began to undress, rather perfunctory in my opinion but I’m a not-so-disinterested observer. I just watched, as did Usman.

“Do you want me to undress you?” Victoria asked eventually with a hint of impatience.

“No, no,” Usman quickly said as he reached for his belt in a near panic. He opened his trousers and I caught Victoria looking at his crotch as he unveiled his cock. I can’t blame her – I was curious as well and I wasn’t going to fuck him. I kept my eyes on hers as he pulled it out and her eyes went wide. When I glanced at his member I understood why.

He was huge.

Not pornstar huge but close. Bigger than DeAndre who is not small by any means. Usman’s cock looked bigger in contrast to his smaller body which was a surprising thing. I guess I subconsciously expect smaller men to have smaller cocks but that is clearly not the case with Usman. I doubt if the guy weighs 150 pounds soaking wet but his cock probably weighs five pounds on its own. Especially when it’s engorged as it clearly was. Fully engorged.

“So, one more time,” Victoria said with a surprisingly sarcastic tone. “How do you want me?”

“On your back,” Usman said with a little more authority.

Victoria was naked by that time and she climbed onto the bed with all the enthusiasm of a whore who is not thrilled with her work. She slid up to the pillows and propped herself on her elbows to watch Usman as he finished undressing. When he climbed on the bed to join her, she spread her legs for him, a move I will never tire of seeing. It was sexy, dirty, disrespectful to me, inviting to a man she just met and might never see again, and just lascivious in the extreme. I got even harder than I already was if that’s even possible.

“Not too fast, Victoria,” Usman said as he bypassed her open invitation and slid up to lie next to her against the pillows. “If it’s all the same to you, I want to take my time with a woman as beautiful as yourself. Opportunities like this don’t come along all that often and I want to take full advantage of it. And of you.” He smiled but it wasn’t meant to demean her even though his words certainly had that implication. She was his to order around, per their mutual employer who wasn’t even around. She might be all for getting things over and done with as soon as possible, but Usman had other ideas. He was going to take his sweet time with my sweet wife.

I can’t say that I blame him.

He slipped one arm under Victoria’s shoulders and pulled her to him for a kiss. He was gentle, almost respectful at first, but soon enough he reached for her breast with his other hand and fondled her nipple. His kiss deepened and I watched in amazement as his black lips almost devoured hers. His skin, not just his face but his hands and torso as well, contrasted so with her pale whiteness that my throbbing dick and blue balls almost made me moan as I watched them.

Then Usman slid his hand down to Victoria’s pussy. He manipulated her clit for a few delicious seconds until she was squirming and moaning into his mouth – suddenly, she was into him. She wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him back as though she meant it, which I’m sure she did. Their tongues intertwined so aggressively that I was on the edge of my seat and he hadn’t even fucked her yet.

Then he penetrated her vagina with his middle finger and the stunning contrast between his black hand and her white skin was almost too much to bear. He didn’t abuse her hole but he did finger her and she stretched her legs apart to encourage him. Eventually, he took the hint and slipped another finger into her. She was on fire – squirming and gasping as she stopped kissing him and shut her eyes tight, a sure sign she was climaxing. She moaned and rocked her head back as he fingered her to the promised land before she all but collapsed in his embrace and he eased up on her, withdrew his fingers from her slot, and kissed her gently.

They held each other without moving for several long minutes. I finally cleared my throat to move things along. I was looking forward to reclaiming my wife once Usman fucked her but before DeAndre returned for dinner and to commandeer her for the night. I had a narrow window and the two lovebirds needed to get with the program.

They must have heard me because no sooner had I reminded them of my presence than Victoria eased Usman onto his back and mounted him. She gathered her legs up under her and reached between her thighs to insert his thick, black cock into her vagina before she sank down and rolled her head forward as if she was bearing down to take such a large presence in her tight pussy. He watched her but made no move to do anything to help her. I can’t say as I blamed him. The way she moved as she worked to fuck him was almost a work of art, her blond hair falling in front of her face and even draping on his black chest. It was an incredible sight.

“Oh, fuck, you’re big,” she said with the most satisfying catch in her voice.

Victoria began rolling her hips against his, her head thrown back and her eyes closed from what I could tell. She would mewl and moan with each roll and it was clear she was thoroughly enjoying Usman’s big black cock. I was having the time of my life.

“God damn, that feels good,” she said again and again. It looked as if she was content to ride him as long as he could maintain his erection and he showed no signs of flagging or climaxing. They just rocked against each other, his black hands on her white hips, her white hands on his black chest, his eyes on her body, her eyes closed. If I live to be a hundred years old I will never forget that fantastic scene.

“I want to fuck you, Victoria,” Usman said at last.

Victoria stopped rocking and opened her eyes to look at him, puzzled. “We are fucking,” she added.

“No, I want to fuck you, Victoria. Right now, you’re fucking me.”

She didn’t respond but kept her eyes on his for a few seconds. Finally, she asked, “How do you want me?” I shivered with delight at the way my wife has embraced her role as the instrument of a man’s pleasure, even when I’m not that man. Maybe especially when I’m not that man.

“From behind, Victoria,” Usman said with authority. He appeared to have gotten over whatever inhibitions he felt earlier.

Victoria climbed off of his cock and he slid off the bed. She positioned herself on all fours and gave me a look for the first time since they began making love. I cocked an eyebrow and she did the same. Then she looked back at Usman as he climbed on the bed and positioned himself behind her, one hand on her hip and the other gripping his massive erection. He aimed it at her vagina and leaned forward. Victoria dropped her head down to the mattress and moaned the most gut-wrenching, lascivious moan I’ve ever heard.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she said again and again. But she made no effort to stop him and he took that to mean she was willing to take whatever he could dish out. He reached for her hair and wrapped her blond locks in his black hand and pulled back slowly but relentlessly until her neck was bent and her hands were lifted off the mattress as he battered her pussy, the sound of his flesh slapping against hers ricocheting around the quiet room like rifle shots.

He fucked her to an orgasm. He fucked her to another orgasm. Then he fucked her to a third orgasm before he grunted and fell forward on her back, collapsing her to the bed and shooting his load deep inside of her, both of them gasping for breath and writhing with pleasure and satisfaction. Finally, after they had rested and recovered, Usman withdrew from Victoria’s cunt, his black cock slick with their combined juices as he stood up from the bed and began to dress.

“You will fuck your wife now, Mack?” he asked with a hint of attitude. Not that I could blame him. “You are a very lucky man, Mack. Very, very lucky,” he said without irony.

“I agree,” I offered as I stood up from the sofa. I wondered if I should offer to shake his hand but he just dressed and nodded and left.

Victoria had yet to move. I undressed completely and stood next to the bed, wondering if she would be willing to accommodate me.

“Vicks?” I whispered. “You okay?”

“How do you want me?” she asked without looking up.

Fuck, I love my wife.
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“Everything go well with Usman?” DeAndres asked when he arrived at our new home for dinner. Victoria was sitting at the table with him while I cooked, a role I had adopted in Italy when DeAndre visited us at our home there. I almost expected him to take my wife to bed while I slaved away in the kitchen but for some reason I couldn’t fathom, he just sat in the kitchen and watched me make dinner.

“Fine,” Victoria said with an unexpectedly dismissive tone. I glanced at her and then at DeAndre and I wasn’t surprised to see him smiling at her. “What?” she asked him.

“I happen to know what Usman is packing, Vicky,” he said with a sly grin.

“And how would you know something like that, DeAndre?” she asked without smiling.

“We’ve had our share of threesomes over the years.” He didn’t elaborate so I turned to catch his attention.

“How long have you known Usman?” I asked. This was supposedly the first project DeAndre was tackling for his company in Africa so I wondered how and why he came to know a man who didn’t strike me as particularly worldly.

“I’ve used Usman’s unique talents on other projects, Mack,” DeAndre explained without really explaining at all. I waited but he wasn’t inclined to continue talking to me. “Care to comment, Vicky?”

“About what?” she asked with a bit of attitude.

“Fine,” he said with a smile that had no warmth to it. “We’ll talk about what’s going to begin tomorrow, instead.”

I brought their dinner to the table and served them while DeAndre talked. Victoria and I just listened and by the time he was finished, I was in shock. Victoria looked shaken as well.

“That’s some high expectations you have for me, DeAndre,” she said at last.

“I know you’re up to it, Vicky. You’ve already proven to me what a willing and talented whore you are.”

I looked at my wife and saw her blush hard. I know she enjoys being degraded by DeAndre, both physically and verbally, but this was on the verge of going too far. I knew I should say something but I didn’t know what I should say. Was this the breaking point for us? I wondered. Was it my job to step in and put a stop to it?

I kept my eyes on Victoria for some sign that she wanted me to say something, anything. But she kept her eyes lowered, not looking at me or DeAndre for several uncomfortable seconds. Finally, she looked up and glanced my way. I raised an eyebrow but she didn’t respond. She just turned to DeAndre.

“Whatever you say, DeAndre,” she whispered.

I didn’t get a chance to follow up on that dinner conversation with my wife. As I was cleaning up after our evening meal, she went with DeAndre to their bedroom and closed the door. As I washed the dishes I heard her moan and the bed knocking against the wall while DeAndre ravaged her for at least an hour. I wondered if they might reemerge from the bedroom as the evening was still young but they did not. I watched television in the living room for a while before I went to bed in my room. Alone.

The following morning at breakfast, DeAndre and Victoria acted like an old married couple as I served as cook and server for them in the kitchen once again. They bantered without discussing the coming day, Victoria’s first as his whore in Nigeria. I wanted to ask her how she was feeling about everything but decided I’d get a more honest and complete answer if I waited until DeAndre left for the day.

“Great food, Mack,” he said as he pushed back from the table and stood up. “I’ll see you two for dinner.” He kissed Victoria goodbye and left without another word. I collected the dishes while Victoria walked him to the door and, I assumed, kissed him goodbye again before she returned to me in the kitchen.

“Why are we doing this again, Vicks?” I asked when I brought her a fresh cup of coffee. She looked up at me and shrugged.

“I told you, Mack,” she said softly. “I can’t say no to him.”

“Well, I can. I don’t want to do this anymore, especially if you’re unhappy, Victoria.”

She sipped her coffee as I took my seat next to her. When she looked at me, I was surprised that she wasn’t angry. For some reason, I expected her to be angry with me, or DeAndre, or our situation. But she wasn’t.

“I don’t want you to do that, Mack,” she said softly.

“Why not? Why don’t we pack our bags and get a flight back to Cortona?” I missed our house and everything about our lives in that paradise on earth. I was pretty sure my wife did, too.

“It’s really hard to explain, Mack,” she said with a look that almost broke me.

“Try, Vicks,” I whispered.

“Yeah, okay. You deserve an explanation although I’m almost positive you’re not going to like what I have to say.”

My heart sank but I said nothing. I just nodded for her to continue.

She sighed, hard. “Bottom line is, I like being a whore. Don’t ask me why, it makes no sense to me, Mack. I just like being used, degraded, being the instrument of a man’s pleasure with no consideration for my own. I don’t know where this came from and I’m more than ashamed that I feel this way. I’m disgusted with myself for feeling this way. But that’s part of the appeal, I realized when we flew down here. When I heard what DeAndre had in mind for me, all the men I have to fuck to make his deal happen, I was beside myself. I know I didn’t look it, but I was. I still am, honestly. I can’t wait to begin.”

“Did you already start, with Usman?” I asked in a small voice.

“No, not really. I know DeAndre told me to and he did have some bullshit reason about Usman being able to sell my services with first-hand experience and all, but you know as well as I do that was pure DeAndre bullshit. He just wanted to humiliate me, and you, because he could. Which was also fine with me. I like being humiliated. I guess I’m not much different than you, Mack.” She smiled at me but there was no warmth in her smile. It was a sad smile, sad for what we had discovered about ourselves, I imagined, because I didn’t ask for clarification. I didn’t want to know.

“Are you going to try to work while we’re down here, Mack?” she asked when it became obvious I had nothing more to say.

“I don’t know,” I said honestly. I wasn’t feeling very creative but I didn’t say that.

“If it’s all the same to you, then,” she said as she sidled up to me and wrapped her arm around my waist. “I’d love you to be here for my appointments.”

I stared at her in disbelief. “All of them?”

“If it’s not too much to ask,” she said with an inappropriately cheerful smile. “Is it?”

“Yeah, it is,” I said, also honestly.

“Well, I’m sorry for that but I’d still like you to do it for me,” she leaned in and kissed me on my mouth. She was still in her bathrobe and hadn’t made up her face yet so there was no reason to be tentative when she kissed me, but tentative she was. I looked at her when she backed away.

“What was that all about?” I asked, almost wishing I hadn’t when I saw the look in her eyes.

“I don’t know, Mack,” she said with a wicked grin. “But it was fun.”

“Are you going to start tormenting me, Victoria?” I waited a beat before I added, “ More than you already do now?”

She was still standing close to me but without any contact between us. She slowly reached for my crotch and gave my erection a squeeze. Busted, I thought to myself.

“It sure looks like you want me to.”

Being on hand for Victoria’s clients meant she wanted me to answer the door when they came to call. She specifically asked me to wear my wedding band and she made a point of showing me her wedding set, a two-carat diamond engagement ring and a diamond-encrusted band of gold next to it. They were impossible to miss and I knew that was exactly the point. DeAndre had told us that the ministers and bureaucrats she would be servicing would be even more delighted, a notion I found highly improbably, to be fucking a white man’s white wife right under his nose.

Her first client arrived on the dot at ten o’clock in the morning. I strolled into the foyer to answer the door and his eyes widened appreciably when he saw me. Then he smiled as the reality of the situation became clear to him. I offered to shake his hand and he took it, then I walked him up the stairs to Victoria’s bedroom.

When I walked him through the door and into her, he hesitated as if he was worried it might be a trap of some kind, but when he saw Victoria standing at the foot of the bed in a long flowing, very sheer negligee with a bikini cut bra and panty set clearly visible underneath it, thigh high white stockings and white four-inch platform stilettos to complete the look, he was struck dumb.

Literally. He could not speak. Victoria had to do the talking as I backed out of the room and closed the door.

“How do you want me?” was all I heard her say but what more needed to be said? I thought about going downstairs to get as far away from the action as possible but I decided to indulge my masochistic tendencies to the fullest and went to the guest bedroom next to the master bedroom, not the one I’d slept in last night but the one that shared a fairly thin wall with Victoria’s bedroom. I could hear them talking through the wall although I couldn’t make out what was being said. It wasn’t long before all talking ceased and the bed began to creak, then bang against the wall, then…

You get the picture.

Victoria’s first client – I never did get his name – left an hour or so later having fucked Victoria twice as far as I could tell and I could tell quite well. After he let himself out, I went to her closed bedroom door and knocked.

“Come in,” she said softly which allowed me a sigh of relief. At least for now humiliating me didn’t include excluding me. Not yet.

I entered with bated breath and sucked in a gasp when I saw her, splayed out on the bed, completely naked, completely ravaged, one leg bent to one side and the other thrown wide in the opposite direction, exposing her cunt as it leaked cum, hers and his, in copious amounts. I wondered briefly if I’d be expected to change the bedsheet between appointments when Victoria waved me over.

“What he lacked in size he made up for in enthusiasm,” she whispered with her eyes half closed, her lipstick smeared, her hair disheveled. The room reeked of sex, as was befitting of the scene. I stared in silence for a few seconds before I decided it was better to beg for forgiveness than ask for permission. I began to unbuckle my belt.
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We fell into a reliably predictable pattern in the next few days and weeks. After sleeping with DeAndre, sexually and sleeping through the night, she would entertain one guest each morning and another one in the afternoon. The morning visitors all stayed precisely one hour, no more but no less, as if they had paid cash money for her time and didn’t want to risk being charged for any overage. I almost always fucked my wife as soon as the morning john left and she never once objected.

Her afternoon clients, as she always called them, would stay longer than an hour. Not much longer, although the session sometimes went past the two-hour mark. But it was obvious that Usman, or whoever was in charge of her schedule – we never did find out who booked her clients – made it clear to the afternoon johns that they were free to stay longer than an hour and most did.

I noticed a distinct difference between the men who came for the morning appointments and the ones who came for the longer, more leisurely appointments in the afternoon. The morning clients looked less important, often younger but not always, and more pedestrian in their attire. Several of them arrived wearing jeans and a tee shirt although most were more business casual than that. I got the distinct impression that they were mid-level bureaucrats at best and clerks at worst.

The men who came in the afternoon usually wore business suits. Nothing extravagant but not shabby or disheveled, either. Just a cut about the morning crowd. They were older, too, usually more substantial, both in the weight sense and the economic. They drove nicer cars and sometimes were driven to our home – the drivers invariably waited in the cars. The johns also had an air of entitlement about them, as if this sort of thing was expected, almost their due, given their supposedly exalted positions in the government.

Not that either Victoria or I ever found out who they were or what they did. I barely exchanged any words with them other than a curt ‘hello’ at the door when they arrived. Victoria said they were just as uncommunicative with her as well. A few made lewd or even derogatory remarks about her as they prepared to fuck her but since I always heard about such comments after the fact, there was little I could do about them.

I did ask DeAndre about one, though.

“So, the afternoon client said something about Victoria being a fine-looking cunt when he first laid eyes on her,” I explained to DeAndre that night at dinner. I didn’t think I needed to say why I found his comment offensive but DeAndre – and Victoria, for that matter – didn’t see it the same way I did.

“He was just saying things as they were, Mack,” DeAndre said with a raised eyebrow. “What do you want me to do about it? Tell him to be more respectful?” He laughed as if that was the most ridiculous thing imaginable.

“It’s fine, Mack,” Victoria said before I could react to DeAndre. “I didn’t mind.”

“You do know, don’t you, Mack?” DeAndre said with a smarmy tone. “You know that your wife loves being degraded, right?”

I didn’t respond.

“Why is that, Vicky?” he asked her. “What is it about being a whore that turns you on?”

I looked at Victoria and saw her blush. “I don’t know, DeAndre,” she said softly without looking at him.

“Oh, come on, Vicky,” he said with a laugh. “You really don’t know?” She didn’t move or say anything for a few excruciating seconds, then she turned to him.

“Mack and I were just talking about this the other day,” she said as she reached for my hand. I was touched that she did but I was mortified that she was sharing our conversation with him. I know that sounds crazy but that’s how it felt. Mortifying.

DeAndre went on. “Well, I think it’s because women all think of themselves as imposters.”

“Imposter?” Victoria asked.

“Yeah. I know you were this big deal lawyer in New York before we met, and you made a bunch of money and had the respect of all the men in your office.” He was sort of being honest but also a little disrespectful. Victoria didn’t say anything.

DeAndre turned to me. “I’m right, aren’t I, Mack?”

“More or less,” I said.

“But there was always that little voice in the back of your head, talking to you, telling you that it was all a mistake. Right, Vicky?”

She looked away and I saw tears in her eyes.

“That’s enough, DeAndre,” I said.

“Fuck, I know it’s tough for women. Ain’t easy for blacks, either. We have a lot in common, you and me, Vicky. A lot.”

“You’re a failure in your own mind, DeAndre?” Victoria asked in a sad voice.

“I was until I met Rodney. I couldn’t get hired for shit before he came into my life. Now, I’m on top of the world.”

“So, I need to meet my own Rodney, is that it?” Victoria asked him.

“I’ll be your Rodney, Vicky. You don’t need anyone but me.” He stood and offered her his hand. She took up and took his hand. They left the kitchen and headed for the stairs.

As the months went by with little or no variations in our routine, Victoria asked DeAndre at dinner one night how things were going with the project. He gave us vague, sporadic updates now and then but nothing to indicate how close he was getting to his objective, having the various government agencies sign off on a new hotel. I looked at DeAndre but he kept his eyes on Victoria.

“Getting antsy?” he asked with a disrespectful smile.

“I think I have a right to know if I’m doing you any good, DeAndre,” she said.

“Oh, you’re doing good, Vicky,” he said with a laugh. “You’re a legend around here. Just keep spreading those gorgeous legs of yours and we’ll be fine.”

“How much longer will it take?” I asked. DeAndre turned to look at me as his smile disappeared.

“It’ll take as long as it takes, Mack. Don’t be a dick, okay?”

I shut up and looked at my food.

“It’s a fair question, DeAndre,” Victoria said. “And I’d like some sort of timeframe. I think I’ve earned that much consideration from you.”

He looked at her. “I’ll make some calls, Vicky, and get back to you.” I shuddered at the sudden turn in his tone from friendly to menacing. I glanced at my wife but she kept her eyes on her bull.

That night, he was very rough with her in bed.

I got so fucking hard as I listened to them through the wall.

Nothing changed after that night. If DeAndre ever found out what the timeline was for getting his project approved he didn’t share it with Victoria and me. She didn’t bring it up again, either. I assumed it was because of the way he treated her later that night but I didn’t ask. I didn’t want to know.

The sad truth was, I was having a great time. I’d taken a break from painting which I needed and just read some books and fucked my wife. I did the cooking but was not responsible for any other household chores – we had a black woman come in every day between Victoria’s morning and afternoon appointments to do the cleaning and the laundry. She changed the sheets in the master bedroom every day and apparently, neither DeAndre nor any of Victoria’s morning clients had a problem with fucking her on soiled sheets. I know I didn’t.

Which was something that puzzled me. I’ve never been what you would call a neat freak but I was surprised that I had no problem fucking my wife after she’d just fucked another man on a bed where she’d fucked two other men on top of that. I was last in line for the bedsheets and never came close to fucking her on clean ones. The maid changed my sheets only once every few days or so but I wasn’t getting drilled and leaking all over them like Victoria was in the master bedroom. Why that didn’t matter to me I have no idea.

I know what you’re thinking. Forget the damn sheets, Mack, what about Victoria’s used cunt? Filled with another man’s cum. Or two. Or three, depending on when she cleaned up. Which wasn’t often, I’ll be honest. In that respect, Victoria had become a veritable cumdump.

Which I loved.

Why, you ask me? I have no idea. I just know I fucking loved it.

But I also knew I was living on borrowed time. Because I know my wife and she was not happy.
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The beginning of the end started about six months into our stay in Nigeria. Victoria had been maintaining her rigorous schedule of fucking two bureaucrats every day, plus me and DeAndre, so she was busy. We didn’t see DeAndre most days after breakfast until dinner. And I can’t remember the last time I missed an opportunity to fuck my wife’s cum-filled cunt right before lunch every damn day.

But at some point, things began to change.

It started with her morning appointments. Victoria was informed by her scheduler that her first appointment one morning would be coming by at nine instead of ten as usual. He (or she, we never found out) then told her that someone else would come by at 10:30 as well. So she had five guys fuck her that day.

I asked if she pushed back on the request and she just looked at me.

“Why would I do that?” she asked in a flat voice.

“Well, it’s a little presumptuous to just assume you’re willing to do two guys in the morning. What if it goes to three, or two in the afternoon as well?”

“So?” she asked in that same disinterested tone.

I was flabbergasted. “Vicks, babe. Why don’t you care?”

“Why should I? I’m a whore and I do what I’m told, Mack. I’ve explained this to you. It’s demeaning and degrading and I fucking love it. I’m surprised it took so long for DeAndre to increase my numbers.”

“Is that how you see it, Victoria? Numbers?”

“No, not at all. Each guy who comes to fuck me is different. I want to please him, to make his time with me as memorable as possible.”

“You never get any repeats, right?” I would always greet her clients at the door and I didn’t recognize anyone as having been a repeat customer, so to speak. But I only spent a few seconds with them at most, whereas Victoria got at least an hour with them and often more if they came by in the afternoon. So I knew she’d be more in synch with her clients than I was.

“I think the guy who came at 10:30 fucked me before, but he’s the first one.”

He wasn’t the last one to come back for seconds.

Then it got more intense.

As I predicted, the scheduler began sending two guys over in the morning regularly. Then he added a second appointment one afternoon. It wasn’t long before Victoria was seeing four clients a day more often than not. Finally, it became the norm.

When I asked DeAndre about the changes, he demurred at first from offering any kind of explanation, but when the unusual became the norm, I pressed him on it.

“I think we have a right to know,” I said at dinner one night.

“We?” he asked pointedly before he turned to Victoria. “Do you care, Vicky?”

“No, not really,” she said softly undermining my question completely. I just sighed and went back to picking at my food.

“Why did you do that last night?” I asked her the next day when I was about to reclaim her. She had two loads in her pussy, which I loved, so I wasn’t complaining, just curious.

“Do what?” she said as she watched me get undressed with her legs splayed open and cum leaking from between her lips. Fuck, she looked sexy.

“Tell DeAndre you didn’t care about the increase in your scheduling?”

“Because I don’t care. I’m a whore, Mack. Whores get fucked. I like getting fucked.” She gave me a look like I was an idiot for bringing it up. “Why do you care? I thought you liked it when I’m drenched like this.” She motioned to her leaking pussy.

“I love it but that’s not the point, Vicks,” I said as I climbed between her legs. I took my dick in my hand and aimed it at her hole which was stretched out obscenely. I eased into her and sighed. I will never get tired of this, I thought to myself. I fucked her slowly at first and then more vigorously until I came which didn’t take as long as I would have liked. Now that Victoria has two loads in her every time I reclaim her, I seem to cum much more quickly.

I can’t imagine why.

“No, I mean it, Victoria,” I said as I dressed. She remained in the same position I’d found her but now with three fresh loads in her destroyed pussy. “I think you should say something.”

“If it’s so important to you, Mack, why don’t you say something?”

I nodded and promised myself I would.

That night at dinner, I pressed him again. He gave me a look but he finally explained what was going on. “

“We’re getting close,” he said more to Victoria than to me. “I’d say we’re no more than a few weeks away from getting the deal done.”

I was shocked. “Just like that?”

“What did you expect?” he asked me like I was a fucking idiot.

“What comes after this, DeAndre?” Victoria asked, showing interest in her fate for the first time in a while.

“Well, I’m not sure, Vicky. I’ve got two projects that are in the very preliminary stages, one in Mumbai and one in Rio.” I studied my wife closely for her reaction but she didn’t react at all. She seemed completely resigned to accept whatever DeAndre told her to do.

“That’s a long commute if she has to help you with both,” I offered.

“Yeah,” he agreed. “It’s too far to do both so we’ll have to pick one. Do either of you have a preference? Not saying I can guarantee anything, but if you feel strongly about it, I’ll try.”

“I’ve never liked Indian men,” Victoria said with surprising animosity.

“Really?” DeAndre asked. “Why’s that?”

“I’m not sure but aesthetically I find them repulsive. And all the news coming out of that part of the world regarding gang rape is disgusting.”

“Noted. I’ll see what I can do.”

I feel the same as Victoria about living in India but for different reasons. I think the country is way too crowded and dirty, with people bathing in that polluted river just because they have been for thousands of years. I’ve never actually been to India but I’m fine with not ever going and finding it worse than I expected, if that’s even possible.

Another two weeks of seeing four government officials per day passed without any word from DeAndre about the project’s final approval. I was getting antsy to get out of Africa even though our time in Lagos had turned into a dream come true for me. I loved the combination of fucking my whore wife with the sperm of two men in her pussy every day while being humiliated by her sleeping with her bull instead of me every night. Why the situation appealed to me so much was beyond me, it just did.

But I was ready to move on.

I asked Victoria where she stood on the possibilities one afternoon after I’d fucked her. “If DeAndre sends us to India, what then?” I asked finally getting down to brass tacks.

“I’ll do what I’m told,” she said with a dull voice. I’d been amazed at the changes in my high-profile, Wall Street lawyer wife over the past year but this was more than even I could understand.

Then I had a thought. A scary thought but a very powerful thought. I looked at her and she must have seen it in my expression.

“What is it, Mack?” she asked as she propped herself up on her elbow.

“I think I want all this to be over, Vicks,” I whispered. “I don’t want to go to Rio and I sure as hell don’t want to go to Mumbai. I want to go back to Italy and Cortona. Get back to the life we had before DeAndre took over.”

She reached for my hand and gave it a squeeze. “I’ll do whatever you two decide,” she said softly. “I can’t fight DeAndre on my own, but…”

“A united front?” I asked, suddenly hopeful about the future.

“Yes.”

I leaned in and kissed her. “I love you, Vicks.”

“I love you too, Mack.”

That night at dinner, DeAndre was late and excited when he finally arrived. I had been screwing up my courage all day to tell him what Victoria and I had decided but he was so pumped up about his news that mine had to wait.

“We’re done, gang. It’s a done deal. We signed the final approval and wired the money this afternoon. We’re a hundred percent approved and we got almost every concession we asked for. And it’s all because of this lovely lady here.” He took Victoria in his arms and kissed her passionately. She kissed him back as I watched.

“That’s great, DeAndre,” I said after they broke from their kiss. “We have some news of our own.”

“Is that right?” he asked with an edge in his voice. “And what might that be, pray tell?”

“We’re going back to our home,” I said as forcefully as I knew how. I was looking up at him as usual but I suddenly felt like I kid again standing up to my father about some long-forgotten thing. I was sweating with nervousness but I knew I wasn’t going to back down. Enough was enough. Finally.

DeAndre nodded. I didn’t expect that.

“Yeah, I’ve been expecting you to say this for some time now,” he added with an air of resignation I’d rarely heard from him before. “What was the final straw? India?”

“Probably. But it’s time, too. You know it as well as I do,” I said gaining confidence.

“We had a good run though,” he said with a sly grin. Which made me wonder what he had up his sleeve. It wasn’t like DeAndre to take no for an answer and that’s what this was – Victoria and I were finally saying no.

“Want to go out in style before you leave?” he smirked.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Victoria asked, her first words since DeAndre arrived.

“You’ll love it, but I think we should probably keep it a surprise.”

I looked at Victoria. She looked at me.

“Whatever you say, DeAndre,” I said at last.

“Great.”


7

Two days later, Victoria had no clients booked to see her. She usually received her schedule the night before and on that night, her email inbox was empty. She asked DeAndre about it at breakfast.

“We’re done with all that now that we have the approval we need. Now, all that’s left is your farewell party.” He smiled a tight, knowing smile and I felt a combination of excitement and dread. But I was looking forward to ending our stay in Lagos.

“Still going to be a surprise?” I asked him. He just nodded. I looked at Victoria but she said nothing. I didn’t want to press her on why she showed so little interest in what was going to happen. I kind of got it.

“Be ready at six, and I mean ready,” DeAndre said as he prepared to leave us for the day. I wondered what he meant but again, Victoria didn’t ask for an explanation or even clarification. So I didn’t either.

Until he was gone.

“Do you know what he meant?” I asked when she went to her bedroom.

“I’m pretty sure he meant I should get some sleep, drink plenty of water, and clean myself out.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” I thought I might have an idea but I wanted to hear it from her.

“I’ll fast today and do a triple enema late this afternoon.”

Yep, it meant exactly what I thought it did.

I wasn’t surprised but slightly disappointed when Victoria locked me out of her bedroom for most of the day. There was no good reason for me to see her other than my own burning desire but I got it – she wanted to be alone to prepare both physically and mentally for whatever DeAndre and his clients deemed to be a fitting farewell party. I was pretty sure it wasn’t going to be a formal affair so I wore my usual day clothes, jeans and a tee shirt with sneakers. I packed our belongings most of the day in anticipation of moving out shortly although I’d receive no departure date or documents. We hadn’t accumulated much in our time in Africa so it didn’t take long even when I stretched it out. More than anything I was antsy as hell.

What did the evening hold in store for us? I wondered.

“Mack, can you come here?” I heard Victoria’s voice drift down the staircase from the bedroom. I climbed the stairs three at a time and almost tripped on the way up but I arrived at her partially open door unscathed. I pushed the door open to find my wife standing at the end of the bed looking like she was going to a state dinner or a formal ball.

She looked amazing.

“Will this do?” she asked as she gave me a twirl on shoes so tall they took my breath away.

“I think you know the answer to that question,” I said as I gawked at my wife.

“Will this do?” she asked again, impatiently. She was as nervous as I was, apparently.

“It’ll do, Vicks. It’ll do.”

She wore a gown that was low cut front and back which showed off her amazing natural cleavage and a slit up to her hip to show off her legs to great effect. She wore her favorite necklace, the one with fake diamonds that looked real and regal, impossibly elegant but not ostentatious.

[image: ]

“Jeez, Vicks,” I gushed. “You look incredible.”

“Thanks,” she said as she gave me a look and eyed me up and down. “Aren’t you going to wear something a little more…presentable?”

“I’ll go change,” I said as I backed out of her bedroom and went to my own. I’d already packed my clothes but I had no trouble finding my suit which I hadn’t worn since we moved here. I changed quickly and rejoined my wife in her bedroom. It occurred to me as I walked into the room that I was looking forward to actually sharing a bedroom with Victoria again. I wondered if I finally had gotten being cuckolded out of my system.

“That’s better,” she cooed as she strolled to me with a sultry swagger that made my dick swell. “I’m feeling a little faint from not having eaten all day so will you be so kind as to walk me down the stairs?”

My eyes went wide at the formality in her tone but I said nothing and offered her my arm. She took it and smiled warmly. We left the bedroom, hopefully for the last time.

When we got downstairs, DeAndre was just arriving. He looked Victoria up and down and gave her a slow, disrespectful whistle that I’m sure thrilled her. I looked but she just stared at him.

“Shall we go?” was all he said and I shook my head. “I don’t want to keep your admirers waiting.”

We said nothing more as we walked to the car, a limo that I hadn’t seen before. DeAndre allowed me the honor of escorting my wife down the walk to the idling vehicle where a black chauffeur was waiting while holding the door open for us. We climbed in and the limo eased down the street toward the exit of our gated community.

“So, just to be clear about this evening,” DeAndre began. “It’s a celebration of your time here and the appreciation everyone has for you, Victoria.” I noted his use of her full name. “You are already a legend but tonight will cement your status forever.” He smiled and nodded but Victoria remained silent.

“What can you tell us now that we’re on our way, DeAndre?” I asked.

“Come on, Mack,” he said with a grin. “That would still spoil the surprise.” He reached of a valise I hadn’t noticed on the floor next to him and pulled a small video camera from it. “This is for you, Mack.” He handed it to me but offered no further explanation.

I was now certain of what was about to happen.

We rode the rest of the short trip to one of the best hotels in the city in silence. When we arrived, the doorman opened the limo door for us and DeAndre led us to a ballroom off the lobby. The room was filled with men, all of them black, all dressed in formal attire, all eager to see Victoria. All looked vaguely familiar to me but I didn’t have to wonder why – all of them had been with my wife over the past six months.

None of them spoke as DeAndre led us to the low stage at the back of the ballroom. I was not surprised to find a mattress on the stage.

“Got your camera ready to go, Mack?” DeAndre asked and I held it up. It was an expensive but simple device that did everything automatically if you had it set that way, which DeAndre did. The lighting around the bed was perfect for what was to come, I realized and I worked my way through the crowd of men who had gathered around the mattress to get into position. DeAndre led Victoria to the mattress and motioned for her to climb onto it.

“Should I keep the dress on?” she asked.

“Your choice,” he said.

She stared at him for a few seconds. “It’s one of my favorites,” she said.

“Then take it off.”

No one made a sound as Victoria turned so DeAndre could assist with the zipper and I began recording. I was perfectly positioned to catch the look on my wife’s face as she watched her bull begin the process of undressing her in a room full of men who were ready to ravage her. I wondered briefly if they would all get a turn with her before I realized that of course they would.

How could they not?

Then DeAndre answered my question definitively.

“Listen up,” he shouted to quiet the crowd. “We’re going to start with Victoria on her knees so everyone who wants to fuck her mouth gets the opportunity. We have over a hundred cocks for her tonight so don’t overstay your welcome.

“Once she’s sucked all of you, we’ll move her to a fucking chair. All I ask is that if you’ve only got one orgasm in you, put it on her face. If you’ve got two, put the first one in her pussy or ass, or her belly or her tits. But only if you’re confident you have two because I don’t want anyone to not cum on her lovely face.”

The crowd murmured their approval as DeAndre led Victoria to the center of the mattress and held her hand as she went to her knees. The men closed in and I was elbowed aside.

“And make sure we give her husband access to record everything,” he said with a look at me, the only white man in the room. “I want this recorded for posterity.”

“You won’t publish it, will you?” someone asked.

DeAndre shook his head. “No, private use only. If you want a copy, you know how to reach me.”

With that, the men, many of whom were naked but some just had their cocks in their hands, moved in. I was given access to get close enough to record as Victoria took a cock in each hand and one in her mouth.

Then another.

Then another.

The cocks kept coming. They didn’t stay long, just a few quick strokes so everyone could say she’d sucked them but even then it took almost an hour for her to go through the entire mob. She took several breaks to drink some water and stretch her legs, but more than anything she sucked a hundred black cocks. Jerked a lot of them off as well but nobody orgasmed. Everyone was saving up for what was to follow.

Once everyone had given my wife a taste, DeAndre wheeled what looked like a modified Barcalounger in from the wing of the stage. The part that usually acts as a footrest had been removed, as had the arms. When Victoria settled into the chair and it was reclined, she was almost lying flat but with her feet on the stage.

“Hold her legs up so you can fuck her,” DeAndre instructed the men standing by her knees. Two of them lifted her legs and a third stepped forward to her pussy and aimed it between her lips.

Victoria had no chance to watch what was happening between her thighs as she had a cock in each hand and one in her mouth. She had turned her head to one side and someone had stepped forward to offer her his member which she sucked with surprising enthusiasm for a woman who had just blown a hundred cocks already. She was clearly into it, as was I. I’d watched enough porn to recognize a blow-bang when I saw it but watching my wife as the main attraction was a dream come true.

The man who initiated penetration of my wife’s vagina fucked her vigorously for a few minutes before he came deep inside her. He grunted and held still as his balls pulsed. When he withdrew, his cum leaked out of her and dripped on the stage. He was immediately replaced by another man who fucked her for only a minute or so before he deposited his load inside her. The third man to fuck her decided to withdraw and spray his semen all over her belly which seemed to inspire the men she’d been jerking off to coat her tits with their seed. We’d only just begun and my wife was already drenched in cum.

DeAndre spoke to the crowd. “We’ve got a limited amount of time and our lovely Victoria, whore that she might be, has her limits as well, so if you’re interested in fucking her, do so in the next thirty minutes or so and we’ll move on to painting her lovely face.”

That motivated the men to cycle through faster with several fucking her pussy or her ass without climaxing. She kept jerking to cocks almost continuously and sucking two alternately, but she was flagging.

“I think we’re done, DeAndre,” I said even as I continued to record the incredible scene.

“Okay,” DeAndre said as he stepped in. “Let’s get her on her knees on the mattress again.” Several hands lifted Victoria off the recliner and carried her to the center of the mattress where she sat on her haunches and looked up at me. She smiled and I gave her a weak smile of my own. I couldn’t help but wonder if she was enjoying this or just doing what DeAndre wanted her to do.

Not that it mattered.

“Don’t step forward until you’re ready to go,” DeAndre said above the din of men jerking themselves in an effort to cum. The frenzy built as Victoria looked around for the first one to shoot their load on her gorgeous face when one man stepped forward and sprayed his load into her eyes. She closed them and looked away but he grabbed her hair and held her face in position to receive the rest of his orgasm.

More followed in rapid succession as the sight of men cumming on Victoria set off a chain reaction of climaxes. She was doused and sprayed from every direction and she settled into receiving them all without flinching as she kept her eyes and mouth closed but didn’t recoil from anyone. As her forehead and cheeks were coated with semen, it dripped down onto her breasts, belly, and thighs. I recorded it all.

I can’t say if everyone came on her face but enough did that it didn’t matter if some couldn’t rise to the occasion. By the time the last of them had drained their balls on her, Victoria was fully glazed, up and down, her beautiful blond hair wet with jizz, her body completely coated, her face destroyed. When the last of them shook out the last of his load, she reached up for the first time to wipe her eyes but DeAndre stopped her.

“Don’t touch, Vicky. Not yet. I want Mack to get one last closeup of you.” He leaned in and whispered. “You’ve never looked more beautiful, my dear.”

She didn’t respond.

She didn’t have to.

She looked incredible.

“Mack, would you like to do the honors?” DeAndre asked as he held out his hand for the camera.

“Pardon?” I asked, completely confused. What did he expect me to do?

“Don’t you want to reclaim your wife?” He asked with a wicked smile as he recorded my reaction. I’m sure I looked dumbfounded. Did I? I wondered.

Of course, I did.

Especially when Victoria leaned back on her elbows and spread her legs for me. I stripped out of my clothes and knelt between her soaked thighs. Her pussy was still leaking cum even though it had been an hour since anyone had fucked her.

“You want to go down on her first, Mack?” DeAndre asked with an evil tone.

“No, I don’t think so,” I whispered.

“Are you sure?” he egged me on. “Hey, Vicky. You want Mack to clean you up first?”

I turned to look at my wife’s face, covered in the cum of a hundred men, her eyes closed, her mouth coated, the cum drying in place.

She shook her head without speaking.

I looked at DeAndre.

He shrugged.

“Well, then,” he said. “Go ahead and fuck her.”

Which I did.

It was fucking glorious.


Epilogue

“The steaks are almost ready,” I called out to Victoria. She was in our kitchen but immediately emerged with a cannelloni bean salad and another bottle of wine. We both went back to drinking wine with dinner as soon as we moved back to Cortona three months ago. I haven’t regretted either decision since we made them.

“Good, because I’m starving,” she said as she sat down at our outdoor table. I pulled the steaks from the grill and brought the plates to the table. I knew I should let them rest for a few minutes but I don’t have the patience. I seemed to be out of patience for a lot of things these days.

“I heard from DeAndre just now,” she said as if she was telling me the mail was late. I stared at her.

“Is this the first time since we left Lagos?” I asked, trying to hide my sense of dread and not succeeding.

“It is,” she said as she spooned bean salad onto my plate.

“What did he want?” I asked but I didn’t have to. I knew what he wanted.

“He’s got a project in Japan he wants me to help him with?” she said with an infuriatingly casual tone. “I told him I’d think about it.”

“Will you? Are you?” I asked in a near-panic. I thought we were done with all that. I hoped we were. I know I was.

“No, I’m yanking his chain,” she said with a twinkle. “I thought you’d appreciate that.”

“Are you trying to kill me?” I deadpanned. She laughed.

“The steak will do that before I do, Mack.” She cut a piece of her steak and tasted it. She moaned and rolled her eyes. “Oh, my, god. That is so good.”

“Thanks.” I hadn’t recovered sufficiently to fully appreciate the compliment. I looked up and saw her side-eyeing me hard and nodded. “Sorry,” I added softly.

“Will you ever trust me?” she asked rhetorically. I think.

“I trust you, Vicks. You know that.” Obviously, she doesn’t know that or she wouldn’t have asked. “I do. I really do.”

She nodded but I knew she didn’t believe me.

“Maybe we should stop watching the video,” she whispered. We watch the whole thing almost every night when we’re in bed. I never get tired of it and I thought she felt the same way.

“Seriously? I thought you liked watching it.”

She nodded again. “I do, but I think it reminds you of… You know.”

“Well, I don’t mind being reminded, I just don’t want to do it again. But I love watching the video.”

“Yeah, me too.” She smiled at me.

“And it doesn’t make you…?” I didn’t have to finish the question. She looked at me and I could see she understood.

“No, I don’t miss it. I’m glad it happened and I’m glad it’s over.”

“So, we don’t have to stop watching it?”

She laughed. “You really do love it, don’t you?”

I laughed with her. “Does that make me a bad person?”

“No,” she whispered as her laughter faded. “Does the fact that I did something like that make me a bad person?”

I put down my utensils. “I can’t believe you have to ask me that, Vicks. Of course not. You’re blameless on the whole affair. If I hadn’t suggested it in the first place, it never would have happened.”

“I could have stopped it at any time. The fact that I didn’t…” She cocked an eyebrow at me.

“The fact that you didn't what?”

“Doesn’t that make me a bad person? Not stopping it?”

“No, I don’t think it does. I like the fact that you didn’t stop it. It meant you were enjoying yourself. You never would have done something you didn’t want to do, Vicks. It’s not in you.”

“I came pretty close with some of the shit DeAndre put me through. Really close, in fact.”

I reached across the table and took her hands in mine. “And I absolutely loved that you did that. That you wanted to do it, that you did it, that you never put a stop to it. It’s just so fucking hot.”

“You still think so?” she asked in a voice that almost broke my heart. How could she even ask?

“Are you kidding me? I’m over the moon, Vicks. I still can’t believe it happened and I’m so glad we have that video to remind us of it all.”

She sighed. “I just feel guilty about what I did.”

I stood up and walked around the table to take my wife in my arms. I kissed her and she let me but she didn’t kiss me back, not really. “What’s this about?”

“I don’t know, Mack. I just feel bad about so much of what happened.”

“Why?”

She gave me a look. “You have to ask?”

“Yeah, I do. I don’t get why you’re having regrets.”

“You don’t have any? No remorse, no regrets?”

“None whatsoever, Victoria. I promise you.” I kissed her again, more gently this time and she responded. Slowly, gradually, she kissed me back.

“What can I do to make it up to you?” she asked when we broke.

“Make what up to me?” I was dumbfounded.

“Everything.”

“Just believe me when I tell you that I love you, Vicks. That’s all I’ll ever need from you. Ever.”

“Okay, Mack,” she said with a soft sigh and a warm smile. “Okay.”

“I love you, Victoria.”

“I love you too, Mack.”

What else could a man want?
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