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My Wife’s Dark Descent


Prologue

Our sex life had always been great in my opinion, so when my wife suggested we open up our marriage and fool around with other people, I was a little taken back. It came out of nowhere after sex one night while we were cuddling and I didn’t really know how to respond. When I asked her why she wanted to do it, her reply was simply that it could be fun. Cindy had always been a sexual person, even though she was quiet and seemed to be reserved to the casual onlooker. She had a hidden wild streak that very few knew about. She also was insatiable sometimes to the point I had a hard time keeping up with her. But even for Cindy, this seemed a bit much. The one thing Cindy knew how to do though was push the right buttons for me to agree to things.


Chapter 1

“Come on Rick, it will be fun. Just think, you could get your chance with a blonde with big tits.” Cindy giggled and got on her elbows to look at me with her tits dangling.

“I already have a stunning redhead with great tits now. Why would I need a blonde?” I said with a nervous smile.

“Haven’t you heard; blondes have more fun.” she giggled.

“And you're ok with that? You wouldn’t be jealous? What are you going to do while I have sex with this big tittied blonde?”

Her face lit up a bit and a sly smile spread across it. “What makes you think you would be the only one fucking her? Didn’t you tell me years ago that you would kill for the chance at a threesome? Well…here’s your chance.”

I was shocked. I had told her that in jest…well sort of…after she told me about her fling with a girl in high school. Of course, when I said it back then, it wasn’t received so well and it wasn’t a no she said about it…it was a hell no and to get that out of my head that she wasn’t going to share me. Now, not only was it a yes, but it was being dangled in front of me as an incentive to agree to open our marriage.

“Ok, ok…who are you and what did you do with my loving wife?” I said jokingly.

She laughed. “It’s me. You can’t tell me that the thought of me and another woman together with you fucking us both doesn’t excite you.” She said it with a little sly grin on her face because she already knew the answer.

“It does, but I would be worried about you. I would worry you would get jealous.”

I would worry about her. I loved her and didn’t want to hurt her.

“Don’t worry about me. I will be fine. Would you be jealous watching me with another guy.” she said with a glint in her eye.

Honestly, I have had fantasies about that before, but I had never told her about it.

“I…I don’t know. Maybe.” I said sheepishly.

“Don’t bullshit me, Rick. I saw the porn sites and videos you have been watching. The lesbian and threesome videos I expected. But the wife swap and cuckold videos I didn’t.” she sneered at me.

Oh fuck. She saw them. I dropped my head in embarrassment.

Her face turned to a consoling look, and she put her head back on my chest and hugged me. “Don’t worry honey, it’s ok. I thought it was a little weird at first, but after watching them they were so hot. They are actually what gave me this idea in the first place. If you really don’t want to, we won't. I just thought that maybe we could both have some fun with this and live out some fantasies. Yours with the threesome with two girls…and maybe one of you watching me with another man. Me, I have always had a fantasy of having two guys. I just thought this would be fun.” she said sadly and looked at me with her puppy dog eyes.

I suddenly felt uneasy about this whole thing. Sometimes fantasies are better left as just that. But I couldn’t resist her. When I agreed to it, she was ecstatic. If I knew what was to come, I might have said no.


Chapter 2

The next week was interesting. While we were out and about together, she would make it a priority to point out other women to me. At first, she was making comments like ‘Wow, she is sexy’ or ‘Look at the tits on her’. Later in the week they turned more explicit. The one that shocked and excited me the most was when we were at the coffee shop. We were sitting and drinking coffee when a beautiful young blonde with DD tits walked in with a tank top and really short shorts. I couldn’t help but stare. Cindy got a playfully evil look in her eye as she looked at her then looked directly into mine.

“MMM…look at her. Wouldn’t it be so hot with me laying under her licking her pussy while you fucked her? Then watching me licking your cum out of her pussy?”  she said in a sexy voice. A sly playful look stayed on her face as she took a sip of her coffee.

Needless to say, we didn’t stay at the coffee shop very long. I dragged her back home and was fucking her the second we made it to trough the front door. I had to admit, this really was supercharging our sex life and we hadn’t even done anything with another person yet.

The next week was when things got…real. Cindy had searched online and found a local swinger’s group that was having a meet and greet at a bar across town. She was so excited when we were accepted as probationary members of the group. We had to rush to the health department for a STD screening to even get an invite. The club rules were that you had to have updated tests every month to participate. That made me feel better about joining. Neither of us had anything and we definitely didn’t want to catch something. 

The night of the event, we showed up at a small bar on the other side of town and Cindy was dressed to kill. Her really short skirt and low-cut top made my mouth water. The neighborhood the bar was in wasn’t that great. It was old and worn down and the bar inside was dark and looked like it hadn’t been renovated since the 70’s. The people we met were nice. There were plenty of couples, a few single guys, but even fewer single women. People just couldn’t keep their eyes off Cindy though. She was so hot, and I was so proud to be on her arm.

We mingled through the crowd for a while before Cindy decided she was tired and wanted to sit down. I found a small table near the back so we could sit and have a drink. It was such a weird feeling having so many guys, and girls, flirting with my wife right in front of me. Each time it happened I got a little feeling in my gut like butterflies. Maybe it was a bit of jealousy since she was flirting back, but after all, that’s what we were here for. As I looked around the bar, there were people talking, dancing, and even some people making out. One couple shocked me though. He was making out with a woman and another woman watched. Then they switched, and the first woman watched. I almost blew my load right there when they switched again, and the man watched the women make out. It was so surreal. Cindy saw it also and took the opportunity to tease me.

“I bet you wish that was you.” she said with a playfully sexy smile. She leaned in and whispered in my ear. “Who knows? Maybe it will be soon.”

When people had approached us to talk, I was not the center of attention, which I could understand. Everyone was focused on Cindy. They would politely talk to me as well while they flirted with her, but it still made me feel a bit on the outside, like I was forcing myself into the conversation. I guess that is why I was so surprised when a gorgeous petite blond with big tits in a skimpy blue dress walked up to us and smiled at me. She introduced herself as Trish and asked if she could join us. I guess at an event like this, this might be common, but this was a first for me. Trish sat her clutch on the table and sat next to me and got close. It was also a first for me that night that she seemed to focus more on me than Cindy. She told us she had come with her boyfriend, JJ, and he was out mingling with the other women. When she asked if I wanted to dance, I was shocked. I looked nervously over to Cindy, and she gave me her sly smile and a wink with a subtle nod that I should go.

Trish grabbed me by the arm and pulled me to the dance floor. As we left the table, I saw Cindy watching us leave with her sly smile. She blew me a kiss as I lost her in the crowd for a minute. Normally I don’t dance and luckily the first song was a slow one. After that, a fast song started and I did my best, but Trish ended up laughing at me more than dancing. We danced, well actually Trish danced, and I had what people would say looked more like a seizure for a few songs. I kept trying to look back over to Cindy to make sure she was ok when I could. When I finally caught a glance at our table, that was the first time I saw him, and it will be burned in my mind forever. He was a tall thin dark skinned black man with short dreadlocks. He had several tattoos on his arms and one on his face next to a scar on his cheek. His smile showed off a gold tooth in the front of his mouth that was accented by a thin goatee. I was instantly worried that he was bothering Cindy since I didn’t know him, and his thuggish appearance sent alarm bells off in my head. I am not racist by any means, but he just had the look of trouble written all over him. Trish saw me staring at the table and looked over.

She smiled at me and whispered in my ear. “Don’t worry Rick, that’s just JJ. He probably saw me talking with you guys earlier and wanted to introduce himself.”

Even with her admission of who he was, it didn’t seem to quell my worries. She continued to prod me to dance with her, but my worry for Cindy had me focused back to the table and not what I was doing. After the song ended, I politely told Trish I needed to sit down. She smiled and took my hand and started leading me off to a group of tables that were in a different direction from Cindy. I was a little confused. Why were we going over here instead of back to Cindy? She saw the worry in my face and flashed a brilliant sexy smile.

“I want a little time alone with you first. We will go over there in a few minutes.”   

Before I could protest, Trish had pulled out a chair and sat me down. To my surprise, she didn’t sit next to me, she sat right in my lap and wrapped her arm around my neck. She had a wonderful sexy smile and hypnotic eyes. For a second, I had forgotten all about Cindy and who she was with. When I came back to reality and the worry returned, I quickly looked over towards where Cindy was sitting to see her head thrown back in laughter. That eased my worry a bit since she seemed to be ok and having a good time.

“You're really new to this aren’t you?” Trish said in a consoling voice.

“It’s…it’s our first time.” I admitted shyly.

She smiled brightly. “It’s ok, just loosen up a little. Everything is fine. Look, she is having fun. You should too.”

It was true. Cindy did look like she was having fun. Maybe she was right. Maybe I should loosen up a little. Even though I was still worried about Cindy, I decided she was ok, I mean this is why we were here. I turned my attention back to Trish who smiled at me.

“That’s better.” she teased and grabbed my chin and lifted it and brought her face down to mine and kissed me.

I melted into my chair. The kiss was a sexy, passionate kiss, not a quick kiss on the lips. Her tongue was probing my mouth and lips. I was shocked at first, but I quickly got into it and kissed back matching her intensity. My dick instantly got hard. It was so erotic sitting in a crowded bar with a gorgeous blonde sitting on my lap passionately making out, feeling her big tits pressed against my chest. I hadn’t even known her for thirty minutes yet. My head was in the clouds, and I had lost track of how long we kissed. When she finally pulled back, she had a very sexy look on her face.

“Did you enjoy that?” she asked with a sexy tone.

“Yes, I enjoyed that a lot.” I smiled back slyly.

She giggled and glanced back over towards Cindy. “I think Cindy liked it too.” she giggled again.

I panicked. I had forgotten all about Cindy and the fact she could see us too. My head darted back to see her with a lustful expression on her face. What really shocked me was that she was sitting sideways in the chair and had her back to JJ. He was leaning in behind her and looked like he was whispering in her ear. Then I noticed he wasn’t whispering. He was kissing her ear and then moved down to her neck. From my angle, I was able to see under the table and his arm was wrapped around her waist and had her pulled back into him. Her left hand was reached out behind her and was in JJ’s lap, slowly moving back and forth along his upper thigh. That’s when I noticed the bulge there and my eyes got bigger in shock. That couldn’t be his cock there, could it? It was inconceivable to me that my dick could get any harder, but it did when he turned her face to his and passionately kissed her just like I had just kissed Trish.  

“It’s sexy as hell isn’t it.” Trish whispered in a sexy voice in my ear. I just nodded as I watched my wife making out with another man. “Your wife is in for a treat. JJ has a huge cock, and he knows how to use it. It feels so fucking good when he fucks me. He makes me squirt every time. She looks like she is into it too. Do you want to watch JJ fuck your wife? Stick his huge cock into her tight pussy and make her scream and moan?”

God help me, I did. I had enjoyed watching the wife swap videos and even some of the cuckold ones. Watching the porn videos was nothing compared to this. I had no real attachment to the women in the videos, only the kink that they were fucking in front of their supposed husbands. But this was on a different level entirely. That was actually MY wife making out with another man, a black man, and that only made it hotter for me. My heart raced and my mind conjured images of my sweet redheaded wife screaming in ecstasy with a black cock buried deep in her pussy. Of all of the emotions I was feeling right now overwhelmed me, but lust won out. In reply to her question, I nodded my head and a low whisper of my voice came out “Yes.”.

Trish’s sexy smile brightened. “I guess I should take you to meet your wife’s new lover.”  She got out of my lap and took my hand and stood me up and led me over to the table where my wife was still making out with JJ.

Her statement caught me off guard. No matter how true it was, no matter how turned on I was by watching them, that statement stung a little. The way she said it made it sound so…permanent. Like it was something I was going to have to live with for the rest of my life and not some fun onetime thing. The thought of that worried me, but I dismissed it. Cindy loves me. This is only to fulfill our fantasies.

When we reached the table, Trish put her arm around my waist and snuggled in a bit and put my arm around her shoulders.

“Looks like you two are enjoying yourselves.” Trish giggled.

Trish’s voice made them stop their make out session. They looked into each other's eyes a little longer than I liked, but I dismissed that too. I suppose I did the same with Trish when we stopped making out. JJ smiled and looked up at us.

“No more than what you was doing a few minutes ago.”  he said with his tooth gleaming in the low bar light.

“Hmmph. JJ, this is Rick, Cindy’s husband.” She said as she squeezed me in a tighter hug before letting go.

“Sup, Rick.” he said with arrogance and a sly smile as he nodded his head up.

“Nice to meet you.” I said politely.

“Yeah…so, Cindy tells me this is your first time here.” he said looking back at Cindy.

Cindy hadn’t moved an inch since I came back and was still staring at JJ. I started getting concerned. She almost looked like she was in a daze. She hadn’t drunk much tonight, so I didn’t think it was that. She just had this lustful look on her face as she stared at him.

“Yeah, it’s our first time here.” I said watching Cindy.

“Hey JJ, Rick just told me something a minute ago. He said he wanted to watch you fuck his wife.” Trish blurted out with a sly smile as she giggled.

I was shocked at her blunt admission. I guess I wasn’t the only one because after Trish said that Cindy’s head shot up and looked at me in surprise, then a sly smile creeped across her face.

JJ chuckled then smiled back at me with an arrogant smile. “Is that so? I’m sure that can be arranged.”

“Oh, I hope so.” Cindy said in a lust filled hushed tone staring at JJ again.

“Well, you three have fun.” Trish grabbed her clutch from the table and turned to JJ and kissed him quickly.

“You’re…you’re leaving?” I was stunned.

“Sorry babe, I gotta work tonight. I have to keep my man in the means he is accustomed to.” she said with a sly smile. She hugged me and kissed me passionately again. Then whispered in my ear. “It was nice to meet you, Rick. I’m sure we will see each other again.”

She let go of me then rushed around to Cindy, leaned over and whispered something into her ear. Cindy giggled and smiled. I almost came in my pants when Trish took Cindy’s face in her hands and kissed her just like she kissed me. She smiled at Cindy and told her goodbye. She scurried off into the crowd after telling us to have fun.

“Have a seat, Rick.” JJ said in an arrogant tone as he nodded to the chair across from Cindy.

I sat down and he scooted closer to Cindy. I could see he had his hand down in her lap. Cindy was looking at me with pleading in her eyes. I didn’t have to ask what she wanted…I already knew.

“You ready Rick? You ready to watch your sweet wife get blacked? Watch her cum like she never has before?” he said arrogantly.

I saw Cindy's expression start to change. Her mouth opened slightly, and she inhaled sharply. Her eyes closed as her head tilted back. When she opened her eyes and looked into mine, I could see the lust there. I heard her whimper as she bit her bottom lip.

“I think she’s ready. At least her pussy is. It’s dripping wet right now Rick. She wants my cock bad.” his arrogant smile never faded. I could see his arm moving his hand under the table. Cindy’s breathing increased as she stiffened up in her chair arching her back, pushing her tits out. Her hands had a death grip on the edge of the table. Her whimpers turned into a moan as her eyes closed again. I sat there and watched as this man fingered my wife to an orgasm faster than I ever could. She let out a small cry as the orgasm crashed over her.

“Yeah, she's nice and ready.” he chuckled.  “So, what’s up Rick? We gonna do this?” 

Looking back at Cindy, the pleading look in her eyes had turned urgent. She was still breathing heavily from the orgasm.  “Please Rick, I want to fuck him so bad right now.” she gasped out.

I sat there contemplating. I knew what would happen if I didn’t agree. Cindy would be pissed for weeks. If I did…I had no idea what would happen. I had to make a choice.


Chapter 3

The ride home began quietly. Cindy was still in a stupor from what happened at the bar and hadn’t said anything. It was halfway home before she looked at me with sad eyes.

“I’m sorry it didn’t work out like we hoped tonight. I thought for sure Trish was into you.” she said softly.

“It’s ok honey. Shit happens.” I said as I gave her a loving look.

“I know, but it’s kind of shitty though. Maybe I can get her to come over one night, and we have a threesome. Would that help make it up to you.” she grinned.

I laughed. “Yeah, that would do it.” I was a little disappointed, but I would get over it, I guess. “At least we will be taking one thing off on our fantasy list.”

She smiled. “Yeah, I am just a little disappointed he was adamant about you not joining in. It would be so fun with the both of you. My fantasy was two guys, remember?”

“I remember. It’s still not too late to call it off. To be honest, I get bad vibes from JJ.”  I said as I checked the rearview mirror to see if the big black Escalade was still behind us.

“Don’t be ridiculous. That would be super shitty of us to back out now. Besides, under that rough exterior he was actually kind of sweet.” she gushed.

“Yeah, I guess it would. But still, something about him makes me a little…uneasy.”

“Please don’t stop this, Rick. I don’t know what it is…but I want this so bad now. Just try to be good and enjoy it…ok?” she pleaded.

“I’ll try. I mean it was my fantasy to watch you with another guy. I’m just not sure about this guy. There’s just something about him I don’t like. Maybe it’s his attitude.” I wasn’t sure what it was, but something about tonight didn’t seem right. I just couldn’t place what it was yet. Him not wanting me to join in was a big red flag to me for starters though.

“Rick are you jealous?” she said in a playful voice.

“No, I’m not jealous. It’s just that…” I couldn’t finish before she was back to her playful nature.

“You mean watching us kiss didn’t do anything to you?” she said with her sly look.

“Oh, it did something alright, but it wasn’t jealousy.” I chuckled.

“Really. Well, what could that have been then.” She reached across the seat and started rubbing my dick through my pants. “Did you like it when we were making out in front of you?” she teased. My dick began to spring to life under her touch. Before I could say anything, she continued. “Oh, you don’t have to say anything. Something else is talking for you.” she giggled. “What about when he was fingering my pussy in front of you. I came so hard from that. Thinking about you watching another man making me cum…and in a public place…It felt so good. Did you like that?” She unzipped my pants and fished out my erection and started stroking me.

“Oh God you're being bad.”  I gasped.

“But you love that don’t you?” she teased again. “Just think, in a few more minutes, he is going to be doing more to me than putting his fingers in.” 

The mental images I had from earlier were coming back to me. Her red lips and mouth wrapped around his black cock. That same black cock thrusting in and out of her pussy while she screamed in pleasure. 

“What do you want to see honey? Do you want to watch me suck his big black cock?” she teased as she stroked a little faster.

“Yes.” I gasped out. My breathing was getting faster, and my heart was pumping.

“Do you want to watch him eat out your wife’s little white pussy? See his tongue lap at my clit and make me cum again?” She stroked a little harder and faster.

“Yes” I groaned.

“How about watching him stick that big black monster cock into your wife’s small little white pussy? Do you want to watch him fuck me and make me scream out in pleasure? Do you honey?” She went even faster and harder.

“OH GOD YES!” I groaned out again.

“How about this? Do you want to watch him cum deep inside your wife? Watch his cum run out of my poor used up pussy when he pulls out?”

That was all I could take. I grunted loudly as the orgasm exploded in me and ropes of cum shot out of my dick and hit the steering wheel, her hand, and landed on the floorboard.

“I’ll take that as a ‘hell yes’.” she giggled. She leaned over and licked the cum from off of my dick and her hand and then neatly put away my poor deflating dick. She reached in her purse and took out a tissue and wiped the steering wheel clean. She shook her head a little. “What a waste. Oh well, I am sure I will get plenty more later tonight.” she teased. She pulled down the visor on the passenger side and checked her lipstick in the mirror and to make sure she didn’t miss any cum around her mouth.

“I’ve always wanted to do that.” She said as she applied her lipstick.

“Do what?” I asked, still catching my breath.

“Jerk off a guy while he was driving. I guess it’s a thrill to see if he can hold it together when he cums and not wreck.” she giggled.

“That’s a little morbid isn’t it” I asked as my breathing returned to normal.

“I guess. I have always been fascinated with sex in cars though. It’s like the bar, sort of in public but somewhat safe.” she said as she put the visor back up and smiled at me.
 

“I guess we are finding out all kinds of new things about each other.” I chuckled.

“I know. Isn’t it great?” she said cheerfully.

We pulled into the driveway and JJ pulled in behind us. Cindy jumped out of the car and rushed back to his car and took him by the arm and led him to the door.

Once inside, Cindy was all over him hugging against him.

“Nice crib.” he said looking around.

“You want a drink” she asked?

“Nah…Let’s forget about all the drinks and shit. You know what I came here to do. Where’s the bedroom?” he said in a commanding tone.

Cindy smiled and took his hand and led him up the stairs. She looked back at me as if to ask if I was coming. I followed slowly up wondering if I was making a mistake.

Once in the room, Cindy turned and put her arms around his neck and kissed him passionately like she did in the bar. I stood there transfixed on her and him in their lusty embrace.

“Yeah, you all ready to go, ain’t ya girl.” He smiled. Cindy nodded. JJ turned back to me. “Sit your ass in the chair Rick. The only reason I let you in here is she wanted you to be here. Shut your mouth and don’t say a word. Just watch the good fucking I’m about to give your wife. If you can get that little dick up and want to play with it, that’s fine too. It don’t matter no how.  After I finish with her, she won’t want your little dick anymore.  She may be your wife, but she’s my bitch now.”

I was pissed. I was about to tell him to get the hell out of my house when I saw Cindy and her pleading look shaking her head no. I bit my tongue and sat down. I knew how bad she wanted this. It was one of the most difficult things I had ever done. In hindsight, I should never have done it.

“Now…where were we?” he said, looking back at Cindy. “Yeah…You ready to be my bitch?”

Cindy nodded her head. He turned her around and unzipped her dress and pushed it off the shoulders. Her tits popped out and she slid the dress all the way off.

“Damn, you got some fine titties.” he said as he cupped them from behind. “Mmm…and no bra too. That’s good. You don’t need them anymore. And those panties. No more panties. I don’t want nothing to get in my way when I want that pussy.” he said. Cindy was blushing bright red, but she looked so excited. He pushed her panties to the floor, and she stepped out of them. “Now that’s an ass.” he said, grabbing a handful. He spun her around and pulled her in close and kissed her. He whispered something to her, and she lifted his shirt up and over his head and dropped it by her dress. She looked down at his pants and hesitated. “Go ahead girl, what you waiting for? You been rubbing it all night. It’s about time you two got to know each other. You're gonna see him a lot.” he grinned. Cindy dropped to her knees and unbuckled his belt, and I could see her hands were shaking. She undid the clasp on the front of his pants and grabbed the top and his underwear and began to slowly pull them down. Her eyes lit up when the bulge of his cock started to appear. When it sprang out, it hit her chin on the way up and she was caught by surprise.

“Ol Rick ain’t this big, is he.” he chuckled. She shook her head no with her eyes wide and mouth open in awe. It had to be at least 10 inches if not more and very thick. She reached up with an amazed look in her eye as she wrapped her fingers around it and the thumb and forefinger couldn’t touch.

“Holy shit, it’s huge.” she said in wonder.

“Yeah, that’s what I hear from most bitches the first time they see it.” he said smugly. “But don’t worry baby girl, it gets bigger.”

Cindy looked over at me with surprise and a bit of worry. I myself had my jaw dropped. I know Trish said he had a huge cock, but I wasn’t prepared for this. As Cindy stroked it, it seemed to be getting even bigger and harder. I watched as she put the tip to her mouth and opened wide. It just barely fit in as her red lips engulfed the head of the massive black cock. Even after just cumming in the car on the ride home, my dick started getting hard. I don’t ever think I have seen my wife more beautiful than she was now with that huge black cock in her mouth.

She bobbed up and down on it and I could see her strain when it hit the back of her throat. She was trying so hard to get it in deeper. I was mesmerized by the sight and couldn’t take my eyes off of it. JJ had his hands on the back of her head pushing her forward each time she bottomed out. She didn’t even have a third of his cock in her mouth before she began gagging.

“That’s it bitch, suck that cock. Damn you good.” He looked over to me with his gold tooth shining in his smile “This bitch knows how to suck cock. I have a feeling I’m gonna be here a lot more often Rick.” he chuckled. He turned his attention back to Cindy. “Let’s see if I can get it in that throat. Swallow bitch, swallow.” He yelled at her.

My eyes went wide when I saw Cindy struggle a bit and I saw her throat moving, then more of his cock disappeared into my wife’s mouth and her throat swelled. I could tell she couldn’t breathe but he kept pushing her head further. Half of his cock was gone now.

“Oh, fuck yes. That’s how you deepthroat a cock bitch.” JJ finally pulled back and his cock fell out of her mouth and Cindy gasped for breath. Long strands of spittle glistened off of his black cock. She was still gasping when he forced it back in and pushed her down on it again. I saw her swallow again and her throat bulged. I thought she was going to pass out and I was getting worried. He kept repeating this several times, releasing his cock from her throat only to give her a few seconds of air before he was back in again. Her eyes teared and her mascara ran. I was so worried I was about to stop this, but she looked over at me when she saw I was about to get up and shook her head no slightly. Was she really enjoying this?

“That’s right bitch take this cock. I’m about to drop a load down that throat right into your stomach.” JJ pushed one last time and three quarters of his cock disappeared into my wife’s mouth, and he let out a guttural yell. I watched his balls bounce, and I knew he had just sent a big load of cum right down my wife’s throat. My dick was so hard seeing her being used like this, but I was still worried about her.

When his cock came out of her mouth she gasped again. Cum oozed out of the side of her mouth along with spit. I watched in amazement as she scooped the runaway cum and spit back into her mouth and swallowed.

“That’s right bitch, don't waste a drop.” JJ chuckled. “You liked that, didn't you? Having your throat fucked like a common whore.” he said with a big smile.

To my surprise my wife looked up at him and I saw something in her eyes I had only seen when she looked at me. I was a look of love and admiration.

“Yes…I…I…loved it.” she gasped out trying to catch her breath.

“I bet you did.” he said with an evil smile on his face and his gold tooth gleaming.

I felt a little relieved now that he had cum, and it was over. Maybe he would just get dressed and leave now. I was stunned at what he did next.

He reached down and lifted her under her arms like she weighed nothing and put her on the edge of the bed and forced her down on her back. He spread her legs and I saw her juices dripping from her pussy. I had never seen her so wet.

“See how fucking wet your wife is Rick? I bet she never drips like that for you.” he said to me with a grin. He dived into her pussy with two of his fingers and she cried out in pleasure as his fingers worked in and out of her while his thumb rubbed her clit. He worked her hard for a minute before her moans became screams. His head went down, and I watched his tongue lap up her slit and play with her clit. She let out a scream and began convulsing as her orgasm exploded in her.

Over and over, she yelled. “OH FUCK…I’M CUMMING…I’M FUCKING CUMMING!”

When he stopped, Cindy laid there looking worn out. She had a look on her face that I just couldn’t place. She looked like she was tired but at the same time in a euphoric state. I had lost count of how many times she had cum. Usually when we had sex it was only two times, three on a good night. Tonight, I know it was well over five, and he hadn’t even fucked her.

He grabbed her by her hair and raised her up to his waiting cock that was too my surprise getting hard again. I watched as she eagerly took his cock in her mouth again and began sucking on it and stroking it furiously.

JJ looked at me with that smug smile and gold tooth gleaming as she worked his big cock. “You ready Rick? She’s gonna get my cock hard again and I’m gonna plow that sweet pussy. Say goodbye to it Rick. Once I get in there, she ain’t gonna want that little dick of yours again.”

The grin on his face was intimidating. Oh God, was he right? Would she ever want me again after what he had already done to her tonight? If he fucks her like I know he will, would she ever be satisfied with me again? I felt my heart sink at the thought.

He pushed her head off of him and moved her back onto the bed. He crawled between her legs and laid his massive cock on her pussy, and it reached up to past her belly button.

“This is it, Rick. Let’s see how much of my cock this bitch can take. I’m about to ruin that pussy for you white boy. It’s going to be my pussy from now on.” he chuckled.

Somehow, I believed him. Why did I ever let her do this? Promises of threesomes and sex with other people just didn’t seem worth it now. I felt powerless to stop it. Cindy wasn’t even looking at me. She was transfixed on him in anticipation, waiting for that big black cock to take her, make her his. I sat there resigned to my fate.

His hips backed off and he rubbed spit on his cock before lining it up to her pussy. The head was just parting the folds as he rubbed it up and down the crack. I watched as the head of it pushed into her and I saw her expression change from wanting to surprise with a little pain then euphoria as the head popped into her. She let out a deep moan I had never heard her make.

“Damn she tight.” JJ exclaimed as he penetrated her for the first time. “I’m gonna stretch this bitch’s pussy good.” he chuckled.

JJ pushed that big cock further into her and she cried out each time. It was amazing to see how much her pussy had to open to let his massive cock in. By the time his cock was three quarters of the way in, he bottomed out. Cindy was moaning and thrashing a little as he pulled back and rammed it in her for the first time and let out a scream of pain and pleasure.

“HOLY FUCK HE IS SO DEEP! IT FEELS LIKE IT’S IN MY STOMACH!”  she screamed out followed by more moans.

“Yeah…you like that cock don’t you baby girl.” JJ said as he rammed her again and again.

“YES! I FUCKING LOVE THAT COCK!” she screamed. “OH FUCK….I’M CUMMING AGAIN!!!”

“That’s right you love this cock. Your husband doesn’t get this deep, does he?”

“GOD NO! I HAVE NEVER HAD IT SO DEEP!”

“That’s right. Take that cock bitch. Take it in that fucking whore cunt of yours.”

JJ continued to fuck her mercilessly. Her screams of pleasure echoed through the room. JJ suddenly got off her and picked her up and made her face me on her knees. Her face seemed frozen in a look of orgasm. JJ mounted her from behind and pushed deep into her and she cried out again.

“That’s right, look at your husband. Let him see what you look like when you get fucked by a real man’s cock. Tell him you love this cock.”

“OH, BABY I LOVE HIS COCK!” she yelled as she looked at me. My heart dropped. She had never said that to me before.

JJ pulled her head back by her long red hair and made her look up at me. I had always loved the face that she made when she came, but now it was different. It was even more intense…more erotic. I watched her cum at least twice while he pounded her from behind. I saw her eyes roll up in her head as she screamed out her orgasms.

“That’s right bitch, cum on this cock. That’s my pussy now. Tell him…tell your husband whose pussy this is.”

I was on edge. Would she do it? What was she going to say? I felt a brief bit of relief when she hesitated to say anything. Then JJ slammed her pussy so hard it almost knocked her forward.

“I SAID, TELL YOU HUSBAND WHO THIS PUSSY BELONGS TO.” he yelled out as he fucked her harder.

My heart dropped as she looked into my eyes with a sad expression. “It’s yours. It’s your pussy.” she gasped out in a low voice.

“Louder, tell him. Tell him who owns this pussy.”

“You do. You own this pussy.” she said a little louder.

“He can’t fucking hear you. TELL HIM! TELL HIM JJ OWNS THIS PUSSY! TELL HIM WHO OWNS YOU!”

“JJ OWNS THIS PUSSY. JJ OWNS ME…I’M HIS…IT’S HIS PUSSY ANYTIME HE WANTS IT!”  she shouted out as a tear ran down her face. Then she cried out in pleasure and pain as the orgasm took her. This one seemed more intense than the others. Then a surprise look came across her face before she yelled out “OH MY FUCKING GOD! I JUST SQUIRTED!!” I could see the clear liquid running down her legs and his too. I was amazed at that. I had never seen her squirt before and didn’t even know she could. It just reinforced what she had said about him owning her pussy.

“Yeah, that’s right. I own you bitch…your mine. I’m getting ready to claim you now. HERE IT COMES BITCH!”  JJ let out a growling cry as he grabbed Cindy by her hips and thrust deep into her. Cindy’s eyes went wide, and she screamed as another orgasm hit her. It was so powerful that her arms gave out and her face went into the bed. I could still hear her muffled cries of lust even with her head buried.

When JJ let go of her, she collapsed to the bed. I saw his big cock covered in her pussy cream and his cum dangling between his legs. He rolled her over and stuck it in her still open mouth.

“Clean off this cock bitch.” he told her as he thrust it in her mouth. Cindy sucked it and cleaned it off eagerly. When she had cleaned it to his satisfaction, JJ got up and left her a tired heap on the bed. He went over and started putting on his clothes. He looked at me with that arrogant smile and glinting gold tooth.

“Did you enjoy that cuck boy? I hope so. It’s gonna happen more often now that I own that bitch. She’s mine now.”

I was speechless. I didn’t know what to do or say. JJ laughed as he put on his pants and shirt. He walked back to Cindy and kissed her forehead.

“I will be seeing you later, baby girl.” and smiled.

He turned and walked out of the bedroom and down the stairs. I didn’t realize I was holding my breath until I heard the front door close, and I let it out. Cindy still laid on the bed in a crumpled heap on her back with her eyes closed. I got up on unsteady legs and walked over and sat down beside her head on the bed. I looked down between her legs and I could see his cum still seeping out of her pussy. When I stroked her hair, she opened her eyes, and they went sad when she saw me.

“I’m sorry Rick.” she said softly.

I wanted to console her. She looked so sad. “It’s ok baby. He’s gone now. We don’t have to see him again.” I said reassuringly.

Her eyes dropped. It was like she was thinking.

“Rick…I…I think I discovered something about myself tonight.” she said softly.

“What’s that baby?” I said, still stroking her hair.

She looked back at me with such a sad look, my heart hurt for her. “You…you're not going to like it. The way he treated me tonight. The way he fucked me…I…I need that. I don’t want it to end.” she said sadly.

My heart felt like it stopped. I’m sure she could see the surprise and fear in my eyes. I looked away and sat there stunned.

“I’m sorry baby. I have never felt anything like that in my life. It was so incredible. I won’t lie to you…I know you don’t like him…and I understand that. I love you so much, but what happened tonight…I don’t think I could live without it now. I know I want it again.”

I continued to sit there in stunned silence. Her words echoed through my head from earlier. Her admission he owned her wasn’t just sex talk. I hoped it was just something said in the moment since he practically forced her to say it…but it was true. JJ does own her now.

I was brought out of my thoughts when I felt her hand rub my back. I looked at her sadly. “He really does own you now, doesn’t he?”

“No…he doesn’t…” she stopped mid-sentence like she couldn’t finish it.

“If I told you I didn’t want you to see him again…and to do it because you love me…would you still see him?” I waited for the answer. She laid there silently at first and then looked down and away from me. Even though the verbal answer never came, I still had it anyway.

I got up and started walking for the door. I needed to be alone. This was too much for me to take. What started off as a fun and erotic thing had turned into a nightmare.

“Where are you going honey?” a worried voice called out to me.

“I need to be alone.” I said gruffly and closed the bedroom door. I thought I heard sobbing as I walked down the stairs but It didn’t matter. I was in no mood to console anymore. I went to the wet bar, poured a drink then took the bottle and laid down on the couch. I stared at the ceiling most of the night and drank until I finally passed out.


Chapter 4

Morning came faster than I wanted. My head hurt from the hangover I had and the memories of last night's nightmare flooded my mind as soon as I woke up and remembered where I was. I sat up on the couch and cupped my head in my hands. I caught the smell of coffee and bacon in the air that made me look towards the kitchen. I thought it was strange to smell that since Cindy rarely cooked and almost never cooked breakfast. I got up and started for the kitchen to investigate.

Cindy was in her robe diligently working at the stove when I came in. When she turned and saw me, that same sad expression from last night was on her face.

“Good morning.” she almost whispered. “Coffee is ready, sit down and I will get you a cup. I will have your breakfast ready in a minute too.”  she hurried over to the coffee pot and began pouring a cup.

I sat down at the table and propped up my head in my hands with my elbows on the table. A hot cup of coffee, some juice, and a plate of bacon, eggs, and toast was placed in front of me along with a few aspirins. I felt an arm across my shoulders as I felt her hug me from behind like she didn’t want to let go. She put her head on my shoulder and left it there. It felt good feeling her hug me but the pain in my head from the hangover throbbed.

“I’m so sorry about last night.” she whispered.

I didn’t know if I was ready to talk about that yet, so I stayed silent. I wasn’t really hungry, so I picked up the aspirins and juice and downed them. I picked up the coffee and sipped it in silence.

“I know I hurt you badly last night. I sat there and cried all night about it. I…I decided I am not going to see him anymore. You mean more to me than just some sexual experience.” she whispered.

My head shot up and I immediately regretted it from the pain. I groaned and closed my eyes. When it passed, I looked at her questioningly.

“You're not going to see JJ again?”

“No. I love you, Rick. I don’t want to lose you. But…honestly…I do still want to have that experience again, so I thought maybe we could compromise.”

“Compromise? What compromise?”

“What if we found someone else that could give me what I want besides JJ. Someone that you are ok with. Would you be willing to do that?” she said nervously.

“Cindy, I don’t know. After last night…I’m not sure that any of this is a good idea anymore. It started out great…but last night…it was a nightmare for me. I’m not sure I could take that again.”

“I know. Again, I am really so sorry about it. But Rick, after last night…I feel like I have changed. It’s like a switch was flipped and I can’t turn it off. I crave it now. Please…would you please just think about it. I know last night was bad…but it doesn’t have to be that way. If we find someone else…well maybe it would be like we fantasized about.”

I sat there thinking about what she was saying, and it worried me. She was pleading for this and that was a bad sign for me. She usually knows how to get her way, but she wasn’t pushing too hard yet. It also meant that it was really important to her. I took a deep breath and sighed.

“I will think about it, ok?”

She hugged me tighter. “Thank you honey. I love you so much. Now eat. It will help with the hangover.” She kissed me on the cheek and got herself a coffee and sat down. I tried to eat since she was right. The bacon and eggs would help the hangover and I guess this was her way of trying to apologize too. After breakfast, she asked if I wanted to lay down in bed and rest. I thought that was a good idea. I laid down while she cleaned up breakfast. I couldn’t sleep since I still had last night on my mind. I also had something else on my mind too. The more I thought about how she said she changed, the more I worried I wasn’t enough anymore. Where would that leave me? I was so lost in thought that I didn’t even hear her come in. I was laying on my side facing away from the door when she laid down behind me. I felt her arms wrap around me and pull me close. It felt so good. I felt her head nuzzle into my neck and a kiss.

“How is your hangover?” she whispered.

“It’s a lot better. Thanks for breakfast and the aspirin.”

“When I got up this morning and saw you on the couch with that almost empty bottle, I knew you would need it. I am really sorry about last night. I love you, Rick. I don’t want to lose you.” she said and kissed my neck again.

A thought occurred to me. I turned over to face her and kissed her as passionately as I could, just like I saw him kiss her last night. It surprised her at first, but she started kissing me back just as passionately. I ran my hand under her robe and cupped her tit. I squeezed it as I pinched her nipple. She let out a moan.  When we broke the kiss, she looked at me with a big smile and got out of bed and undid her robe and let it drop to the floor. My God she was beautiful. She crawled on the bed and pulled my underwear down to expose my rapidly hardening dick. She started stroking it and leaned down and started blowing me.

In the past I would never have done this, I was always considerate of her, but today, I had decided that if she liked last night, maybe I could do the same as he did, and we wouldn’t need anyone else. I wasn’t as thick and long as JJ, but I wasn’t too small. I am about 7 inches with a little girth, maybe two inches. I had hit the back of her throat before so I hoped that maybe I could do the same as he did. I put my hands on the back of her head and as she bottomed out at the back of her throat, I pushed more. I even surprised myself as what I said just came out.

“Swallow bitch.”

Her eyes looked up at me with surprise. She looked at me for a second before I saw the lightbulb go off in her head. Even though my dick was still in her mouth, a slight smile appeared on her face. I felt her throat move and then she went further down until her nose was buried in my pubic area. It felt incredible and tight. I was actually in her throat, although not very far. She came back up and gasped a little then took my dick out of her mouth and she stroked it.

“Did you like that honey?” I asked with a sly smile.

“Umm…it was different from your normal, yes.” she said with a smile that seemed a little fake.

My smile began to fade as I realized the fake smile meant it wasn’t the same. “But it wasn’t like it was last night, was it?”

She looked a little sad. “It was good honey…but…no. It wasn’t quite the same.” She sounded disappointed. I felt disappointed. But I was done trying yet. I rolled her over and got between her legs. I put two fingers in her pussy and noticed two things right away. First, she was incredibly wet and slick. Second, she was not as tight as I remembered. JJ’s words came back and hit me like a slap in the face.

“I’m gonna stretch this pussy good.”

As I looked down at my two fingers, I could see there was still a gap and could easily fit a third in. Her pussy had indeed stretched. I slipped in a third finger and began rubbing her clit with my thumb. She started moaning a little, but nothing like she had with him. As I moved my head down to her pussy, she tried to grab my head to stop me.

“Honey don’t” she gushed out.

But it was too late. My tongue licked up the folds of her pussy and into the gap that was still there before continuing on to her clit. The first thing I noticed was that she tasted different. Her normally sweet smelling and tasting pussy was a lot more salty than usual. I looked up at her and she had a look of fear in her face. Then it hit me. She still had some of his cum in her pussy and that’s what I was tasting. I didn’t know how to react to this. She smelled like she had showered but why had she not washed him out of her?

“I…I’m sorry Rick. I tried to stop you. He…he came so much and in me so deep…it's been oozing out all morning. I forgot to douche and clean it all out. I’m so sorry.” she said sadly and looked away.

Something about that didn’t sound right. She wouldn’t look at me and that was usually her tell that she wasn’t being honest with me.

“Cindy…look at me.” when she finally did, I could see in her eyes she was lying. “Tell me the truth. You didn’t forget, did you?” I said sternly.

She looked down again. “No.” she whispered.

“Why? And please tell me the truth this time.” I said sternly again.

“Please don’t be mad at me.” she pleaded.

“Why?”

She paused and composed herself. When she looked back at me her eyes pleaded for forgiveness. “Last night was so…surreal. I didn’t want it to end. I could feel it in me all last night and this morning. It reminded me of how it felt and I…I didn’t want it to end. I had no idea you would be doing this today, or I would have douched it out.”

I laid there between her legs with my three fingers still buried deep in her well used and cum filled pussy. Why it turned me on so much, I don’t know. Knowing that his cum was still in her…that when I licked her pussy, I was in fact licking his cum out of her sent my brain into a tizzy. I remember how I saw it leaking out of her after he left. I remembered in the car what a turn on it would be to see another man’s cum in her pussy. If it hadn’t been that I had such a terrible experience with JJ, I would probably have enjoyed the sight last night. Now, it was turning me on again. She was looking at me with fear, waiting for my reaction.

I didn’t say a word. I looked back down, and I moved my fingers deeper in and pulled back. I could see the wetness of their combined juices on my fingers. Without a word, I pushed them back in and dropped my head and licked up her crack up to her clit. I glanced back at her while I continued to lick. The fear was quickly replaced by amazement, then her face went to the look I loved so much, euphoria. I continued to lick and suck on her salty pussy as I concentrated on her clit while fingering her as hard as I could. She began moaning out and grabbed my head and pushed me into her pussy harder.

“OH MY GOD! I CAN’T BELIEVE YOU’RE EATING MY CUM FILLED PUSSY!! OH FUCK!! I’M GONNA CUM!! OH FUCK!!!” she screamed out. I felt her pussy grip my fingers and her cum began pouring out of her pussy. It was sweet again and the saltiness was almost gone.

She laid there breathing hard as I removed my fingers and crawled up to her and kissed her passionately. She returned the kiss with passion as well. When we broke the kiss, she stared at me for a second.

“Why did you do that honey? I would have gone and cleaned up a bit.” she said with wonder in her eyes.

“I guess I got turned on thinking about you having another man’s cum in you. I couldn’t help it.” I admitted.

She smiled a sly smile. “Such a naughty boy.” she teased.

“Well this naughty boy isn’t through with you yet.” I smiled. I grabbed her and flipped her over. I pulled her ass up in the air and got behind her. I thrust my dick into her sopping wet pussy as hard as I could. It went in so easy, and I could tell right away it was indeed really loose. She moaned at that, and I thought I was off to a good start. I gave her all I had, thrusting as deep, fast, and hard as I could. My pelvis was slapping her ass with each thrust. She moaned a little more but nothing like she had with JJ. When he did it, she screamed. With me, it was just moans. Finally, I had come to the end of my rope.  I knew if I kept this up I was going to cum soon. She was moaning but I knew she hadn’t cum yet. I reached under her and rubbed her clit the best I could while I continued to thrust. I felt her pussy tighten a little as she cried out. I couldn’t take it anymore. I cried out myself and my dick started pulsing. I could feel my cum shoot out into her.

I was exhausted. I collapsed onto her then rolled off and laid on my back. She laid down beside me with her head on my chest. I stared at the ceiling. I had failed. I tried my best, but I couldn’t do what he had done to her last night. I felt defeated.

“Thank you honey. That was good.” she said in a fake happy sounding low voice.

“It wasn’t good enough, was it? Don’t lie. I already know. What I saw him do to you last night…it was so different. As hard as I tried, I could only make you cum twice. He did more than that before he ever even fucked you.” I said sadly. I knew it wasn’t even close.

“Oh, honey. It’s not your fault. JJ is just…better equipped. You can’t help that. You did fine.” she said sympathetically as she hugged me.

“But not enough though right. It wasn’t enough to cure your craving, was it?”

She didn’t say anything, but she didn’t have to. I already knew. She laid there on my chest silently. I stroked her hair and came to the sad conclusion that I was no longer enough. I loved her so much and I would always want the best for her. If taking on a new lover to take her to the heights she experienced last night because I couldn’t take her there was the only answer, well I guess that’s what we would have to do….as long as it wasn’t JJ.

“You don’t have to answer. I know you don’t want to hurt my feelings. It’s ok, I understand.” I stroked her hair, and she looked up to me with a sad look, begging for forgiveness at not being able to tell me I was enough. Through the pain and embarrassment, I smiled. “That compromise you asked for at breakfast…I’ve come to the realization that that’s the only way you are going to be satisfied now. We can look for someone to give you what you need…as long as it’s not JJ. Ok?” I said as happily as I could under the circumstances. 

Her eyes teared up. She had an utter look of love in her eyes. “Oh honey. Thank you. I love you so much.” she said as she softly began to cry.

It was one of the most touching moments we had experienced together, I just wished it would have been under better circumstances. Even though my heart was in the right place, my decision may be the one of the worst ones I ever made.


Chapter 5

It had been two weeks since that night with JJ. I had tried on several occasions to satisfy her like he had, but I never came close. True to my word, we had tried looking for a replacement that could take her to that place she so longed to go back to. Where her orgasms flowed and she felt satisfied…and quite frankly, used. We had not been able to find anyone that was able. She had been with two other guys, and both seemed pretty decent to me, one white and one black. The white guy was a little bigger than me, but he couldn’t get her there. The black guy was way bigger than me, but also smaller than JJ. She said it just wasn’t the same feeling. She came a few times, but it wasn’t like what it was the night with JJ. She still felt frustrated, but I vowed to continue searching.

The next day, I got home a couple of hours early and to my horror, I saw a familiar looking Escalade in the driveway. I was in a panic. When I walked in the door, I was met by cries and screams of passion coming from upstairs. I almost ran up the steps and stopped at the closed bedroom door. As I listened my heart began to break.

“That’s right bitch, take this cock. I know you missed it.”

It was JJ. There was no mistaking that voice. I wanted to open the door and go in and throw his ass out of my house.

“YES! I MISSED THAT COCK! OH FUCK! IT FEELS SO GOOD! FUCK ME HARDER! OH GOD DON’T STOP FUCKING ME!”

“That’s right. You're my bitch. That little dick husband can’t do this for you can he?”

“FUCK NO! HE TRIED BUT HE COULDN’T DO IT…IT WAS SO BAD! NO ONE FUCKS ME LIKE YOU DO! OH GOD I’M CUMMING AGAIN!!” she screamed.

“Yeah, nobody can fuck my bitches like me. That’s my pussy, isn’t it?”

“YES! IT’S YOUR PUSSY! I’M YOURS! I WOULD DO ANYTHING FOR THAT COCK…JUST DON’T STOP FUCKING ME!”

I could have walked away right then, but I didn’t. I just had to see. I slowly opened the door as quietly as I could just enough to look in. When I peered in, Cindy was naked on her hands and knees on the bed with JJ fucking her from behind again. She was facing away from me, and JJ partially had his back to me. He had both hands on her shoulders pulling her back into him. His long thick black cock was again stretching her, and I could tell she loved it. I stood there unable to move watching them.

“You remember that bitch. You piss me off and I will never fuck this pussy again.”

“OH PLEASE! I WON’T PISS YOU OFF I PROMISE! I’M YOUR BITCH FOREVER! YOU CAN FUCK ME WHENEVER YOU WANT! IT’S YOURS! OH FUCK…OH FUCK!”

I watched in amazement as liquid started squirting from her pussy and ran down their legs. He had done it to her again. In my amazement I accidentally pushed on the door, and it creaked slightly. Suddenly JJ’s head turned towards the door. When he saw me standing there through the cracked door, he smiled. His gold tooth glinted in the light.

“You want to make me happy bitch? Is that what you want?” he said with his arrogant smile as he looked right at me.

“YES! I WANT TO MAKE YOU HAPPY SO YOU WILL FUCK ME!” she yelled out.

“Good. You want to make me happy…stop fucking your husband. This is my pussy. No one fucks it unless I say so. You can give him a pity blow job if his little dick gets horny, but he doesn’t get this pussy anymore unless I say so. You got it?” The smug look on his face really pissed me off.

Cindy seemed to freeze. “I can’t do that. Please don’t ask me to do that.” she said in a shocked voice.

“What did I say? I will stop fucking you right now.” he said sternly. “My bitches listen, or they pay the price. Your price is losing this cock.” To emphasize it, he pounded her harder.

“OH GOD!! PLEASE DON’T STOP! OK…OK I WON’T FUCK HIM ANYMORE! JUST PLEASE DON’T STOP!” she yelled.

“That’s right. Don’t let me find out he fucked you. You will never get this cock again.”

“I WON’T I PROMISE! PLEASE KEEP FUCKING ME! I’M ABOUT TO CUM AGAIN! OH FUCK!”

The look of smug arrogance on his face as he smiled at me made my blood boil. But Cindy’s betrayal made my heart break.

I couldn’t take it anymore. I slowly closed the door and went back downstairs. I got back into my car and went down the street and parked. My mind raced and I couldn’t believe what I heard her agree to. Was she really planning to cut me off or was it just to get him to agree to keep fucking her? I had to know. I also wanted to know how far she would go to keep me from finding out that JJ had stopped by, if he hadn’t already told her I was there.

About thirty minutes later and thirty minutes before I was supposed to be home, the black Escalade pulled out from my driveway and headed down the street. It turned before it got to me, so I started the engine and drove back home. This time when I walked in, things were quiet. I looked downstairs for Cindy, but she wasn’t there. I tiptoed up the steps and heard the shower running in our master bathroom. I walked in the bedroom and the place stunk of sex. I stared at the bed where the two had just been fucking and saw the wet spot sill on the blanket from where she squirted again. I heard the shower shut off, so I went back downstairs and fixed a drink.

Cindy came down in her robe with the blanket in her arms and was startled to see me sitting on the couch.

“Your home early.” she said with surprise in a hoarse voice.

“It was a slow day so I thought I would come home early and surprise you. I thought we could go out to a nice dinner, come home and open a bottle of wine…and maybe…make love like we used to?” I said in as sexy a voice as I could muster.

“Oh honey, that’s so nice…but I am just not feeling that well right now.” she said, looking down.

“I’m sorry. You do sound a bit hoarse, almost like you have been yelling a lot.” I said with a straight face and concern in my voice.

“I think I may be getting a cold.” she lied.

I put my drink down on the table and stood up. “What’s with the blanket?” I asked.

She looked at it then back at me and I saw a little fear flash in her eyes. “Oh, I spilled something on it so I was just going to wash it.” she lied again.

“Here, if you're not feeling good let me do it.” I said as I stepped forward and reached out for the blanket.

“No…it’s ok. I can do it. I am just throwing it in the washer.” she said nervously and a little defensively.

“Are you ok? You're acting a little strange.” I said.

“I’m fine. Just let me get this in the wash. I will be back in a minute. Go enjoy your drink.” she said as she quickly turned and headed for the laundry.

I sat back down and felt like a sledgehammer had hit me in the stomach. She was lying to me. What was I going to do?

She came back in and sat with me on the couch at the other end. She put her legs up on the couch and sat so that she faced me. “So, how was your day?” she asked calmly.

“It was slow. But it wasn’t a good day. How was yours?” I asked.

“It was fine. I didn’t feel great, so I took a nap and just got out of the shower.” she continued the lie as she looked away.

“Nothing exciting then?” I asked deadpan.

“No nothing.” she said back quickly.

I was feeling so many emotions from her lies. Anger, betrayal, sadness. Unfortunately, anger was winning. I picked up my drink and looked at it. “Oh, ok. I guess I was just dreaming that you were fucking JJ in our bedroom when I came home earlier. I figured he would have told you since he saw me.” I said deadpan and downed the drink.

The room was so quiet, you could have heard a mouse fart. I got up and walked to the wet bar and poured another drink. I turned back to her, and I saw the shocked look of fear and ghost white complexion she took on. She sat there quietly, not moving and not making a sound as she watched me fearfully. I downed another drink before pouring a third and walked back over and sat down and stared at her. I could feel my cheeks reddening with anger. A tear fell down her cheek and she dropped her head.

“I’m sorry Rick. He…he just showed up and…and I couldn’t resist. I’m so sorry.” she said, staring at her legs and robe.

I downed my drink again and sat the glass on the table. “So is this what it’s come to? You cheating on me, then lying about it?” I asked deadpan. I couldn’t let my emotions out right now. If I did, I am not sure what I would do.

She began sobbing. “I’m so sorry Rick.” she said, wiping her eyes. “I couldn’t help it. We tried to find someone else…you know that. It didn’t work. I needed it so bad, and I couldn’t control myself.” she said sniffling.

“But you lied to me. Why?”

“Because you hate him is why. I couldn’t just say ‘oh by the way honey, JJ popped in today and fucked my brains out.” she said with a tinge of anger trying not to cry again. “What was I supposed to do?” She quickly got up off the couch and went to the wet bar and poured a drink for herself and downed it.

She wasn’t wrong…but it still hurt. I sighed and looked at the floor. What was I going to do? I knew there was no way to stop her from seeing him short of leaving her. That wasn’t an option…at least not yet. I looked up at her sad and scared face and my heart melted for her. God help me, I still loved her so much.

“Come sit down.” I said in a low sad voice. When she hesitated, I softened my look. “Please.”

She poured another drink and walked back over and sat down like she had before. This time, she was holding her glass like a security blanket with both hands. She stared at the drink in her hands, and it felt like she was doing that so she didn’t have to look at me.

A little time passed. “So, you really were going to do what he said and not fuck me again…weren’t you?” I asked sadly.

Her head shot up in surprise, eyes wide. “You…you heard that?”

I looked down at the carpet. “Yes…among other things you screamed out. So?”

She looked back at the glass sadly. “Yes…I guess I was. I didn’t want him to cut me off.”

“I guess he really does own you now.” I said to no one in particular, still staring at the carpet.

She just sat silent and didn’t say a word in protest to it. Instead, she downed her drink and looked sad.

“What are we going to do Cindy? I love you and I want you to be happy. I want you to have those sexual experiences…I even went for a compromise against my better judgment when I knew I couldn’t provide it for you. I don’t want you to lie to me and cheat to get them.”

“I’m sorry Rick. Please forgive me.”

“I guess there is only one thing I can do.” I said as I got up and headed back to the bar. Cindy’s eyes got big again and fear blanketed her face. She watched me walk over and pour another drink. I needed it for what I was about to say. It was going to hurt me a lot to say it. I downed the drink and turned back to her.

“You’re leaving me aren’t you.” she said, almost in tears.

“No. I am doing worse…at least for me. I am giving you my permission to see JJ…without hiding it from me. You were going to do it anyway. At least I will know about it and when he has been here or is going to be around here now.”

Cindy sat there with tears in her eyes. She stared at me in disbelief. She put her glass down, jumped off the couch and ran over and hugged me and began sobbing. “I love you Rick. I…I know this wasn’t easy for you to do. I promise…somehow, I will find some way to make this up to you.”

The first thing that passed through my mind was ‘More empty promises.’.  I knew this was going to be hard for me. I wasn’t prepared for how hard it was going to get.


Chapter 6

After that night, things were ok between us. She waited on me hand and foot when I came home. She cooked my favorite meals, brought me drinks, and even massaged my feet. I know she was doing this to show me she still loved me, but I was still hurt by the whole thing. She had even offered to blow me every night, but I refused. I was in no mood for that right now.

Two days later, I came home on time. A familiar Escalade was parked in the driveway and my heart sank. When I walked in the door I expected to hear sounds of moaning, screaming, and fucking. Instead, it was sort of quiet. I decided to avoid going upstairs for the moment and headed for the kitchen. I walked in to see JJ standing at the counter with Cindy on her knees in front of him. His large black cock was buried in her mouth and her head was bobbing with his hand on the back of her head.

When JJ saw me, that arrogant smile popped on his face and that ever present gold tooth shined.

“Sup Rick. Thought I would stop by and get a quick blowjob from my bitch before I head out tonight. Besides, I think she needs a little more protein in her diet.”

Cindy’s head stopped bobbing for a second. JJ pushed her head and she began again. I stood there silent.

“The bitch gives good blowjobs doesn’t she, Rick? I guess you would know since that’s all you can get from here now huh.”

I stood there silently.

“Oh, come on Rick, don’t do me like that. You know you like to watch me make your wife my bitch. You love it when I force my cock down her throat too.” With that I saw him push her head down further and I knew he was in her throat again. He held her there while he grinned at me. She was down so long she started hitting his leg wanting air. He held her for a bit longer before letting her up as he grinned at me. She gasped a few times then took she his cock back in her mouth without being forced to and began bobbing again.

“By the way Rick, my bitch is coming with me this weekend. I’ll be here Friday at 6. She better be ready to go. I will drop her off sometime on Sunday. I plan on filling that pussy so full of cum, it will be coming out her ears.”

Without a word, I turned and headed upstairs as JJ laughed. I sat in the bedroom and turned on the TV in case he decided he wanted to fuck her and I didn’t have to hear it. After about five minutes the door opened. Cindy walked in with a sad look on her face.

“Is he gone?” I asked with a little contempt in my voice.

She shook her head no. “He is still downstairs. He sent me up here to…to…blow you. He said it was the least he could do since he was going to take me away this weekend.”

“You go tell him to fuck off.”

“Please Rick. He told me I had to show him proof I blew you or he would be pissed. Please…please let me.” She said as she came over and got on her knees in front of my chair.

“Proof?  What kind of proof?” I said with a raised eyebrow.

“He told me I had to make you cum…and I had to hold it in my mouth and show him.” she said and dropped her head. “He said if I didn’t do it…or you wouldn’t let me…then I wouldn’t be allowed to even blow you anymore and I would have to sleep in the guest room for the rest of the week.” She looked back up almost in tears again. “Please Rick, I know you like it when I blow you. Please let me. You haven’t let me do anything to you since the day you caught us and it’s killing me. I love you and I want to do this for you too. I have been trying every night, but you refused it. I know this is hurting you…but please let me do something for you to let you know I still love you.” A tear dropped from her eye as she pleaded.

I sighed. All week she had tried and I refused. She had done so many other things without being told or asked. I gave in and reached down and unzipped my pants. She eagerly reached in and pulled out my dick and began sucking it furiously. She was trying so hard and it felt so good. It had been a while since I had cum so I knew this wouldn’t take long. As I got harder, her head bobbed more and faster. When I was fully hard, she looked me in the eyes and went all the way down on me. I felt her throat again and it was amazing. She held it there for a while. I could see her face contort wanting air, but she stayed down a little longer. She came up, took a few breaths, then went back down and bobbed on my dick again. Soon, I couldn’t take it anymore. I grunted as my dick spewed out cum into her warm mouth.

She stood up, and with her mouth full she couldn’t talk. Instead, she ran her hand across my cheek and chin with a look of love on her face. She turned and quickly left the room. I got up and put my softening dick back in my pants and went out the door and to the edge of the stairs.

“So, bitch, did you do it?” JJ said sternly.

Cindy shook her head yes, then opened her mouth.

“Damn Rick. You must have enjoyed that one. Now open the door and spit it out. You don’t swallow cum anymore unless it’s from a black man.”

I saw Cindy head for the door and heard it open. Then I heard a spitting sound and the door closed. When she came back, she looked at JJ for approval.

“Good girl. Now, Friday I want your ass ready to go. I have something special planned for you this weekend. And tell Rick don’t even bother to call you. You're leaving your phone here. Got it?”

I barely heard her answer. It was in a soft voice. “Yes. I got it.”

“Good.” He grabbed her head and kissed her forehead. “I would give you a proper kiss, but you haven’t gargled yet.” he chuckled. “I will see you later.”

When he left Cindy looked up the steps and saw me standing there.

“I guess you heard about the phone.” she said sadly.

“Yeah, I heard. I don’t like this, Cindy. I don’t like it at all. No phone? I don’t even know where he is taking you.”

“I know. It will be ok Rick. I will be fine.” she said nervously.

That night when she came to bed, she cuddled up to me then asked if she could blow me again. I almost refused but the pleading was back in her eyes. She acted almost giddy when I told her yes. After I came in her mouth, she jumped up and ran to the bathroom. I heard the toilet flush then her gargle. She came back to bed and kissed me.

“Thank you, baby. I really wanted to do that without being made to.” she said as she cuddled up to me again.

“I heard him tell you that you're only allowed to swallow black cum now.”

She laid there and didn’t say anything.

“Cindy, is it worth it? All of this? What he is making you do? What he is doing to us? Is it worth it?” I asked sadly.

She looked at me with sad eyes. “Yes. It is. The only regret I have about all of it…is that this is hurting you. I don’t want to hurt you…but I don’t think I could live without it anymore.”

I didn’t say another word. I laid there and closed my eyes.

Friday came too soon. I got home by five and figured I had a little time before my wife was kidnapped by her new thug boyfriend. I was wrong. I walked in to find Cindy’s bag by the door and her sitting on the couch.

“Good. I didn’t think you would make it in time. JJ texted and he is on the way now. He said to be ready.” she said as she hugged me and then kissed me.

“He wasn’t supposed to be here until six.”

“I know but he is going to be early. I'm sorry baby, I promise I will spend some time with you when I get back on Sunday.”

We were interrupted by a horn blowing in the driveway.

“Shit, he’s here. I got your dinner in the oven keeping warm and your drink is on the table.” she said as she scrambled to the door and grabbed her bag. “I love you. I will see you on Sunday.” She blew me a kiss and she was out the door. I went to the window and watched her get into the Escalade and then watched it pull away.

That night was really hard on me. I wondered every minute if she was ok and what was happening. I slept maybe thirty minutes that night. Saturday was just as bad. I tried to do anything I could to try to keep my mind off of her.

I was up early on Sunday and waited by the window. I had no idea what time she would be back. Hours passed as I waited. I moped around the house all day as I wondered where she was. It wasn’t until seven that night that lights flashed in the window. I ran over to it and saw the Escalade in the driveway. It was dark but I felt relieved when I could make out her figure as she got out then went to the driver side door. The window rolled down and I saw her lean in and kiss him. She was dressed differently. When she leaned in the window, I could see her ass hang out of the short shorts she was wearing. Her tits were pushing out the half shirt she had on. She turned and walked to the door. When she came in my jaw dropped. She had on lots of makeup and hardly any clothes. She even had a new little purse to match. She saw me and dropped everything and ran up to me and jumped in my arms and kissed me.

“Did ya miss me?” she said playfully. She was acting giddy, and I hoped that was a good sign that she really was happy to see me.

“You know I did. I was so worried about you.” I hugged her again tightly. Then I noticed the smell.  Her hair smelled like smoke and something else that I couldn’t place, but I knew I had smelled it before. She pushed back and looked me in the eyes and I noticed hers were bloodshot.

“I’m starving. Do we have anything to eat?” she said as she let go of me and headed for the kitchen.

I stood there stunned. She was stoned. I walked slowly to the kitchen, and she was rummaging through the refrigerator. She was throwing this and that in her mouth like she hadn’t eaten in days. For all I knew, maybe she hadn’t.

“Cindy…are you…are you high right now?”

She giggled. “Maybe just a little. We smoked a little pot earlier. It’s no big deal.” she said as she closed the refrigerator and found a bag of chips on the counter. She began popping them in her mouth with a smile on her face.

“Cindy…what…what happened this weekend?” I was concerned.

Her smile faded as she chewed. “Rick…please don’t ask me unless you really want to know.” she said seriously.

“I want to know.” I said.

“Well…I guess you're going to find out some of it later on anyway.” she said sadly. “When he picked me up on Friday, he took me clothes shopping first. He got me these and a few more things. I think you would be ok with that part…the next part…maybe not so much.” she said sadly.

“What did he do?” I asked nervously.

“He umm…he took me and made me get a tattoo.” she said nervously.

“A tattoo? Where? What of?”

“Like I said, you would find out eventually. It’s on my ass. But you're not going to like what it says.”

“What does it say?” I said nervously. “What did he do? Put his name on your ass?”

“No…not exactly. Maybe I should just show you. Please don’t be mad. He said all of his bitches had to have it.” she said nervously. She slowly turned and pulled down her shorts. In big black letters written across her ass was “Black Owned” with a barcode under it. I was in shock. I had to sit down. This was getting worse by the moment.

“Honey are you ok?” she said and rushed over to me and kneeled in front of the chair to look into my eyes.

“I…don’t know what to say.” I was confused. I never expected anything like that.

“I don’t see why not. You already admitted he owned me. I guess the tattoo just confirms it.” she said cautiously.

I looked at her with sad eyes. I had said that, and I guess the tattoo did confirm it.

“I had better stop. This is upsetting you too much.” she said as she put her left hand on my thigh. That’s when I noticed it.

“Where…where is your wedding ring?” I gushed out.

She looked at her hand in surprise. “Oh fuck. I forgot to put it on. Don’t worry honey, it’s in my purse. He made me take it off this weekend. He said that he doesn’t want me wearing it around him. I was going to put it back on when I got home…but I was so excited to see you…I forgot. I’m sorry.”

I was shaking. I hoped the worst had passed. “What else?”

“Honey, I don’t think…”

I cut her off. “What else?” I said sternly. “I want…no, I need to know.”

She was silent for a second. “Well…we had sex. Lots of sex…but you knew that was going to happen.”

“Ok…and?”

She looked down at the floor. “Well…Please don’t be mad, ok? You remember my fantasy of being with two guys?”

“Let me guess. JJ and another black guy fucked you.”

“No…not exactly. It was JJ and three other friends.” she said cautiously. “He invited them over yesterday…they each got me by themselves first. Then last night…all four fucked me together.”

I was floored. My wife was gangbanged last night, and she is talking about it like it was no big thing. I couldn’t fault her though. I did make her tell me.

“I’m sorry Rick…but you wanted to know.” she said sadly.

“I know…it’s just a lot to process. I thought he was just taking you to fuck for the weekend. I didn’t expect all this.”

“I know honey. I didn’t either. Why don’t you go upstairs and take a shower and get cleaned up. You look like a mess. When you get out, I have one last surprise for you. This one you are going to like. I promise.” she said with a smile.

“Honey, I don’t know if I can take any more surprises tonight.”

“Please. Do it for me. Trust me…this is a good surprise.” she smiled again.

“Ok, ok. I will go clean up.” I said and stood up. She hugged me tight. 

“I love you Rick. Please remember that.” she said sincerely. She kissed me and then turned me towards the door.

I lumbered upstairs in a stupor and showered, shaved and cleaned up. When I came back downstairs, Cindy wasn’t there. I noticed that the patio light was on, so I walked outside. I was stopped in my tracks by what I saw. Cindy was outside sitting on the chair smoking a cigarette. I had never seen her smoke before, but I know she did back in high school. I watched as she put the really long all white cigarette to her lips and saw her cheeks hollow a little. Then she breathed in and exhaled a thin line of smoke. I was so captivated by the fact she was smoking that I didn’t even notice that she wasn’t alone until a second stream crossed in front of hers. Cindy heard me walking up and turned and smiled.

“So, when did you start smoking again?” I asked.

“All of JJ’s bitches smoke.” a familiar voice answered. “It’s one of his rules.”

Cindy leaned back and I saw Trish sitting beside her with her own cigarette. “Don’t worry, you will get used to it.” she grinned as she took a drag.

“Trish?” I was stunned again.

“Hi Rick. Surprise.” she said with a grin.

Cindy got up and stomped out her cigarette and walked up to me and hugged me then whispered in my ear.

“Remember when I promised you, I would find a way to pay you back somehow? Well...it’s payback time. JJ told me I couldn’t fuck you. He never said anything about Trish. He also never said I couldn’t fuck Trish either. She doesn’t fuck white guys anymore, but she said she would do this as a favor to me…and to you. I think she kind of likes you. Oh, and one more thing…Trish likes it in the ass too.” She giggled.

Trish was staring at me with a sly grin as she took another drag of her cigarette then stomped it out. She got up and walked over to us. Cindy released me from her hug and Trish stepped up and kissed me passionately. She broke the kiss and grinned. Then she turned to Cindy and pulled her into a passionate kiss as well. My dick was so hard seeing my beautiful redheaded wife and an equally beautiful busty blonde kissing right in front of me. It sent me into an overload.

They broke their kiss and looked at me with big smiles.

Cindy took my right hand and Trish my left.

“Why don’t we take this to the bedroom and get a little more…comfortable.” Cindy teased.


Chapter 7

It was a surreal feeling being led up to the bedroom by my wife with another beautiful woman. I’ve always had a fantasy of two women together but never thought it would ever happen. I had just assumed that all the promises that Cindy made were empty. Now that she was making good on one, I felt bad for doubting her. I know she has tried in so many ways other than sex to let me know she still loves me, but it was always in the back of my mind that maybe she didn’t anymore, and I was just there because it was how it had always been. I feared that one day she would wake up and forget all about me since she had her new exceptionally good black lover with a huge cock now. Why would she need me? When she showed me the new tattoo, and I heard about the gangbang, I felt for sure that I was on the way out. Maybe I still was, but why would she do this if I was? Maybe I was overthinking things, but all weekend I had been wondering where our relationship was going. As we entered the bedroom, I decided all of this could wait. I had more pressing matters to attend to right at this moment.

“Sit down honey, and you can watch me get her warmed up for you.” Cindy said with a devious smile.

I sat down and the girls embraced and passionately kissed. It was a beautiful thing to see. Both had on skimpy half t-shirts that quickly came off. Neither had bras on and my mouth watered as I watched them pressed together, nipple to nipple, in a lusty kiss. Cindy began kissing down Trish’s neck and down to her nipple. She sucked and licked one as she made eye contact with me and smiled. She switched back and forth between her breasts as Trish moaned with each flick of the tongue. Cindy started kissing down her abdomen and was on her knees in front of Trish. She rubbed her pussy through the shorts while watching my reactions. I was scared to touch my dick. I was afraid I would cum right then and ruin it all.

“Do you like it so far baby?” Cindy teased.

“Hell yes. You two are so fucking sexy together.” I gushed out.

She smiled and turned back to Trish’s shorts and pulled them down. I almost immediately saw the tattoo on Trish’s ass that matched the one Cindy showed me earlier. “Black Owned” with a barcode. Trish was watching me too. She had a big smile on her face as she played with her nipples. Cindy ran her finger up Trish’s slit and clit. That produced a big moan from Trish. She spread her legs wider to give Cindy better access to her pussy. Cindy smiled at me, and I watched her head dive into Trish’s pussy with her tongue. Trish grabbed Cindy’s head and pushed her into her pussy as she moaned loudly. I could see Cindy licking and sucking on Trish’s clit furiously as her fingers worked in and out of her. It didn’t take long before Trish closed her eyes, threw her head back, and moaned really loudly as an orgasm hit her.

Cindy pulled her head back and her face glistened with Trish’s juices. Her smile was really big as she wiped the juices off her face then licked her fingers clean. She stood back up and kissed Trish again. This time the roles reversed. Trish kissed down Cindy until she was on her knees and quickly pulled off her shorts. She quickly sunk her fingers into Cindy and furiously licked her clit.

“Oh fuck! Fuck this girl can eat pussy!” she said as she grabbed Trish’s head and pushed her in deeply. “You…you like…this surprise baby?” she gasped out.

“Fuck yes. This is so fuckin hot.”

“Fuck…oh fuck…she is about to make me cum! Oh fuck! OH FUCK!!!!” she yelled out as her legs almost gave out from the orgasm.

Trish got back to her feet and kissed her again. They both looked over to me with sly smiles.

“You think he is ready for us?” Trish said teasingly.

“I don’t know. Maybe we should find out.” Cindy giggled.

As they walked over to me holding hands, I felt like prey being stalked by two tigresses. They both dropped to their knees in front of the chair and Cindy unzipped my pants and pulled out my hard dick and started stroking it.

“Wow, he is bigger than I thought he would be.” Trish teased.

“Well, I think he is really excited right now. I wonder why?” Cindy giggled.

Both girls leaned in and each licked up one side of my dick. When they met at the tip, Cindy backed off and pushed Trish on as she took the tip then the rest of my dick in her mouth. Her head bobbed as Cindy looked on in lust. She turned her eyes up to me, I could see the love in them. Trish came off my dick and Cindy took her place. Both were so talented, and it took all I had not to cum.

“So, Rick, are you ready for some pussy?” Trish teased. “I’m sure you're tired of just blowjobs all the time.”

“God yes.” I panted out trying not to cum.

Cindy lifted her head up and both women stood. They stood me up and they quickly began to strip me of my clothes. Trish went to the bed and laid on her back. Cindy kissed me and looked right into my eyes with a loving look.

“I love you, Rick. I know all of this has been so hard on you. I want you to fuck her. She is my gift to you for all of the things that you went through because of me.” she said, and I could see the tears form in her eyes.

“I love you too Cindy. But you know who I would rather be making love to.”

“I know. Maybe we can do that soon. JJ may have my pussy, but you will always have my heart.” she said and hugged me and kissed me again. She turned and took my hand and led me to the bed and between Trish’s wide-open legs. Her pussy was dripping wet from the orgasm Cindy gave her. Cindy stood behind me and reached around to my dick. She guided it to Trish’s pussy and rubbed it up and down her wet slit.

Cindy lined my dick up and whispered in a sexy tone “Fuck her baby. Fuck her for me.”

I pushed in and it felt hot and wet, but she was loose. I pumped and she began to moan. I could feel Cindy right up on my back. She had one hand down at her own pussy and I could feel it sending her fingers in and out of her pussy.

“That’s right baby, fuck the bitch hard. Give it to her.” she panted. Cindy’s body tightened against mine as I felt her orgasm and she cried out in pleasure. Trish moaned too and reached down and stroked her clit while I pumped her as hard as I could. Trish cried out as I felt her pussy contract.

“OH, FUCK HE IS MAKING ME CUM!” she yelled.

Cindy moved from behind me and on to the bed quickly. She straddled Trish’s face looking towards me and Trish instantly started eating her pussy. Soon Cindy cried out that she was cumming too.  I was trying so hard not to cum yet. This was too good to end. Cindy saved me when she pushed my off of Trish’s pussy and went down on her and made her cum again.

Cindy got off Trish and flipped her over and Trish raised her ass towards me. I could clearly see the tattoo now. Seeing it reminded me of Cindy’s. Cindy got down and stuffed her fingers in Trish’s pussy and then pulled them out glistening with her juices. I watched as she moved her fingers up to Trish’s waiting asshole and she pushed them in. Trish moaned hard as she was penetrated. After working her fingers for a few seconds, she pulled them out and grabbed me by my dick and pulled me close. Her mouth wrapped around it and when she came off it, she left lots of spit on it.

“Fuck the bitch in the ass baby. I want you to fuck her ass hard.” Cindy said with desire in her voice.

I moved my dick to her little rose bud and pushed in. Trish wailed out in a moan. Her ass was much tighter than her pussy and just as hot. I began pumping her and she began yelling “OH FUCK THAT FEELS GOOD. HARDER!”

“THAT’S IT BABY, FUCK THAT BITCHES ASS HARDER” Cindy yelled. I kept pumping my dick in and out.

“OH FUCK!! I’M CUMMING AGAIN!” Trish yelled out. I felt her ass tighten more. I was on the edge, and I knew it wouldn’t be long now before I came.

Cindy crawled up to me and whispered “Don’t cum yet baby. I have one more surprise.” she said.

I promptly pulled out of Trish. Another surprise?

Cindy smiled her sly little smile. “JJ said you couldn’t fuck my pussy. He didn’t say anything about my ass.” she grinned.

“But…you…you never wanted to do that before?” I was stunned.

“For you, I will baby.” she said as she turned and presented her ass to me.

Trish had sat up and heard what Cindy had said and smiled. She rubbed Cindy’s pussy and got her juices on her finger and then put them in Cindy’s asshole. She moaned at the intrusion.

“Baby, please go slow ok. I’m not used to it.” Cindy pleaded.

“Don’t worry. I will be gentle.” I said gratefully.

I worked my dick to her rosebud and slowly pushed in. Her ass was so tight, way tighter than Trish. When the tip popped in, Cindy cried out. “OH FUCK! HE FEELS HUGE BACK THERE!”

Trish giggled “He is perfect for ass fucking. It’s been a long time since someone fucked my ass and made me cum and not scream.”

I slowly inched forward. I could feel Cindy tense up. Trish saw it too. “Don’t tense baby, relax. Trust me it will feel wonderful in a minute.”

Cindy relaxed and I pushed in further. When my hips hit her ass, she let out a groan. I slowly backed out and then slowly back in. I kept going and picked up a little speed. Trish put her hand on my ass and regulated it. Soon, I was pumping Cindy’s ass hard and she was screaming in pleasure. I couldn’t believe it. I had never made her do that before.

“OH GOD YES! FUCK ME IN THE ASS!! THIS FEELS FUCKNG FANTASTIC! YES, BABY FUCK ME…FUCK ME HARDER!” Cindy yelled. I pushed harder and as far in as I could. The pitch in her scream increased.

“OH FUCK! HE IS GOING TO MAKE ME CUM! I’M FUCKING CUMMING FROM BEING FUCKED IN THE ASS! OH FUCK!!!!”              

I felt her ass tighten and I couldn’t hold it anymore. I started grunting.

“THAT’S IT BABY…CUM IN ME. CUM IN MY ASS! CUM IN YOUR BLACK OWNED WIFES ASS!

I looked down and saw the tattoo again and I lost it. I cried out and sent rope after rope of cum up her ass.  She screamed in pleasure as her ass tightened again in her orgasm.

I was exhausted and collapsed onto her back. She collapsed onto the bed, and we laid there both exhausted with my softening dick still inside her. Trish laid down beside her and kissed her then me.

“So, how did that feel?” she giggled.

“Oh. My. Fucking. God. That was incredible.” Cindy panted out.

Trish laughed. “We will have you taking big black cocks back there in no time.”

After all that I had been through, after finally being able to pleasure my wife in a way I never had before, hearing that made my heart fall again. Once they got in there and she got loose, It would be just like her pussy and I wouldn’t be able to do it again.

“Trish, I umm…I want to save this…just for me and Rick. Ok?”

Trish looked at us both then smiled. “I understand. I won't say anything to JJ. I can’t stay though. I have to go to work soon.”  She hopped off the bed and grabbed her clothes and dressed. She came back and kissed us both. “I will see you tomorrow night.” she called back to Cindy as she walked out the bedroom door.

I rolled off Cindy onto my back and she quickly cuddled up to me with her head on my chest. It was almost like old times before JJ.

“What did she mean about seeing you tomorrow night?” I asked.

“Umm…honey, if I tell you, you will get mad. Please don’t ruin this moment. I will tell you tomorrow…ok?” she pleaded.

That made me worry but she was right. I didn’t want to end this moment either. “Ok. Cindy…I love you. Thank you for tonight.”

She looked up at me and the love was still there. “You’re welcome…but you deserved it. Everything you have put up with…and you're still here with me…it means a lot to me. I love you, Rick. I always will. Maybe I can talk Trish into doing this semi-regularly too. Would you like that?”

“I wouldn’t mind it…but you know I would just rather have you.”

She sighed. “I know honey. I’m sorry I am so fucked up. You are so good to me…and I am such a shit to you. I let a black man run my life because of sex and you're the one that pays for it. You really do deserve better than me.” she said sadly.

“Oh honey, don’t talk like that. We all have our issues and our needs. I just want you to have everything you want…even if I can’t provide it. I love you…and like you said I am still here.”

She squeezed me tight. “I love you baby. Thank you for staying. I think that’s why Trish likes you so much. You remind her of her ex-husband. But the big difference is he didn’t stay. He left her and now all she has is JJ.” 

“That’s pretty sad.” I liked Trish and not because she fucked us tonight. She seemed like a good person the first night we met.

“I just worry that someday you're going to wake up and be tired of all this and leave.” She said sadly.

“I made it this far. I think I can handle it.” I said confidently.

She just looked up at me with a fake smile over her worried look and kissed me.

Little did I know that this was just the tip of the iceberg to come.


Chapter 8

I awoke the next morning alone in bed. Cindy had already gotten up, so I headed downstairs. I looked around for Cindy but couldn’t find her. I was beginning to worry until I saw her on the back deck. I went outside and she was sitting at the deck table naked and smoking.

“Good morning honey. It looked like you were sleeping good so I didn’t wake you. I know you said you hadn’t slept well all weekend. So, I decided to come out for a smoke.” she said smiling.

“I did sleep well. Someone…or should I say two someone’s wore me out last night.” I chuckled.

Her sly smile reappeared “Like I said last night, I’ll talk to Trish and see if she wants a semi-regular thing. I had so much fun.” she said as she took a drag.

“Why are you out here naked?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders “I didn’t feel like getting dressed yet. Besides, I got used to being naked at JJ’s.”

“Oh ok. I don’t mind if you stay naked. I like the view.” I chuckled.

“I bet you do.” she said with her sly smile.

“You know you can smoke inside if you want. It won’t bother me.”

“Aww…thanks baby. I was really worried you would be mad about me smoking again. The only reason I quit in high school was because my ex-boyfriend at the time didn’t like it and my parents had a cow when they caught me.” she giggled.

“You actually look kind of sexy smoking naked like that. Makes me want to bend you over that table and fuck you again.” I said with a sly smile.

She grinned wide and stood up, turned around and bent over the table. She looked back at me and took a drag of her cigarette and blew out a stream of smoke as she wiggled her ass.

“Why don’t you lube up that dick and show me how much you want to fuck me again.” she teased.

I didn’t need any more invitation than that. I walked over and dropped my shorts. I spit in my hand and lubed up my hardening dick. I saw her wet her fingers and reach under and fingered her ass. I was completely hard now watching her. I moved in and rubbed my dick against her rosebud. When I pushed, I could feel how tight she was again and I went slow.

“That’s it baby. Fuck my ass. God, it felt so good last night. JJ may own my pussy, but you own both my heart and my ass.”

I heard her moan as my dick pushed further in. When I bottomed out, she released a loud moan.

“Oh, fuck that feels good. You’re making me want to scream. Oh fuck.”

I smiled. I loved that there was still a way for me to make my wife scream in pleasure. I picked up the pace and started pounding her harder. She was moaning louder but I could tell she was holding it in. I guess she didn’t want any neighbors to call the cops on us if she screamed. I decided to try and make her scream anyway. I grabbed her left shoulder with my left hand and her hair with my right and pulled her back into me hard. A loud chirp escaped from her lips as she looked back in surprise with her mouth wide open. I pounded her as hard as I could, and her moans got loud until she threw her hand over her mouth and wailed. The muffled scream made me happy. I felt her ass tighten and I knew she had just cum. I kept pounding. Finally, I had come to the end of my rope again. I grunted loudly and pushed as deep in her ass as I could and unloaded. I flopped on her back panting as she laid there trying to catch her breath. She turned her head back to me and kissed me. I pulled out of her and pulled a chair over and sat down. She sat back in her chair looking as tired as I was.

I chuckled at her “You enjoy that?”

“Oh fuck. You know I did. You bad boy. You tried to make me scream on purpose didn’t you?” She panted.

I just smiled back at her and didn’t say anything.

“Well, you did it. I hope the neighbors didn’t hear it and called the cops.” she giggled.

“After a workout like that this morning, I need some coffee and some breakfast.” I said getting up.

“Coffee is ready. I just need to fix the breakfast. Go shower up and get ready for work. I will have it ready soon.” she said getting up and discarding the cigarette she had dropped when we had sex.

The shower felt good, and I was happy. I couldn’t believe what a difference a day could make. I was on pins and needles the whole weekend and now I felt relaxed. I got dressed and went downstairs. Cindy only had on an apron and a smile. She was so damn sexy. Breakfast was on the table, and she was sitting there with her coffee. There was only one plate on the table which surprised me.

“You're not eating?”

“Not hungry. That is unless you have one more in you this morning and want to feed me some protein.” she giggled.

“God, I forgot how insatiable you are.” I chuckled. “I’m not sure he is ready, but If you want to try, I am up for it.”

She smiled slyly. She took off the apron and crawled under the table. I felt my zipper open, and my still limp dick pulled out. Her mouth was hot, and it didn’t take long for it to respond to the petting. Fuck she had gotten so good at this. Needless to say, I couldn’t concentrate on eating. I felt her bobbing up and down then I felt her go down and stay. It was so tight I knew I was in her throat again. Fuck it felt good. After a few more times of that, It didn’t take long before I grunted loudly again as I shot ropes of cum into her mouth. I felt her lovingly clean off my dick and put my softening appendage back in my pants and zip me up. When she came from under the table, she looked so happy.

“Mmm, breakfast of champions…or sluts.” she giggled. She looked down at my plate and smiled. “What’s wrong honey, don’t you like your breakfast? I loved mine.” she teased.

“I’m sure it’s fine. I was just a little…distracted.” I chuckled.  I started eating and she just watched with a loving look on her face.

When I finished, she cleared the table and to my surprise, she came back and sat in my lap with her arm over my shoulders.

“Honey…call into work. Spend the day with me.” she said happily.

“Cindy, you know I can’t. We have so much to do at the office right now.”

“It will be there tomorrow. This morning has been so wonderful, I don’t want it to end here. We can cuddle up on the couch, watch movies, and make out like we used to. Maybe if I can get little mister sleepy head down there to wake up again, you can fuck me in my ass again.” she pleaded. “Besides, you look a little flushed this morning. Maybe you are coming down with something.” she smiled slyly.

I really should go to work. With all that had been going on, I was distracted and getting behind. But still, this was the first time she had ever asked me to stay home with her before and things had been so wonderful this morning. I smiled at her pouting look. I picked up my cell phone and hit a few buttons.

“Ray…(fake cough)...I’m not going to be in today. I think I caught something this weekend.” Cindy had to cover her mouth to hide her giggle. “(Fake cough) Thanks Ray.”

I hung up the phone. Her eyes were bright and cheerful. Her smile was so big, and she looked so happy. She threw her arms around me and kissed me. “I love you, Rick. Please don’t ever forget that no matter what happens. I know all of this has been hard on you. Even with everything that happened this weekend, I really missed you.” she said sincerely.

“I missed you too.” I had missed her so much. It was so weird how things seemed to be getting back to the way it was…minus the fact I was being kept from fucking her pussy and she now had a tattoo that reminded me that someone else owned her. I just had to keep reminding myself I owned her heart. “So, my little nympho wife. What should we do first?” I chuckled.

She got a playful look on her face. “Well, since you are sick…” she giggled, “we need to get you out of those awfully restricting clothes and get on the couch so ‘nurse’ Cindy can take care of you.” she teased.

The day was wonderful. We cuddled up and watched movies, kissed, and held each other most of the day. I did get another blowjob and fucked her ass again too. Things were so good. But at 4:30, she changed and seemed sad. I noticed it right away.

“What’s wrong honey?”

“It’s nothing. We have had so much fun today…I don’t want this day to end.” she said sadly.

“Today’s not over yet.” I said cheerfully as I hugged her.

“I know. But I have to get ready to leave soon.” she said sadly.

“Where do you have to go?”

“You remember last night…when you asked what Trish meant about seeing me tonight?” She said sadly and looked down.

“Yeah, I remember.” I had forgotten about that until she reminded me. I also remember I was worried because she didn’t want to tell me because she said it would upset me.

“I have to get ready for that.” she said.

“So, what is it you and Trish are doing?” I asked nervously.

“I umm…JJ gave me a job.” she said quietly.

“A job? What job?”

“Please don’t be mad.” she said, looking into my eyes with a little fear.

“Cindy what is the job?” I said, worried.

“It’s the same one that Trish has…he put me in one of his clubs…as a stripper.”

“What? He is making you strip?” I wasn’t happy hearing that.

“Well…sort of but not really. He told me I had to work…to make him money like the rest of his bitches. He said the only openings he had at the club were bartender or stripper. I don’t know how to make all those fancy drinks and things and stripper…well it seemed exciting.”

“So let me get this straight, he is putting you to work in his bar, to make you pay…him?” I was getting a little upset at this. He was using her.

“I guess so. He said all of his bitches worked for him. He said that since I didn’t live with him, and I had you and didn’t have to worry about money…he was taking 75% of my tips and pay.”

“What?” I was fuming.

“Honey don't be mad, please. It’s ok. I don’t mind it. I don’t need the money and it excites me doing this.” she pleaded.

“Is that what Trish does?” I asked, still fuming.

“Well…sort of. Trish lives with him, so he gets all of her tips and pay. He gives her an allowance for little things.” 

I sat there stewing. I really shouldn’t be surprised that JJ was doing this. He was a thug after all. “So…where is this club?”

I saw panic in her eyes. “Honey…it’s better you don’t know. JJ said you wouldn’t be allowed in anyway. He is worried that you or any of the other husbands would cause problems. Besides, it’s mainly a black club and you would stick out there. He took me there Saturday night for a little while to introduce me around. It’s not somewhere I think you would be comfortable.”

“I don’t like this, Cindy. I don’t like this at all. How often are you supposed to ‘work’ there?”

“Three nights a week and some weekends. I will be on the same shift as Trish. Usually, it doesn’t start until 10 or so, but we are going in early so she can teach me how to work the pole.” she said sadly.

“But I would hardly see you!” I exclaimed.

“I know. But my shifts are late. We will see each other when you get home. I won’t work every weekend either.” she pleaded.

I sat there still stewing. I didn't want her to do this. But ultimately, it wasn’t my choice. “Are you sure this is what you want?” I asked sadly.

“I do. I don’t care about the money. It will be so exciting being up on the stage…and I get to work with Trish too. It will be ok honey. She will look out for me. Don’t worry.” Her smile was fake. I was sure it was to make me feel better. “Just think, once I learn to do it properly…I can come home and give you a show.” she teased.

I was still not happy with this. The more I thought about it, the madder I got. Not only was he taking advantage of her, he was also making it where I wouldn’t see her as much. Then it dawned on me, that was what today was for. She begged to spend the day with me because she knew that she wouldn’t be here as much anymore. It’s also why she didn’t tell me last night…she knew I was going to be upset.

“Cindy…you know I don’t like this…but if this is what you really want…I guess I will support you…but please be careful. I know these kinds of places can be dangerous. I don’t want you to get hurt.”

She teared up and hugged me tight. “Thank you honey. I will be fine. Trish will be there…so will Spike and J-man. They are the club bouncers. JJ made sure that they had a vested interest in me last weekend so I know they will take care of me.” she whispered in my ear.

I guess the vested interest part was JJ let them fuck her. They must have been two of the three guys he invited over. That doesn’t matter just as long as they protect her.

“You are so wonderful to me. I love you…please remember that always. I know this is hard on you and I know some of the things I have done lately makes it look like I don’t…but I do. You don’t know how much it means to me that you are so patient with me…that you allow me to do what I need. Trish says that you are a special man and I believe it. She wished her husband had been as understanding as you are.”

I wasn’t sure about the understanding part…simply because I really didn’t understand it. I just knew that this is what she said she needed, couldn’t live without, so that’s what I deal with. I love her and want her to be happy. I just wish she could have been happy with just me. I was just not sure how much more I could really take before the understanding part failed.


Chapter 9

It was 3:00 am when I heard the front door open. I had laid awake all night worried about Cindy. Trish had picked her up and I had made her promise to take care of her. She smiled at me and told me I was sweet then promised she would.

Cindy came into the bedroom…actually more like staggered in. I could tell just by looking at her she was drunk. Her clothes, what little she had on, were disheveled along with her hair. She was trying to be quiet but was failing miserably. I turned on the lamp and she froze.

“I’m…sorry honey. I didn’t want to wake you.” she slurred.

“I was already awake. It’s ok.” I said sitting up in bed.

“She smiled a drunk smile. “Aww…were you worried about me?” she slurred again.

“Yes, I was actually.”

“Aww that’s so sweet.” she said before she stumbled and fell to the floor. “Fucking heels.” she spat out.

I jumped out of bed and helped her up. She was still very unsteady. I scooped her up and carried her to the bed. She stunk of alcohol and smoke.

“Woah…my prince charming is sweeping me away.” she slurred out happily.

I sat her on the bed and then sat next to her. She leaned into me for support. “My hero.” she slurred out and smiled.

“Had a bit too much to drink tonight?” I chuckled.

“Nah…I’m fine. The guys kept buying me drinks though. I think they were trying to get me drunk. But I showed them. They couldn’t get me drunk. No sir…they could try…” her slurred words faded off as she passed out.

I gently undressed her and tucked her in. I got back into bed and cuddled next to her and finally fell asleep.

The next morning, she was still cuddled with me, still sleeping hard. I got up and showered and dressed. I went downstairs and put on coffee and started making breakfast. I set her a plate to the side and cleaned up after I ate. I was having a second cup of coffee checking emails and catching up on news when a groan caught my attention. I looked up and saw Cindy shuffling in with her robe on.

“Good morning honey. Coffee is ready and your breakfast is in the oven. Sit down and I will get it for you.” I whispered.

She trudged over to the table and sat down. She pulled her cigarettes out of her robe pocket and lit one. “My head is killing me.” she whispered. “Thank you for not yelling.” she said as she put her head into her hands.

I got her coffee ready, juice, bacon and eggs, and of course, her aspirin. I laid them out for her, and she grabbed the aspirin and downed them quickly with the juice.

I kissed her cheek and whispered. “Rough night?” and chuckled.

“I don’t remember much. All I remember is the guys at the club kept buying me drinks. I don’t even remember coming home.” she said.

“Aww…you don’t remember prince charming sweeping off your feet when you fell and carrying you to bed?” I teased.

“No…did you do that?” she asked lovingly.

“Yes, just before you sat on the bed called me your hero and passed out.” I chuckled. “I put you to bed and tucked you in.” I teased again.

“She smiled lovingly. “Thank you…my hero.” she giggled then winced in pain then took another drag of her cigarette.

“Eat. A loving woman once told me that it would help. She was right. That and the coffee.”

She blew a steam of smoke up towards the ceiling and smiled. “Sounds like a smart woman.”

I chuckled and got up. I walked to her side, bent down, and kissed her cheek.  “She is…sometimes.” I teased as I whispered into her ear. “Be good today. I will be home after work.”

She grinned at me. “No Promises on being good.” she giggled as she watched me walk out.

I got home at my normal time. Cindy was on the couch watching TV when I got home. She smiled when I walked in.

“Hi honey, how was work?” she said as stood up and hugged and kissed me.

“Busy as usual. So how are you feeling? You looked rough this morning.”

“I’m feeling a lot better. I took a long nap when you left.”

“Well, at least you’re rested. Do you have to work tonight?” I asked apprehensively.

“No, not tonight. Tomorrow, Friday and Saturday though. JJ wants me to stay this weekend too so I may not be back until late Sunday again.” she said cautiously.

I sighed. “Well at least we have tonight.” and smiled fakely.

“I know. I’m sorry Rick.” she said sadly. Then she smiled. “Why don’t we have a special night tonight. I will make us a candle lit dinner, we can watch some movies or something and cuddle on the couch, then tonight, you can take me upstairs and fuck my ass good. Sounds good to you?” she grinned.

“Sounds great to me.” I smiled.

The dinner was great and romantic. The movie was a romantic comedy and was not my normal sort of movie, but it wasn’t bad. I was just waiting for the good part of taking my wife upstairs. When the movie ended, we went upstairs to the bedroom and were laying on the bed kissing when the doorbell rang. We looked at each other confused before it rang again…and again. I got up and headed downstairs. When I cracked open the door, a hand forced it the rest of the way open.

“Sup Rick. We’re here to fuck my bitch.” JJ said as he walked in right past me with two other big black men that followed. “She upstairs?” he said as he strolled up the stairs. The other two men followed.

I was stunned. What the hell was going on? I followed as well and when I reached the bedroom, I could see the sadness in Cindy’s eyes as the two men sat on the bed next to her and began to fondle her tits and kiss her neck. JJ stood over by me at the door. Our special night for us was over. She looked at me apologetically. She saw me start to say something to JJ, but she shook her head no.

“So, Rick, if it was just me, I wouldn’t care if you stayed and watched me drop a few nuts in the bitch. But the boys here are a little shier. You understand right?” His gold tooth gleamed as he gave me an evil smile. “Why don’t you go sleep on the couch tonight. My boys are gonna need the guest room after they are done fucking the bitch and I figure I will just crash in here with her.” he said as he nudged me backwards and out the door. “Good night cucky.” The door closed and my heart broke all over again.

All night I was taunted by her screams of passion from her orgasms. Even downstairs I could hear her. JJ made sure that he had her scream out who owned her several times which I am guessing was to humiliate me more. The sad thing was, I was getting used to the humiliation…to the point I was accepting it. To be honest I was getting tired of resisting the truth. He owned my wife. My wife was his property, to do with as he pleased any time he pleased. During the most intense part of them fucking her, I couldn’t help but be turned on from her screams and moans. My dick got hard, and I jerked off listening to the three black men gangbanging my wife.

After a few hours, the house was quiet again and I was about to drift off to sleep when I heard footsteps on the stairs. A slim naked feminine figure came over to the couch and kneeled down.

“Rick? Baby are you asleep?” she whispered.

“No.” I replied back curtly.

“I’m so sorry baby. I had no idea they were going to do that.”

Even in the dark I could see her sad look. She knew it had hurt me to let them just walk in and start fucking her and she stopped me before I could say something…especially since this was to be our only night together for days. He did own her, but I still wanted my time with her too.

“I guess that’s the price of being black owned. We will have other nights.” I tried to sound positive, but it was difficult. I could also tell she wasn’t buying it.

“I’m so sorry…I keep hurting you…I don’t want to. Why do I need this so much? It feels so good when I am doing it…but when I see what it’s doing to you…I just know you're going to end up hating me.”  She started sobbing quietly and put her hands over her face. I sat up and hugged her.

“Shh…it will be ok. I’m a big boy. I know you love me…shh.” I consoled her and she quietly cried. When she calmed down and stopped crying, she told me more.

“Rick, I…I told him I was coming down to get my cigarettes. He didn’t believe me. He said he knew why I was coming down…to check on you. He told me that since I was…I should blow you again for…being a good cuckold. He didn’t ask for proof this time…but Rick I really want to. I need to do something to make this up to you. Please let me. Let me do something for you.” she begged.

There was no way I could resist her plea. I took her head in my hands and I kissed her passionately.

“I love you, Cindy. Even though you don’t have to…If that will make you feel better…then go ahead.” I said lovingly.

She gave me a really good blowjob. She left my dick in her throat far longer than I would ever expect. When I came, she had my cum in her mouth. She jumped up and ran to the front door, opened it and spit. I was a little confused at first until I remembered she wasn’t allowed to swallow any man’s cum unless he was black. When she came back to the couch, she kneeled back down beside me and looked to the stairs. I looked too but there was no one there. I turned back to her and she had a big grin on her face. She opened her mouth and I saw most of my cum was still there. She closed her mouth and swallowed and opened it again and the cum was gone. It was a small act of defiance, but it gave me hope. I saw her face light up with a big smile when I smiled.

I heard a voice yell from upstairs. “Bitch, get your ass in here. I’m ready to go to sleep. You blew him, now get moving.”

She turned and looked at the stairs then back to me. “I love you, Rick. Please don’t give up on me.” she said and kissed me quickly then ran upstairs.

I laid back on the couch. I thought, maybe this was the start of getting her back all to myself. Maybe that small act of defiance could build. But I knew better. She was black owned now and I just had to accept it.


Chapter 10

JJ and his gang were still upstairs at my house asleep when I left for work and Cindy hadn’t come down to see me off. When I got home, she had already left. She left a note on the kitchen table that said Trish had come early because some girls were out today, and they had to work both the early and late shifts and she would see me tonight. She also said she was sorry that she couldn’t fix dinner for me since she had to leave so early.

I sighed and sat down with a drink. I tried to keep my mind occupied but I was having a hard time with it. I ate dinner, watched TV and finally went to bed. Around 3:00 AM the door opened, and Cindy creeped into the bedroom. She didn’t appear as drunk tonight and was a lot quieter than she was the first night. I heard her strip off her clothes, and I felt her get into bed. She cuddled up to me and soon I heard her soft snore. I fell asleep soon after.

The next morning, Cindy was asleep next to me. Usually, I would have let her sleep, but since I was not going to see her for a few days, I decided to wake her. I leaned over and kissed her cheek.

“Good morning honey.” I said sweetly.

She groaned and stretched a little before she turned and smiled at me. “Good morning.” she yawned.

“I was going to let you sleep, but I was afraid I wouldn’t see you before you left again…and since you are going to be gone all weekend…well, I got greedy and wanted to spend time with you.”

“Aww that's sweet honey. I will go down and get breakfast ready.” she smiled.

As she started to get up. I grabbed her arm. “I was thinking something a little more…intimate.” I smiled.

Her smile faded. “Umm about that.” She sat back down, reached over and grabbed a cigarette and lit it nervously. “We…umm…we need to talk about something.” she said sadly.

Now I was worried. She had never refused me before. She was even the one begging to have sex most of the time.

She sighed. “JJ told me last night I am not allowed to have any kind of sex with you anymore unless he says so.” She took a long draw from her cigarette nervously and when she lifted her head to exhale, I saw tears forming in her eyes.

“You…you can’t be serious.” I said in anger.

“I’m…I’m sorry Rick.” I could tell she was trying her best to hold back the tears. The look on her face was so sad. “He just came out of nowhere with it. But I am going to try and talk him out of it this weekend. I wasn’t going to tell you until I tried to talk to him.” She took another nervous drag and I saw the tear flow down her cheek. She quickly turned her head and wiped it away.

“And…and you're going to do it? You're going to just cut me off like that?” I said with a tinge of anger.

“Rick honey, he owns me, you know that. I told you I was going to talk to him.” She pleaded.

“And what happens when you talk to him if he still says no? Are you still going to do it then?” My voice raised a little with my anxiety level.

She looked back at me with sadness and pain in her eyes. She responded with just one word that was almost whispered. “Yes.”

I couldn’t hide the pain in my eyes. Hearing the woman I loved was going to listen to some black guy, because he has a big cock and he could fuck her better than me, say she was going to cut me off from sex completely because he said so, drove me over the edge.

“Cindy…I put up with losing your pussy. I put up with your new lover bringing his friends over to fuck you in the middle of the night. I put up with all the humiliation he gave me, and I stayed. I did it because I truly believed you loved me, but now…this really makes me wonder. This has gone too far. When we started this, I asked you this jokingly before, but now, I mean it. Who are you, and what did you do with my loving wife?”

“She…she’s right here Rick. I do love you. Things have just…changed.”

I dropped my head in defeat. 

“You hate me now, don’t you?” she said sadly on the verge of tears.

“No…I don’t hate you. I love you so much. That’s why this hurts so bad.” I said as the tears streamed down my face. I got up and didn’t know where to go or what to do. My mind was clouded, and I was in pain. I had done all of this…all of this for her.

I started to get dressed still not knowing what I was going to do. My anger level was growing by the minute. I just had to get away.

A meek voice called out to me “Rick…don’t leave me. Please. I told you I love you…no matter what. I will talk to him. We will work it out.” I turned back to her with anger in my eyes.

“I can’t leave you Cindy…you already left me.” I turned and walked out the bedroom door and down the steps. I could hear her crying in the bedroom. I walked out the front door and just kept walking.

I walked for about an hour calming myself. When I got back home, it was quiet. I went upstairs and Cindy wasn’t there. Her closet was empty, her makeup and perfume missing from the bathroom. On the bed, beside her wedding ring was a note. With trembling hands I picked up the rings and looked at them and put them in my pocket. I picked up the note, sat on the bed and read it.




Dear Rick,

I know I keep saying this to you, but I am so sorry for all the pain and hurt I caused you. I have decided that I can’t do that anymore. Contrary to what you believe, I do love you. I love you enough to know that I am killing you inside and I couldn’t live with that. I have to go, for your sake. I understand that you cannot accept that I am owned by a black man. It is tearing you apart and I don’t want that. The best thing I can do is move on and stop hurting you and let you move on too. I am moving in with JJ so please don’t try to find me. I guess he will own me completely now, except for one thing. My heart. You always have and always will own that. One of my problems is that I technically love you both, but in different ways. I do love JJ, but not like I love you. I love him for what he does to me sexually. We have a bond that’s hard to understand. The sexual excitement he gives me, well, I guess that changed me in ways I never imagined and made me fall in love with him in that way. I know I have become addicted to black cock and I can’t help it. Being owned by him makes me happy, and I feel powerless to change it, even though it hurts you. I don’t even know if I want to change it. I just don’t want to hurt you anymore. Just remember, I will love you always.

Cindy

I sat there and cried. I don’t know how long I was there and I didn’t care. She was gone. I didn’t have a purpose in life anymore without her. I read the letter over and over. I would have sat there forever if the voice from the doorway hadn’t snapped me out of it.

“I thought you were different.”

I looked up in surprise to see Trish standing in the doorway leaning on the door frame.

“At least I hoped you were different.” she said sadly.

“Trish, where’s Cindy? I need to talk to her.” I begged.

“She’s safe. She’s a mess, but she’s safe.”

“She’s with JJ, isn’t she?” I said sadly.

“No…she isn’t. She called me after you left. She wanted me to take her to JJ. I talked her out of it. I took her somewhere else that’s safe until she calms down…and you calm down.”

“I need to see her. I don’t want to lose her Trish. Please.” I begged again.

“So, you think you can work things out?” she said with a raised eyebrow.

“I want to, yes. I love her.”

“Even though she is owned by a black man? A thug? One that only wants to use her for his benefit? Even though you may end up in a sexless marriage?”

“I…I don’t like seeing her used like that…but it’s her choice. I love her and don’t want to live without her.”

Trish sighed and shook her head. “If only Steve would have been more like you.”

“Steve?”

She sighed again and walked over and sat beside me. She had a sad expression as she began her story.

“My ex-husband. We were once like you two. I fell into JJ’s trap like Cindy did. I know you will be mad at me, but I am not going to lie to you Rick, I am a big reason she fell in. That night at the party, JJ saw you two and he was captivated with her. He sent me to meet you guys and separate you. I was to keep you occupied while JJ felt out if she was the right type of person that he could dominate. She was.”

“So…it was all a setup?”

“Not really. It was more to feel out if he could use her…and you to his advantage and pleasure. I didn’t know you…or her back then. When you told me you wanted to see her fuck him, I knew you would work. I was trying to get back into JJ’s good graces and I sort of led you to the slaughter. I do regret what I did…but what’s done is done. If you hate me now I wouldn’t blame you.”

“No, I don’t hate you, Trish. I just wish I would have fought harder for Cindy. Then we wouldn’t be in this mess.” I said sadly.

Trish gave a dry laugh. “Steve was against JJ from the start. Unlike you, he fought it and he went after JJ one night. Three of JJ’s gang beat the shit out of him. Believe me you did the right thing.”

“What happened to Steve?”

“Well, I wanted to help him after JJ’s gang kicked the shit out of him, but JJ told me not to. Later, I snuck out anyway and found him because I loved him, and I was worried he was seriously hurt. He cussed me up one side and down the other. He said some awful things to me and blamed me for everything. I don’t know, maybe he was right, but he told me we were through and to never speak to him again. He told me he hated me, and I was the worst thing that had ever happened to him. I was crushed. I loved that man. It took a long time to get over him. I’m not sure I really am. All I know is I loved JJ’s cock and how he made me feel, how he treated me, how he owned me. I loved Steve but JJ had a hold on me I couldn’t break. I was just like Cindy. I felt powerless to change it, but Steve wouldn’t believe that. He couldn’t understand why I would willingly be owned by a black man if I loved him.  Anyway, after I got to know you and Cindy better, it was easy to see you were a lot like us. You, on the other hand, were not like Steve. You put up with JJ’s bullshit because you loved her…I thought you were different and maybe you guys had a chance to stay together. I was rooting for you guys. I even persuaded JJ to go easy on Cindy at first. JJ is not a nice guy Rick, but he is smart. Once he knew Steve was out of the picture, he had me street walking the next week. He wouldn’t try that if he thought I was with someone that would go to the cops or something. If he finds out you're out of the picture, he will probably do the same to Cindy. I don’t want that for her. It took me a while to get back to where I am now.”

“He sent you out on the streets as a hooker?” I was alarmed. What if he tried that with Cindy?

“Yes, he did. That’s why I did everything I could to keep Cindy from telling him. As long as you are around, she will just strip and fuck his friends…or maybe sell her out of the club, but that is a hell of a lot safer than street walking. I think he told her not to have any sex at all with you so you would leave. He has run off a lot of husbands that way. If that doesn’t work…he would probably back off a little. If he ever hears that you thought about leaving her or her leaving you, he will try harder. He is actually more of a coward than you think. His gang is his strength.”

“So how do I get her away from him?” I asked sadly.

“YOU…don’t. The only person that can make that decision is Cindy. JJ hasn’t had many girls to leave before. Usually ones that do, he sometimes just tries to find more. He used to hunt them down and terrorize them to come back. He stopped that though when he almost got sent to prison for it. Maybe someday she will break the spell…maybe not.”

“What about you? Have you ever tried to leave?”

“Me? No. I have nowhere to go anyway. I am not under his spell like I used to be…but I don’t have any intentions of leaving. I still love being owned by him and like Cindy, I am addicted to black cock. It’s what I want…what I crave. Steve never understood that either. If you two are going to last, you have to accept that. You may not like JJ, but he owns her…just like he does me.”

“Oh…ok.”

“Rick, you asked me once to take care of Cindy. I really am trying. But I am not sure how long she will last without you. That’s why I am here. I needed to know if you were like Steve…or like I hoped you would be.”

I looked her straight in the eyes. “I am not Steve. I love her. I don’t understand why she is so caught up with JJ…but at this point, I don’t care. We can find a way to be together…even if I can’t have sex with her.”

“God I was hoping you would say that.” She lifted her head. “CINDY, YOU CAN COME UP NOW. EVERYTHING IS FINE.” she yelled out and gave me a sly grin.

My eyes almost bulged out of my head. “She’s here?!”

“Yes doofus. I rode her around until I convinced her that the safest place for her was here, at home, with you.” she smiled. Her smile faded though. “Rick, everything I told you today is true. Cindy knows about Steve and what happened. I convinced her that you were the best thing for her and that you would get over this thing with JJ. She knows what might happen to her if you leave…she knew that before she called me. She didn’t care at that point and was willing to walk the streets not to hurt you anymore. She was doing this for you…she would rather chance getting killed out there than keep hurting you. I convinced her that leaving you wouldn’t stop the hurt…It would only make you hurt more. She loves you so much. She does what she can to show it, just like when she took the chance and asked me to do a threesome with you. She knows I only like black cock, but I made an exception because, I like you…and you remind me of Steve…physically that is. You are different though…but in a good way. Any other white guy I wouldn’t have done it. I just wished Steve would have accepted who and what I was. She has demons, just like me, that has created a bond with her and JJ. Be patient and understanding, ok? Accept the fact that she is black owned…because if you stay with her, you will be too…in a way.”

I nodded my head. I didn’t care. I wanted my wife back, demons and all.

When Cindy stepped in the doorway she looked like a mess. Her eyes were red, her hair was a mess and she held her head low and wouldn’t look at me. I didn’t care what she looked like. She was the most beautiful sight I had ever seen. I jumped off the bed and ran to her and hugged her as tight as I could. The instant I did that she started balling and telling me over and over she was sorry. I saw Trish sitting on the bed, wiping the tears from her eyes as she watched us and my heart broke for her too. This had to be hard for her seeing us still together when she lost the man she loved.


Chapter 11

After Trish left us to talk, Cindy and I sat down and really talked about things for the first time. It was a very emotional day for us. There was lots of crying from both of us and even more cuddling. We bonded more that day than in the whole time we had been married. She really opened up and explained how she felt about JJ and what he had done to her. We came to an understanding that day. We agreed to try again, but this time things would be different. She told me that she had changed more than I knew from her experiences. We agreed that Cindy had her special needs, and that JJ did indeed own her body, but not her heart. She wanted me to understand that she would do whatever he told her, and I had to be more understanding of it and try not to get upset. That was her only issue, that I was hurt by what he made her do if it involved me. Even though she understood why, she told me she was doing this of her own will. Since JJ owned her, I needed to respect that and not be hurt if she wasn’t allowed certain things. She told me that she loved all of the new sexual experiences she had with JJ…even being passed on to his friends and gangbangs. For reasons she didn’t understand, it excited her to be treated like property and not a woman. When JJ had her marked as ‘Black Owned’ she was so happy. She told me something about being marked felt right. She knew she was addicted to black cock now, and she would never fuck another white man again unless JJ told her to. I was the only exception to that rule because she loved me. She warned me that if I ever did get to fuck her pussy again, she may not get much pleasure because of my size but not to worry. She would enjoy it because she loved me and giving me that would make her happy. She was still willing to give up her ass for me, but also warned me that it may not stay tight much longer. Since I had shown her how good it felt, she was craving a black cock there too. She may not be able to hold that just for me much longer. She understood that JJ had plans to sell her pussy out of the club, after all it was his pussy. He had already told her he planned to do it, and she accepted it, but she didn’t know when he planned to start. She didn’t want to become a street walker unless there was no other choice. She would do it of course if JJ told her, but she hoped it wouldn’t come to that. She loved being a stripper, she loved that she served black cock and was owned by a black man. She just needed me to accept it…all of it.

I told her I was willing to accept it and I was willing to stay even if we ended up in a sexless marriage with her. She did tell me that if JJ didn’t let me have any sex with her anymore, she, or I, could try to find someone that I could have sex with, but only sex, not a relationship, and she had to know about it. She did not want me to cheat on her but she understood I still had needs too. We both loved each other and we both wanted each other to be happy. The only thing I wanted her to really understand was that she also had the advantage that Trish didn’t. When I told her I would always be there and she always had someone to go to if she ever decided to leave JJ, she cried and hugged me tightly. She said she didn’t want to leave JJ, but she was happy to know I would be there waiting if she did. I just hoped that if that ever happened that JJ would leave us alone. I pulled her wedding ring out of my pocket and looked at it. I know JJ didn’t allow her to wear it around him, so I came up with an idea. I got up and went to her jewelry case and found an old necklace. I put the rings on it and sat next to her on the bed. I told her I knew JJ didn’t want her wearing her ring on her finger, but if she would wear it around her neck, I could live with that. She cried again as I put it on her. She swore she would never take it off when she was around me.

Cindy did go to JJs for the weekend. Those few days were tough on me, but not as tough as the first time she went. One difference was I was able to talk to her every night thanks to Trish. She would give Cindy her cell phone and Cindy would hide in the bathroom to call me. We didn’t get to talk long but it was a relief to hear her voice. Trish had really become an angel for both of us.

On Sunday, I got another surprise. When Cindy got home, it wasn’t the Escalade that brought her. It was Trish in her Jeep. When Cindy burst through the door, she ran straight to me screaming my name and hugged me tight and kissed me. She was giddy, but she was also high again.

“Guess what baby?” she said happily.

“You won the lottery?” I joked.

“Better! I can fuck you again! You can even fuck my pussy!” she giggled.

“Wow. How did that happen?”

“Trish talked to JJ and the next thing I know, JJ tells me I can fuck you again.”

I looked back as Trish walked through the door grinning. “You're welcome.”

“What did you say to him?” I asked.

She walked up to us and gave me a sly smile. “Don’t worry about that. Let’s just say I have been around JJ enough to know how to stroke his ego a little and get what I want.” she giggled.

“But there is one condition…” Cindy said cautiously.

“What’s the condition?” This was great news, but with JJ, there always seemed to be a price.

Trish reached into her purse and pulled out a roll of condoms and put them into my hand. I looked down at them in surprise. “If you fuck her…you have to wear one of these.”

Cindy watched me cautiously for my reaction. I know she was wondering if our talk had really made me understand.

I smiled. “Well, if that’s what JJ wants…at least I can fuck you. I’ll take it.”

Cindy hugged me again and kissed me. She was ecstatic I had accepted it. Cindy let go of me and hugged Trish. “Thank you again.” she said then kissed her. “So…are you still willing to have our semi-regular threesome with the white boy over there?” Cindy said looking into Trish’s eyes playfully.

“Don’t you two want to be alone to fuck for the first time in…I don’t know, how long?” she grinned.

Cindy looked back at me, and I was smiling. I shrugged my shoulders a little. She looked back to Trish with a playful grin. “Well, as I see it, we both owe you. Why not let us pamper you and let both of us make you cum.” Cindy said. She looked back at me. “How about it, honey? Do you want to fuck her ass while I eat her pussy?” she giggled.

“I’m up for it if she is. We do owe her a lot.” I said smiling.

“Yes, you do.” she said and got a sly grin on her face. “But do you think that little white dick can tame this black owned ass?” she teased.

I chuckled. “Probably not…but I will sure do my best.”

The sly grin got bigger. “I tell you what, maybe I will let your little white dick have a little black owned pussy…maybe have a little white dick in it for old time sake…that is if your wife doesn’t mind.”

Cindy looked at me with the same sly grin. “I don’t mind…but why would you do that? You know you will hardly feel him?” she teased.

“How else am I going to get you to lick your husbands cum out of my pussy if he doesn’t fuck it?” she smiled looking at me.

It hit me then that the two of them were talking to each other but looking at me. “Why do I have the feeling that this was already agreed to before you came in here?” I chuckled.

They looked at each other and giggled, then back to me. “What would make you say that?” Cindy joked.

“Really…like we would ever do such a thing.” Trish said in mock horror.

I grinned. “Not you two innocent girls. You would never do anything like that.” I said sarcastically. “I bet you're both still virgins too.”

Almost in unison they both laughed. “You wish.” Trish said laughing.

Cindy grabbed my hand and started dragging me to the stairs. “Come on, funny boy. That little white dick has a lot of fucking to do.”

This was going to be only the second threesome of my life and I was probably more excited now than the first time. Trish had followed us up and sat on the bed as Cindy kissed me. She stripped off my shirt and shorts and dropped down to her knees and pulled down my underwear. She had a giddy smile on her face when she took my little dick in her mouth. She bobbed a few times and took it out.

“I missed this little white dick.” she said happily and started sucking it again. She got me nice and hard then stood up and stripped off her top and shorts. She took my hand and led me to Trish who was smiling big.

“Just think baby. You are going to be the first white boy to cum in her pussy in a very long time.” Cindy teased.

“I haven’t had a white guy cum in me since Steve. Not without a condom anyway.” Trish had a sly smile when she said it. “In fact, you’re the only white boy I’ve fucked since I came off the street.”

“Aww… honey you should feel privileged.” Cindy said, smiling at me.

“Actually, I really do. Thank you, Trish. Thank you for everything.” I said sincerely.

Trish smiled at me warmly. I don’t know exactly what she was thinking, but I knew we had bonded a little through Cindy and when we talked the other day. I remembered I also reminded her of Steve. Maybe that’s who she was thinking of.

She stood up and embraced me and kissed me passionately. She pulled back and turned to Cindy and Embraced and kissed her. Cindy quickly pulled Trish’s top up and off of her. I knelt down and pulled her shorts down. While the two girls kissed, I fingered both of them slowly with each hand. I could hear them both moan as I rubbed their clits. Cindy pulled her hips back and my fingers out of her. She grabbed the back of my head and pushed it into Trish’s waiting pussy. I licked and sucked on her clit as she moaned out in pleasure. Cindy slowly pushed Trish back to the bed and laid her down still kissing her. I moved between her spread legs and continued to lick and suck on her clit.

Cindy had moved from her mouth to her tits, pinching one as she sucked and licked the other. Trish began to moan loudly. Her pussy was getting so wet and tasted so good. I put three fingers in her and she began to wail as I pumped them in and out of her while I teased her clit with my tongue. I curled my fingers and found her g-spot and rubbed hard.

“OH, MY FUCKING GOD YES!!” she yelled out as she grabbed my head and pushed it on her pussy. I sucked her clit into my mouth and flicked it with my tongue as I continued to rub her magic spot.

“That’s it baby, make the bitch cum.” Cindy whispered down to me in a sexy voice.

Soon her moans turned into screams as I felt her pussy tighten on my fingers. She yelled out she was cumming and I removed my mouth from her clit and slapped it rapidly five or six times and fairly hard as my other fingers rubbed the magic spot when she came. Suddenly, her pussy squirted, and the juice covered my face and chest as she yelled out.

“FUUUUCCCKKKK!!!!”

Cindy looked down and her eyes got really big. “HOLY SHIT! DID YOU JUST MAKE HER SQUIRT?”

I smiled back a devious smile. I had wondered if that would work. I had seen it on a porno recently and the girl squirted a ton. I explained it to Cindy, and she smiled a devious smile back at me.

“Damn honey, you’re definitely gonna have to try that with me.”

Trish laid there for a moment and had to collect herself. “What the fuck just happened?” she panted out in wonder.

“It looks like our little white boy here is learning new tricks.” Cindy giggled.

“Whatever the fuck he just did…holy shit!” she said, trying to catch her breath.

Cindy and I both laughed. “That was for you my dear. I hope you enjoyed it.” I teased Trish.

“Holy shit…what do you fucking think.” she laughed.

I pulled my fingers out of Trish’s soaked pussy and Cindy grabbed my hand and licked my fingers clean. “Damn you taste good, Trish.” Then her smile got bigger. “But I bet it would taste better with Rick's cum.” She laid down with her head towards Trish’s legs. “Straddle me bitch. I want to see that little white dick fuck you and cum in you.”

Trish Straddled her and as soon as she did, Cindy’s head lifted up and licked her pussy and clit. Trish moaned again and dropped her head down. Her moans began to be muffled as she dived into Cindy’s pussy. I took that as my cue. I moved my dick up to her waiting hole. I pushed hard and I slid all the way into her wet loose pussy in one stroke. It wasn’t tight at all, and I easily began pumping back and forth. Even though it was loose, it was still hot inside and felt good. Both girls were moaning now. Between her moans, Cindy kept telling my to fuck her harder with my little white dick. I was fucking her as hard as I could. Both hands were on her hips as I pulled her back into me as I thrust forward. Trish’s moans didn’t get any louder or intense. My little dick just wasn’t big enough to do that for her after all the big black cocks she has had. After a few minutes, I felt my orgasm building. I began to grunt a little.

“YES! CUM IN THE BITCH! I WANT TO TASTE YOUR CUM FROM HER PUSSY!” Cindy yelled. I grunted loudly as I ropes of cum splashed into Trish’s pussy. I rolled off of her and pulled out and watched as my wife licked her clean moaning the whole time. I sat at the edge of the bed and watched for a few more minutes as they made each other cum again. Trish finally rolled off of her on the other side and they were both out of breath. After a minute or so and they recovered, Cindy sat up and whispered in Trish’s ear and they both giggled. Cindy turned and laid her head on the pillows and lit two cigarettes. Trish got up and laid beside her but left a gap between them and took one of the cigarettes.

Cindy took a long drag then patted the space between them with a sly smile. “Lay down honey.”

I grinned and laid down between them on my back. Cindy giggled and picked up the ashtray and put it on my stomach. She took my hand and put it on the ashtray to steady it. “See Trish, I told you white boys are good for something in bed.” she teased. Trish laughed and I chuckled.

I had noticed that all night Cindy had been calling me white boy and berating me. This was different for her. She had never done that before and I wondered if this was something JJ was having her do? I decided I would ask her about it later. Right now, It felt good having both women lying beside me. They chatted with each other about the club and the girls there. They almost ignored me completely. After they finished their cigarettes, Cindy took the ashtray and put it back on her nightstand. She lifted my arm up and over her and cuddled up to me with her head on my chest. To my surprise, Trish did the same. She saw the surprise in my eyes and giggled and smiled slyly.

“Don’t read too much into this. I just like to cuddle after sex sometimes.”

I smiled and laid my head back and just enjoyed the feel of them cuddled next to me as they continued their chat. Somewhere in there, I fell asleep.

I woke up the next morning to Cindy cuddling up to me. I was a little disappointed to find that Trish was gone. I felt Cindy stir and she looked up to me and yawned.

“Good morning sleepyhead. You fell asleep on us last night.” she teased.

“I’m sorry. I was just so comfortable with you girls cuddling up to me and I was worn out.”

She smiled. “It’s ok. Trish left a little after you fell asleep.” she said, burrowing into me more. “Rick…I think she really likes you. You know you remind her of Steve, right?”

“She told me that, yeah.”

“I think that’s why she agreed to do the threesomes. Also, that’s why she cuddled up to you. She doesn’t normally do that…at least not that I have seen with the other guys.”

“So, what are you saying? She is trying to use me as her Steve or something?”

“I don’t know. It just seemed odd for her to do that.” she said cautiously.

I smiled. “Are you jealous?” I teased.

She giggled. “No, I’m not jealous. Actually, as good as she has been to me…well to us, If she gets comfort from you being her Steve, I don’t mind at all.” she said sincerely.

“Yeah, me neither. She has been good to us. I do want to ask you something though. What’s up with all the white boy stuff last night? Did JJ put you up to it?”

Her head dropped a little. “No, he didn’t put me up to it. It…it just felt natural. I am owned by a black man you know. If it bothers you…I will stop.” she said sheepishly.

I smiled. “It’s ok. I guess it is kind of fitting. To be honest, it turned me on a little. It just kept reminding me you are black owned. Just like every time I see that tattoo on your ass.”

She giggled and looked up to me with a playful loving look. “I guess from now on, if I let you fuck me, it will have to be from behind. That way you can see it and remember how lucky you are to be a white boy fucking a black owned pussy.”

I smiled wide. “I am very lucky.” I said as I kissed her.

“Why don’t you go get one of those condoms and I will show you how lucky you are.” she said with a sly smile.

Sex with Cindy with a condom was different. I hadn’t used one in years since she went on the pill. She was so loose now too. She felt even looser than Trish. To my surprise, seeing the tattoo and knowing she was loose from all the black cocks she had been fucking lately, turned out to be a big turn on to me. It didn’t take me long to cum, but she didn’t. I told her I would eat her out to give her one, but she told me it wasn’t needed. She got her pleasure from knowing she was doing something for me. Also, she reminded me that I was going to be late for work if we stayed in bed any longer. I felt bad that I couldn’t return the favor, but she was right.

The next few days, I did return that favor. I even tried the spanking her pussy trick, and she squirted for me for the first time. She said that move was a keeper and I needed to do that more often.


Chapter 12

Wednesday night, I saw her off to work when Trish picked her up. Trish gave me a big kiss just like Cindy did when they left. I wondered what was going on in her mind. Was I really replacing Steve for her?

I had settled in for the night and was watching TV when the doorbell rang. I was surprised because I wasn’t expecting anyone. I went to the door and opened it a little when a hand pushed it fully open.

“Sup Rick?” JJ said as he and two of his gang, the same two that came with him and fucked Cindy that night, walked in.

“JJ? Cindy is at the club tonight. She isn’t here.” I said, confused as I closed the door.

“I know. I just left the bitch at the club. I’m here to see you Rick” he smiled slyly with the ever-present tooth gleaming.

“Me? What do you need to see me for?”

“Sit down Rick, let’s talk.” he said as he put his arm around me and guided me to the living room. He sat down on the chair, and I sat on the couch. His two guys took a place on either side of him behind the chair. They had their hands clasped together in front and looked big and intimidating.

“We haven’t had much of a chance to talk since I took your wife from you and made her my bitch. I thought it might be time to sit down and discuss a few things.” He was talking like he was my best buddy almost like he did me a favor taking Cindy. He had a happy tone and didn’t seem upset.

“Ok, what do you want to talk about?”

“First, I have to hand it to ya Rick. Most of the husbands I had to deal with left the bitch after I cut him off. You're still here. Why is that Rick?”

“It’s pretty simple. I love my wife, JJ. I don’t want to leave her and she doesn’t want me to leave.”

He leaned forward in the chair. “Riiiight. I learned in this business Rick, love is bullshit. The bitch says she loves you one day, and stabs in the back the next. Isn’t that right Spike.”

“Sure as hell is.” the taller of the two guys behind him answered.

“You know Rick, you're a mystery to me. I can’t figure you out. You say you love the bitch, but she puts you through all this bullshit. You know I own her bitch ass, right?”

“I do.”

“You don’t sound upset about that Rick. How do you feel about it? Does it piss you off that a black man owns your wife?”

“No. I have accepted that fact. I love her no matter what.”

“She’s owned by a black man, she strips at a club for black men, she only wants black cock now, and she will cut you off from sex anytime I tell her to. You do know I plan to whore her out don’t you Rick?”

“She told me, yes.”

“And your dumb ass is still here?” all three of them laughed. “Ok, ok…that must be some powerful love for you to stay with her, Rick. Respect. I have no problem with that.”

JJ shifted in the chair a bit. “But there is one thing I do need to know. How did you get one of my most trusted bitches to fuck you too? Trish don’t put out for no white man…not without some dollars. Are you paying the bitch, Rick?”

I was shocked. How did he know about Trish? I knew I had to be careful. I didn’t want to say anything to get her in trouble. I also figured if he asked me like that, he already knew and denying it would probably piss him off.

“How did you know about that?”

“Bitches talk Rick. Sometimes they get overheard. And some good bitches let me know what’s up. Now don’t bullshit me, Rick. Did you pay the bitch?”

“No. She did it as a favor.”

“A favor? Bullshit. Why would she do you a favor like that?”

“I guess I remind her of her ex-husband and…I had never had a threesome before. That was the real reason we were at the party the night you met us. I asked her if she would since, well, she seemed to like me well enough at the party…and she agreed.” I lied. “Money was never discussed.”

JJ sat back in the chair and looked me over. “Uh huh. Come to think of it, you do look like Steve…at least before Spike and J-man here and a couple other guys rearranged his face.”

“Yeah, I remember him. J-man had him calling out for mama by the time he was done beating the shit out of him.” Spike chuckled.

“So, you didn’t pay the bitch?”

“No.”

“Ya see, Rick, here is my problem. She is one of my prime list ho’s. I charge a lot for that sexy ass and tits she has. Now…what kind of message does it send if one of my best bitches gives it away for free? She knows better and that makes me unhappy. If she didn’t charge you, that would be stealing from me. That's money her pussy should have earned and gone into my pocket.”

“Listen JJ, I’m sorry. I didn’t know that she was…for sale at the time. Tell me what I owe you for her and we can get this settled.”

His gold tooth cut through the darkness as he smiled. “You know, Rick, I’m beginning to like you. I'll tell you what. We can work that out in trade, if you do me a favor.”

Just like everything else, anything JJ did came at a price.

“Ok JJ, what can I do for you?”

His smile got eviler and the tooth seemed to glow more. “Well, it’s simple Rick. All you have to do is tell your wife to stop the birth control.”

His words hit me hard. If Cindy stopped the birth control, then she would get pregnant. He could see the horror in my face.

“What’s wrong Rick? Is Trish’s pussy not worth that?”

“What…what if I don’t? Can’t I just pay you?” I asked nervously.

“Rick, Rick, Rick. If you don’t, then I will have to punish Trish. I think a few months back on the streets would work. That is after she heals from the ass whoopin I give her. Nobody wants to pay for a broke ho.” he chuckled.

“So, I guess I have no choice then. I guess that is also why I have to use a condom now to fuck my wife.”

JJ laughed. “You’re a smart man, Rick. I bet when you heard I was letting you fuck your wife again, even though you had to use a condom, you thought I was blessing you, didn’t you Rick? Turns out it might be a curse. You get to fuck your wife with a condom, while I fuck her and knock her up.”

“Knowing you JJ, I knew there would be a catch to it somewhere.”

He laughed again. “So, you still planning to stay Rick? With your wife knocked up with a black man’s baby in her belly…my baby? Is that love powerful enough to make you stay now?” he said with an evil grin.

I realized I had slouched over sitting there. I sat back on the couch and squared my shoulders. “Yes JJ. I am not leaving her. I love her. Even if she is carrying your baby.” I said confidently.

He chuckled. “Uh huh. We will see white boy. I will be here tomorrow night. I will personally watch as you flush each one of those pills down the toilet. In about a month, that bitch will spend the week with me and I will make sure I send her back to you nice and pregnant. And the best part of it Rick, you get to raise my kid.” he said smiling.

“And what about Trish? She goes free without any punishment, right?”

He laughed. “I really am starting to like you, Rick. You do this, not only will she get off without a hitch, you can fuck the bitch for free anytime you want.” he chuckled. “So, how does it feel Rick, paying someone’s debt with your wife's womb.” he laughed as he stood up. He and his gang headed to the door. “Remember Rick, the pills tomorrow or no deal. Have a nice night…dad.”  He laughed as he opened the door, and they walked out.

I sat there with my head in my hands wondering what I had just done. I picked up my phone and tried to think what I should tell Cindy. I figured it would be best to tell her in person. Spooking her out at the club didn’t sound like a good idea. I also wanted Trish here so she would know what was going on too. I texted Cindy to make sure Trish came in with her when she came home tonight that I would be waiting up and hit send.

A little after 3:00 am, the girls walked in the door. They were all giggles and smiles and half drunk and maybe high.

“Hey white boy, you already want another threesome.” Cindy called out as she came in. “Don’t get greedy with the pussy.” she laughed.

I stood up and turned back to the door and all of the giggles and smiles stopped. The look on my face stopped them cold in their tracks and they seemed to sober up a bit.

“Rick, honey, what’s wrong?” Cindy said as she rushed over to me.

“You need to sit down.” I looked back at Trish standing there with a concerned look. “You too. This involves you too.” I said.

Trish slowly walked over, and I sat down on the couch. Cindy sat beside me on one side and Trish on the other.

“Baby you're scaring me. What’s going on?” Cindy said with fear in her eyes.

“I got a visitor tonight. JJ and his goons came by.”

“JJ? He knows I was at the club. Why did he come here?” Cindy said, confused.

“He wasn’t looking for you. He was looking for me.”

“What? What did he want from you?” Cindy asked.

“He said he wanted to talk. He wanted to know why I stayed with you after all that’s happened. I told him I loved you. I think he is trying harder now to get rid of me…to make me leave.”

“You’re…you’re not leaving, are you?” Cindy asked in a panic.

“No, I’m not. I told you I am not leaving you. But…he is upping his game.”

“Upping his game, how?” Trish asked.

I looked back at her. “He told me he knew we had a threesome.” Trish’s face turned pale.

“How in the hell did he know that?” Trish said nervously.

“Someone must have overheard you talking and told him. At least that’s what he told me.”

“Becca…that bitch. It had to be Becca. I’m going to kill that cunt.” Cindy said.

“Wha…what did he say?” Trish stuttered nervously.

“He asked me if I paid you. I told him you did it as a favor. I told him we were at the party looking for a threesome originally, and you agreed to do it as a favor to me. He said since you didn’t charge me, it was taking money out of his pocket.”

“Oh God.” Trish said, panicking. “He thinks I held out money on him?” she threw her hands up to her mouth in shock. She looked at me alarmed. “Did he say what he was going to do?”

I sighed. “He…he said he would forgive you if I did him a favor. If I didn’t, he said he would beat you and when you recovered put you on the street again for a few months.” I said sadly.

“Well, what was the favor? You know we owe her. We can do the favor no matter what it is.” Cindy reached across me and grabbed Trish’s hand. “Don’t worry baby, we won’t let him do that to you.” she said consoling her.

I sat back and closed my eyes. Cindy had no idea what she was volunteering for. She had told me a long time ago that she didn’t know if she wanted kids. That was the whole idea for her being on birth control.

“So, what is it Rick? What does he want?” Cindy begged.

I know I had a sad look when I looked back at her. I could see the worry in my eyes reflected back at me. There was no way to sugar coat this. “He wants you to come off birth control.”

Her eyes got huge. “He what?”

“He wants to breed you, Cindy. He wants to get you pregnant to pay for Trish’s debt. He is coming over tomorrow, and he said he was going to watch me flush them one by one down the toilet. After a month, you are supposed to stay with him for a week and he said he would send you back to me pregnant and that I would have to raise the baby. He asked me if my love for you was strong enough to stay if you had his baby in your belly.”

“But then he would leave Trish alone?” she asked.

“Yes. He won’t punish her then. He said he would even let her fuck me anytime I wanted after that if you went through with it. He also expects me to raise it.”

“JJ, you lying sack of shit.” Trish said under her breath.

“Trish? What’s wrong?” I asked.

“That lying sack of shit is what’s wrong. I told him if he let you two fuck, I would let him sell me at the club again. That’s why I was trying to get back in his good graces that night at the party. I refused to do it anymore and he was pissed at me. I had expected he was going to beat me again…but he didn’t.” She looked at Cindy urgently. “Cindy don’t do it. He is probably lying again. After he gets you pregnant, he will probably send me back out to the streets anyway. Tell him no, and I will take the beating and go on the streets. He is doing his best to drive a wedge between you and Rick. I won’t let him do that.” she said as a tear ran down her cheek. “I won’t let him do to you what he did to me and Steve.”

I watched Cindy to see if I could figure out what she was going to do. From past experiences with her and JJ, I figured I would be a father in about 10 months. When she turned to me with pleading in her eyes, I knew the answer.

“Rick…If I do this… will you promise me that you would stay with me?”

“Cindy, no!” Trish cried out.

“Yes, baby. I will always be with you, you know that.” I said confidently. “I don’t want to see anything bad happen to Trish.”

She smiled and looked past me to Trish. “I have to Trish. I can’t let him do that to you. Rick promised to stay with me…I know we can do this because he will be there…and so will you. I can’t take the chance he turns you out on the streets or worse beats you to death. I can take that chance.” She grabbed me and pulled me into a tight hug. “Thank you, baby. I love you so much.” She let go of me and got up and stood Trish up. She was crying. Cindy wiped the tears from her eyes and hugged her tight. “I love you too, Trish. I can’t let him hurt you. If having JJ’s baby is what it will take to get you out of this…then I will do it. Rick and I will be fine. Rick is not Steve. I trust him. He will stay…with us.”

The 'with us’ part sounded different to me now. I knew Cindy really liked Trish and they had pretty much become best friends. But when she said ‘us’, it felt more like a relationship, but it just felt right. I would be there for her too, unlike Steve who left her. I guess she has become part of our family now in a way. We truly did owe her…even though she partly blames herself for Cindy getting hooked by JJ. I didn’t blame her for that though. I still blamed myself for letting it happen.

I stood up and put my arms around them as they still embraced and hugged them both. “I will be there for you too, Trish. I feel like you are part of the family now.”

Trish began balling. “You are both so wonderful. I love you both. I can’t let you do this for me.” she cried.

“Trish, we love you too. As long as we stick together, we can get through anything.” Cindy said as she hugged her harder. “I won’t let him hurt you. I don’t mind having his baby if it keeps you safe.”

“It will be ok, Trish. We will work this out…together…all three of us.” I said consoling her.

Trish didn’t leave that night. She slept between us as we all three cuddled together. I wondered what this would do to her relationship with JJ now. I had never heard her talk about him like she did last night, calling him a lying sack of shit. She had said her bond with him wasn’t as strong as it used to be. Would the bond finally break from this? I wondered what it would do to Cindy’s relationship with JJ. After he knocked her up, then what? The sun was coming up when I finally passed out from exhaustion.


Chapter 13

I woke up the next afternoon and panicked a little as I was alone. The girls were not in bed with me. I got up and headed downstairs and found them at the table smoking and drinking coffee. They looked tired and tense, but they perked up when I walked in.

“Good morn…ahh afternoon honey. Did you sleep well?” Cindy asked.

“Not really. I was up until dawn before I passed out.”

“We didn’t sleep well either.” Trish admitted. “We decided to get up and get some coffee. Come join us.”

I grabbed a cup and sat down next to Cindy. She put her head on my shoulder and sighed.

“So, what were you talking about? It looked kind of tense when I walked in.”

“I was trying to talk Cindy out of it.” Trish said defensively.

“And how is that going?” I said with a smirk. I already knew the answer.

“Not too good. She won’t listen to me.” Trish said, pouting.

“Honey, I listened to you. I just don’t agree.” Cindy said sweetly.

“Trish, a bit of advice. I learned a long time ago, when this one wants something, you're not going to talk her out of it. Not easily anyway.” I chuckled.

“Rick are you really ok with her having JJ’s baby?” she pleaded.

She looked about ready to cry again. I don’t know what they said to each other, but I know how I felt about things.

“Trish, I am not going to lie to you. I’m not really happy with the idea that she is going to have another man’s baby…especially that man…but under the circumstances…I think she is doing the right thing and I am ok with it. I don’t want to see you hurt or worse. I care about you a lot…we both do. You have already sacrificed for us. I think we are strong enough to handle this.” I said sincerely.

“Oh fuck…not you too. Listen, I know I fucked up. I was up most of the night thinking about this and I don’t need you guys paying my debt. JJ has beaten me before…I’m sure he will do it again. I can survive on the street for a few months…I’ve done it before. What you’re doing is a lifetime commitment. You're going to be raising a child that’s not yours, Rick. Everyone is going to know…your friends, your family…they are going to know you are not the one that knocked your wife up. They are going to know you are a cuckold.”

Cindy raised her head off my shoulder and looked at me. I know she was interested in what I was going to say. I could even see her hold her breath and a pleading was back in her eyes.

“Trish, let me say one thing. You're probably right in everything you just said.”

“See Cindy. He gets it.” Trish said quickly.

“BUT…the one thing you forgot about was love. It can make you do strange things, Trish. We both love you. We are not going to let you get hurt. I know you said he MIGHT do those things to you anyway…but he WILL do them if we don’t do this. I know you survived on the streets before, but we are not willingly going to let you take that chance again if you don’t have to. Again, we love you and we are not going to lose you. Not like that. What you said about a lifetime commitment is true too. So is the fact that I will be raising another man’s baby. But I love Cindy. Even though part of it will be JJ, the other part is Cindy. Just the fact that it is a part of her, I will love it like I love her, and I will treat it like it was my own. I don’t care what friends and family think. It’s none of their business how we handle our relationship. And finally, you said you don’t want us paying your debt. What you have already done for me alone has put me in your debt forever. You were the one that let her use your cell phone to ease my pain when she was at JJ’s. You were the one that sacrificed yourself when you agreed to a threesome with us as a favor. You promised you would look after her at the club, and you have. But most importantly, in our most trying time, you brought the woman I love back to me when I failed her. You could have taken her straight to JJ, but you didn’t. For that I will be forever grateful and in your debt. I will never be able to repay you what I owe but keeping you safe is a good start. So, if you're looking to me to help you talk Cindy out of it? You're looking in the wrong place.”

Trish had tears running down her cheeks. She sat there quietly looking at the table. Cindy was looking at me with the biggest smile and love in her eyes.

“Have I told you lately how much I love you?” she said sweetly.

“Yes, but I always love to hear it again.” I teased.

“I'm sorry guys. I…I’m just not used to this. It’s been a really long time since anyone has really loved me and been willing to sacrifice anything for me. I love you both too, and I don’t want him to separate you two. It feels so wrong to let you do this for me. Cindy, I know your bull headed and I can’t stop you. I guess if I can’t, I will have to follow Rick’s lead and at least support you. I don’t like it…but…I will do it. ” she said in a defeated voice.

Cindy jumped up and rushed around the table to Trish. She wrapped her arms around her from behind and hugged her.

“Thank you, Trish. It’s ok baby. We are here for you. Just like you have been there for us. We will all get through this together.”

For the rest of the afternoon and into the night we waited for the inevitable to happen. At almost 6:30, it did. We were all sitting on the couch when the doorbell rang. We all looked at each other knowing it was time. I got up and slowly walked to the door. I opened it all the way.

“Come on in, JJ.”

“Sup Rick.” He said and the tooth was shining. He walked in with J-man and Spike again. The girls watched him as he entered the room.

“There’s my bitches.” he said happily as he took a seat on the couch between them. He put his arms around them and pulled them into him and kissed each one. I sat down in the chair opposite them.

“So, Trish, I hear you been a naughty bitch.” he teased. Trish didn’t say a word but sat there. “Well let’s hope your sister bitch and her cuck husband comes through for you. It’s not pretty what I have planned if they don’t.” he chuckled. “What about you Cindy? You plan to pull her ass out of the fire? I’m sure hubby told you what you have to do.”

“He did. I know what I have to do.” Cindy said fearlessly.

“I see. You gonna do it? You gonna save this bitch from a world of hurt?”

“Yes.” she fearlessly again.

“Well then bitch, you know why I am here then. Where are they?”

Cindy reached on the table beside her and picked up a pack of pills and handed them to JJ. He looked them over and smiled.

“I see you didn’t take todays.” he chuckled.

“I didn’t think it would matter under the circumstances.”

JJ smiled wide. He stood up and took Cindy’s hand and stood her up. He looked back to me with a smile that had the light glinting off his gold tooth.

“Come on Rick. Let’s go make this official.” he chuckled. He turned back to Trish. “You come too bitch. It’s your ass she is saving.”

He had Cindy by the hand as he led her to our master bathroom with Trish and me following. Trish took my hand as we went up the steps. I could tell she was about to cry and needed some support as she gripped my hand tightly. Once in the bathroom he walked over to the toilet and lifted the lid.

“Ok, Rick. Come over here.” He had a grin on his face and the tooth just glowed. I walked up to him, and he handed me the pills. “You know what to do.”

I looked back at Cindy and Trish, and they were holding hands. Cindy had a stoic look on her face, but she had a glint in her eye and it confused me. She looked like she was impatient. Trish looked like she was about to cry.

I sighed and one by one I popped the pills out of the package and into the toilet. Each one seemed to make a distinctive sound as they plopped into the water. When the last pill sunk to the bottom, I was disheartened when I hit the flush on the toilet and watched as the water carried away the only protection Cindy had from JJ’s potent seed. JJ had a big smile on his face, Trish had a tear running down her face, and Cindy stood there quietly but had a slight smile on her face.

“That about does it Rick. I expect my bitch to be ready for me in a month.” he chuckled. “I’m going to enjoy knocking the bitch up. Who knows, I might even let you watch.”

“And Trish is forgiven?” I asked with a tinge of hostility.

“About that…” he chuckled. I could see Trish get tense. “See, I have an issue with her now. I can’t trust the bitch anymore. She has been a really spiteful bitch lately, refusing to whore herself out, taking money out my pockets.  Usually, I just beat it out of a bitch to bring her in line. But she got too much shit with her. Beating her don’t seem to do no good. I usually just put those bitches with an attitude on the street and leave em. But I like you, Rick. I got a better idea for her. I know you got attached to her. I know you want to keep her off the streets. So this is what I’m gonna do, she is gonna be your responsibility now. When she ain’t working in the club, you gonna have to find her some johns to fuck. I better get at least $500 a week from the bitch, if not, she goes out on the streets permanently. So she is ready when you need that pussy of hers, she is gonna live here now.”

What the fuck? My jaw dropped and my eyes got big, so did everyone else’s in the room except JJ. He stood there with a big shit eating grin on his face.

“What the hell, JJ? That wasn’t the deal.” I was shocked.

“Shut the fuck up white boy. I’m a man of my word.” he said angrily. “The only deal we had was I wouldn’t punish her, and you could fuck her anytime you wanted. I haven’t laid a finger on the bitch, and you can fuck her anytime you want now you her pimp. But let’s get one thing straight white boy. I still own the bitch. She’s still my property. She is still gonna work the club just like she always has. All her club dollars go to me. You shouldn’t have any problem getting that kind of scratch from a high-class whore like her on the side. But remember, if you or her don’t get me my money, the bitch gets put back on the streets. Got it?”

His stern voice convinced me that he wasn’t joking. He had played me again. He knew I cared about Trish and used that to his advantage.

“JJ…I can’t do that. I don’t know anything about…selling women. How the hell am I supposed to do that?”

He laughed. “Rick, Rick, Rick. I don’t care how you do it. All I care about is the dollars. I don’t give a shit if you pay for it yourself or the bitch fucks for it. All I care about is I get my money. The bitch knows what she is doing and has done it before. You two work it out.” He chuckled as he slapped my back. He walked over to Cindy and embraced her and kissed her passionately. Cindy had a look of lust in her eyes. “Rick, take your new bitch downstairs and figure it out. Me and my soon to be baby mama need to practice for when I knock her up.”

I hung my head a little and walked over to Trish and took her hand. She still had a shocked look on her face. I led her back downstairs to the kitchen and sat down. J-man and Spike had the living room occupied and I wanted to talk to Trish in private. She sat down at the table, and I noticed her hands were shaking as she reached for a cigarette and lit one. She blew out a stream of smoke in frustration.

“Are you ok, Trish?” I asked.

“No…I’m not ok. You heard what he said.” she snapped back.

“It will be ok, Trish. We can work this out. Have a little faith.” I said, trying to cheer her up a little.

Her face softened a little when she looked back at me. “I’m sorry Rick, I didn’t mean to snap at you. I just can’t believe he is dragging you into this. It seems like all I do is bring you guy’s trouble. First, I set you up so JJ can get his claws into Cindy, and now, he is making you into my pimp.” she said as a tear rolled down her cheek.

I took her hand and squeezed it softly. “Trish, Cindy made her own choice about JJ. That’s not your fault. As far as being your pimp, you don’t have to worry about that. You heard JJ, all he cares about is the money. I would gladly pay the $500 a week just to keep you safe.”

“Oh no…you're not doing that. I will get you the money. I can’t ask you to pay that kind of money for me. Face it Rick, I’m a whore…a black owned whore. I have fucked for money before and I can do it again. You don’t have to worry about anything. I will take care of it all by myself. I still have some contacts at the club that used to be regulars. I will hit them up and everything will be fine. That way you don’t have to get your hands dirty with this.” she said sternly.

“Trish, you don’t have to sell yourself. I will pay it.” I pleaded.

“Rick, you're a great guy and I know you're trying to protect me. But this is who I am. I want to do this. I’m just like Cindy is about to be. I mean, you do realize that he plans to whore her out too, right? Are you gonna pay for her too so she doesn’t have to sell her pussy?” she asked with a raised eyebrow.

I sighed. I knew of JJ’s plans to sell Cindy out of the club. She had made me swear that I would stay out of JJ’s way since he owned her and that he had every right to sell her. I didn’t like it or want it, but I knew she wouldn’t let me buy her out, so she didn’t have to. At least I know he won’t whore her out now until he knows she is pregnant with his baby. Trish was the same way. She was just a blonde copy of Cindy. What she said was true. She and Cindy are both black owned whores. I was powerless to stop that.

“I’m sorry Trish. I understand what you're saying. But I want to make a deal with you, ok? If you're short and don’t have all the money at any time, please tell me. I don’t want you on the streets. I will give you what you need without hesitation…even if it’s the full $500.”

She smiled through her tears for the first time. “Thank you, Rick. God, I wish Steve would have been more like you. Cindy told me when we first got together that you were the best husband in the world. After what I went through with Steve, I didn’t think anyone like you existed. She is a very lucky girl to have you.” she said as she reached over and squeezed my hand. She seemed to relax a little until we heard muffled screams of passion through the ceiling.  We both looked up, knowing what was happening. She seemed to get depressed again. I thought it was because of Cindy getting pregnant.

“It will be ok, Trish. Cindy is ok with having his baby. We talked about that, remember?” I tried to console her.

She looked back at me, and her look was one of embarrassment. “It’s not that. I guess I am being selfish, but…” she sighed, took a drag of her cigarette and exhaled in frustration again. She looked down at the table. “I can’t help feeling jealous of Cindy right now.” She took another drag. She looked up at me with a sad expression. “JJ used to fuck me all the time, since I lived with him. When Cindy came over on the weekends, he would fuck us together. Now he kicked us out, both you and I, so he could fuck her…just her. JJ also basically kicked me out of his house and said I was going to live here now. This is going to sound really shitty of me, and I know you're not going to understand this, but I am going to miss JJ. There are so many reasons why I shouldn’t. I know he is a lying sack of shit and a real manipulating son of a bitch, and sometimes I feel like I want to kill him. He is also why I lost Steve. I was always a slut, but I became a whore for him. He beats on me and does things to piss me off. The only real thing he has going for him is he has a big cock, and he knows how to use it. I’m going to miss him fucking me. He still owns me, but I feel like he is throwing me away and I have a feeling he won’t be fucking me anymore. No offense Rick, but it really makes me sad in a way to come here to live. I guess that makes me an ungrateful bitch to feel that way, after all you have done for me and are willing to do, but I can’t help it. I hope you don’t hate me for it like Steve did.” She said, wiping another tear from her eyes.

“Trish, first off, I think we have already established that I’m not Steve. I don’t hate you. You're right though, I don’t understand it, but I don’t have to. The only thing I can do is accept it. I had to do that to stay with Cindy…and it looks like I will have to with you now too. I’m not going to lie to you, I was happy that he said you were going to live here. I thought you would be happy too to get away from him. I guess I was wrong on that, but I’m not sorry you will be here.” 

She watched me for a second and a small smile formed on her face. “I guess it won’t be all bad living here. Especially not for you. I guess you get to fuck me whenever you want now.” she giggled.

I chuckled then turned more serious. “I guess it’s my turn to sound a little ungrateful. I like you Trish, a lot…actually I think I love you in a way…but not like I love Cindy. She is the one I really want. It was great having sex with you, don’t get me wrong. I wouldn’t turn it down if offered and Cindy was ok with it. But unlike JJ, I want the women I have sex with to want to have sex with me, I don’t want to do it just because I can.”

Her smile brightened a little. “Rick, trust me. I only fuck black men and I am black owned. I haven’t been with a white guy that wasn’t paying for it since Steve. If I didn’t want to fuck you, I wouldn’t have.” 

“But you did it because I reminded you of Steve, right?”

“Maybe at first. The second time I did it was because of you. I guess I feel the way you do too. I love you in a way…but not like I loved Steve. So, you don’t feel too odd about it, Cindy already knows. I told her about how I felt about you and she was happy, since we feel the same way about each other too.”

I chuckled. “Yeah, she told me you really liked me. We both have told you we love you. I guess it shouldn’t be a shock.”

“No it shouldn’t. But Rick, if you do want it, I am willing. But just for you. None of your little white buddy’s…unless they got the money. Now your black friends…” she giggled.

I laughed. After everything that had happened in the last day or two, it felt good to be able to laugh. That didn’t last long though. As we sat there, we heard talking in the living room, then JJ came in with a shit eating grin with Cindy in tow naked. She had that freshly fucked look about her, mascara running on her face, hair in a mess, but she had on a smile, and I saw cum running down her leg. Normally that would have excited me, but my mood soured again anyway.

“There’s my bitch and her new pimp. You two work shit out on how to get my money?”

“Yes, we will have your money, JJ.” I said a little defensively.

“You better or you know what will happen.” he pulled Cindy into a side hug and smiled. “My bitch was in rare form today. She even took it up the ass.” My face hardened. Cindy saw it and I saw her smile fade a little and a flash of sadness. “I’m sure you heard her scream down here.” he chuckled.

“Yes, we heard her.” I said in a monotone.

He chuckled again. He turned and kissed her. “I can’t wait until I knock your bitch ass up. You gonna look so sexy with my baby in your belly.”

My heart ached again when she answered him. “I can’t wait either. I can’t wait to have you knock me up. It’s going to feel so good carrying your black baby. I can’t wait for you to fuck me while I’m pregnant.” and she kissed him again. That’s when I knew. He wasn’t forcing her. She wanted to have his baby.

“You hold on baby girl. That’s gonna happen. Right now, I gotta bolt.” he kissed her again this time more tenderly. He turned and walked into the living room. “Spike, J-man, let’s roll.” The door opened and closed, and they were gone.

Cindy sat down beside me and lit a cigarette. She put her head on my shoulder and sighed. “I’m sorry Rick. I was trying to save my ass for you a little longer. I at least wanted to let you enjoy that while I waited for him to get me pregnant, but he didn’t ask. He just put it in and fucked me. He told me I needed to get used to it. I know you're upset about it. I saw the look when he said it.”

“It’s ok. I knew it wouldn’t be long anyway. So, was it everything you hoped it would be?” I asked.

“No, not really. It hurt like a mother fucker. He wasn’t gentle like you were. He just shoved it all the way in and I couldn’t take it for long before I made him go back to my pussy. He told me I would get used to it.”

“That sounds just like JJ. He doesn’t know what gentleness is.” Trish spat out and lit another cigarette. I could tell she was still stressed.

“It’s ok baby. I’m sure you will enjoy it when you get used to it.” I said as I moved her hair and stroked her cheek. “He will probably end up better than me.”

“Not if he can’t go slower.” she said quickly, taking another drag. “He also told me something else you're not going to like. He wants you to go back to just blowjobs from me again until I’m pregnant. He said you had Trish to fuck now if you needed pussy.”

“And you're ok with that I guess…me fucking Trish anytime now?”

“I wouldn’t have let you fuck her before if I wasn’t. Now that he has cut you off again…I understand if you want to. I know how you two feel about each other and I think it's great. Besides, since JJ told you that you could fuck her anytime you want anyway, you don’t need our permission anymore.”

Trish giggled. “We already talked about that earlier while you were upstairs. He knows he already has my permission.”

“Cindy…I have to ask you something…and please tell me the truth.” I said cautiously.

She looked at me nervously. I don’t know if she knew what I was about to ask her.

“Did you mean what you just said to JJ? About wanting to have his baby?”

Cindy’s face flushed and her smile was gone as she looked down at the table. Trish even sat up a little straighter to hear her answer.

“Yes.” she whispered. She looked up and I saw tears forming in her eyes. “Rick…I…have to tell you something.” She looked over at Trish. “I have to tell you both something.” she said sadly.

Trish and I glanced at each other. We both knew this couldn’t be good what she was about to say.

“Since we are being open about things, and I am sure JJ will brag about it later…It’s…it’s my fault he is going to knock me up. Last weekend…when you were out, Trish…I told him…I wanted to have his baby.”

“You what?” Trish gasped out.

“Please don’t hate me. I do want it, but I had no idea he would do what he did to get Rick to let me do it.”  she pleaded. “When Rick told me what he was doing last night, I was sick to my stomach that he brought you into this. Just like he brought Rick into being your pimp. I had no idea any of this was going to happen. I thought it would be just me and Rick discussing it and me trying to convince him to let me do it. I’m so sorry Trish.”

“I don’t hate you, Cindy. It’s just what JJ does. He gets off on it I think.” Trish said sadly.

“But…you told me you didn’t want kids.” I said, stunned.

“I didn’t…at least not until JJ. I love you Rick, but with him it seems like the natural next step. He owns me. It only seems right that he breeds me.” she said pleading.

Now I understood why she looked anxious in the bathroom. Why she didn’t protest when I told her what he wanted me to do. This wasn’t about what JJ wanted, it was what Cindy wanted. It was her idea and he owned her enough that she would rather have his child than mine. It was also when it really hit me, it was too late to stop any of this now. Like it or not, I was never getting Cindy back from JJ, no matter what I did.

“What…what about us having kids?” I asked sadly.

She again looked down at the table. “I…don’t know. Maybe in the future. Right now though, I know I want JJ’s baby. We can talk more later after I have his. I’m sure someday we will have one.”

She didn’t sound very convincing. I decided that JJ and getting Cindy pregnant had tanked the mood enough. I still needed to process what Cindy had said, but right now wasn’t the time. I was hurt deeply by it and what JJ had told me about love and being stabbed in the back echoed through my head. I really needed to get out and clear my head. I was starving as none of us had eaten today and I needed a distraction, a change in topic and scenery.

“Ok, this is a lot to process. I think we all need a break from it. So, are you girls hungry?” I asked.

“I’m famished.” Cindy groaned.

“I could eat.” Trish said.

“I have an idea, why don’t you girls go get ready and we can go out for a nice dinner. We could try that new French restaurant that just opened. It’s supposed to be fancy. And…maybe if you two are up for it…I know you are both strippers, but maybe a little dancing without losing your clothes?” I joked, “Just to blow off some steam.” I had to lighten the mood a little or I felt like I was going to implode.

Cindy turned to me with a big grin. “That all sounds good, but there is one problem. You can’t dance.” she snickered.

I smiled back. “Who said I was going to dance? I was talking about you two dancing.”

The girls looked at each other and smiled.

“That actually sounds fun.” Trish gushed. “We need to blow off some steam.”

“It does. Ok let’s do it.” Cindy agreed. The girls jumped up and ran upstairs.

“This should be interesting.” I said out loud to the empty room. I was worried about Cindy and how she was changing. She had told me before that she had changed more than I knew. In hindsight, this is where our relationship transformed forever. Even though she admitted to wanting JJ’s baby to me and Trish, I was to find out later that there was a lot more to it. It would not only affect me, but Trish as well.


Chapter 14

The Dinner was pretty good even though I wasn’t too fond of French food. The girls were dressed very sexy, but tastefully. We went to a club that Trish suggested and when we got there, the place was packed. A line to get in ran down the side of the building and wrapped around. I didn’t think we would get in. Trish took both of our hands and headed straight to the door.

A large black man holding a clipboard was scowling, standing at the roped off entrance. When we approached, he began to smile.

“Trish! Where the hell you been girl? I haven’t seen you in a while.” he said smiling.

“Sup Leon. Still sexy as ever.” she smiled.

“So what you been up too lately.” He smiled as he hugged her.

“You know, the same old thing. I brought my new girlfriend and…” she looked back at me and grinned. “and her husband, my new daddy, out for a night on the town.” she smiled wide as she looked back to a stunned Leon.

“New daddy? What’s up with JJ?” he asked, confused.

“He still owns me, but JJ gave me to him for a while.”

Leon looked us over and stopped at Cindy who had a sexy smile on her face. Then he looked over at me as if to size me up.

“I’m open for business again if you're interested.” she said with a wink.

“You know it. How about a discount.” he winked.

“You open the ropes for us honey, and I will give you a freebie later on.” she grinned.

“Oh, hell yeah.” he exclaimed as he unclipped the ropes. “Get your fine ass in here. Don’t forget to talk to Jimmy.” he chuckled.

Trish giggled and kissed him on the cheek. “He’s my next stop.” She reached back and hooked her arms in ours and led us in. As I walked past him, he nodded his head in respect and smiled. I nodded back with my own smile.

“Daddy?” I asked her.

She gave me an evil grin. “It’s street slang for owner or pimp.” she giggled.

I just shook my head and kept walking.

The club inside was as packed as the outside. Trish paraded us through the club to the back. It was quite loud. Hip hop dance music blared. The dance floor was filled, and people milled around. but when we got closer to the back the noise dampened and was nowhere near as loud. We came to a roped off area with a big black man at the entrance. A sign beside him said “VIP Section- By Invitation Only”

“Whoa ho ho, who do we have here?” he said with a big smile.

“Hey Jimmy. How's it hanging?” Trish said happily.

“A little to the left. I haven’t seen you in a while. What you been up to?”

“A little of this and that. Leon said to come see you for a table.” she smiled.

“Leon, huh. You know I can’t just give out tables. Who’s this with ya?”

“This is my new girlfriend and her husband…my new daddy.” she smirked.

His eyes lit up and he looked at me shocked. “But…but he’s white? What the fuck happened to JJ?”

Trish laughed. “Relax Jimmy. JJ still owns me. He just gave me to Rick for a little while. Also, I’m back in business if you're interested.”

“You know I am a girl. I love them big titties you got.” he smiled.

“So, how about a table?”

“I don’t know. They are getting pretty tight here on who I let in.” he said, his face wincing up.

“How about I give you the same deal I gave Leon? A freebie later on?” she smiled a sexy smile and winked.

His face turned to a big smile. “I believe table five just opened up.” he said as he stepped aside and swept his arm for us to enter.

Trish giggled and kissed his cheek then whispered in his ear. Another big smile came across his face. “Hell yeah. I would love a tittie fuck.”

Trish giggled and grabbed our arms again and led us on. Jimmy was looking me up and down as I passed. We found table five and sat down. The section was dark and we appeared to be the only ones there. Trish was almost giddy when we sat down. She looked like she was back in her element and had a big smile on her face.

“I take it you’ve been here before?” I joked.

She giggled. “I used to come here all the time. Leon and Jimmy were two of my best customers at the strip club. That was before JJ and I had a fallout and I quit selling.”

Before I could ask anything else, the waitress came to the table and took our drink orders.

“This place is fabulous. There are so many people here.” Cindy said, looking around.

“Yeah, I like it. It’s also a good place to look for business.” Trish giggled.

“I want to dance, come on Trish.” Cindy said as she started to get up.

Trish grabbed her arm. “Hold on. I am waiting for a phone call first.” she said with a sly grin.

“A phone call?” Cindy said with a raised eyebrow.

Her sly grin got bigger. “Yep. JJ is going to call any minute.”

“Why would he be calling?” I ask, confused.

She looked at me with an evil grin. “Because of you.”

“Me?!”

“You know, as soon as we walked in, Leon was on the phone to JJ’s people. Look over at Jimmy. He is on the phone now. It might be to Leon or JJ’s people, I don’t know which, but they want to know if I was telling the truth. This sort of thing doesn't happen, a black owned whore being given to a white guy. They are going to check out the story and JJ will call and ask what I am up to telling them about the arrangement.”

“Oh no. You’re trying to piss JJ off again, aren’t you?” I said, worried. Trish, I was learning, liked to live dangerously. Was she using me to get back at JJ?

“No, I’m not trying to piss him off. I am doing this for you. You need some street cred. If people know you are associated with JJ, they will give it to you, no questions. If we are going to get the money we need, you will need some.” she smiled.

“But I told you…” I tried to say but was interrupted by Trish’s phone going off.

“Hello JJ.”  She answered the phone and smiled at me. I sat there nervously as I listened to one side of the conversation.

“Well…you did give me to him, didn’t you? At least temporarily.” ….”You know he is going to need street cred.” ….”You want your money don’t you. I am trying to get it for you. If he doesn’t have it, just think how many times I might get stiffed.” ….”No this isn’t hurting your reputation. I’m sure you will brag about how you used this white boy to get me in line so you didn’t have to rough me up and lose money while I healed. You’ll look like a genius to people.”....”See…now I gotta go. I need to drum up some business for your money. Bye JJ.”

Her smile covered her whole face. “Ok, all done. You have your street cred now.” she giggled.

“Ok…so what the hell just happened? Why do I need this street cred again?” I was confused.

“It’s simple Rick. There are some guys that will look at you and think you’re weak because you are white and will try to stiff me for the money. If they know you’re working with JJ, they wouldn’t dare think about it.”

“Ok…I get that. But what was the part about ‘using me to keep you in line’ all about?”

The smile on her face faded a little. “It is what he’s doing, Rick. He is using your feelings for me to get you to keep me in line and make him money. I know it sounds bad when you say it that way, but we know your intentions are to protect me…not make him money, but I needed to stroke his ego and get him to buy into this for you. The truth is you are the one that is sacrificing to keep me off the street. I really am grateful for that. I’m sorry if I hurt you by saying it the other way.” she said, ending her last words sadly and looked down at the table.

She was right. He was using me, and I already knew it. Hearing it out loud and from someone else just made it sound so much worse. Cindy was listening and had a sad face. She got up and walked around to me and hugged me from behind.

“We three know the truth honey. Let JJ have his illusion. You’re a good man and JJ just exploited it. I’m proud of you for helping Trish. I know you love her like I do and don’t want to see her out on the street.” Cindy hugged me tighter.

“I’m not mad at you Trish. You’re right, he is using me. But if that’s what needs to happen to protect you…then so be it.” I said with a smile.

Trish leaned over and hugged us both. “Thank you, Rick.” she said with a look of gratitude as she stared at me.

Cindy giggled. “Now you two kiss and make up. I want to dance.” she laughed.

Trish smiled big and kissed me. She got up and took Cindy’s hand and they both headed to the dance floor. I sat back and watched as they laughed and giggled their way down to the dance floor. The table we had gave me a good view as they started dancing. It was so sexy watching them grind against each other and I wasn’t the only one that noticed. I could see people all around watching the sexy sight. It wasn’t long before two white guys made their way over to them. I chuckled as I knew they didn’t have a chance. The girls pretty much ignored them. That wasn’t the case when two black guys moved in. They were standing beside the white guys that had tried to get the girls attention. When they approached the girls, they smiled and chatted for a minute before they started dancing with them. I shook my head as the two white guys looked back at them with disgusted looks as they walked off.

The girls danced and grinded on the guys for a while. I saw the guys' hands roam a bit and grope them at times. The girls seemed to love it. Soon, the guy dancing with Trish was kissing her neck as she was grinding her ass into him. She turned and whispered in his ear and his eyes lit up. They whispered back and forth a few times. I saw him shake his head yes, then she pointed in my direction. He looked my way but didn’t seem to react to me. He looked back at her and said something, and she smiled. She turned to Cindy and whispered something into her ear. Cindy smiled at her and shook her head. Trish took her guys hand, and they started back to the VIP section.

When they approached, Trish let go of his hand and ran over to me. She yelled out “Hi daddy!” and kissed me. The guy's eyes went big and he stopped dead in his tracks and stared at me. When she leaned over and hugged me, she whispered in my ear. “Just play along and agree.” I whispered back “Ok.”

“Daddy, this is my special friend Jamar. He has an offer for you. He wants a little quick lip service fun here in the back. I told him it’s usually 70 for it, but I like him and told him I would do it for 50. Is that ok daddy?” she said with a wicked smile.

I was so nervous. Was I really doing this? Was I really about to pimp Trish out to this guy? “Hmm. only 50 huh. He looks like a good guy. Ok, I will take 50.” I said trying to look like I knew what I was doing.

“Great! Jamar, give it to daddy so we can go over there in the corner and party.”  she said as she turned back to him.

Jamar slowly reached back and took out his wallet. He took out a few bills and handed it to me. Trish giggled and took his hand and headed to a dark corner. I saw her sit him down at an empty table there. The table blocked the view, but I could see her arms were moving under the table in his lap. Her arm began making an up and down movement as she smiled at him. She leaned over and whispered in his ear. He smiled big and said something back to her. She gave him a sexy smile, then her head ducked down, and his head flew back in euphoria. I could only see her blond locks pop up every few seconds above the table as her head bobbed. My dick got so hard watching her. I had been on the receiving end of one of those blowjobs and I knew exactly how he felt. As I was watching her, I was startled when a hand brushed against my shoulder and across my back. I was so engrossed in Trish’s blowjob; I didn’t see Cindy come back. She sat down beside me and watched too. 

“Did you have fun pimping out our new girlfriend?” Cindy teased in a whisper and giggled.

“I was so fucking nervous. She did most of the talking though. All I had to do was agree.” I chuckled.

She smiled and I felt her hand caress my thigh then rub my dick through my pants. “It’s so fucking hot watching her.” she said in a hushed sexy voice.

“Yes, it is.” I said as I adjusted in my seat. Watching Trish, and Cindy rubbing my dick, had gotten me so hard. I felt like I could cum at any minute.

Cindy leaned over and kissed my neck and whispered in my ear. “Poor baby. You are so hard. I bet you want to cum so bad right now don’t you.” she teased.

“God yes. You both have me so turned on right now.” I gasped.

Cindy smirked. I felt her hand unzip me and then she fished my hard dick out of my pants and started stroking me.

“You like watching our black cock slut whore herself out for you?” she whispered in a sexy voice into my ear.

“Yes…oh God, that feels good.” I said as she picked up the pace, jerking me off.

“Just think honey, that is going to be me someday. Selling my mouth and pussy to black cock. Imagine if that was me over there…or imagine you came home one day, and I had someone there. I tell you he is there to buy my pussy. How do you think it’s going to feel watching your black pregnant wife, bouncing her pussy up and down on a strange black man’s cock after he has paid you for the priviledge of fucking me?” she whispered.

The mental image of that surprised me. When JJ had said he was going to sell her out of the club, I was not happy. But the image she just put in my head flipped a switch in me. Watching Trish blow a black guy that just paid me for it, Cindy putting that image in my head, it was all too much.

“Oh fuck, I’m gonna cum.” I gasped out. Cindy’s head shot down to my dick and just as her lips wrapped around it, I grunted hard and shot ribbon after ribbon of cum into her hot wet mouth. After she had cleaned me off, she put my softening dick away and came up and smiled at me.

“I guess that did turn you on.” she giggled.

“Surprisingly, it did.” I admitted.

She smiled big, but before she could say anything else, we heard a grunt from the dark corner. We both looked to see Jamar’s face contort and grunt louder. His hands pushed down on Trish’s head. After a few seconds, his arms fell to his side and his head was still tilted back with a euphoric look on his face. Trish stayed down a little longer and then popped back up with a smile. She kissed his cheek, and they whispered back and forth for a few minutes. Trish jumped up and walked down to Jimmy and came back a minute later with a piece of paper. She handed it to him, hugged him and kissed his cheek. He left out towards the dance floor as Trish came back to the table with a big grin.

She sat down and pulled a small bottle of mouthwash out of her purse. She took a swig of it and swished it around then swallowed it.

“A tool no good whore should leave home without.” she giggled as she put the mouthwash back in her purse. “So, what are you two up to?” she said with a sly smile.

“Oh, I just jerked off your daddy as he watched you blow that guy…nothing major.” Cindy teased.

Trish laughed. “See that wasn’t hard, was it Rick?” She grinned.

“You did all the talking, all I had to do was agree, remember?” I chuckled. “I was still nervous as hell though.”

“You did fine. All you have to do is go along with what I say, and everything will be ok. I think he is going to be a repeat customer too. He wanted my number so he could…do a lot more with me.” she giggled as she took out her compact and touched up her makeup.

“Well at least we only need another $450 for JJ.” I said.

Trish looked at me with a wicked grin. “Honey, it will be less than that before we leave.” she giggled.

True to her word, and two blowjobs and a quick bathroom fuck later, we only needed $200 more. The guy dancing with Cindy had come back after talking to his buddy and had the same done to him in practically the same chair. One other lucky guy visited that seat and had both his cock and his mind blown. The last guy wanted more. He was younger, maybe around 21, and looked like a basketball player. He was at least 6’9” and thin. Trish took him to the private bathroom in the VIP section and when they came out, he was smiling from ear to ear.

By the time we got home I was beat. The girls were worn out too…especially Trish. When I tried to give her the money, she told me to hold on to it. “That’s what daddy’s do.” she told me with a smile. We all three slept in the same bed and I had a girl on each side of me. I laid there thinking about all that had happened and what would happen next. All of this was new to me and to be honest, even though I was against Cindy being a whore, I was torn. It had excited me thinking about her doing it, but I was still worried about her though. I guess that meant I had to learn the ins and outs of the business. I figured with Trish as my teacher, it wouldn’t take long.


Chapter 15

The next few weeks seemed to drag by for me, probably because I ended up alone most of the time. Spike came by each week to pick up JJ's money for Trish. He chuckled each time he collected it. Trish had been gone more since she was out making JJ’s money, which he had raised to $700 a week. Since he made the increase, I saw her less and less. She had reignited some of her regulars from the strip club and seemed to be in high demand. There were even a few times she brought them home and used the spare bedroom for the ‘date’. The sad part is, she was actually around more than Cindy lately.

Cindy was kept very busy at the club, but so far, she hadn’t been whored out yet. I figured she and JJ didn’t want to take a chance of someone else knocking her up by accident. All of the problems started right after our club night. She was taken off the shift that Trish worked at the strip club. Becca, the girl she had told me earlier that she wanted to kill for ratting out Trish, was now the one that picked her up for work. When I met Becca, she turned her nose up to me and ignored me. Cindy said it was because I was white, and she didn’t like white men at all. After she started working with Becca, it didn’t take long before Cindy’s attitude changed. It changed more as time went on. Some changes were subtle, others weren’t. She started berating me more often and sometimes not in a playful way. She called me white boy way more than honey or Rick, or she would call me one of her new favorite names for me that she heard JJ call me, cucky. She teased me more about having a small dick and not being able to use it. At times, her comments actually hurt. I realized later that all of the berating was actually fun to her. I could see a thrill in her eyes when she did it. When I tried to talk to her about it, she just laughed it off and told me she was just having fun but she was busy or some other excuse and couldn’t talk. I thought at first it was because of PMS since her period was due soon or that she was stressed. I wasn’t the only one JJ cut off from sex. He didn’t want her having sex with anyone, not even him, until it was time to knock her up. He said that would make her nice and ready when it came time. She wasn’t allowed to have anyone in her pussy or even her ass. He was afraid it would run down into her pussy, or someone would switch to her pussy and she couldn’t stop them. She could give blowjobs and hand jobs, but for her, that wasn’t enough. She had gone from being fucked at least five or six times a week to nothing. Being the sexual person she was, I could tell she was getting super horny, but she couldn’t do anything about it but masturbate.

Another change after she made friends with Becca was surprising. Even though she was horny, she started spending less and less time with me, even if she was not working. To my surprise, she even started turning me down for a blowjob or hand job when we were home at night together. She said she wasn’t in the mood for a small white dick, but I felt it was more than that. That was when I really knew I was losing her, but she didn’t want to talk about it.

I could tell she was getting high more often too, and not just at the club. I would come home from work and find her stoned on the couch and the house smelled of pot. If that was the only drug she was using, I wouldn’t be alarmed, but one day while fishing her cigarettes out of her purse, a small vial with white powder fell out. She quickly grabbed it and put it back in her purse. I didn’t say anything and acted like I didn’t see it, but I was worried. She also stopped making me dinner and drinks at night when she was home. It seemed all the little things she used to do to remind me she loved me just faded away. She even stopped wearing the necklace I made her with her wedding rings. When I told Trish about it, she was worried too. She told me Becca was a bad influence. She was a coke head and that was how she got involved with JJ. She ended up turning tricks for him for coke. She lived with JJ now in Trish’s old room and was one of his favorites to fuck. Trish said she felt powerless to help now that Cindy was on a different shift, and they hardly saw each other. She told me she would try to talk to her though.

After her period, the berating only became worse. Cindy began counting down the days to when she should be fertile. She posted a calendar on the refrigerator and marked off each day. She took joy in pointing out to me how many days she had left before she would get knocked up. She acted giddy at times when she marked off another day and I would see her stare at the calendar at times with lust in her eyes.

A couple of days before her ‘Impregnation Date’ I woke up alone which had started to become commonplace. I never heard Cindy come home from the club last night and I didn’t know if she did. She had been staying out later and later after her shift with Becca and I figured soon she just wouldn’t come home at all. I was surprised to find her at the table smoking a cigarette and drinking coffee. Another surprise was a suitcase sitting beside her chair.

“You're up early.” I said as I entered the kitchen.

“I haven’t been to bed yet.” she said as she took a sip of coffee.

“What’s the bag for?” I asked, pouring a cup of coffee.

“I’m going to JJ’s, remember.” she said in an irritated voice.

“I thought that wasn’t for a few more days.” I said and sat down across from her.

“Well, I was supposed to go in a couple of days, but I don’t think I can wait that long. I’m so fucking horny. Becca talked to JJ, and he agreed it was close enough. I don’t want to just sit around here doing nothing when I can go to JJ’s and get fucked. Just think cucky, the next time you see me…I will be pregnant with a black baby.” she said with a sly smile.

I stared down at my coffee and sighed. Things had taken its toll and now I wondered what would become of us. I had to know if this would be my fate. “Is this what you want Cindy? I mean, is all of this what you truly want?” I asked sadly.

“What do you mean? I thought you were ok with JJ knocking up?” she said defensively.

“No, it’s not just that. I know why we agreed to do that, to help Trish…and I know you said you wanted to do it too. I may not like it, but I still support it. I am talking about the other things. Ever since you started working with Becca, you have changed a lot. We don’t spend time together anymore and you are always gone. When you are here, all you want to do is berate me and put me down…calling me white boy and cucky. We haven’t had any sexual contact in a while now. I knew it would be a possibility that I would end up in a sexless marriage and I accepted that. But you have even stopped doing the little things you used to do to say you loved me. You even took off the necklace with your rings. What’s going on Cindy? Is this what you really want? Have you changed that much? Do you even still love me?” I pleaded with her.

I could see her face redden. This was not what I expected, not from her. “I have been busy, Rick. I can’t believe this fucking bullshit. Listen, I am not your fucking cook or maid. If you wanted sex, that’s what JJ gave you Trish for. Fuck…Becca said you would pull this kind of shit. I didn’t believe her. I thought you were different. Becca said you would start blaming her and then you would tell me that I shouldn’t do this and try to drive me away from JJ. She said you would try to put me on some kind of guilt trip.” she said angrily as she put out her cigarette. She stood up and grabbed her bag and gave me an angry look. I was stunned. I sat there and couldn’t say a word. When she walked to the kitchen door, she turned around. “She told me you would try to do something to stop me from doing this. She told me no white man would understand it and that’s one of the reasons she hates you. I guess she was right.”

“Cindy, I’m not trying to stop you. I just need to know what to expect. What happened to us being open and honest with each other?”

“You want to be open and honest? ok, here it is. You're pathetic…all white men are. That little white dick can’t satisfy anyone. I feel sorry for Trish having to get jabbed by that little thing and act like she likes it. I’m just glad I don’t have to anymore. The only good thing you could do is eat pussy…but Becca is a lot better at that than you are.” My eyes got bigger at her saying that and she noticed. “Aww poor baby. You didn’t know Becca was fucking your wife too? She is. It’s how I made it this long without going crazy. But get used to it cucky, there are going to be lots of people fucking your wife soon…and I won’t be telling you about them. As soon as I am pregnant, JJ is going to be selling me out of the club. I’m going to be his prime whore. He said there are a lot of black guys that like fucking a black pregnant whore like me. Pretty soon, I am going to get all the black cock I can handle…including all that black cock my daddy can give me.” she said, sneering at me.

My head had dropped, and I was looking to the floor as she was telling me these things. My heart hurt. When I looked back up at her, I felt the tear run down my cheek.

“Who are you, and what did you do with my loving wife?” I asked sadly.

She laughed. I had asked her this twice before and basically got the same answer. Not today.

“That bitch is gone Rick. This is me now…and fuck you if you don’t like it. Now I need to go. I have a date with my daddy, you know, the one with a big black cock that’s going to put a black baby in me. I will see you in a week or so…maybe. I don’t plan to leave until I know I’m pregnant. When I come back, you can do the only thing a white man is good for…taking care of his black pregnant wife and raising her and her lover's black baby.” With that she turned and left.

I sat there stunned and crying. I had lost her. This time I wasn’t sure when she was coming back…at this point, with the way she treated me and the lack of love I felt from her now, I didn’t know if I wanted her to.

Two hours later, I was still sitting there lost in myself and thinking when Trish rushed in. She saw the state I was in and ran over to me and hugged me.

“Oh God Rick, I’m so sorry. I heard about the fight you guys had.” she said as she squeezed me tight.

I looked at her with tears in my eyes. All I could say was one thing.

“She’s gone, Trish. That’s not my wife anymore.” I gasped out.

“I know honey. JJ called me gloating about it. I’m sorry Rick, I should have seen this coming.” she said sadly as she sat next to me and held my hand.

“What do you mean?”

“JJ told me he gave up on running you off, instead, he got that bitch Becca to brainwash Cindy into thinking you were shit and all white men are shit and she needed to learn to only care about black men. That’s why he separated us. He knew I wouldn’t do that or let Becca do that to her.” she said sadly.

“He told you that?” My anger was rising. The anger I felt was simmering under the surface. That was enough to boil it over. I now understood why Steve did what he did. I felt the same way. I wanted to beat the shit out of JJ and take my wife back. From his past experience, I knew that wasn’t going to happen.

“He bragged about it actually. I’m sorry Rick, I know you love her. Becca has been feeding her coke and God knows what else while she’s filling her head with a bunch of shit about you and white men in general. I will try to talk to her…I hope she will listen to me.”

“Don’t bother.” I spat out.

“What…why not?” she said with fear in her voice.

“She’s gone too far this time, Trish. She’s probably getting fucked right now and getting knocked up. If that’s the case, and she expects me to be the baby’s father while she continues to do what she has done to me lately, forget it. I can’t do that. I only stayed this long because I loved her, and I thought she loved me. She doesn’t anymore Trish. I could see it in her eyes. You don’t know the things she said to me…the way she looked at me. She has stopped acting like she cares about me at all. She even took off her wedding ring necklace. She acts like a totally different person now. The worst part is, I asked her if she still loved me and she never answered that.” It hurt me remembering the sneer on her face as she left me broken and crying. No one that loves you could do that to you.

“But Rick...” she pleaded.

“No Trish. I know you have this dream of seeing us together like you wish you and Steve could have been…but I’m sorry. I can’t do this anymore. JJ won. He has his prize and can knock her up if he wants to. I guess that song was right after all, sometimes love just ain’t enough.”

“Rick, please…just give me a chance to talk to her. I don’t know what exactly she said…but I have a good idea. I probably said some of those same things to Steve before. I told him all kinds of terrible things and called him names. I made fun of him just like she probably did to you. JJ got into my head and made me think that’s what I had to do…just like Becca got into Cindy’s. That’s why he went that night and got beaten up by JJ’s gang. He was pissed and wanted to get rid of JJ and take me back. After he left, I deeply regretted every syllable of what I said to him and would take everything back now that I know what was going on. I know she will too when she gets her head out of her ass. I brought her back to you once Rick, please let me try to do it again. You promised you would always be there for her…and me. Please Rick” she pleaded.

Trish’s eyes teared as she pleaded with me. Soon they left wet streaks down her cheeks. She had brought Cindy back to me once. Maybe she could again. I wanted to believe she could. I wanted to believe she would bring back the old Cindy. My head didn’t think it was possible and my heart was already breaking from my loss. Cindy had once asked me to never give up on her and I was torn. Every fiber of my body said to let her go, but my heart couldn’t.

“I will always be here for you, Trish. Ok…talk to her. But if she doesn’t change…at least a little…this isn’t going to work. Some guys may get off on being treated this way, but I’m not one of them.”

“Thank you, Rick. Please be patient though. This may be hard to do…I’m not sure how bad she is right now and how deep Becca sunk her claws into her. It may take a while before she comes around. Just hold on, ok. Do it for me…and her. I do know she loves you…deep down she does…I know she does. I just need to make her remember that.” She kissed my cheek and hugged me again. “You guys are my family now. I will get her back Rick…I promise.”

Even though I was not hungry, Trish made me breakfast and made me eat. She spent the rest of the day with me trying to console me as much as she could. It was nice, but it wasn’t like it was with Cindy. She tried to keep my mind off things as much as she could. I really think she was afraid to leave me alone. That night she stayed with me. She slept in bed with me, but we didn’t have sex. We just held each other. She gave me a pill to sleep, and I finally passed out with her cuddled up to me.

The next day was tough on me. I had been missing a lot of work lately, so it was no surprise when I got called into the boss’s office after lunch. I explained that Cindy and I were having trouble and that I would try to do better. Ray was a slightly older black man and had always been good to work for. He was also a sympathetic person that cared about his employees. He looked at me sadly as I told him a little about what was going on. I didn’t tell him even half of the story though, only that we had a big fight and she left for a week or so and we were on the outs. He said he understood and then he surprised me. He told me to take the next few days off, then if I wanted, I could work from home temporarily. We had done that during the pandemic, and he said he had no problems with me doing it now under the circumstances. I felt better about things when I went home that day. Maybe a little time off to clear my head was a good thing.

That night when I got home, Trish was still there. I was surprised to see her. Usually, she would be out with her clients by then. When I asked her about it, she told me not to worry. Since JJ had stopped giving her an allowance, she had picked up a few more customers that she used to save some money and she had plenty to cover JJ’s cut. She made dinner and we cuddled on the couch. I was having my first good day in a long time until the first text came in.

My phone beeped and I picked it up. It was a text from Cindy. When I opened it, my mood deflated. Attached was a picture of Cindy naked holding a little device and she had a big sly smile on her face. The device had written across it ‘Ovulation Tracker 2000’ and a big plus sign was visible in the window. The text under it was definitely from JJ. “Looks like my bitch is ripe now.”

Trish saw my expression and looked worried. She grabbed my hand with the phone and moved it so she could see. I saw her expression change to anger as her face reddened. “Fucking JJ. He’s trying to get into your head Rick…don’t let him.” she pleaded. “We knew this was going to happen…and knowing JJ, there are going to be more texts. You don’t have to look at them,” she said sympathetically.

I didn’t say anything. I laid the phone down as she cuddled into me tighter. About thirty minutes later, my phone beeped again several times in a row. Trish looked at me with a pleading look. I knew she didn’t want me to look. I guess it’s like a car crash or a train wreck. You know you shouldn’t gawk or rubberneck, but you just can’t help it. I was the same way. I didn’t want to look at the phone, but I couldn’t stop myself. Trish gave me another worried look as I picked up the phone. As expected, it was more texts from Cindy’s phone. This time it was a series of pictures. The first was a picture of Cindy kneeling down holding JJ’s cock and smiling into the camera. The text under it was “Hi cucky. This is the black cock that is about to knock me up. Isn’t he big? So much bigger than you are.”  In the next picture, Cindy was on her back with a big smile on her face. Her legs were spread wide open, and you could see a long hard black cock laying on her from her pussy all the way past her belly button. The text read “Look cucky, he is so big. He is going to cum right into my womb. He is going to spray my little egg with his seed. I can’t wait to be knocked up.” The final picture was of her laying on her back with Becca naked leaning over her, kissing her and playing with her tits. Her legs were spread wide open with what looked like a river of cum running out of her gaped pussy. JJ’s cock was still in sight and had a drip of cum on the head. This text was from JJ again and read ‘Congratulations Dad! Don’t worry though, I plan to pump her so full of cum this week, she will probably have triplets. She will be nice and knocked up when she gets home cucky.”

If the situation had been different, I would have thought those pictures were the hottest I had ever seen. But the situation wasn’t different and seeing them, the last one especially, made my heart drop.

Trish had leaned in and was seeing the pictures and texts as I went through them. She would look at the phone then back to me to gauge my reaction to them. After the last picture, I sighed and put the phone down. She stared at me as if waiting for me to say something. When I stayed quiet and didn’t say anything, she finally spoke up.

“Are you alright Rick?” she asked softly.

“No. But there’s nothing I can do about it. She’s probably pregnant now. If not, she will be very soon.” I said in a monotone low voice.

She laid her head on my shoulder. “I’m sorry Rick. You're such a good man. It’s all my fault this has happened to you.” she said sadly.

“Trish, please stop saying that. It’s not your fault. We both know what Cindy told us that night…she asked him for this. If anyone is to blame, it’s me. If I had just said no when she asked to open our marriage…none of this would have happened. She gave me a chance then to stop it…but I didn’t. I haven’t done anything else to stop it since. But that is in the past. Now I just need to find the strength to keep going.” I admitted.

“You will. I know you love her. I do too. I don’t want to see her hurt. Just like it kills me to see you hurting.” she said sadly.

We sat there silently for a little while before going to bed. Again, she cuddled up to me, but tonight was a little different. As we laid there, she asked me something that I never expected.

“Rick…could you…could you do me a favor?” she asked shyly in a low voice.

“What is it?”

“I…umm…could you…oh God I can’t believe I am asking you for this.” she gushed out embarrassed.

“Trish, spit it out. You know I would do anything for you.” I said with a smile.

She looked up at me with her beautiful blue eyes. “Rick…could you make love to me tonight?” she said with wanting in her voice.

I'm sure she saw the surprise in my eyes. I was speechless. We have had sex before. But this was something different. There was a certain longing in her eyes.

“I’m sorry, I know I shouldn’t have asked you that. It’s just that…I have sex and get fucked all the time, but I haven’t made love to anyone since Steve. I miss that. I can only do it with someone I care about…I will understand if you don’t want to do it because of Cindy. But…well, I think I’m in love with you.” she said as her voice faded off and she looked away.

So many thoughts were running through my mind as I heard this. Yes, I cared a lot for her and even loved her, but I wasn’t in love with her…I didn’t think. She was a wonderful person. She has been there for me several times now. Even when Cindy had abandoned me, twice. It was Trish that was there to pick me up both times. I still had to wonder if this was about me…or her unrequited love for Steve. I had to think about that and what she said though. But that could wait. The look in her eyes when she asked me, told me that this was something she needed, something she needed now. She was opening up to me and I was the only one, besides a long-gone Steve, that could do this for her. I do love her, and I owe her. I will figure out the rest later. Also, I guess it was something I needed too. After the lack of love from Cindy lately, I had a void I needed to fill as well.

I put my fingers under her chin and turned her face back to me. She looked so nervous and scared at first. I could see that she was expecting rejection and was bracing for it. She seemed to calm, and a glimmer of hope appeared in her eyes as I smiled at her. When I lowered my head down and kissed her, it wasn’t a lusty kiss, it was a slow passionate heartfelt kiss. I heard Trish moan into the kiss as she closed her eyes. It wasn’t a moan of sexual arousal; it was a moan of satisfaction and longing. As I broke the kiss and she opened her eyes, they were full of love and wonder. We didn’t say a word. She moved back up and kissed me again and I could feel years of passion explode forth from it. Years of bottled-up feelings let loose from her. Slowly and tenderly, we made love. When it was over, she clung on to me as if there was nothing else in the world that mattered. As she laid there with her head on my chest stroking it with her hand, she looked like she was at peace.

“Thank you, Rick. I love you.” she said softly.

I smiled down at her. “I love you too, Trish.”

Soon after I drifted off to the most peaceful sleep I have had since this all started.


Chapter 16

I woke up the next morning and to my surprise and disappointment, I was alone again. Trish was not in bed with me, and I felt sad. As I sat up in bed, the memories of last night's love making washed over me and I felt confused. The questions in my mind piled up again. Did she do that because of Steve or me? What about Cindy? I still loved Cindy, but now, I wasn’t so sure the feeling was mutual. What about JJ? He still owned her and was I just getting back into a situation I was already in with Cindy? I could tell after last night my feelings for Trish had changed, but I wasn’t sure that was a good thing.

As I laid there contemplating the situation, I heard footsteps coming up the stairs. I watched the door and soon Trish appeared in her robe carrying a large tray filled with breakfast. Her smile was bright as she came into the room.

“Good morning sexy. I thought you might be hungry this morning, so I wanted to treat you to breakfast in bed.” she giggled.

“Wow…I haven’t had breakfast in bed in…I can’t remember the last time.”

She giggled again as she quickly walked over and carefully placed the tray over my lap. She poured my coffee and juice from old carafes that I had forgotten we had. The rest of the tray consisted of an omelet, hash browns, and toast. It looked really good. She smiled and told me to eat up. She walked around the bed and laid down on her side with her head propped up in her hand and watched me eat with a bright smile on her face. It was the most normal I had felt in quite a while. I knew it wouldn’t last though. As I finished eating, I saw her smile fade a little.

“Rick…I think we need to talk about last night.” she said sadly.

“Yeah…I was thinking the same thing.” I answered in a dreary voice as I sat the tray to the side.

“What you did for me last night was the most wonderful thing anyone has done for me in a long time. I meant what I said about being in love with you, but I will understand if you don’t feel that way about me. I know you love Cindy. I accept that. I just wanted you to know how much it meant to me that you did that for me last night.”

When I looked at her, she had the same expression of bracing herself for rejection again. I stared at her for a second and I knew she wanted me to say something.

“Trish, I have to tell you, my feelings are a bit conflicted about last night. I have some questions that I have to know the answers to. Was last night about Steve…or was it about me?” I asked.

She looked down for a second and then right back into my eyes. “Rick, it’s no secret you remind me a lot of Steve…at least physically. You know that was part of my attraction to you in the beginning. Since I have been around you, and I have seen all that you went through…how you reacted to it all, I fell in love with you. Not my idea of Steve. Last night was all about you.” she said confidently as her smile reappeared.

I smiled back. At least I knew where I stood on that topic now. I guess it was time to ask the hard questions now.

“Trish, if we are going to go any further in this relationship, I think we have a few other things to talk about first.”

When I said the word relationship, her eyes got bigger and her jaw dropped slightly. She had a look of surprise on her face, then one of hope. She sat up on her legs in the bed.

“Relationship?” she asked softly and shyly.

“You're right, I’m sorry. I should have asked first if that is something you want. Would you like that?” I said with a sly smile. I thought I already knew the answer to that, but I wanted to be sure.

“Well…I…Yes, I would want that. But what about Cindy?” she stuttered out.

“Actually, that was my next question. I know you said you respected the fact I still love her. I guess you can see where my confusion is. After last night, I fell in love with you too. I love you both…I don’t want to have to choose between you two. Unfortunately, I don’t know if Cindy really even loves me anymore. I know you said you would talk to her; I know you promised to bring her back to me. Has that changed? Would you still do that? And if she did come back, would you be willing to share me like that?”

“I love you, Rick. I want the best for you. I know what she means to you. I promised I would bring her back and I will. You told me sometimes love just ain’t enough…well I believe in another song…All you need is love. She loves you too Rick. She just needs reminding. When she comes back, I hope she will understand and let us continue our relationship. If not…well, I will understand.”

“Ok, so you are willing to share. I guess that leaves one last huge elephant in the room. What about JJ?”

Her head dropped down and a sad look overtook her.

“He still owns you right? What happens when he tells you to stay away from me? What happens when he tells you that you're not allowed to be with me? Are you going to do what Cindy did to me and just leave?” I know Trish knew this was a big issue for me. It was at the root of the problems between Cindy and me.

When she looked up, she had tears in her eyes. “Rick, he already told me that.”

My jaw dropped. “What?!”

“He told me that when he called to gloat about Cindy after your fight. Since he had Cindy now, he was taking me back. I think he wanted to isolate you while she was here. Have you here alone by yourself without any support…to punish you for being so strong, I guess. He told me to check into a hotel he uses for the streetwalkers until he could find another place for me. I checked in, but as soon as I did, I rushed over here…I snuck out like I did for Steve. I couldn’t bear the thought of you being alone during this.”

What she told me both floored me and alarmed me. Trish did love to live dangerously.

“So, what’s going to happen when he finds out you're here?” I asked in a worried tone.

“He won’t. I checked into the hotel when he told me to, and I checked in again with him when you went to work yesterday.  He thinks I was out making him money…which I already have the money, so there won’t be any issue there. I will check in again when I leave in a little while. Rick, it’s important that he keeps me around so I can get to Cindy. If he throws me out…or worse…I don’t know what will happen with you two.”

“This is dangerous for you, Trish. Now that I know what you’re up to, you shouldn’t be seen here. I don’t want anything bad happening to you. We can sneak and see each other some, but we will have to be careful.”

“I know. But I couldn’t stay away, not with you hurting like that.” she said sadly.

“I know…and thank you. But Trish, this will be ok for the short term, but what about the future. You know if we are to be together you will probably eventually have to leave JJ. Are you willing to do that.?”

She paused and looked down again. “If you had asked me a few weeks ago, I would have said no. Now…I don’t know. I might be…but it will be hard Rick. I am a black owned whore. I don’t know anything else anymore. Other than you, I only crave black men. I guess that would have to be a question you will have to answer. Can you handle that? Can you handle who I am?”

“I think I have already proven that if I know you love me…I can take a lot.” I chuckled. She smiled at me. My face turned a little more serious. “I understand you like black men. They can satisfy you like I can’t. I get that. Like I do for Cindy, I want the best for you in everything too. I do feel conflicted with this. After what happened with Cindy…I hope you understand my concerns.” 

She looked sad again and down at the bed. “I understand Rick. But remember something…Just like you're not Steve…I’m not Cindy.” she said as she lifted her head. “You can trust me, Rick. I learned my lesson with Steve.”

I smiled. “You’re right. You’re not Cindy. Well…I guess we will have to learn to be patient with each other. Who knows…maybe I could still be your daddy every once in a while. Let you have a few regular customers…give them really cheap rates.” I chuckled.

She smiled brightly again. “I think that would work. So how cheap are we talking?” She said playfully.

“Oh, I don’t know, Maybe give me a smile, a pat on the back and a thank you.” I teased.

“You're terrible at selling pussy. You should at least get a handshake.” she teased back. “Maybe you should let me run the business.” she said with a sly smile.

I laughed. It felt good again. “Maybe you should.”

Her smile faded some. “Are we really doing this, Rick? I mean…is this real?”

I smiled and reached out my hand. She took it and I pulled her close to me and kissed her tenderly and passionately. She moaned again in the kiss as her eyes closed. When we broke the kiss, her eyes fluttered open. A bright smile came on her face. “That’s the best yes I have had in ages.” she giggled. She kissed me again. When we finished, I felt her tense a little and her smile faded. “You do know I am going to have to play nice with JJ for a while so I can get to Cindy…right?”

I sighed. “Yes, I know. I am going to hate every minute he is with you.” I said sadly. “Which also means you better go. I don’t want you getting in trouble.”

“I know. I am going to try to talk to Cindy tonight. I will call you tomorrow...ok?” she said as she kissed me again and got up.

I watched her dress. She bounced over to me again and kissed me and we said our goodbyes.

After she left, I was torn. I loved Cindy, but I loved Trish now too. I hoped they would get along together when Cindy came back. I was worried though. With the way Cindy had been acting, I didn’t know what would happen…and I was assuming she would come back.

I got up and dressed and went downstairs. I checked my phone and nothing else had come in from Cindy since the texts last night. I guess she was busy making sure she was knocked up. I settled in for what I figured would be a quiet day. It was. But the next day was anything but quiet.


Chapter 17

I had gone to bed early so I was up early. It was about 7:30 and I was in the kitchen making coffee when I heard the doorbell. I cracked the door fully expecting it to be shoved open, but it wasn’t. I peered out and a slim white man in a suite was staring back at me.

“Rick Martin?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“I’m Detective Stewart.” he said as he flashed a badge. “I would like to talk to you if I could.”

I opened the door slowly. What did he want? Was I in trouble? Was one of the girls in trouble? “Sure, come in.” I said nervously.

He stepped in and I closed the door. I turned and he reached into his jacket pocket. “Mr. Martin, do you know this woman?” he said as he showed me a picture.

The hair on the back of my neck stood straight up. It was an older mugshot picture of Trish. “Ye…yes, I know her. It’s Trish. Why do you ask?”

“Mr. Martin, Trisha Campbell was found late last night in an alley downtown. She was severely beaten and right now is in Valley Hospital.” he said sadly.

My heart stopped. “Oh my GOD! Is she ok?” I said in a panic.

“The last I heard she was stable but still unconscious. She took a really hard beating…and well, she was disfigured a bit on her face. It looks like they sliced her across her cheek, and she had several other cuts and wounds.”

I closed my eyes. I saw Trish’s beautiful face and I wanted to cry. JJ…it had to be fucking JJ!

“Are you ok, Mr. Martin?” he said cautiously.

I opened my eyes, but I couldn’t hide my anger in them. “Ye…yes I’m ok.” I stuttered out. “What made you come here?”

“Ms. Campbell had your picture in her purse with your name and a phone number on it with a heart written on the back. She had a bill in there also with this address. We tracked you through that.”

“Oh, I see.” I didn’t remember giving her a picture. Maybe Cindy had when they worked together.

“Where were you last night Mr. Martin?”

“I was here last night.”

“Alone?” he asked with a raised eyebrow.

“Yes.” Then it hit me. “You…you don’t think I had anything to do with this…do you?” I said back nervously.

“No Mr. Martin. I just need a statement and I have to check alibis as well. This looks more like a gang hit than anything,” he said sadly.

It was JJ. That sick fuck. He is going to pay for this.

“Mr. Martin, do you know this man?” he said as he pulled out another picture. It was JJ.

“I have seen him, yes.” I said. I was worried now. I knew I could turn him in for beating Trish, but what then? What would he do to Cindy? “But I don’t really know him.” I lied.

“Mr. Martin, are you aware Trish Campbell was a prostitute that worked for this man?”

“I…didn’t know that. Trish and I met at a party. We were starting to get close. I saw him there too…that's where I know him from.” I stretched the truth a little.

“I see. Were you at the party alone?”

“No…my wife was there too.” I said sadly.

“And where is your wife?”

“We…umm…we are separated right now.” I said sadly. It was basically the truth. I wasn’t about to tell him she was with JJ getting knocked up.

“I see. Ok, that’s all I need for now. I won’t hold you up any longer. Here’s my card. If you see or hear anything more, give me a call. Thank you for your time, Mr. Martin.”  He handed me his card and I let him out.

I ran upstairs in a panic. Grabbed my keys and drove like crazy to the hospital. Trish was in the critical care unit. I lied my way into there claiming to be her brother. When I saw her lying there, I burst into tears. Her head was bandaged and hid her beautiful blonde locks. A large bandage covered her left cheek and both eyes were bruised and swollen. Her left arm was in a cast and her right was bandaged in several places. The bottom part of her gown was open, and I could see bandages covering her ribs and stomach.

I stood there for a minute before I could get myself together. Then I pulled up a chair on her right side and took her hand and held it while I watched her. The nurse had told me that she had severe head trauma and hadn’t woken up yet. They wouldn’t know the true extent of the injuries until she did to see if there was any brain damage or loss of cognition. I sat there with her for hours praying she would wake up. I only left her side when I had to. She had been there for me…and by God I would be there for her, just like I promised.

It was late afternoon, and I was still sitting there with my head laying on the bed, still holding her hand. A gasp caught my attention. I looked to the door to see Cindy standing there with her hands over her mouth and a tear running down her cheek. I sat there and stared at her. I didn’t say anything.

“Oh my God.” she cried out. Her next words sent chills up my spine. “What did I do?”

I was confused at first. What did she mean ‘What did she do?’ What did she do? “Cindy?” I asked confused.

“I’m so sorry Trish. I didn’t know he was going to do this.” she cried.

Rage began to fill me. “Cindy…what are you talking about?” I said in a slightly raised voice.

She looked at me as if noticing me there for the first time. “Oh Rick, I am so sorry.” she cried.

I tried to calm myself. “Cindy, what happened.”

She sniffed as she sobbed. She wiped her eyes and looked at the floor.

“She…she came to me last night. She…she tried to convince me to leave JJ with her…to go back to you. She said all three of us could run away together.” she began sniffing again. “I couldn’t help it…I’m so sorry…I couldn’t help it Rick.”

My heart broke. “You told him, didn't you? You told him about it and now look where Trish is Cindy. Look what your wonderful ‘baby daddy’ did to her.” I said angrily.

“I’m sorry Rick. I didn’t know he was going to do that. I swear I didn’t.” she sobbed again.

“Get the fuck out.” my rage had reached a boiling point. “Get the fuck out of here Cindy. We don’t want you here right now. Not only have you betrayed me…but the woman you said you loved. Get the fuck out!” I said angrily.

She looked shocked at first. Then the tears started again as she slowly turned and walked away.

I laid my head back down and cried. Then the most wonderful thing happened.

“He…hey…sexy. Don’t…cry. It will be…alright.”

My head shot up and Trish was looking at me with a little thin smile on her swollen lips. The whites of her eyes were red and I could barely see them between the black and blue swollen lids. I could feel her squeeze my hand slightly to reassure me. My tears of sadness and hurt became tears of joy.

I hardly left her side after that. I made a few phone calls and hired the best plastic surgeon in the state. He came in and looked at the cut on her cheek and promised he could make the scar minimal. He said with a little makeup, you wouldn’t be able to see it. He took her into surgery that day and repaired her cheek. The detective came by later and was a little surprised to see me there. I reminded him we had become close. He asked Trish a bunch of questions, but she just said she didn’t remember anything, she claimed it must have been from the head trauma. I don’t think he bought it, but I could tell he knew she wasn’t going to rat out JJ.

It had been several days, and she was beginning to heal when she finally kicked me out to go home and rest. I had slept in the chair most of the time and she knew it wasn’t comfortable. I begrudgingly went. When I got home, it was lonely. I laid there thinking what I could do next. When an idea popped into my head, I smiled. 

It took a few days to get everything ready between staying with Trish at the hospital and the little bit of work I did. The good news was, Trish was going to be released soon. The bad news was, she thought JJ was going to come back for her again. He still owned her and she was worried he wouldn’t let go.

I hadn’t heard from Cindy since the day she left the hospital. When she ratted out Trish, I knew she wasn’t coming back. But it was time to put my plan in motion. I texted Cindy. ‘I need you to get JJ to come to the house.’

It didn’t take too long for the reply. ‘What the fuck are you talking about?’

I smiled. ‘I need to discuss something with him.’

‘Rick why are you doing this?’ she texted back.

‘Just tell him there is something in it for him.’

‘I don’t know Rick.’

I was beginning to get frustrated. ‘Tell JJ to come. We have something to work out. Something that will make him money.’

The next text made me smile. ‘What the fuck white boy you ain’t left the bitch yet?’

‘Hello JJ. Come by the house. We need to talk.’

I sat there on the couch waiting. The last text was sent five minutes ago and there had been no response. Finally, a text came back.

‘We are on the way Rick.’

I sighed. I hope this works.

Twenty minutes later the door opened, and JJ strolled in with Cindy attached to his arm. J-man and Spike followed. The first thing I noticed was Cindy’s eyes were red and glassy and her pupils were large. She was high…really high.

“So white boy, what the fuck is this all about?” JJ said as he sat on the couch and pulled Cindy down beside him. Her face was blank as she stared at me, but her eyes told a different story. I could tell she missed me.

“It’s simple JJ. I want to buy the bitch.” I said confidently.

JJ chuckled. “Uh huh. You remember what I said about love right. Show him bitch.”

Cindy stood up nervously and slowly opened her top. On her left breast was a new tattoo. It was a heart with JJ in the middle of it.

“She told me one time that I owned her body, but you would always have her heart. Not anymore white boy. Who owns your heart now bitch?”

“You do JJ.” she said sadly.

“Uh huh. Show him the other thing.” his tooth glowed as he grinned.

Cindy reached into her purse and pulled out a stick and laid it on the table. It was a positive pregnancy test.

I looked at it with a blank expression. I looked back up to Cindy and she had a sad look on her face and wouldn’t look me in the eyes. I looked back to JJ, and he had that smug look on his face.

“That’s all well and good, JJ. But that’s not the bitch I want to buy.”

Cindy showed her first expression since she came in. One of shock and surprise. JJ cocked his head in curiosity.

“I want to buy Trish.” I smiled.

Cindy got a pissed look in her eye. “What the fuck Rick?”

“Shut the fuck up bitch. Sit down and close that cock hole in your face. I’m talking business with JJ. Don’t fucking interrupt and know your damn place.” I yelled.

She got a stunned look on her face and sat down. JJ looked at her and chuckled.

“Damn Rick. That shut the bitch up. So, tell me what's up? Why do you want to buy that bitch?”

“Like you said one time, you can’t trust the bitch. I got her in line and was able to make money for you. Now that you fucked her over, she isn’t much use to you, is she? Nobody wants to buy a broke bitch, right? Seeing as how you have Cindy under your spell completely, you don’t need her anymore. She is a lot stronger willed than that bitch” I said nodding to Cindy “and has been a pain in your ass for a while now. You can get rid of her and turn a profit.”

“True. I was just going to throw her back on the street. Leave her there. So, what you offering for her?” he said with a sneer.

I pulled out a stack of papers. “Well for starters, you may own Cindy, but she is still legally my wife. I have divorce papers here and I will sign them, and you can have her and be rid of me.”

Cindy’s head dropped. I could see tears welling in her eyes.

“Heh, ok but it doesn’t matter to me if she’s married.” JJ chuckled.

“True, but just think, this white boy will be hanging around and people will start to talk JJ. They will ask you why you couldn’t get rid of a white boy. Look at her JJ. She still loves me. You see how the bitch is crying because I have these papers. I promise you…if you don’t sell me Trish, I will be around a lot longer…with both of them.”

JJ looked over at Cindy and his grin faded. Tears rolled down her cheeks. She was just staring at the floor.

“Also, I figure since you will be selling me a broken bitch, twenty grand should cover it.”

Cindy’s head shot up and her jaw dropped.

“Just think JJ, you get Cindy, twenty grand, a pain in the ass out of your hair, you turn a profit, and most importantly, you get to tell people how you ran off a pesky white boy that wouldn’t go away, and made him divorce his wife. That should boost the street cred, right? It’s definitely worth bragging about.”

JJ sat there for a second. Then his tooth reappeared with his grin.  “You got the cash?”

Cindy looked over at him and I saw a little fear.

“I do. So, what do you say JJ? Do we have a deal?”

“I like you, Rick. So, I'll tell you what, I’m gonna let you buy the bitch.”

“Good, one more thing. I know you are a man of your word. I don’t want you to bother either one of us again. Agreed?”

He smiled. “No problem. It will be good to get that bitch out of my hair. You sign that paper; drop those G’s and we got a deal.”

I picked up the papers and a pen. It was easy to get a divorce with all the pictures Cindy and JJ sent that night when he knocked her up. It made the task simple. It was still hard to do though. I still loved her, but she wasn’t the woman I married those years ago. She watched with the tears in her eyes as I signed it. She had betrayed me; she had betrayed Trish. Even after all that, I felt like I was betraying her. I had told her I would always be there for her, but in the end, I wasn’t. Betrayal for betrayal was not what I wanted, but that’s what I had to do.

I handed the papers to JJ, and he looked them over and smiled. He sat them back on the table. “Now the G’s”

I stood up, walked over to a drawer, and took out a large envelope.  I handed it to him. He opened it and his smile got wider. “You just bought yourself a bitch.” he chuckled. He stood up and looked at Cindy. “Let’s go bitch. We are gonna celebrate tonight.” he chuckled.

“JJ…can I have one last word in private with my w…ex-wife.” I said.

He looked at me and grinned. ‘Why the fuck not. Come on guys let’s roll. Hurry up bitch, I ain’t waiting all night.” he said as he and his guys walked to the door.

When they left, Cindy stood there frozen. She finally looked me in the eyes as tears flowed from hers. “I’m sorry. I know I fucked up bad.”

“Yes…you did.” I said bluntly.

“She wiped her eyes and face and looked at the floor again. “How…how is Trish?” she said, trying to hold back her tears.

“She’s improving. The doctors say she will recover…but she will still have some issues…probably forever.” I said sadly.

She looked back up at me, tears still streaming despite her attempt to hold them back. “You’re in love with her, aren’t you?” she whispered out.

“I am. I love her so much. She has been there for me through all this.” It was hard to say that to Cindy. I still loved her, but we were at an end. I loved Trish and I think she already knew that. She just wanted to hear me say it.

“I hope she treats you better than I did.” she said and started balling. Before I could say or do anything, she ran away and flew out the door leaving me standing alone again. I cried that night harder than I had ever cried in my life. When she ran out that door, a piece of me left with her.


Chapter 18

The next morning, it was time for a new chapter in my life. I cleaned up and dressed nicely. Not over the top, but a little dressy. On my way to the hospital, I stopped and got flowers. When I walked into the room, Trish’s face lit up. She was healing, but she still looked a little rough.

“Whoa. Hey sexy man. Looking for a date?” she giggled.

I smiled. “Indeed I am. How much do you charge?” I joked.

She smiled. “Well, for a sexy man like you…and since I am a little gimpy at the moment…maybe a kiss.”

“Damn you’re a cheap date.” I chuckled.

“Stop it…don’t make me laugh. It still hurts.” she said, trying to smile but wincing, trying not to laugh.

“I know, I’m sorry. These are for you.” I said as I handed her the flowers.

“Aww…thank you.” she said as she smelled them and held them to her chest.

I kissed her cheek that wasn’t bandaged and sat down. “So how are you feeling today?”

“Better. They said I could leave tomorrow. I’m not sure where I am going to go yet. I don’t know what JJ has planned for me.” she said sadly.

I smiled. I wasn’t exactly sure how she was going to react to the news I had. I hoped she would be happy. I knew she was still worried about JJ and that she said she would leave him before she was beaten, but that was also when she thought she would be bringing Cindy back with her. I also knew she would probably be upset that I had moved on from Cindy. I just didn’t see any other way to do it.

“About that. What would you say if I told you that you were coming home with me?”

She had a panicked look. “What about JJ?”

“Trish…I have some good news and bad news…well depending on how you feel about it…it may all be bad news.”

I could see the confusion in her face.

“You don’t have to worry about JJ anymore. I took care of that.”

“Rick? What did you do?” she said fearfully.

“Trish, you’re not black owned anymore. I bought you from JJ last night.” I said nervously.

“You what? How did…” She was speechless and stopped in mid sentence.  Her eyes were big even through the swelling.

“I love you Trish. I wanted you to be safe. Technically, you are mine now. Since I’m not black…well I guess that means you're not black owned.”

She looked away and got a far-off stare. “What…what about Cindy.”

This was going to be hard. “She…she belongs to JJ now. Completely. I signed our divorce papers in front of them last night.”

“Oh, Rick, no…you didn’t.” she whined as her head snapped back to me.

“I’m sorry Trish. After what she did…I couldn’t do it anymore. It was the hardest thing I had ever done.” My eyes began to tear again.

“I’m sorry Rick. I’m sorry I didn’t get her back.” she said as her eyes teared up as well.

“It’s not your fault. She is just too far gone. But the bright side is, you're free of JJ. Well, it’s a bright side to me anyway. I know you are torn about that.”

“Well, it’s going to be different. But I am glad to be away from him I guess…after what he had his gang do to me.” she said sadly. “But Rick, there had to be more. I know JJ. He wouldn’t just hand me over just because you signed a divorce.”

“Yeah…I uhh, I took a page out of Trish’s playbook. I appealed to his ego and his greed. I told him that I would be relieving him of a pain in the ass bitch.” I chuckled. She tried to laugh and winced. “Then I gave him twenty grand.”

Her mouth dropped. “Rick…I…no. I’m not worth that much.”

I smiled. “I know. You are worth a lot more than that. But he took it.”

“Rick, I’m serious. I would only be worth about five grand max on the street in my condition. Ten tops in perfect shape.”

“You are worth every penny of that twenty grand to me.”

“Oh Rick…” she said as she started crying. Even though I know it hurt her, she leaned up and hugged me and kissed my cheek.

After I helped her lay back. She had a look on her face that I couldn’t place. It was somewhere between relief and anxiety.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“I…I just can’t believe you. Why did you do this for me? Why didn’t you buy Cindy instead?”

“She didn’t want to come back to me. You do know why this happened to you, right?” I didn’t know if she knew it was Cindy that ratted on her. We had never discussed it.

“I have an idea.” she said sadly.

“Cindy told JJ. He told him what you were trying to do. That’s why this happened to you Trish. She betrayed you like she did me.”

She looked down at the flowers with a sad face. “Don’t blame her too much Rick. I know she was high…and I know Becca was brainwashing her. She didn’t understand what she was doing. She probably thought she was doing the right thing.”

“Why are you defending her? She is the reason you are here.” I was a little agitated. It didn’t seem right that Trish would defend her after what Cindy did to her.

“I used to be her Rick. I know what she is going through. Trust me, it may feel horrible to you…but I promise, it is just as bad for her. You said she watched you sign the divorce papers?”

“Yes. She was right there.”

“Did she act like she didn’t care?” she asked softly.

“No…she…she actually cried.” I said lowering my head.

“See. She still loves you. Just like I loved Steve when he left me.”

“What was I supposed to do, Trish? I already told you it was the hardest thing I have ever done. After all she did to us…after all the pain and suffering…what was I supposed to do? She was gone to me and I had to protect you. You’re all I have left.” I said as pain filled both my heart and my voice.

She grabbed my hand and squeezed it. “You're all I have left too. I know it was hard, Rick. I can’t blame you either…just like I couldn’t blame Steve for leaving me. I often wished he would have been more like you…but I know everyone has their limits…even you. Maybe you did the right thing. I don’t know. All I do know is, I love you. What you have done for me, no man has ever done that before. For that I will be forever grateful.”

I couldn’t help but smile as I looked back at her. She had always seemed to be my guardian angel through this. She was able to lift my spirits even when things were at their darkest.

“But will you promise me something?” she said as a playful look appeared on her face.

“Anything.”

“Let me handle the business stuff. You are as bad at buying pussy as you are selling it.” she giggled.

“What?” I said innocently. “It worked didn’t it.” I chuckled. “So, are you ready to go home tomorrow?” I smiled.

“Yes daddy. I am.” she smiled.

Trish’s recovery went fairly smoothly. She cried when she took off the bandage on her cheek and saw it in the mirror for the first time. Just as the plastic surgeon had said, it was minimal and almost unnoticeable without make up, but fully gone with it. She…and I, had worried about that, but she still looked as beautiful as ever. I waited on her hand and foot while she recovered, but as soon as she was able, she almost pushed me out of the way so she could start taking care of me. When I protested, she was quick to remind me that I was her daddy and taking care of me was part of it. Since it made her happy to do it, I let her.

The first night we made love again caught me by surprise. I didn’t think she was ready, but she seduced me anyway. It was as sensual and erotic as the first time. But the second time we made love, it was a little different. It was good, at least for me, but I could tell she was a little disappointed and seemed to want more even if she didn’t say so. I instantly recognized the same expressions and mannerisms that Cindy had just before she told me I wasn’t enough. I knew then that even though Trish loved me, she was still a black cock slut. I knew that was what she still craved. We had talked about it the morning after the first time we made love. She asked if I could handle it. Then, I felt like I could. Now, I was worried the whole thing that happened with Cindy would happen again. She laid there smoking her usual after sex cigarette and stared at the ceiling. I could tell something was on her mind and I thought I knew what it was. Before I could ask, she looked over at me with a curious look.

“Rick…since I am not black owned anymore…do you…do you want me to see about getting my tattoo removed or at least changed?”

That definitely was not what I was expecting. It caught me off guard. To be honest, I didn’t want to tell her this, but I secretly wanted her to keep the tattoo. Not because I wanted her to be black owned again, but it reminded me of Cindy. They both had the same matching tattoos in the same place. Even though she knew how I felt about Cindy, it just seemed disrespectful to her to admit that was the reason. Maybe I could talk her into keeping it for another reason. But first, I had to find out why she wanted to get rid of it.

“Why would you want to get rid of it?”

“Well…it just seems like it doesn’t fit anymore. I mean have you looked in the mirror lately…you're not exactly black.” she giggled.

I looked at my arm and feigned horror. “Oh shit, I’m not?”

She laughed and playfully slapped me on my arm. “Oh, stop it.” Her face got serious again. “Seriously though. If you want me to get rid of it, I will.”

“Is that what you want to do?” I ask cautiously.

She looked back at the ceiling and took a long drag. She seemed apprehensive to answer. “I don’t want to make you feel traumatized from it. I know what happened with Cindy and JJ was very painful for you. I just thought that every time you see it, you would get hurt again remembering.” she said sadly.

“Trish, look at me.” I said sternly but softly. She turned back to me with a worried look about her. I could see it in her eyes that she wanted to keep it but didn’t want to hurt my feelings.

“You didn’t answer my question. Do you want to keep it?”

She was still hesitant to answer. I could see the conflict in her eyes. I decided to let her off the hook.

“Trish, I am under no illusion about who and what you are. I know you love me, but the morning after we made love for the first time, you made sure to tell me who you were, you are a black cock whore. You may not be owned by a black man anymore, but you will always be owned by black cock. That will never change. I accept that. The tattoo just proves it. Honestly, I don’t mind the tattoo. I know that eventually you are going to want black cock again. I accept that too. I know you don’t want to hurt me. I also know you are missing it. I could see it tonight when we made love. I understand it. I want you to know you can have it, I won’t stop that. In fact, I know I can’t provide for you what they can, and I want you to be happy. The only thing that worries me is what happened with Cindy. I don’t want to lose you like I did her.” I felt like I was going to cry. I looked away from her, so she didn’t see it. I felt like this was the talk I had with Cindy all over again.

Her expression changed as I talked to her. She went from worried, to sad, then to compassionate. She reached up and turned my head back to her. She smiled a warm smile at me.

“Rick, I love you. You made it a point several times before to let me know that you weren’t Steve. I have told you before too. I’m not Cindy. I am not going to do to you what she did. I made mistakes with Steve, and I learned from them…the hard way. Yes, I do miss it and crave it, but I won’t leave you for it or try to drive you away. I will always put you first. I already have. Even when JJ told me to stop seeing you, I didn’t. In fact, that was all I could think about was getting to you to make sure you were ok. Yes, they give me the sexual pleasure I crave, but I learned some time ago, that’s not the only thing in life.”

I couldn't help but smile and chuckle when she broke into the chorus of ‘All You Need Is Love’. This was not like the talk with Cindy. I felt better about things and right then I knew it would be ok. Trish had a way of doing that to me.

“Feeling better now?” she giggled.

“Yes.” I said smiling.

“Good.” she said with a giggle then got serious again. “Rick, I’m not going to leave you. I promise, and I always keep my promises.” she said before she leaned over and kissed me.

I didn’t want to tell her that there was one promise she didn’t keep. But that was not her fault. Her promise to bring Cindy back was out of her hands. I just let it go and agreed with her. “Yes, you do. I guess I need to keep mine now and sell my baby girl out so she can get what she craves.” I chuckled.

She grinned. “Thank you, daddy.”

“I guess I will let you run that…seeing how I am terrible at both buying and selling pussy.” I chuckled.

“Don’t worry daddy, I will make sure you get your handshake.” she laughed.


Chapter 19

It has been a little over six months since I bought Trish from JJ. In that time we haven’t heard a word from him…or Cindy. I still missed her and loved her, but Trish had filled the hole in my heart nicely. Trish knew how I felt about Cindy, she understood because of her experience with Steve. I still looked back on things and wished I had done more to keep Cindy. I still felt like I had betrayed her by divorcing her and leaving her like I did. Even after all she had done to us, it still didn’t sit right with me what I had done, but at the time, it was all I could think of to protect Trish. Trish always seemed to know when I got depressed thinking about it and would cheer me up.

As time went on from buying her until now, Trish had proven to me over and over that I was indeed first and my trust in her grew. She did have her black lovers, but it was so much different from Cindy and JJ. First off, they were ecstatic that they didn’t have to pay for it anymore…except for the thank you and a handshake. Most didn’t mind me being there and there was no beratement or belittlement involved. I was able to join in with them and Trish loved that she could get what she craved and please the man she loved at the same time. I enjoyed watching her get pleased and helping to do it.

I planned a surprise for Trish for our six-month anniversary last month. We went on vacation to Jamaica. She didn’t know I had already arranged to stay at a special resort devoted to cuckolding where the white women were always surrounded by very hung good looking black men that were always eager to fuck. I made sure she had a string bikini that showed off her tattoo as well. Needless to say, she got a lot of attention from the black men on the island. The thing I liked about this particular resort is that the husbands were welcome to watch and, if they had the right black man, could participate as well. There was also another surprise too. I had planned to propose to her on that trip. She had joked around about me proposing but I acted like I didn’t want to get married again. It was perfect. I did it on the beach at sunset in the most romantic way I could. She cried and said yes immediately.

Things were going so well for us, and we were happy. We didn’t have a set routine per se. I never really knew what I would be walking into when I got home. There were times nothing at all would be going on. She would just simply rush up to me when I got home and jump into my arms. Other times she was freshly showered and naked from an encounter with one of her black lovers. Sometimes I would come home, and she would be fucking one of them. No matter if her lovers had left or they were still there, she made sure I was taken care of. I never think I will get tired of one of her famous blowjobs or fucking that tight ass she has. If I wasn’t there when it happened, she would tell me about it. She kept nothing from me and made sure to let me know how much she loved me. It was so much different than with Cindy.

Tonight, when I got home, it was like any other normal day. She rushed up to me, kissed me, and asked about my day. She had dinner ready and waiting for us and everything seemed normal…at first. During dinner I noticed she was a little quieter than normal. She even seemed a bit nervous. We had just started to eat and I wasn’t prepared for the words that came out of her mouth next.

“Umm…Rick. I uhh…I saw Cindy today.” she said cautiously as she stared at her plate.

Needless to say, my head shot up in surprise and I stopped eating and put my fork down. I stared at her blankly trying to comprehend what I had just heard.

“Rick, she isn’t doing good. JJ has her streetwalking now. I saw her on my way to the store. She was out on one of the street corners that JJ uses…one I used to walk.” she said sadly.

I wiped my mouth and sat back. The pain in my heart came back hearing that. It had been our worst fear for Trish to be put out on the street again, and now Cindy was there. I stared out blankly as Trish continued.

“I stopped and talked to her. Rick, she was a mess. A couple of months after you left, she was still pining for you…JJ got pissed and beat her. From that and all the coke Becca gave her…she lost the baby from that, Rick.” She said sadly as if she was holding back tears trying not to cry.

My head snapped over looking at Trish and the rage welled up in me. I know she could see it in my eyes.

“She is in a lot of pain. She still loves you and misses you. She is just like I used to be for Steve. She hates herself for what she said and did to us. I can’t tell you how many times she apologized to me.” she said as a tear ran down her cheek.

“Why…why are you telling me this, Trish.” I said sadly, holding back my tears as best I could.

“I want us to help her, Rick. We need to get her out. Becca got her hooked on coke. She tried to get her on heroin, but Cindy resisted. Becca died of an overdose last month and Cindy has been trying to get clean since then. It’s been rough on her, Rick. I know what it’s like to be out there…and trying to kick a drug like coke is no picnic by yourself. I don’t want that for her. I know you still love her…so do I. I don’t care what she did in the past, I only care about her now.” 

I was in so much pain hearing this. “What do you want to do?” I asked softly.

“I can talk to JJ. We can buy her like you did me. He doesn’t care about her anymore. He has a couple of new young girls that have his attention.”

“Ok…but Trish? Does she want to leave now?” I had to ask. She had once told me that she didn’t want to change. She acted like she never wanted to leave JJ before.

“She does. She is just like I used to be before you. JJ has lost his grip on her, but she has nowhere to go. We can give her that place, Rick. You once told me that you would always be there for me…you told her that too. I know you beat yourself up for leaving her and breaking that promise. Now you have a chance to change that. You can be there for her now.”

I know Trish was trying to sell helping her, but she didn’t have to try so hard. I had already made up my mind that I would. I was only worried about how this would change our relationship. I loved Trish very much and I wanted to marry her. How was this going to work out bringing in my drug addicted ex-wife to our home. I know Trish loved her…but it worried me. I didn’t want her to break us apart and I still didn’t know if I trusted Cindy.

“Trish…I want to help her…but what about us? I don’t want to lose what we have. I have never been happier in my life…and now…I can’t lose that.” I said as I felt a tear run down my cheek.

Trish jumped up out of her chair and came in behind me and hugged me. She whispered in my ear.

“Oh, honey. Nothing is going to change between us, I promise. But just think, it could be even better. You would have us both back. I told you before I am willing to share. I bet she would too. Besides, you will be able to fulfill the promise you made to both of us. I’m not saying it will all be easy, but I can guarantee that neither of us will ever leave you.”

I sighed. I knew I was taking a chance, but I could tell Trish wanted this badly…honestly, I did too to an extent. “Ok, what do we need to do first?”

She smiled a very happy smile. “Well, first, we need to get her off the street, safe and back home here where she belongs.” she said happily.

“Ok. So…do we just go pick her up? Do you know where she is?” I asked.

If I live to be a thousand, I will never be as shocked and stunned as I was at that moment. Trish got a huge grin on her face and a look in her eye that was priceless. She lifted her head and yelled.

“CINDY, YOU CAN COME DOWN NOW. EVERYTHINGS FINE.”

Those were almost the same exact words she yelled when she brought her back to me the first time. I felt my blood pressure spike and my heart was racing a mile a minute. My eyes bulged and my jaw dropped. I looked at Trish with my stunned expression and her grin was a mile wide.

“I brought her back to you, honey. Remember, I always keep my promises. I already knew you would help her, so I brought her home. We both love her, and this is where she belongs.” she grinned.

I heard footsteps on the stairs and my head jerked to the direction of the sound as I slowly stood up. Soon a redhead that resembled an older, hardened Cindy appeared. She was much thinner now and looked worn. Her hair wasn’t the silky shiny hair I remembered. It was dull and seemed lifeless. Her eyes were hollow compared to what they used to be. She had her head down in shame as she approached me. I felt a gentle nudge from behind me pushing me forward. I moved toward her, and we stopped just inches from each other. When she lifted her head and she looked into my eyes, her normally radiant blue eyes seemed dull and lifeless. I could see fear, pain, and sorrow in them.

“Hi, Rick. Surprise.” she said softly and cautiously.

I stared at her speechless. She stared back. We stayed that way for a minute. A tear dropped down her cheek and she lowered her head again.

“Rick, I am so…” she never got to finish that sentence.

I took her in my arms and held on tightly. After her initial surprise, she gripped me tightly too and began sobbing hard. We both held each other for what seemed like days. Both crying on each other's shoulders. I felt a hand on my other shoulder and saw Trish standing there with tears running down her cheeks and a huge smile. I opened up and grabbed her and pulled her in. Cindy saw what I was doing and pulled her in too. We all three hugged and cried for a long time. None of us wanted to let go.

After we had cried ourselves out, we took Cindy to the couch and set her between us. We both held a hand as we snuggled up to her. Trish had already heard most of her stories, but I hadn’t. I cried several times as she told me about what happened after I left and about her life on the street. Some of it I wished I would never have heard. She told me that after they left that night, JJ's attitude changed towards her. He no longer cared about her. He had won and that was all he really cared about. He had gotten the white boy to dump her and even paid a shitload more than what Trish was worth. He became mean and nasty towards her. He beat her after she told him she missed me, and she would always love me. He called her an ungrateful bitch and didn’t want her around. Becca kept feeding her coke to numb the pain from the beating and she miscarried. After she lost the baby, he told her it was a good thing since I was gone that he wasn’t going to take care of it. JJ threw her out on the streets after that. He beat her several more times after that for not making enough money. I can’t count how many times she apologized to both of us. She told me that she wanted to come home many times, but she was afraid to after the way she treated me and Trish. She said the way I yelled at her when I bought Trish, she believed I hated her.

The one thing that broke my heart the most was what she told me that happened about two months ago. Losing me and the baby and living on the streets was too much for her. She showed me the scar on her wrist where she tried to cut it because she was in a deep depression and high all the time. She didn’t want to live anymore. One of JJ’s gang stopped her before she could go too far. She spent a few weeks in a psych hospital before they released her. After she got out, JJ beat her again for missing time on the street and costing him money. He said the next time, if she didn’t finish the job, he would do it for her. I kept staring at the floor and the thought played over and over in my mind, I almost lost her forever, and I didn’t even know.

She said today when Trish pulled up and ran to her and hugged her, it was like an angel had come to rescue her. At first, she was scared. She thought Trish had come to get revenge for the beating she took when she told JJ about their talk. But when she saw the love on Trish’s face as she ran to her, and how tightly she hugged her, she just started crying. She was terrified when Trish finally convinced her to come home with her. She said she sat upstairs in the bedroom shaking the whole time until that voice called out to her again. She was terrified to come downstairs and face me again. She was terrified right up to the moment I hugged her. Then it was like a huge weight lifted off of her and she finally felt some peace.

We talked until the early morning hours. Finally, we decided it was time to go to bed. Cindy said she would sleep in the guest room. Trish didn’t tell her no; she told her hell no and grabbed her arm and dragged her up to our room. When I got up there, they were both laying there waiting for me. Trish made sure Cindy was in the middle so we could both snuggle up to her. Right before I finally passed out, I heard Cindy’s soft, shaky voice whisper out to me.

“I love you, Rick. I always will.”

I smiled. “I love you too Cindy. I always will.”


Epilogue

After Cindy came back, life was tough at first. Trish talked to JJ and he sold her to us for two grand. Trish told him that since I had overpaid for her, she wasn’t paying full price for Cindy. He actually could care less about her since he had a new bitch that he was working on and the two grand was a good deal for him since he wasn’t getting much from her lately anyway. Personally, I think he was more afraid of Trish and I being a pain in his ass again more than anything, but that’s just me.

We put Cindy into rehab at the start. She now had a reason to get clean and she didn’t have to do it alone. We were both with her every step of the way. So far, she has been clean and hopes to stay that way.

Trish introduced her to a few of her black lovers and they shared them. I of course was always taken care of by one or the other of the girls…sometimes both while they played with their lovers. When it was just us, we had our threesomes, but Trish also wanted for everyone to have a night alone with each other, a date night so to speak. We each would get a night alone together and the third one out would sleep in the guest room that night. Those nights were for love making and not fucking. As it turns out, that was one of the best ideas she had. It really brought us all closer together. No one felt left out because they knew they would get their turn too, and of course we still had nights when all three of us were together. My first night with Cindy alone was wonderful. It helped us recapture the magic we once had, but it also gave us a better appreciation for each other as well.

After discussing our engagement with Cindy, she understood and decided that she had her turn with me before and failed. She loved us both and knew we loved each other. She was truly happy for us and didn’t want to get in our way. On one of our date nights, I talked to Trish about a plan I cooked up. When she heard it, she jumped into my arms and started crying for joy.  A week later, Cindy was coming back from her therapist. She was stunned when she walked in the door. The house was dark, but candles burned on the table that was set for three. Trish and I were dressed fancy like we were going on a dinner date. She looked embarrassed at first and thought we were having a date night and said she would leave to give us our privacy. Trish laughed and took her by the arm.

“The table is set for three bitch.” she said playfully.

I smiled and took her other arm, and we walked her to the table. Trish pulled out her chair but turned it facing away from the table. Cindy looked confused but she played along.

“So…what’s the occasion?” she said as she sat down. 

Trish and I smiled at each other. “I’m glad you asked.” Trish giggled. “It’s going to be a special night…we hope.”

“Special night?” Cindy said, confused.

“Well…we have a question for you?” I said slyly. I looked at Trish and nodded. She smiled back slyly, and we both got on one knee.

Trish pulled out a small box and opened it. A shiny diamond glittered in the candlelight. In unison we both asked.

“Cindy, will you marry us?”

She was balling before she could even answer.

Trish and I had a normal small legal ceremony with just a few people. Cindy of course was the maid of honor. Instead of tossing the bouquet, Trish walked up to Cindy and handed it to her with a sly smile and wink. That night, we all three had a private ceremony where we all wed each other spiritually. Our honeymoon was in Jamaica at the same resort where I proposed to Trish. I became almost a hero to the black guys at the resort, not only for coming back, but for bringing them two sexy women this time.

A year after we had married, we were watching the news when a picture of JJ flashed on the screen. The newscaster said that he and several other members of his gang had been shot and killed by a man who was an ex-navy seal. The newscaster went on to explain that the man's wife had been having an affair with him and killed him and his associates in a jealous rage. We all looked at each other shocked. Then Cindy laughed and said he finally got what he deserved.

The only complaint in my otherwise storybook life these days, was a plan the girls set in motion unbeknownst to me. I had been busy at work and hadn’t noticed any changes in things. I was enjoying the fact that both girls seemed to be horny all the time lately and I was happy to help. It wasn’t until I was awakened by both of them sitting on the bed on either side of me, both grinning slyly, that I knew something was amiss. When I asked what was going on, they laughed, and they both handed me a small device. Both of them were pregnancy tests, and both were positive. It seems that they decided they would stop their birth control at the same time and only have sex with me. They were racing to see which one I would impregnate first. Turns out it was a tie. Now I will have double diaper duty for a while. Actually, I was ecstatic about the kids, I just wish they wouldn’t be coming both at the same time.

cover.jpeg
antom 58951






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




