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Chapter 1

 


There’s no need to go deep into the
background of my wife Olivia’s sex life before things turned upside
down and my wife was converted into a slut for black cock. Perhaps
the puzzling thing is my role in helping it happen—and my enjoyment
of it today.

Olivia didn’t start out to be the
hotwife she is today, far from it. She was shy, prudish, and
reluctant to do anything remotely sexy outside our bedroom. Six
months ago Olivia would have never dreamed she would be where she
is today—ready to go fuck her black lover whenever he calls, dress
however he asks, and work at fulfilling any desire that might pop
into his mind.

It wasn’t always like that.

We were typical and normal in many
ways. We married very young, didn’t date a lot of other people, and
while our sex life was great, it was always like there was
something missing, something undone.

My sexual imagination of new and
different things was constantly expanding; constantly want to
experiment with this or that. Olivia is beautiful, and I enjoy
showing the world what I have, and at the same time letting her
show off her many visual assets.

She works too hard in the gym to keep
that taut body under wraps the way she does.

Olivia has always resisted my
expanding sexual imagination and my wanting to play out with her
initially, but I would finally wear her down and convince her to
try it. Reluctantly she would, determined she would not get sexual
pleasure out of it, and then she would like it. No, she loved it.
She loves it all.

The excitement of something new sparks
her enthusiasm, and the subsequent rush we felt as we talked about
it, whatever new toy or game we would add, it would become a
standard part of our sexual repertoire.

For instance Olivia resisted my using
a vibrator on her clit, until I did it. Soon she would let me watch
her use it. She held back using a dildo in front of me—until she
discovered she liked me watching her fuck herself with a big rubber
cock. Pornos? Same thing. We started with one-on-one pornos but
eventually graduated to pornos showing two men on one woman and
gang bang pornos.

All that was going on inside the
bedroom. Outside of that it was strictly no go. Olivia drew the
line on dressing hot. “What would people think?” she would
argue.

I wanted her to dress revealing at
times, especially on vacation or places where we were not known.
She reluctantly would do it sometimes if I pushed hard, but
sometimes she would push back, get mad and refuse. Even if she gave
in and wore something sexy, she would tug at it constantly. If it
was a short skirt she tugged it down, a low cut blouse, she would
tug it up. And evening dress with an open V showing cleavage—she
would tug and usually keep her arms crossed. If she would realize
how sexy and beautiful she is, and enjoy the looks of lust from the
men and envy from the women, and do it with confidence, it would be
the ultimate turn on for me—but she could not.

Olivia’s reluctance became a
challenging resistance to be overcome. The rewards on the other
side would be worth the effort, but this was a constant push on my
part. I was constantly pushing her comfort zone, wanting to step
outside it, and reveling in it when she would make any move in that
direction; from wearing a thin blouse with no bra to suggesting we
watch a gangbang porno at night.

It was the same with her flirting with
other men. I loved them seeing what I had and they did not. Ours
was not a bad sexual life, the frequency was good, and the intimacy
OK and fucking itself was no complaints. Once she got going a lot
of her prudish shyness would ease—but like I said, there was always
this ominous awareness that something was missing, something was
unsaid or undone, and once that came out in the open it would be an
entire new level of passion and sexual ecstasy. At least I was sure
of it in my mind. Although I never verbalized those thoughts to
Olivia, I knew that she and I were not on the same page when it
came to sexual boldness.

And that was where things were with us
the day I was surfing the Internet for new pornos she might like
when I clicked on a hotwife forum. I read a few stories and posts,
and felt like I had found a group of kindred spirits. The next day
I spent two hours catching up.

Here were men who felt exactly like I
did, men with beautiful wives they wanted to see be bolder, who got
a rush out of showing off their wives. And a lot of the husbands
posting were like me, they had wives that were not
interested.

The most erotic posts and stories were
of husbands narrating about their wives fucking other men, usually
with the husbands watching. As I read more of those I felt it shove
my erotic meter off the scale. It was fun to read about—but if I
couldn’t get Olivia to wear a sheer blouse under a blazer there was
no way anything like her fucking another man was something I would
ever realize. But by going to this forum I could at least enjoy
reading about others’ experiences.

The forum became a regular stop on my
daily surfing. I didn’t mention the forum to Olivia, but I soon
founding myself thinking about what I had read in the forum as I
was pounding her tall lithe body. I started talking dirty to her,
role playing different scenarios, some of which I took from the
forum.

True to form, Olivia fought against
even talk and role playing about other partners, but once we
started she would get into it and our fucking and her orgasms
became more and more intense. Once we had both orgasms she would
instantly revert back to her prudish reluctant self, and would
harbor no talk about any of the role playing afterward. Those brief
glimpses of the released sexuality of my wife only made my desire
to go further worse.

One day I decided I had lurked long
enough, and I posted the story of our sexual married life. I made
up names for us, described as being from a different town, and did
what I could to disguise our identities. I described our journey,
her reluctance, her pleasure once reluctance was overcome, and in
the posts back and forth that followed I soon discovered I had a
small group of other husbands who encouraged my efforts, who had
been at the same place, who added their opinions on little things
that might help, things like stressing I be patient, listen, pull
out what were her fantasies were and her desires and to follow them
rather than forcing my own.

There were three other men who I began
talking to outside the forum on a regular basis. All three offered
more details and sometimes as I got to know them better I told them
of more personal things Olivia and I were doing sexually, more
specific on the titles of the pornos, little things she had said or
done, and with that they assisted me in deciphering what she really
wanted and was saying.

As so often happens on the Internet,
one day, Don, one of the three, stopped answering posts or emails.
He was gone. After four months my second friend disappeared,
leaving only Ellis. Of the three he and I corresponded the least,
but now with only him to talk to, the email exchanges came more
often, and I went into more detail. He became a
confidant.

I found myself emailing Ellis a couple
of times a week about my wife and my progress in expanding her
horizons. Ellis always offered advice, but never talked about his
wife or things they had tried. He was good with his advice though,
recommending the right time to bring up a new video, a new type of
dildo or to try, and little nuances to look out for and words to
say to capitalize on her moods.

Ellis was good and knew his way around
women. By following his advice of constant compliments and praising
her, and with a few well timed gifts, I was able to convince Olivia
to go topless on a beach filled with other people when we were on
vacation and stayed at a hotel with a topless section on the beach.
Ellis asked for a photo but I didn’t send it.

About this same time Olivia started
worrying about aging. She found a few gray hairs, she thought her
nice C-cup boobs were changing shape and she was concerned it was
the start of her boobs sagging, and one night after several drinks
she admitted she was worried that she would no longer be attractive
to men. This was from a woman who could stop conversation when she
walked into a room in conservative street clothes, and would draw
all men’s attention in anything remotely revealing. A little
cleavage and she owned the room. The problem most of the time was
she never saw other men’s reaction, or chose to ignore
them.

When I mentioned to Ellis her concern
about aging, he told me it was the magic moment I had been waiting
for. “When a woman starts worrying about how she looks to other men
is when they are more open to stepping things up a bit. It is time
that you help her become more aware of other men’s attention,” he
advised. “But it is also when you need to start being more careful
about how you approach it.”

At his suggestion I started being more
lavish in both my attention and praise. Any positive move she made,
something as simple as unbuttoning a blouse one extra button at
dinner might bring flowers, or a shopping trip for a new button up
blouse. It worked. I bought a few sexier blouses, nothing overt,
but just the hint of racier, maybe an open neck that would show the
swell of her breasts. Mundane for most, but for her it was a big
step. She would sometimes even wear one of the new tops out to
dinner – but even then only if it was out of town.

My reward was more than I could have
imagined. The children were both away at school, so the biggest
shock—to my delight was the day she met me at the door in a sheer
robe, a full wineglass for me, and there in the foyer while I
sipped my favorite wine, my wife dropped to her knees, pulled down
my pants, and gave me a memorable blow job.

Olivia looked up with those big green
eyes as she sucked my cock, as I watched my cock disappearing into
her beautiful face. It was great, and the night that followed was
just as good, naked in the hot tub, fucking in the hot tub, resting
outside on the patio in lounge chairs and then upstairs for another
good fuck, nesting our naked bodies together until daylight. But
something was still missing. Sexually there was the unmistakable
feeling that she was holding back, she couldn’t let go for that
earth-shattering screaming orgasm. As for being overtly sexy
outside the house, it was still forbidden territory.

I gave Ellis the details of our day of
sex, which prompted more of his advice. I was following his
tutoring minutely. I was convinced by now he knew what he was
talking about.

“Forget about pushing her
to dress sexier, to flirt more with other men, or using toys. Work
on her mind,” he advised. “Go for more role playing, talking about
her fantasies, let her get to the point she can tell you about the
craziest fantasy in the world and not hear anything but praise from
you.”

From our ensuing late-night whispered
sex talk I discovered Olivia had a fantasy of being watched. We
role played it. The sex was unbelievable. I was amazed how simple a
thing as talking about her fantasies would raise the level of her
enthusiasm, the intensity of her orgasms, and her willingness to
bring the same theme up the following night without my
prompting.

We were getting along great; I do not
recall us ever feeling any closer. Ellis’ guiding me in how to pay
rapt attention to my wife was paying dividends beyond what I could
imagine. It wasn’t fake attention. I love my wife, and the increase
of praise and compliments was sincere. And in gratitude for his
guidance I continued relaying my success to my online friend
Ellis--in detail.

When he asked for a photo of Olivia
again I emailed him a sexy shot of her in a low cut blouse. “Now
step it up,” he said, “I had now idea your wife was so drop-dead
gorgeous, you lucky bastard! For the next step don’t use a fantasy
unless it includes her fucking another man,” he said. As usual his
advice was spot on. Two days later I also sent him the photo of her
topless on the beach. It only seemed fair since he had played a
part in helping me to convince her to do it.

“Great tits,” he said after
he received it. “Perfect nipples. Are they sensitive?”

“I have made her cum by
sucking on her breasts,” I said.

Two days later in one of our more
intimate moments I asked Olivia for a fantasy that she had never
had the courage to tell me before, one concerning another man. It
may have been the drinks, the romanticism of the moment, or the
stars aligned in the right manner, but this night she admitted that
she had always been curious about black men, and had always had a
strange attraction to black men that she couldn’t
explain.

“Now that I’ve admitted it
I don’t want you throwing it up to me, or mentioning it to me when
we fuck, or wanting to role play anything along that line,” she
said firmly. “And I don’t want a black dildo, I know how you
think,” she added.

“I’d never…”

“You’re lying. I told you
the truth, and that is it with this line of talk. If you say
anything else about it I’m going to be mad and stop playing any and
all of these little sex games you like so well.”

Olivia was solid on this. She wouldn’t
budge, I could tell by the tone of her voice. The next day I
emailed Ellis.


Chapter 2

 


I had half a hard-on when I emailed
Ellis this all new revelation. I felt it was a turning point of
some sort, but wasn’t sure how to proceed. His response was a short
line.

“Wow. Let me think about
this for a day. This may be much bigger than you
realize.”

“Really?” I questioned. I
thought it was big too, but her flat refusal to hear any more about
it was a roadblock.

“This is big,” Ellis said,
reassuring my thinking the same thing. “Now is the time to analyze
little thing through,” he said. “Send me a nude photo of
her.”

I didn’t know why his receiving a nude
photo of Olivia had anything to do with the subject but I was so
deep into the conversation at this point I didn’t even think to
question why – other than he wanted to see Olivia’s hot body. I got
a rush letting someone else, a complete stranger, see my naked
wife.

I wanted to show her to him, I wanted
him to see the complete woman he had assisted me so well into
enhancing our sex life. I didn’t hesitate when I went to my small
file of nude shots she had allowed me to take and selected my
favorite, with her hair down, a beautiful smile, leaning forward on
the bed, her bare breasts capped with hard nipples, and her long
legs extending the length of the photo. It was a shot that could
have been in place in any men’s magazine in the world. Olivia was
beautiful, sexy, and innocent all the same photo. I hit
send.

“Very nice. She’s fine.”
Ellis said. “Woman like that is almost too hot to keep to yourself.
Let me think about our best next step for a day and I will get back
with you tomorrow.”

***

“What do you think?” I
asked Ellis the next day while emailing him. His success rate with
opening up my enhanced sex life with Olivia had given him total
credibility with me by now.

“Beautiful woman. Great
boobs. Love a shaved pussy.”

“Waxed actually,” I shot
back in my answering email, “but that was not what I was asking.
Where do we go from here?” I recognized that Ellis and I were now a
team dedicated to the releasing of Olivia’s inhibitions.

His responding email was one of the
longer ones he’d sent. “I want to recap just to be sure I’m reading
things right,” he wrote. “By the way I’m looking at the nude photo
of Olivia as I pass along this advice. I see something in her eyes
and expression that gives me even more insight into her. She is a
sensual woman fighting to keep all this passion and enthusiasm
holed up, but it is striving to get out, to be unleashed. She is
not totally conscious of it, but it is there just the
same.

“You feel it too, and that
is the unseen side of your wife that you are dying to see. She
gives you glimpses of it at times, and then stuffs the
uncontrollable side of her passion back behind the seals of her
inhibitions.

“The woman you say you
want, the flirty, dressing hot, uninhibited, try-anything, sensual,
sexual wife is close. It is so close you can feel the heat from
within her, but you do not know how to unlock her and let it out.
She doesn’t know either. But you are at the point you would do
nearly anything, allow her to do nearly anything, to see this
happen. Is that right?”

I felt my pulse quicken as I read it.
He hit it directly on the head. It was as if he could read my
mind—and he had been so in tune with what worked with Olivia so far
too. I had just finished the last dregs of my second coffee and the
email came in while I refilled my cup. Before I even took a sip I
sent back, “You have pegged it.” Instantly a PM window popped up on
my screen. We had not private messaged before. “EdoesW” was his log
on name.

“This is Ellis,” it said.
“PM back. This part of the conversation needs quicker responses
than email.”

“OK, I’m here,” I
typed.

“Barry, are you ready to
take a bigger step, to see Olivia take a bigger step than you might
have imagined for your goals for her to come to fruition? It is a
bold move, but I think it is required at this moment.”

“Yes.”

“OK, here’s the big
question. Think before you answer. Would you still say yes if it
involved Olivia fucking another man?”

“No need to think. I have
thought about it, fantasized about it. I would like to see it
happen. I just don’t see how she would do it through.”

“See as in ‘watch’ or see
as to have it happen?”

“Either or I guess. I’d
like to watch, of course, but knowing her I can’t see that
happening.” I answered. “But I don’t think it could ever
happen.”

“If you are still willing
to follow my lead and mean it, I think we can make it
happen.”

“Really? Yes. I’m willing.”
I typed. I exclaimed “Oh wow, oh wow,” under my breath as I waited
on Ellis’ next response.

“But you would have to
follow my instructions to the letter. Could you do
that?”

“Yes, I’m in.” I
said.

“We’ll see,” Ellis said.
“Here’s the real question. Are you OK with that beautiful wife of
yours with those perfect hard nipples getting fucked by a black
man?” he asked.

“Oh hell,” I typed, “I know
her reaction over the past few weeks—that would be the ultimate for
her—and me. If anything would open the wild side of her that would
be it I’d think.”

“It is time we talked on
the phone,” Ellis said. “Give me your phone number.”

I gave him the numbers and the phone
rang moments later.

“Hello?”

“This is Ellis,” I heard,
the voice a deep booming husky sound, with the unmistakable
inflections of a black man. Previously I had assumed he was white.
He had given me no indication he was black.

“The time for online shit
is over if you want to go forward. Do you?” This could be
perfect.

I couldn’t believe I was having this
conversation—with a black man. Up until now it had just been words
and play between me and Olivia. This was far beyond that. But the
answer was just as obvious. I couldn’t control myself
now.

“Yes, I want to go forward.
How would we work it?”

“I’ve done this a time or
two, so I tell you it can happen, but you have to agree to our
going forward beforehand. Despite what you say I know you will have
apprehensions and second-thoughts, but I have to have some
assurances before I start on this and put time into it. And there
are certain ground rules you have to be willing to abide
by.”

“What rules?” I
asked.

“Once we get started I will
not stop,” he had warned. “I don’t play those kinds of
games.”

“I understand,” I
said.

“Once a white wife gets
black dick the first time there is no guarantee where it goes,”
Ellis said. “You want me to seduce her, and that is what I am going
to do—but don’t think once I get my cock up inside that pretty
white brunette’s pussy neither you nor I know where it will go from
there.”

“I know,” I said. “But it
is what I want, and I’m willing to take the risk to see
it.”

“You have to be open and
honest with me about any questions I might have about Olivia, her
likes, dislikes, turn-ons, turn-offs, even minute things. You have
to be willing to help arrange a face-to-face between Olivia and
myself. I will take it from there.”

“OK.”

“It needs to be soon. Every
minute we wait is working against us and giving her time to get
back into her old groove. And the most important thing, as I said,
you need to do exactly as I say for the next few weeks. I don’t
need you winging it or thinking too much. I won’t be asking
anything extraordinary from you either. Now, I will give you one
more opportunity to pull the plug on this—and you will have to tell
me you again want me to go ahead. If it is a “no” we can stop and
walk away then—but once you’ve say “OK,” you’ve given up the right
to stop it. Agreed?”

“Fair enough,” I said. “But
I want a guarantee too. I want you to keep me informed at every
step of the way. That is my condition.”

“Oh I fully intend to do
that,” Ellis said with a laugh. “You’ll know.”

“And she is not forced to
do anything,” I added.

“You don’t have to even say
that. It is not how this works. It’s not how I work. She will want
to. That I will guarantee. The goal is not to merely fuck her but
get her to the point she wants to be fucked.

“And Barry, you have to
understand that if she is totally against being with someone else,
if it is a concrete part of her being, then it will never happen.
She will have to want it to happen. Thing is though, with a little
praise and the right circumstance, most women go along, and from
all indications about here she’s inclined to play. But remember,
there are no guarantees in this,” Ellis said.

“I understand. No
guarantees.”

“OK, tell me about her. How
long have you been married?”

“19 years.”

“Kids?” he
asked.

“Two, both away at college,
19 and 18.”

“Married young
then.”

“Very young. Probably too
young,” I said.

“You the first guy she
fucked?”

“Yes.”

“And since?”

“No other sexual partners
but me,” I said.

“Any close calls for her,
infatuations, heavy flirting?”

“A couple of times, one guy
did ask her to meet him for lunch, but she turned him down flat and
told me that afternoon. Nothing that went beyond a conversation,” I
said.

“Does she like to dress
sexy?”

“Hell no, resists it. You
know that. She gives in from time to time just to humor
me.”

“Does she know how
beautiful she really is?” Ellis asked.

“No, at least not that she
uses it to her advantage. Half the time she had no clue of the
effect she has on men when they stop talking or do double takes
because of her beauty.”

“She like to suck
dick?”

“What?” I said, “What kind
of question is that?”

“It is a question about
your wife I want answered, you said you’d answer questions and I
expect you to. Does she like to suck cock?”

“Yes,” I admitted, adding,
“She’s good at it, takes pride in I guess you’d say.”

“She swallow? Deep
throat?”

“She has swallowed, but if
I cum in her mouth she will spit it out. She has not deep throated
me.”

“Good. I will have her
doing that quickly,” Ellis predicted. “What kind of foreplay do you
use with her, what does she like?”

I paused. He was asking things about
my wife that no one else knew but me—in a way no one should know
but me. I was too far into it now, though. I took a deep breath.
“She loves having her pussy eaten, but gets sensitive quick and if
I’m too rough it becomes a turn off. Loves me swirling my tongue in
a circle around her clit and tongue fucking her. That what you
wanted?”

“That exactly the kind of
information I want,” Ellis said. “I want to know intimate details
about her. I have to have that if we make this work. What
else?”

“She loves having her neck
kissed, a real turn on to her.”

“Every tied her up and
fucked her?”

“No. I have held her hands
together over her head so that she couldn’t move them while we
fucked though.”

“She like that?”

“Seemed to,” I
said.

“Music, politics, movies,
actors?”

“Smooth jazz, not all that
into politics—too much arguing, she says. Movies she likes are
usually romantic chic flicks, “Harry Met Sally” kind of
things.

“What is the hottest movie
that she’s ever seen that you might call mainstream?”

“9 ½ weeks. She wouldn’t
talk about it, but was crazy horny for days afterward. I know she
watched it twice.”

“Interesting,” Ellis said.
“Pornos?”

“We watch pornos
sometimes.”

“She ever pick the
subject?”

“Sometimes.”

“What themes she like?”
Ellis asked.

“Usually one-on-one sex,
sometimes two men and one woman. From time to time a gang
bang.”

“She squirt?”

“Yes.”

“Favorite sexual
position?”

“Doggie,” I
said.

“She like having her hair
pulled and ass slapped when she is getting fucked
doggie?”

“I don’t know. We’ve never
tried it,” I responded.

“You have toys?”

“A vibrator, a couple of
dildos.”

“She get off in front of
you?” Ellis asked.

“She has.”

“Using what?”

“Usually just her fingers.
She has used a vibrator. The dildos are a rare thing for
us.”

“What kind of
dildos?”

“Realistic cyberskin I
think they call it,” I said.

“Big?”

“One is about 6 inches, the
other is about 8.”

“Either of them black?”
Ellis asked.

“No, she’d freak,” I
said.

“Any of the pornos
interracial?”

“We’ve seen a few with a
black guy in some of the gangbangs; one of the two guys on one
woman has a black guy.”

“She react hotter to those
over others with only white guys?” Ellis asked.

I tried to think back. “A little I
guess.” I was at the point I was enjoying this now. I couldn’t
believe I was actually telling this relative stranger such things
about my wife.

“She on birth control or
you use something else?”

“I had a vasectomy after
our second child,” I said. “She is off and on birth control pills
to regulate her cycle, which she has trouble with. I don’t keep up
with that.”

“She take it in the ass?”
Ellis asked.

“Never has. We tried a
couple of times but I stopped, she said it hurt too
bad.”

“Her black man fantasy
something you suspected?”

“Not at all,” I said. “I
would have never thought it. It was a shock when she said
it.”

“You think she would be
more willing to fuck a black man or a white man if it came down to
it?”

“I do not have a clue,” I
said. “A black man would be more taboo for her.”

“Your marriage
strong?”

“I’d say the strongest;
both of us know neither of us is going anywhere. We have too much
history, and I think we do respect and love each other,” I
said.

“How is she emotionally?”
Ellis asked.

“A little obsessive about
some things, but in general she is bright, and open minded to a
point. She will admit she is wrong and change her mind if you prove
it to her.”

“What about her raising?
Type of household, how strict were they.”

“Normal middle class I’d
say, one brother, one sister, both older. Mom and Dad always
together. I’d say they tended lean conservative—maybe even a little
old fashioned.”

“She the baby then?” he
asked.

“Yes.”

“How is she around men
she’s meeting for the first time?”

“Friendly. At ease. She was
raised with a brother and I think it shows. If anything she is too
friendly and some guys misconstrue that friendliness for interest.
She sets them straight pretty quick though.”

“A no-nonsense girl?” Ellis
asked.

“I guess you could say
that,” I said.

“This is the question I
will ask you to answer tomorrow, after you have thought about it.
Once it starts, once I’ve fucked her, you need to understand you
will get the woman who will do all the things you have wanted.
Olivia will do all the things she’s been holding back on all these
years. But for that to happen you have to understand you can’t
guide how it happens. You are the husband, you get the benefits,
but this is not about you but her, and she will take it where she
wants—not you. Is that clear?”

“Clear.” I said. I noted he
did not say if he would fuck her but when.

“Once it starts you have to
let it go where it will, you can’t stop it. The time for your
reservations is now. If you can’t handle it, say it now and we can
go back to the forums and talk about such things and you be happy
that it didn’t happen.”

“I think I’m willing for it
to happen.”

“It is not a think. You
have to know. And the letting it go once it starts is vital. I’ve
seen husbands try to stop things once a white wife gets going and
it turned into a mess. It is not a revocable permission. You might
think it is, but she will not. So the big question I will ask
tomorrow is, are you sure you want to go on. I will email you the
question again tomorrow.”

“I will email your answer
tomorrow,” I said.

“OK,” Ellis said. I think
he knew my answer before I hung up.


Chapter 3

 


It was a sleepless night. All I could
think about was the second guessing myself that I was setting my
wife up on one hand and on the other hand once this happened, as
Ellis promised, and as I knew in my gut, Olivia would be the
uninhibited sexy wife that I was now obsessed with her becoming. If
it took her fucking another man for that to happen, OK.

I would think about it for an hour or
two in the darkness, and then with my cock rock hard and unable to
hold back any long I would wake up Olivia by trying to put my cock
inside her.

She was game and let me, although
half-asleep. I ravished Olivia twice that night. After the second
time she asked me what had gotten into me. I didn’t dare tell her
the truth.

As soon as she left for work I called
into the office, told them I would be late, and went to my
computer. The question from Ellis was already in my email
box.

“OK Barry. Here is the
question for the last time. Do you want to proceed with the goal of
overcoming your wife’s prudish and inhibited ways—even if it means
fucking another man, realizing that once it starts it goes where it
goes, possibly out of your control?”

“Yes, I’m ready for it
happen. I understand and am willing to let it go where it goes.” I
hit send.

Before I got up from the computer his
email came back.

“Received your positive
answer. Now the fun starts. Send me another nude photo of her, a
sexier one. Any second guessing or doubts should be put out of your
mind—because all you will hear back is you had your chance to say
no and you said to go for it.”

I went to my pictures again, and I had
one of Olivia on her hands and knees, her pussy lips parted and wet
facing the camera, her body half twisted to show her breasts and
her face looking back at the camera with a smile. It was a perfect
doggy position. I attached and sent it.

“Perfect. She likes to get
fucked doggy style?” he asked.

“Her favorite,” I said in
response.

“I have a little research
to do,” Ellis said. “Send me her real name, your address, her
Facebook name for starters.”

I responded with the information and
he did not send a reply email.

***

Two days later, a Thursday, he called
my cell. “Your wife is hot.” he said. “I am going to enjoy this
one. I can’t wait to fuck her.”

“You seem sure of
yourself,” I said, taken aback at his sudden cockiness.

Ellis laughed. “I know me, and from
what I can find out online I know a lot about her. Yes, I’ll fuck
her—and she’ll love it. Within three weeks you are going to have
the uninhibited wife you want.”

“OK.” Was all I could
stammer.

“I saw on Facebook you and
she went to the opening of that new club in Cutworth, the Blue
Sambuca.”

“We did, we were on our way
back from vacation and stopped near the mall in Cutworth for some
last minute shopping on the way home. We don’t get through there
very often and she likes the mall. They were having the grand
opening of the club and we went in for a drink. She put the
pictures on Facebook.”

“Did you like it? Would she
go back?”

“She loved it. Yes, she’d
go back.”

“Good. Take her there as a
surprise tomorrow night.”

I thought it over, we usually went out
Friday nights for dinner, and despite the hour and a half drive it
was something we had actually talked about doing. No problem there.
“Not a problem,” I said. “How’s this going to work.”

“Baby steps, my friend,
baby steps,” Ellis said. “You are going to have a couple of drinks,
go to the restroom and text me, and when I come in I will come up
and you will introduce me as a business contact. Nothing more. I
won’t stay long.”

I was hyperventilating. This was
insane, here I was arranging a way to introduce my wife to a black
man I’d had only talked to on the phone and knew from the Internet.
I was insane, because I agreed. “We’ll finish dinner about 9, so it
would be about 9:30 to 10:00 before we would be finishing the after
dinner drinks.”

“Perfect,” Ellis
said.

“And then what? After
that.”

“Baby steps, like I said,
one thing at a time,” Ellis said. “Tomorrow night then.”

***

Getting Olivia to go back to Blue
Sambuca was easy. She loved the place. It was an elegant upscale
club, with the clientele leaning more toward sports jackets and
club wear. “OK, this is a place where I could wear something sexy
and be comfortable,” Olivia had said.

The band was versatile, was playing a
mix of top tunes from various decades, with the volume low enough
for a quiet conversation and the room dim enough during the slow
dances for some intimate exchanges. The dance floor was huge,
ringed with “U” shaped booths in the back and a row of tables in
the front.

Olivia wore a low cut black dress that
displayed as much cleavage as I’d ever seen her dare, and my
attention was riveted on my beautiful wife. I was shocked that she
would even consider showing this much flesh—she never had worn
anything like this out with me before. I couldn’t stop staring at
my beautiful—and now sexy—wife. The dress was floor length, but
that served more to keep attention to her chest than those long
dancer legs of her.

We had a nice dinner, danced some,
especially the dimly lit slow dances, and had just finished our
second drink by 10 p.m.

“Are we going to keep
drinking and get a hotel room down the street or stop here and
drive home?” she asked.

“Let me think about it
while I go pee,” I said, having felt the vibration of my phone in
my pocket. In the restroom I opened the text. “Well? I’m in the far
corner.”

“Small table to the right
of the bar as you come in,” I texted back. “Brunette in low cut
black long dress. Alone at the moment, but man in blue blazer will
sit with her in a second.”

“As if I could forget that
face,” came back. “Go.”

I sat down, and the waiter approached.
“You have one more drink. I’ll stop here and drive home.” I
said.

“Another Cosmo,” my wife
said.

I saw him coming from across the room,
a good head above everyone else, coal black, and a form that I
could only describe as massive. As he approached he broke into a
broad smile. “Barry that you?” he said, his deep voice
booming.

I stood and he leaned over and gave me
the standard shoulder bump with three pats on the back before
breaking. “I thought it was you, just wanted to say hello.” He
looked down at Olivia, who was in a position that was giving Ellis
a great view down her dress. She was sipping the third drink and
looking up at him.

“Oh, I’m sorry,” he said,
“Hello Miss, I’m Ellis.”

“This is my wife Olivia,” I
told him, “Ellis is a business acquaintance of mine,” I lied to
Olivia.

“Pleased to meet you,”
Olivia said, extending her hand, which Ellis quickly bent over and
kissed. “My, a gentleman,” she smiled.

“Not always,” Ellis said,
“But I try.” The waiter was walking by and he stopped him. “The
next round for my two friends is on my tab,” Ellis said.

“Thanks, but we were just
leaving, we’ve stopped for the night,” I explained.

“Sure. I’ll let you pass on
it this time—but next time I get to by you two drinks,” he said,
glancing back and forth between Olivia and myself.

“That will work,” I
said.

“Hey, I didn’t mean to
interrupt your evening,” Ellis said, “I just wanted to say hello.”
He looked at Olivia again, who had not done her typical straighten
up and tug her dress closer thing. “But I do have to admit that
meeting such a beautiful woman has made it an exceptional
evening.”

He looked directly at Olivia. “With
that dress and your beauty you own this room, Olivia,” he said. She
smiled.

“Thank you. Like I said, a
gentleman.”

“Don’t let that get out,”
Ellis said, shaking my hand again. “Anyway good to see you, and to
meet you,” he nodded toward Olivia. “I’ll talk to you soon about
that new account. It looks like I’m going to have to work on it
tomorrow too,” Ellis said. He turned and walked away.

I looked at Olivia, who was following
him as he walked away. “Wow, he’s huge,” she said under her breath,
“And dynamic. Did you see how he looked at me?”

“Like you were a steak?” I
laughed. “I’d say more that he was trying to peek down your
top.”

“You are the one who said
you wanted me to dress sexier, how you want me to flirt. Now you
say something about it.”

“You wanted to flirt with
Ellis?” I said.

Olivia laughed, “I was, you just
didn’t know it. He noticed my boobs.”

“Who wouldn’t, you have
great boobs.” Olivia finished her drink.

“I’m ready to go,” she
said. Ellis was visible at the back side of the bar. “I bet he’s a
player,” I heard her say to herself under her breath.


Chapter 4

 


When we got home Olivia went into the
bathroom to remove her makeup. I stepped out onto the patio and
looked down at my phone. “Call me,” the text said from Ellis. I
moved away from the door and punched the number.

“Up late?” I
asked.

“Normal time for me,” he
said. “I know you have said go ahead twice, but I do want to ask
this final time. Consider this your last chance, Barry. Do you want
to stop or do want me to seduce your wife?”

I did a 10 count, knowing the only
answer I had in mind, knowing what I would say, but still
hesitating. There were so many voices in my head screaming to walk
away from this—and more, louder voices, sultry sexy voices that
said louder, “You know you want this, you know deep down she wants
it too.” I heeded the louder voices.

“Go for it. Seduce Olivia
if you can.”

“Good,” Ellis said,
repeating to me, “‘if I can, huh?’ Sounds like a challenge, but I
love a good challenge too. Makes it more interesting.” There was a
pause. “Barry?”

“Yes?”

“I am going to fuck
her.”

“I know,” I said, admitting
it to myself as well.

“Now here is how we play it
tomorrow. Get a folder out, put some important looking papers in
it, and change the name from a past account or something. Put it in
a folder and mix it in with some others on your desk.”

“OK, but I don’t
see…”

“Tomorrow about 10 you are
going to tell Olivia you got called in to work on the same account
that I mentioned to her. You say have to go to Delmond to meet the
new client.” He had named a town three hours away. “About 7 p.m.
you will call your wife, tell her that everyone is working very
late, you don’t know when you will be home but it will be very
late. You will also tell her you left an important file that I
really need, and since you are three hours away on the other side
of town, you will tell her where it is on your desk. When she finds
it, you will ask her to meet me to pick the file up.”

“Where?” I
asked.

“Cutworth, The Blue
Sambuca,” Ellis said. “About 10 p.m.” I had to appreciate the
logistics of the plan. By Olivia thinking I was in Delmond, 3 hours
away and her going an hour and a half in the opposite direction
that would mean I was 4 ½ hours away from her at the time she would
be meeting Ellis for the delivery of the fake file.

I did as Ellis instructed, leaving at
3 p.m. for the supposed trip to Delmond. Instead I drove an hour
and a half in the other direction—toward the city of Cutworth and
the Blue Sambuca.

***

I was sitting in the parking lot in a
rented car, watching the door to the lounge. I’d arrived at 10:15,
and Olivia was already there. I saw our SUV around the corner from
the front door. I parked under a dark tree toward the rear of the
lot facing an unobstructed traffic lane. From there I could observe
my car and the front door of the club. I waited. I didn’t see where
he parked, but I soon watched the tall massive black man enter. He
didn’t see me. And I anxiously sat in the rental, my cell in my
hand.

“She’s here,” came the
text.

“I’ve delivered your file,”
said a text from Olivia a few minutes later. “Your acquaintance is
insisting I have the drink he offered last night.”

“OK, no need to turn down a
free drink lol. Don’t drink too much and drive safe. Thanks for
getting out this late to help me,” I texted back. And I continued
to wait.

There was two ways this could go, I
knew. One was that within the next 10 minutes Olivia would exit the
club alone, go to our car and leave. At the 15 minute mark I knew
something else was happening.

At 10:55 I received another text. It
wasn’t from Olivia. “Olivia is fine, bro. Third drink is done,
starting on the fourth. She says she wants to stop there. Already
at second base on the dance floor. Nice tits. Wanted to get my
hands on them since the beach photo. Looks like this whole thing
might happen quicker than expected.”

I resisted walking into the club and
retrieving my drunk wife and calling a halt to all this no matter
what I had promised, but at that moment the door opened and out
walked Olivia on the arm of the black man that towered above
her.

She was leaning into Ellis, and he was
supporting her with one arm around her as a taxi pulled up. His
large hand was positioned on her ribs, but close enough that his
base of his thumb was pressing the underside of her
breast.

The black man leaned over and spoke to
the cab driver through the open window and then stood back up. The
cabbie rolled up his window and didn’t move, his engine still
running, while Ellis led my wife around the corner of the building,
out of sight of the main door, but still within my
sight.

Ellis kissed her then, and Olivia
didn’t not resist, wrapping her arms around his neck and
responding, standing on her tiptoes as he leaned down kissing her.
It was a long soulful passionate embrace, and even in the dim light
I could see his black hand disappearing between their two pressed
bodies, his dark arm outlined against her bright yellow sun dress,
the one she refused to wear after noticing that in a certain light
it was thin enough that the outline of her dark areolas could be
seen. It was a sexy dress, with an open back and higher up her long
legs than most of her other more demure dresses. She had refused to
wear it out with me. I was shocked she was wearing it now. No man
could see a beautiful woman in this kind of dress knowing that she
chose it for a meeting with him and not take it as an invitation.
Obviously Ellis was accepting that invitation.

They broke the embrace and I could see
Olivia shake her head no, and then lean back against the wall,
tugging down her dress to flash her tits. The black man raised his
cellphone and snapped a flash photo, the flash of light clearly
illuminating my wife’s bare breasts for an instant, my mind
focusing on those hard brown nipples I knew so well.

There was another long kiss, a pause,
a second flash of what he had photographed I could not see, the
black man’s broad back was between me and her. Again there was
another long kiss broken by a light beep on the horn of the cabbie.
Ellis led my wife to the cab, still half supporting her with his
long arm around her, his hand again resting under her breast, close
enough that his hand would feel the soft underside of her
breast.

Olivia didn’t want to get into the
cab, until Ellis showed her that he had her keys in his hand. I
could tell they were hers by the pink Mace holster she carried on
her key ring. He refused to give her the keys and instead helped
her in, leaning in to kiss her in full view of the several people
smoking at the entrance.

Ellis talked more with the cabbie,
reaching for his wallet and handing him what looked like a couple
of hundred dollar bills. A 90-minute cab ride was not cheap. I
wondered how she would get our SUV home when she was going by cab.
He kissed her again and the cab drove away with my wife leaning her
head back in the back seat. He dropped her keys into his
pocket.

Ellis smiled to himself, walking to
his own car, a BMW. I heard the text message on my phone ring but
had placed it face down in the seat so it wouldn’t flash light.
Then there was a second ding. I watched the BMW pull into the
street before I looked down at my phone.

“You have one hot wife.” It
read. “She’s further along than you thought.” Underneath the text
was the attached photo, the one blocked out by his back. Olivia was
staring at the camera, a drunk expression on her face, her dress
pulled down with her breasts popped out—and a coal black hand
around it, squeezing, the force protruding her hard nipple between
the circle formed with his thumb and forefinger.

I went to a Waffle House for a cup of
coffee, waiting another hour and looking back at the text message a
half dozen times. Finally before I left for home I texted a message
back to the sender of the text and photo.

“I’m impressed. You’ve
already gotten her farther along that I thought you
would.”

“Just wait,” came the text
from Ellis, “and hang on for the ride.”


Chapter 5

 


My earlier reservations about maybe
stopping this were swept away when I arrived home. Olivia was
asleep and I quietly undressed. She was in her sheer black
nightgown, the open neck allowing one nipple to peek out as she lay
on her side. As I moved under the cover she awoke and pulled me to
her, urgently.

“Fuck me, I really need a
cock inside me right now,” she said, diving to my cock and hungrily
sucking me to instant hardness. She didn’t speak, straddling me the
moment she felt I was hard enough and guiding my cock into her
pussy. She was in a hurry.

“Yeah, fuck me,” she said,
but I wasn’t fucking her, she was fucking me, bouncing up and down
on my cock in an energetic wanting up and down that was shaking the
bed and making the creaks of the bed frame moan like a third person
in the room. And just as quick, and I do mean quick for her, she
let go, screaming as she orgasmed, the warm wetness of her
squirting pouring down over my balls, soaking me and the
bed.

“Damn that was great,” I
told her, pulling her down to rest on my body, her bare breasts on
my chest with my right hand cupping one, my cock still imbedded
inside her, still hard. “What got into you?”

“Does something have to get
into me,” she whispered.

“My dick,” I joked
back.

“Well you got that—or I got
that, and it is just what I wanted.”

“That wasn’t what I was
saying,” I said. “Whatever fired you up I want to see more of it.”
There was a deep intake of breath by Olivia, followed by and a long
pause.

“Be careful what you asked
for,” she said softly.

“Sounds to me like there is
a story here somewhere, Olivia.” I said.

“Not much of a story, but I
was a little naughty earlier tonight.”

“Naughty?”

“Well when I met your
co-worker Ellis with the files, and like before he was
flirty.”

“And you liked that,” I
interjected.

“Yes, I liked it. He
insisted I have the drink he said we promised to have the next time
we met—I texted you then. So I had the drink, and another. I kept
drinking. I drank too much. He had to pay for a cab to bring me
home.”

“You left the car there?
How will we get it home?”

“I talked to Lenora, we
will go over there Monday, we’ll do some shopping and I’ll drive it
home then.”

“Oh, OK.” I paused. “That
it, you got excited sitting with a large black man in public having
a drink?”

“Yeah that’s it.” Olivia
said. “I could tell some of the people thought I was with him. It
was hot. It was hot with him flirting with me and me flirting
back.”

“What do you call
flirting?” I asked.

“Just banter, some smiling,
things like that,” Olivia said. “You know, like two teenagers
meeting and tiptoeing around a conversation.”

“Two horny teenagers?” I
asked. “I remember how that was. I’m not sure I am comfortable with
that description.”

“Nothing like that. It was
just fun. We just talked.”

“OK,” I said, startled for
a second time as she moved down my body to suck my cock again.
“Damn Olivia, if this is the result you can flirt with Ellis all
you want.”

She pulled off my cock long enough to
taunt, “Promise?”

As she engulfed my cock again my mind
raced back to a mind picture I didn’t see, of my wife sitting in
the club alone with the tall black man, a second image of her
around the corner with him feeling up her beautiful firm tits with
his black hands, and then that flash of dread because she had left
out that part.

This may go faster than you think,
Ellis had texted. I began to suspect he was right.

***

The next day, Sunday was an upbeat
day. I had not seen Olivia like this in years, happy, full of
energy, giddy and horny. Oh my God horny. We fucked Sunday
afternoon, we fucked Sunday night. She woke me up in the middle of
the night sucking my cock. She was insatiable.

“Damn,” I told her as she
was sucking my cock. “Whatever new drug you’ve been taking don’t
stop,” I said. She uttered a guttural raspy moan in response, but
never took her mouth off my cock.


Chapter 6

 


Monday at work I checked my forum
account, my private messages and my phone. I heard nothing from
Ellis.

The SUV was back in the driveway when
I came home from work.

Olivia had calmed down from her
lustful rush. We only fucked once Monday night. This time as I
entered her and slowly began stroking her soaked pussy she
whispered, “I have been thinking, and I shouldn’t be holding back
on anything with you. If you want to talk or role play my black
fantasy sometime, it will be OK.”

“So Ellis got you thinking
about it?” I said, my cock going to stone hard.

“Well it worked well for
foreplay the other night—no reason why we have to exclude it as one
of our role-play themes.” I noted she never answered my
question.

“Wow,” I said, thinking
that Ellis was indeed having an impact on my shy wife. I laid her
back on the bed, withdrawing my cock and burying my mouth into her
pussy, tonguing her, licking up over her clit, narrating a black
man scenario between licks.

“You’re at a party, I’ve
given you encouragement to flirt, and tell you it is OK if you want
to take it further, and this big handsome black man, a football
player, approaches you. You are alone; a business contact has
pulled me away into a conversation in another room. The black man
starts flirting.” I licked her cunt and she was already cumming, a
small one, and a second one immediately started
building.

“He propositions you, and
you want him, and you can’t control yourself. He takes your hand
and leads you into an elegant library where you are alone. He
starts kissing you, pressing you back against the door.” Olivia’s
breathing became rapid and raspy.

“You hear him lock the door
and you reach for his cock, he’s rock hard and thick, thicker than
your arm, and long.”

“Oh God,” Olivia screamed,
and that was as far as the role play went. She started cumming and
squirting before I could even get the narrative finished. I
couldn’t hold out any longer myself, moving between her open legs
and sliding my cock inside her as she was coming down from her own
orgasm, and I began moving at my own pace, alternating fast and
hard, searching for my orgasm while building another within my
wife. It was not common for us to cum together but this time we
did, holding our bodies tightly together like we both needed to
extend the moment of our bodies coupled together as long as we
could. It was as if we could sense that change was
coming.

***

Tuesday I emailed Ellis, “Any news?”
No answer. I checked several times that day.

Wednesday I got a reply. “I’ve been in
contact with Olivia. Some texting and phone conversations.” Ellis
emailed, “There is one other thing you should hear about over the
phone. Text me when you are somewhere you can talk.”

I called him from my car at lunch.
“Check your phone in a second, I’m sending a photo,” he
said.

I heard my phone beep and opened the
message. It was a brunette head, hair concealing her face,
obviously in the midst of sucking a huge black cock. The phone
beeped again, this time the photo was from farther away. The woman
was topless, her breasts in clear view, a black hand holding her
hair back from her face and she was turned staring into the camera
with those deep green eyes. It was Olivia.

“Oh hell,” I
said.

“The picture was taken
Monday when I brought your car back. I got busy at work and didn’t
have a chance to text yesterday.” I was speechless. Ellis
continued, “You didn’t say what a good cocksucker your wife it, I
mean, world class. And you were right about her sensitive nipples—I
made her cum sucking on her nipples alone. You have a hot one on
your hands—it’s a wonder you haven’t needed help before
now.”

“Did you…?”
stammered.

“Fuck her? No. Not yet. But
I will. Soon.”

“Uhh, I.., ah” I couldn’t
get the words out. This was reality, maybe more reality than I
really wanted.

“Pretty good progress don’t
you think?” Ellis said. “Meet on a Friday, feel up good on a
Saturday, get a blowjob from her Monday—at that pace you should
have black fucked wife by next Sunday at the latest. How she takes
to becoming a full bore slut there no telling—but if the speed
she’s taking to things is any indication,” Ellis paused to the
effect of the words sink in. “then you get the slutty wife you
wanted, Barry, my friend.”

My heart was in my throat, the pulse
pounding in my temples.

“Yeah, uh, I guess,” was
all I could croak out. My throat was dry.

Ellis went on in his deep voice,
“Which is the reason for my call. I think ole Barry needs a weekend
fishing trip, this Friday and Saturday. Take some friends, post
some photos of you with the river in the background on Facebook,
and have a good time. By the time you get back Sunday it should all
be taken care of.”

“That’s so, so” I
stammered, “…quick,” my mind reeling.

“Yes, it is, but no need to
drag anything out. You’re this close, and you have no choice but to
carry it through. No stopping now. Go camping this weekend. Tell
her tonight.”

“I’ll see if I can arrange
it.”

I heard Ellis laugh. “You’ll arrange
it.”

“OK,” I said, knowing he
was right.

“One other thing,” Ellis
added, “Sometime tonight or tomorrow you role play her getting
black cock again.” I was shocked he knew that we had role played it
Tuesday night. She must have told him. “I know what you’re
thinking, and yes, we talked about it. We’ve talked about a lot of
things. In fact it was my idea that she role play her getting black
cock with you,” Ellis said. “Want to get her head around it
actually happening.”

“Your idea?”

“Yes, my idea. I told you
she’s into this. That was why she was holding back, she was afraid
of how much she might like it—and she will love it. I know the
type—seen this before.” Ellis said.

“OK, I’ll role play that
with her.”

“And after you’ve fucked
her, as she’s laying there with her pussy spread, the feeling of
your cock inside her still lingering in the walls of her pussy, as
your cum is oozing from her pussy, and her mind still on the black
cock fantasy you narrated, it will be the right time that you tell
her that if she wanted to get some black cock for real that you
would understand. You would be OK with it. Understand?”

“You want me to give her my
permission to fuck you?” I asked a smart tone to my voice. Ellis
responded in kind.

“No motherfucker, I’m going
to fuck her, and you’ve already given me that permission. Remember?
She’s as good as fucked right now, and would have already been
fucked yesterday if I’d wanted. The thing is with your OK it will
cut down on the guilt and the quicker you get into the
loop.”

“The loop?”

“Hell yeah man, you want to
start watching her get black cock don’t you? Man you have no idea
how hot that is.”

“Oh” was all I could utter,
stunned at the conversation.

“You’ve talked about
lowering her inhibitions, letting her passion emerge, but you are
talking like a white man. Inhibitions shit, you want her to be
sluttier, you want her to be a slut, to fuck like a slut, to dress
like a slut, and to give you that side of her too. You are not
alone, bro. The difference between you and most men is you are in
the rare spot that you are about to get your very own slut wife—and
I’m going to deliver that to you.”

“I am?”

“You are, not in weeks or
days but hours.”

“You said that I’d be
informed every step of the way.” I protested. “A cellphone photo
and a quick call is not what…”

“Hell man, I’m telling you
before I fuck her now, how more informed do you need to be? Don’t
worry; I’ll keep you informed like I said. I’d do more on that as I
can.” I didn’t speak. “We good?” he asked.

“I guess I’m going fishing
this weekend,” I said.

I placed a couple of calls, got a
couple of friends from out of town to join me, and told Olivia that
night that I was going fishing and camping over the weekend unless
she had something planned.

“No, No, nothing planned,”
she said, kneading her hands as she said so, turning so that I
wouldn’t see her nervousness. “Go and have a good time. You need
some time away.”

 



Chapter 7

 


It was a surreal scene, me in my
fishing clothes, camping and fishing gear loaded in the car, saying
a final goodbye to wife at the garage door. She was as normal as
always, giving me that chaste buss and telling me to drive careful.
I stared into her face, those wide eyes, how normal she looked, how
so much like she had been every day of our married life, her cute
smile and those full red lips—lips that I knew had been wrapped
around a big black cock hours before. I was waiting for the honesty
to come through, for her to tell me what she had done and watched
her amazed reaction to learn I was OK with it. That did not
happen.

When I returned if Ellis was
truthful—and there was no reason to believe otherwise, my wife
would have enjoyed another man, a black man, with what I had
already seen was a huge black cock. I was willing for this to
happen to see her, as Ellis had described, sluttier. He was right
that is the word that summed it up. I wanted Olivia to be a
slut.

As I drove off she was lowering the
garage door.

***

I met my buddies near the river, and
we quickly had the camp set and as asked I had posted several
photos of us online with rods in hand, the river in the background.
Olivia posted back, “I hope you catch a lot. It looks beautiful
there.”

I fidgeted around camp for a couple of
hours, trying to stay busy, but my mind wouldn’t handle it. I
looked at my watch. It was almost five. I went back to the car and
phoned Ellis.

“I figured you would call,”
he said. “Can’t stand it can you?”

“I guess not, I’m feeling
pretty intense,” I said.

“That’s normal.”

“It is just so quick, I’m
trying to understand, I never thought…I mean all these years she’s
been…”

“You are mindfucking this,”
Ellis said. “Lighten up. It’s just a fuck.”

“Well in the back of my
mind she’ll balk when it comes down to actually fucking you. For
her to go as far as she has is just so…so out of character for
her,” I said.

Ellis laughed again. “Listen to me,
and be clear about this. Olivia is not going to balk. I’m going to
fuck her. I am going to fuck her tonight. She is going black. And
she will love it. She’s tumbled this quick for two big reasons. One
because she has no experience in resisting—and two, deep down she
doesn’t want to resist. In her heart she knows you don’t want her
to resist. She’s been on this bubble for who knows how long, she
just needed the slightest push to get it rolling.”

“I can’t believe it has
been that simple.”

“It is absolutely that
simple bro, but it helps that you wife has a big submissive streak
in her. You are her husband—you can’t see it, nor would she let
you. She can’t give you that kind of control; she has to live with
you. But for a lover, for a black man who can see it, who knows how
to bring that out too, who knows how to treat a white woman, she
gives it up.”

“She’s not sub,” I
disagreed.

“Not to you. But for me. I
told her ‘show me your tits, I want to touch them,’ she pulled them
out the first time I told her to. I didn’t ask, I told her. I told
her the day I brought your car home, ‘I want that pretty mouth on
my cock—suck my cock’, and Olivia was on her knees in
seconds.

If I had told her to lay back and
spread ‘em she would have, but I know a little waiting time in
between will make what follows that much better. She already knows
that I am not the one who is out-of-control horny. I can get a good
cock sucking and walk away without having to stick it in her. She’s
not used to that.

Olivia has been sitting around since
sucking my cock wondering why I didn’t fuck her then. She’s
starting to question what is wrong with her that I didn’t fuck her.
That’s how a woman’s mind works. By today when I get there she will
be determined to prove to herself that she can attract me. She will
work to get me to the point that I want to fuck her as bad as she
wants to fuck me right now. And that’s when I tell her to open
those long white legs for me. Olivia’s used to being asked—now
she’s being told—and sexually she likes it.”

“I’m not sure I’m
comfortable with you talking about my wife like that.”

“Your wife, my
soon-to-to-be white piece of good pussy. Get used to it, bro. The
reason I am so sure I am going to fuck her is that I know she has
already fucked me in her mind. That was the big obstacle to
overcome. Now it is only the formality of my big black cock
stretching that tight white pussy. She’s ready for me to fuck her.
That’s things that sluts do. You need to accept these kinds of
descriptions,” Ellis said.

I was curious about how you plan to
play it,” I said, trying to at least hear something about what he
was planning in advance. “Not so much you describing her in such
base terms—but I guess you’re right. I’m new to all this
remember.”

“Oh, I understand your
question now, you want the plan,” Ellis laughed a large huff.
“There is no plan, there is a certainty. Here’s what is going to
happen tonight. I’m driving to your house now, and as soon as I get
there I’ll fuck her on the couch in your living room. Then we’ll
get a drink, go outside to your hot tub or pool to recover, drink
some more and maybe fuck outside. She doesn’t want to fuck in the
hot tub, says it will fuck up the filters.”

That was when it hit me that the plan
wasn’t all from the mind of Ellis. Ellis was so sure he would fuck
Olivia because she had already told him she would. I knew they had
talked about it, because—I was the only one who knew of her
obsession with the hot tub filters and not wanting to have to clean
cum out of them.

Ellis continued, “Then we go into the
house, into the guest room, and we’ll fuck off and on all night,
and again in the morning. I have to leave for a few hours Saturday
morning, then I’ll come back mid-afternoon and she’ll be waiting
naked this time. In fact Olivia won’t be putting clothes on until
we leave to go back to Blue Sambuca Saturday night.

“I’m taking your wife out
on her first real date with a black lover Saturday.” Ellis said.
“She got off being seen out with me last time, enjoyed the looks. I
guarantee she will get a lot more looks this trip.”

“You’ve talked to her about
it, it sounds like.”

“Talked?” Ellis laughed
again. “No, I told you when you get back you’ll have a different
wife and I’m living up to my end. She’s already turned bro. After
the blow job as I was driving back home she called me and wanted to
know when I was going to stop playing around and get my cock in
her. A lesser man would have turned around right then and gone back
and knocked off some of that. She wants it, I’m telling
you.”

His answers were not what I expected.
I was sorry I had called, but I had asked the question. I was not
sure it had helped my peace of mind.

I did add one final thing, half in
jest. “Well, if you run out of condoms there are some in my
nightstand drawer.”

“Thanks, but unless they
are Trojan XL they wouldn’t fit,” Ellis said. “But it doesn’t
matter. Even if she wants to use condoms the first time or two, by
the tomorrow morning I will have had her bareback and sunk a few
loads of cum inside her. I don’t like using condoms.”

“But...” I started to
protest. Olivia had been off and on her birth control pills on her
doctor’s orders to try to regulate her cycle. I had told Ellis
that. I had no idea if Olivia was on or off pills. She handled all
of her own meds herself. I had had a vasectomy years
ago.

“Don’t matter bro, I seed
all my ho’s. Makes it more intimate, putting my cum in there. White
girl needs to feel that—helps them know that it is real. Got to go
now, turning down your street.” There was a pause, as if he was
thinking about something. “Tell you what, Ellis said, “Once I’ve
tapped that cunt and took that black cherry I’ll text you just so
you can mark the time that everything changed. Bye.”

I held the phone to my ear, hoping for
some continued voice—but after a few seconds the dial tone began
buzzing in my ear. I laid it down, shaking. I took two deep breaths
and exited the car. The breaths did not stop my slight
tremble.

***

Two hours later my phone chirped as I
sat at the fire with my friends, my fourth Jack & water
muddling my thoughts and worries. I clicked on the messages. It was
from Ellis. “Damn. I mean damn. Your girl can fuck. Made for Black
cock. Condoms no issue—she don’t like them either. U have a real
black cock ho on your hands now. CYA Sun. Going 2 be too busy till
then to text more. Got to go. Got a hot white pussy here that needs
tapping again.”

There was an attachment, a phone
video, but I didn’t play it until everyone had turned in. I had
brought my own small tent and was in it alone. Taking my ear buds
and phone under the sleeping bag, I clicked on the
video.

The screen was black at first but I
could already hear Olivia’s voice, words rushed through heavy
breathing.

“Who will see this?” Olivia
asked, and the focus came in on her face and bare breasts. A large
black hand was on her chest over one breast, the other was
bare.

“No one, baby,” Ellis said.
“But I think this moment needs to be preserved—the moment you have
your very first black cock inside that pretty wet white
pussy.”

“OK, if you want,” she
said. Her legs were pulled up to her shoulders and Ellis held the
camera phone higher, backing off enough to show that Olivia was
pulled down to the edge of the bed and Ellis was standing on the
floor, his cock was standing out like a thick black ball bat, and
looked as larger. It was lying on Olivia’s pussy.

“You want it don’t you? You
want this black cock inside you.”

“Yes,” she said.

“Say it, I want to hear
it.”

“I want your big black cock
inside me,” my wife said. There was no hesitation in her voice,
only anticipation. Her chest was rising and falling to her deep
breaths, the expanding air in her chest, the movement of her
nipples moving like a metronome measuring her breath.

“Guide my cock in,” Ellis
said, and on the phone’s small screen I could see Olivia reaching
for his cock, guiding it to her pussy, rubbing the black head of it
up and down through her swollen wet labia, the glistening of her
juices reflecting on the head of his cock. Ellis moved deeper
inside her slowly, making sure her pussy adjusted to his cock.
“First black cock, girl,” he said.

“So big,” she hissed as
Ellis put 1/3 of his cock inside her, pulled out, coating more of
her juices on his cock and moving deeper the next time, withdrawing
partially--and then all the way into her, balls deep. “Oh my Gawd,”
she screamed as he bottomed out hard inside her pussy. “You are
tearing me apart.” He didn’t move but she raised her ass off the
bed, fucking her body against him. “Oh shit, I’m already cumming,
oh my ahhhhh,” she moaned by the fourth stroke, her pussy squirting
clear fluid over his cock still inside her. Ellis didn’t
move.

“Damn girl, you got a hot
wet pussy, and took it all. You’ve cum the first time but not the
last, now I’m going get down to real fucking. Open those legs wide
and let me take that pussy.”

“Yeah, take it,” Olivia
said. “It’s yours.”

The screen was black as he laid the
phone down, but he had not turned off the phone’s video. Although I
couldn’t see, I heard 30 more seconds of Ellis fucking my wife,
hearing her moan like I had never heard her before, the slap, slap,
slap of their bodies merging, and the video ending with Olivia
screaming in a steady rhythm, “Yes, Yes, take my pussy, fuck me, I
love your big black cock.”

***

My friends had driven in one small
car, with me carrying the bulk of the gear in my SUV, so I couldn’t
leave them and go home as I wanted to. I wrestled through the
night, sleeping little until the fatigue wore me down and I sobered
up. I dozed for a couple of hours.

At breakfast I lied and told my
companions that I had been called in for an emergency at work, so I
would have to drive one of them home to get their cars so they
could get their stuff home.

The only problem with my plan was both
of them lived two hours away in the opposite direction from where I
needed to go. My friend wasn’t willing to leave until after some
fishing, and it was 10 before we got onto the road. I dropped him
off at 12 and turned around for my four hour drive back to home. It
was now too late to get home. My revised plan was to wait until
10:30 or so and hang back in the shadows at Blue Sambuca, and see
if Ellis appeared there with my wife, showing off his white
conquest.

I stopped by the department store in
the Cutworth mall and bought a new pair of slacks and a dark shirt,
nothing that I would typically wear, and a felt fedora. Several
people had been wearing headwear when we had been there before, and
it would help me be less like Olivia’s husband and more like a bar
patron.

I booked a room at the Holiday Inn at
the edge of town and took a nap, catching up on the sleep I had
missed from the night before.

I left the hotel at 10:15, and as I
expected there was a huge crowd in the large nightclub. I paid the
cover and took the route along the wall away from the center bar
and the dance floor into the dining area. The diners were already
thinning out at this late hour, the area now filling with overflow
from the bar with dozens of people standing in small groups with
drinks in their hands.

At the back of the room was the wide
stairway going to the mezzanine overlooking the dance floor. I
ordered a drink at the upstairs bar and moved toward the rail,
where there were small tables against the waist high glass wall.
Tall pub tables were one row away and I stood at one, peering
through the glass wall to the crowd and tables below. I didn’t see
Olivia or Ellis.

I moved to the other size of the
mezzanine, and on my first glance below I saw a tall dark black man
with a brunette in a silver top and very short skirt walk to a wall
booth. Her ass was twisting in a way that did not look like her
walk until I saw her shoes; high platform shoes like a stripper
would wear. There were several empty drinks on the table, and they
had obviously been there for a several rounds.

My heart started pounding; my breath
was almost a pant. Slow down, I said to myself. Stay cool. Still
with her back to me, Olivia slid into the booth with Ellis behind
her. When she turned toward him was the first time I saw her from
the front. Olivia was a different woman. Her lipstick was a
brilliant red hue, brighter than anything she had ever worn, and
her eyes were dark and slightly overdone. Her makeup was heavier
that she typically wore it, and the new silver top, one I had never
seen before, was cut low, far below her breasts, with a nice swell
of her breasts visible. From the angle she was leaning on the table
I could see much of her breast from my upstairs view. Closer I knew
anyone near the booth would be able to see her entire breast at the
proper angle.

My shy wife was gone. She wasn’t
tugging at the edges to cover herself. She wasn’t brushing her
thick hair, but instead letting it fall naturally. Olivia was
smiling, animated, leaning into Ellis as he wrapped his arm around
her for a quick hug. It was obvious to anyone there that this
well-built brunette was the black man’s woman tonight—and she was
totally into him. They were not keeping their hands off each other.
Olivia was giving him rapt attention. She was holding his hand
openly, on top of the table.

A couple was partially blocking my
view, and it appeared that someone else entered the other side of
the booth. Ellis and Olivia appeared to be speaking to someone that
had joined them. Olivia scooted further toward the other side of
the booth and I saw another broad shouldered black man with a bald
head lean toward her. She kissed him, not a short buss but a
familiar mouth to mouth intimate kiss. I could see he had moved his
hand under her top as he kissed her and was getting a good handful
of my wife’s tit as he kissed her. Olivia made no effort to move
his hand. He broke away, and Olivia was smiling broadly, enjoying
being felt up. She didn’t move away from him.

Ellis held up his phone and positioned
Olivia for a photo. He snapped it. He looked down at his phone, and
rose from the booth. I watched as he made his way to the restroom.
I heard my phone chime. I did a 10 count and looked down at my
phone. It was a pm from Ellis, and a photo of my wife at the table
below. As I had suspected the angle gave an unobstructed view down
the open top, all the way to her nipple. There was text. “Showing
off ur slut,” Ellis had texted. “She’s earned the title. Been a hot
day!”

I could see the bald man’s arm on the
booth seat above Olivia. He wasn’t touching her, but his arm there
did indicate a certain familiarity. I didn’t respond. I did not
know how to take another black man being added to the
equation.

I drank a second round as I
continued watching Olivia between the two black men, alternately
giving them equal attention, both getting an occasional kiss,
copping a quick feel. I had thought earlier that anyone there would
know my wife was with Ellis, but the more I observed them I
realized someone might just as easily thing she was with the large
bald black man. Then like a shove against a wall, I saw it for what
it was. My wife Olivia was
with both large black men, the image popping in my
mind of an Oreo cookie, creamy white in the middle with dark black
on each side.

As their next drinks arrived the
lights were dimmed more, and a slow dance began. They didn’t dance.
I moved closer to the rail, knowing they would be unable to see me
from the rail lights now shining down on the floor. I couldn’t see
the booth at that distance, but then I noticed that the lights,
even dim, were adjustable. No one noticed when I moved as close as
I could for a view of the booth and deftly adjusted the light so
that it shown more into the booth. It wasn’t bright so that anyone
would notice, but it did allow a clear view for me.

From my new vantage point I was
looking down into the booth and I was stunned to see that Ellis and
his friend each had a hand on Olivia’s thigh. Her skirt was up,
revealing her bare pussy, hidden from the room by the tablecloth
but visible from where I was, and as I watched transfixed, both
men’s hands touched my wife’s pussy at the same time. In the tangle
of fingers that followed it looked as if each of them had a thick
black finger inside her at the same time.

I ducked back from the rail as Olivia
rolled her head back, looking upward, thankful that her eyes were
closed. Another couple moved to the rail and prevented me getting
closer again. As the song ended and the lights came up, I moved to
an open spot on the rail and looked at the booth. It was empty. I
looked toward the door and saw my wife and the two large black men
heading toward the exit, tossing her head, laughing a little too
loud, her ass twisting invitingly on her stripper pole-climber
heels, her walk causing the skirt to creep up even higher, nearly
revealing the bottom of her ass cheeks. I knew from seeing her in
the booth she wasn’t wearing panties. Olivia didn’t care. She was
drawing the attention of several people as they went by. She was
holding hands with both of the black men, so pale and white between
the two dark black men flanking her.

Ellis and I hadn’t talked about
this—it was too much. I wanted to rush downstairs and stop them, to
take my wife home. It took a moment to settle up my tab, and as
soon as I did I started toward the stairway when my cell rang. “I
saw you upstairs,” Ellis said. “That’s why we left, before she saw
you. I halfway figured you’d do something like this. You knew the
rules. Now what? You going to try to tell me you are ready to stop?
Call it all off?”

“Something like that,” I
said, somewhat harsh. “Is she hearing this?”

“Nah, she’s in the other
car with my friend. We had two cars here. I’m alone so I can lay it
out for you. Olivia look like a slut tonight?” Ellis asked. “She
acting like a slut? You are getting everything you wanted man, you
got you a slut now. Why you acting like it is a problem now? Why
you bitching?”

“The other guy. We didn’t
talk…”

“Levar?” He cut me off in
mid-sentence, “Oh, ‘cause you saw her leave with us, and now you
concerned we going to double team her? That it? You want to stop
her before that happens?”

“Yeah, I mean…”

“Too late. Levar’s done hit
it this afternoon. He damn near wrecked that pussy, and we double
tapped her for the second round, tried our best to wear that thing
out but there was no wearing it out. She like the tide just keeps
coming and coming and coming. I was bragging about her as I fucked
her this morning, about what a good fuck she was, how I was going
share that good pussy with a friend, and she told me she would if I
wanted to.

I give Levar a call and he was nearby.
She liked him. He’s uncut. She said she’d never had an
uncircumcised cock before. She liked playing with his cock, said
the folds felt different when she sucks him. Wants some more of it
now, she said, and that’s what she’s gonna get.”

I was speechless. I was stammering
into the phone, unable to make coherent words.

“Hey man, don’t be shocked,
it just happened quicker than we expected. Girl took to it faster
than any white wife I’ve ever fucked. You wanted a slut, you got
that and more, you got a world class one now bro. Trust me, you
going need some help now for sure. But then that’s why I’m here,
ain’t it.” Ellis said.

I didn’t answer, it was a long pause
before he asked, “Where you going to now?” Ellis asked.

“I got a room at the
Holiday Inn here. Where are you taking Olivia? Back
home?”

“Nah, Levar’s got a nice
place here and we’re going there. Don’t you go home though, we’ll
need to get her home in the a.m. and tuck her in before you get
there. I don’t think you want her to know your role in setting all
this up now, do you?”

If I had not felt trapped before, I
knew I was now. “No I don’t. I guess I should say have a good
time.”

“Oh you can count on that,
your wife is one hell of a great time—and a great fuck. Thanks for
sharing the wealth.”


Chapter 8

 


I got a late check out from the motel,
left at 12 and was planning on being home by 1:30. My cell rang as
I left the Holiday Inn parking lot.

“Meet me in the Starbucks
parking lot, the one at your exit, near the outdoor shop,” Ellis
said.

I pulled in and he exited his car,
walked over and climbed into the SUV. He extended his hand. I took
it.

“Thanks for an incredible
weekend. You have a great wife, a real sweetie,” he said. “But we
got us a problem.”

“What’s that?”

“She don’t want you to
know.”

“Huh?”

“I talked to her about it
and she freaked when I told her she should tell you—that I bet you
would get off on it and go along, figuring you would see her in
action live some this week. She wouldn’t have any of it. Olivia
wants to play it on the down low for the time being.”

“And that
means?”

“That means I held up my
end, I got her uninhibited and slutty, but she don’t want to be
slutty around you yet. She’s afraid of your reaction.”

“Oh shit,” I
said.

“Yeah that’s right,” Ellis
agreed. “And the other thing is she we flipped the black cock
switch on the girl to overdrive this weekend. She is so turned on
to black cock at the moment that she has already set up a lunch
time fuck with Levar this Wednesday.”

“Now what?” I
asked.

“For the moment you go on
home, act like nothing has happened, and give me some time to think
this through. Turn your phone off so it doesn’t chirp when I send a
text, and check it in an hour.” I flipped the phone settings on and
turned off the alert.

“OK.”

“Olivia might want to ‘fess
up this week. Maybe not. I told you none of us can predict what a
woman’s going to do. But right now you get on home and catch up on
some of that loving you’ve been missing. If that pussy’s been
stretched, don’t worry, it is just a byproduct of her being a
slut.” He extended to me a small plastic carrying case; I could see
four SD cards inside.

“What’s this?”

“Video man, I got most of
it all on video. I guess if you edited it and put it into once
continuous piece it could be called the documentary of Olivia’s
conversion to slut. It’s all there. Don’t watch it until later; we
have bigger things to take care of today.”

***

Olivia, my wife, met me at the door
with a nice smile, a hug and a kiss. She wasn’t wearing anything
special or sexy, instead it was her standard around the house
uniform: a gray sweats, a white tank top, and as she pressed
against me I could see a black bra. The straps of the bra were
showing around the tank top at her shoulders. She was fidgety and
nervous, distracted.

“I missed you,” she said. I
felt her hand reaching for my crotch. “And I missed this too. Get
your things unloaded, get a shower and let’s do some catching
up.”

I was glad to see that she was as
horny for me as she had been when I left, but knowing what I knew I
was disappointed that she was putting up the front of still being
the shy, reluctant, inhibited wife I’d had for all those years. I
knew different, but I couldn’t tell her.

I had originally envisioned my wife
meeting me at the door half-dressed in some slutty outfit and eager
to tell me about how she had finally let go over the weekend, being
up front and honest about what had happened, how she’d sucked a
black cock, fucked two black men, and offering all the details.
What I got was none of that. I got the same woman I had left as far
as fun for me was concerned.

But even that was not all bad. During
my shower I kept running over in my mind what had happened over the
past few days. She was reluctant to tell me what had happened, was
trying to act like nothing had occurred. I knew her; she was always
hesitant to ‘fess up to anything.

Was I angry? A little, but as I
thought about it how could I be angry about dishonestly when I had
basically set the whole thing up without her knowledge? I was
getting what I wanted, she was being slutty. Yes. At the same time
I was not getting what I wanted. I wanted my wife being slutty to
me—for me.

Ellis had said there was no way to
guide where this would go, but I knew for certain this direction of
fucking behind my back was not it. That had to stop and I didn’t
know how to bring it to a halt. It wasn’t the fucking that bothered
me; I had to admit, but the dishonesty. I wanted to be able to talk
to her about getting black cock. I didn’t want to be left
out.

I dried off and wiping my face with
the towel walked into the bedroom. Olivia was waiting at the door
and stopped me. “This is far enough,” she said, dropping to her
knees and hungrily sucking my cock into her mouth. She had pulled
the blinds and the curtains, and what little sunlight that crept
through did little to illuminate the room.

Olivia put both hands on my ass and
pulled my cock deep into her mouth. I stopped thinking and started
enjoying, looking down at her. As she looked up to me, my mind went
back to the photo of my wife sucking Ellis’ cock that he had sent.
My cock firmed up even harder.

“Mmmmm, nice hard cock, I
love it,” Olivia mumbled, and then she stood. It was not until then
that I saw she had already removed her pants and she pulled me over
to the bed, leaning over, spreading her legs. “Fuck me like this, I
don’t want to wait.”

My wife may not be sluttier around me,
but being hornier didn’t hurt.

My cock was rock hard; my wife was
nude from the waist down, bent over, offering me her pussy. There
was no debate how this was going to go. I moved forward, guided my
cock in and slammed forward in a hard slam. Holding her hips I
began pistoning my cock in and out of her, eliciting a soft grunt
each time our flesh met.

Her pussy was wetter than I had ever
felt it before, and, as Ellis had predicted, she did feel more
loose. It was different, her pussy felt different, like I was
fucking a different woman.

I gripped her hips, and on impulse
slapped her ass.

“Yeah, like that,” Olivia
said, arching her back, giving me a chance to grab a handful of
hair, pulling her head back, holding her body against me with one
hand tangled in her hair, popping her ass with my open palm with
the other. At the first slap I had expected her to jerk away.
Instead she was grinding back against me.

“Yeah baby that’s it,” and
she began moaning, “I’m cumming. Cum with me.” I could not resist
and slapped her ass very hard, hard enough to leave a red
handprint.

I couldn’t hold back with that
encouragement, and as rarely happens with us; we started to orgasm
at the same time. I began spurting my cum deep inside her, but she
finished a millisecond faster than me, squirting and falling
forward on the bed, her legs no longer holding her up. The movement
pulled me out of her pussy, squirting the last few spurts of my cum
on her ass.

There was a long silence. I stood
there amazed at what a great fuck that had been, staring at my wife
face down on the bed, her legs still spread. “That was good,” she
said, without moving. “Welcome home.”

I stepped into the bathroom to get a
warm wet washcloth, returned and handled it to her.

“Give me a minute or two to
freshen up, mix us a couple of drinks. I’m not sure I’m through
with you today,” she smiled.

I pulled on some sweats and a tee
shirt, picked my pants up from the floor and realized that I had
not checked my cell as Ellis had said. It was 30 minutes past the
time he had told me to check. I waited until I was downstairs to
check it. It was a short text.

“I have it figured out, all
is good,” Ellis said. “If you hear her phone ring, do not disturb
her, leave her alone for a few minutes. Text when you get
this.”

“Received.” I texted
back.

I poured my drink—a double, and mixed
hers without ice. She could add that when she came downstairs. I
thought I could make out her cellphone ringing, but it was a unique
personalized ring I had not heard before.

I sat there wondering what was going
to happen now. I had followed Ellis’ lead up to this point, and
except for her wanting to keep it from me, it had gone as he
predicted. It wasn’t like I could stop it at this point. I turned
on the TV. I closed my eyes and between the drink, my easy chair
and being home, some of the tension faded and I dozed off. I woke
and looked at the clock. I had been asleep about 30
minutes.

I mixed another drink and had returned
to my chair when I heard the rhythmic click, click, click of high
heels on our stone hallway. I turned to see Olivia and did a double
take. The heels were high, very high, with straps that buckled up
over her ankles. A small “D” ring was fasted to the outside of the
ankle strap. I looked up her long slender legs and they seemed to
go on forever, ending with a tight stretch skirt that ended only at
upper mid-thigh. She moved closer, stopping a few feet in front of
me, a look of apprehension and fear on her face that I couldn’t
figure out. As I looked up I could see that she wasn’t wearing
panties.

Olivia’s midriff was bare, showing off
her tanned tummy. She had worked hard to get that taut and it paid
off. She was wearing a white cotton top that flared out wide at the
bottom. From my seated angle it allowed me to see a lot of
underboob, and the thinness of the top showed off her nipples at
full high beam. She had a thin gold chain around her waist at an
angle.

Her hair was down, looking more
windblown that I was used to, wilder, and her makeup was on a par
with what I had seen in the club, bright red lipstick, dark black
eyes, overdone a tiny bit everywhere else. She had two dangling
earrings, with a small spade hanging from each.

Olivia’s pose was confident, shoulder
back, tits out, body straight.

Olivia was dressed like a whore. This
whore standing in front of me was hot. The fact it was my wife
dressed like this was the hottest thing imaginable.

I could feel my cock hardening. Olivia
didn’t speak but she could see the way I was looking at her was not
critical but complimentary.

Still Olivia wasn’t smiling. She
wasn’t certain how I was taking this new apparel. Any worry of my
disapproval was eased with my low “wow” as I stared at her. I
didn’t understand why the change now, why was she dressed like
this? I found out quickly. Olivia jumped at the loud knocking at
the door.

I saw a shudder race through her, the
flash of fear returning to her face and she hesitantly walked
carefully on those stripper heels to the door and opened it. She
was trembling, nervously glancing back over her shoulder at me as
she opened the door.

Ellis stepped into the room in two
long steps. He drew up and smiled as he blatantly looked Olivia up
and down with a low whistle and a long stare. “Nice, momma” he
said, “just like I told you. Now come along.” Olivia fell in behind
Ellis as the tall black man towered over her, stopping in the
middle of the room. She stopped a few feet away from him. His voice
was deep and loud, too loud for the room, but it was a command
voice. I raised my recliner into a chair position, taking a hard
pull on the drink in my hand.

“OK, time to clear the air
here, folks” Ellis said. He looked at Olivia. “Time to set a few
things straight.” Ellis looked back and forth between me and
Olivia. “But just so we know where we are for starters, drop down
and take my cock in your mouth, Olivia.”

She froze. “But Barry, he’s
here…”

“Damn it. My cock. Suck it
bitch!” Ellis said louder, the volume of his voice unfreezing my
wife and without a word or looking at me, she dropped to her knees
without any hesitation and began unbuckling his belt, unzipping his
pants, pulling down his undershorts and gripping his big thick cock
in her left hand, pulled his cock to her mouth and she sucked him
in.

“Yeah that’s it,” Ellis
said. “Kinda sets the tone for this meeting.” I wondered if this
was setting the tone where he planned on this meeting
going.

I had seen women sucking cock on
video, I had watched Olivia suck my cock, but there is no way to
describe the intense sexuality of watching in person as my wife
sucked a cock —especially a big black cock.

Ellis put his hand on the back of her
head and pulled her face harder onto his cock. She gagged and tried
to pull away but he held her there for a second before releasing
her. When he moved his hand away she pulled off, coughing, gasping
for air. Olivia sat back on her haunches, the short skirt almost to
her hips. She gave me a nervous glance, and looked up at
Ellis.

“OK, enough of that. Now
tits. Show us those pretty tits.” Again she did not pause or
hesitate. She pulled the top over her head, half turned toward me.
“Face him, show him,” Ellis commanded. Olivia turned on her knees,
taking small moves, clearly not wanting to do this, not wanting to
face me, her head down. I saw why when her breasts came into view.
Both her breasts had large red hickeys around the
nipples.

“You put those there?”
Ellis asked me.

“No.”

“Then other people been
sucking on those big titties, ain’t they?” He laughed. Ellis looked
down at Olivia. “Tell him. Tell him who put those hickeys on those
pretty white tits.”

“Please, no” Olivia begged,
tears coming up in her eyes. She was shivering.

“Want me to tell him? No.
You. You tell him who’s been sucking on those soft titties.” Olivia
raised her head slightly, looking at me. If there was a look that
said she was sorry, she had it on her face as she
answered.

“You and Levar,” she said,
cowering, as if she expected to be hit.

“Black men?” Ellis
asked.

“Yes, black
men.”

“Black men marking up white
tits.” Ellis looked over at me. “What about you hubby, you like
what you see? You like seeing where two black men have marked your
wife for a day or two. What do you think?”

I was beginning to see where Ellis was
going with this and I played along. “I think it is hot.” Olivia
raised her head as if jerked, a quizzical look on her face. She
didn’t understand and was clearly confused. Olivia is a smart
woman, and I knew her mind was already at work trying to piece what
was happening together.

“Stand up,” Ellis told
Olivia. She did as he ordered. Ellis reached to the hem of her
skirt and tugged it up until it rolled at her waist, looking more
like a belt now. Other than the gold chain and her high heels she
was nude. There were a few bruises on her upper thigh, and what
looked like a few flecks from a rub on tattoo or marker on her
pubis. She looked at me for my reaction. I was transfixed, not
believing what I was hearing and seeing.

It was one thing in concept, one thing
to hear a description of my wife being fucked, fucked by black men.
But it was so different to see, to watch my wife stripping naked at
the command of a black man, to see her mouth on his big black cock
right a few feet in front of me in my own living room.

I was hyperventilating. I didn’t think
it would end here. This was Ellis’ game, and I was anxious to see
how he played it out.

Ellis’ cock was still rock hard, and
he led Olivia over to our big easy chair on the corner of the
carpet, positioning her on the thick arm. He had her sit with her
legs spread and pussy wide-open. He added a pillow from the couch
and had her lean her back on the soft back of the chair.

I could see her pussy lips swollen
like a puffy marshmallow. On my wife this indicated maximum sexual
excitement. It was something I had rarely seen.

Acting as if I wasn’t there, Ellis
moved his cock to her open pussy and with no foreplay shoved his
cock inside my wife. I didn’t have much of a view from my vantage
point as Ellis stroked in and out of her a couple of times. I
started to move to a point from which I could see, but Ellis pulled
out of her, his cock black and glistening with her
juices.

“Yeah, had to get this cock
in that white cunt, can’t let that pussy go too long without
getting some chocolate cock in it. So wet that I didn’t even have
to finger you to get it soaked.”

Ellis looked at me. “You say a cock
all the way in a pussy counts as getting fucked?”

“Yes.” I said.

“Then you saw your wife
just fuck a black man, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” I said
again.

He backed away from Olivia and sat in
the third chair, pulling his undershorts back up but kicking off
his pants, shoes and socks. “I’ll finish with that in a minute,” he
said, nodding his head toward my wife who had slid down to the big
easy chair. He looked over at Olivia. “Did I say close those legs?
Get that pussy on display here. We both like looking at
it.”

Olivia parted her legs.

“Hell, all men like looking
at a pretty pussy. That’s why you are going to stop wearing panties
isn’t it, let a few of us get a flash of that pretty pussy from
time to time.”

“If you say so,” Olivia
said.

“I say so,” Ellis grinned.
He was enjoying this. It was almost like this was like a dog
trainer showing off his pet by demonstrating all the tricks she had
learned. Maybe that was what this was, showing off Olivia’s
training and her new tricks.

“Now both of you pay
attention to me. This is damned important, and the reason I felt I
had to get this shit out of the way today. I’m going to give you
both a time line.” He looked at me. “About the time you started
posting on the forum, I bumped into a girl in the forum chat room.
Her story was that her own computer was on the blink, she needed to
check something on her bank account so she turned on her husband’s
laptop. She found in the history that her husband was posting in
our forum on his computer. He had a bookmark set up and it was on
an auto sign in. She went in there and had a good read. She read
what he had said and had been posting.

“What he wrote wasn’t
fiction, but it was all about her, about his wanting her to be more
open. She was concerned with his dissatisfaction. She was confused.
She went into the forum chat room to see what the forum was really
about, if someone could explain it better to her. She was worried
about her marriage.”

He looked over at Olivia. “That
right?” Olivia nodded her breathing heavier. Her expression had
changed from fear to something else, a more intense stare, and
intent on Ellis. It was as if she was afraid to look directly at
me, although I caught quick glances. She was trying to judge my
reaction.

I could see the idea of her being
naked in front of two men, having sucked a black cock in front of
her husband, having taken the black man’s cock inside her while her
husband watched, without her husband going crazy, had been a shock
initially. Now it was a turn on. I could see the change in her face
as it happened. The world had not ended—and now it was hot. She
didn’t know where things were going but it was not an
end.

“Yeah that’s right,” Olivia
said. “I couldn’t process it. I didn’t know what was going
on.”

“So to cut to the chase I
did not know it, but there I was talking to both of you online,
chatting with Olivia reassuring her about her horny pushy husband,
and at the same time giving you advice on how to open Olivia
up.

“I didn’t realize I was
talking to a man and wife until you told me Olivia had a black man
fantasy,” Ellis said, looking at me. “Olivia told me that evening
that she had told her husband she had a black man fantasy. That’s
when I put it together.” Ellis smiled, “So then it was figuring out
how to let the white girl get her black cock fantasy fulfilled,
just like hubby wanted.”

I looked over at Olivia, and she gave
me a weak smile. What were the odds that both of us would be taking
advice from the same person?

“Olivia had a black man
fantasy but was afraid to do anything about it. You wanted a
sluttier wife but she was afraid to go there for you. So I come
along and hear you both. The rest had to go the way it did, didn’t
it?” We both nodded.

“No regrets? There
shouldn’t be,” Ellis said.

“Now you both know the
whole deal. Olivia didn’t know how sub she really was until I
explained it to her.” Ellis stopped. “Maybe a demonstration is in
order.”

Handcuffs,” he told my wife. Olivia’s
eyes widened, but he didn’t move his stare. I could see a hint of
relief that it was all-out in the open, but at the same time I
realized a lot was in the open—but not everything. There were still
things she didn’t want me to know.

Olivia rose, walked on those high
stripper heels to the end table. She leaned over and slid her
bunched skirt down, stepping out of it, now nude. She opened the
drawer and pulled out a pair of handcuffs with a long chain between
the two cuffs.

Olivia carried them to Ellis and
handled them to him, along with the key on a long white string.
Ellis took the key. “Now put it on one hand,” he said, and Olivia
put the cuff on her left wrist and snapped it shut. She turned her
back to him automatically, extended her right arm back, where Ellis
fastened the other cuff. She moved her arms forward, the chain
tightened up against her back, preventing her from moving her arms
farther forward than her waist.

The position of her body restricted by
the binding thrust her breasts out prominently, her brown nipples
on her creamy white breasts splotched with hickeys. With the cuffs
on her it her complete demeanor changed. She wasn’t the shy
reluctant wife I had met at the door; it was like putting those
cuffs on her illuminated her sexual confidence. I could sense her
becoming a confident brazen beautiful woman in front of me. My
wife, who had just cuffed herself and handed her black lover the
key had changed.

“See those earrings?” Ellis
asked me, pointing to the dangling silver earrings with the spades
on the end. “Know what that spade like that means?”

“No.”

“Tell him what they mean,
Olivia.”

There was that long hesitation again.
“It lets anyone who knows what it means that I have been fucked by
black men--that I enjoy being fucked by black men…”

“And?” Ellis asked when she
hesitated.

“And that I am open to
being fucked by a black man again and that I won’t be offended if a
black man approaches me.” Ellis glowered at her. “No that is not
right, what it means is I want a black man to approach
me.

“When did I give them to
you, with the explanation of what they meant?” Ellis
asked.

The response was quicker. “Last
Monday, as I was getting ready to give you a blow job.”

“And since then when have
you had them out of your ears.”

“Only if Barry was around,”
Olivia said.

“And now that we all know
what they mean, when will you take them out again?”

Olivia lowered her head a bit and
softly said, “When you tell me to. Not until.”

My cock was rock hard. This was a
shock, but unbelievably erotic too.

I think it was obvious what was going
to happen next—but I wasn’t sure. “You got a camera?” Ellis asked
me.

“Sure.” I said.

“Go get it.” He looked at
Olivia, lowering his undershorts. “Suck some black cock until he
gets back,” he said. Again Olivia dropped to her knees and took
Ellis’ cock into her mouth, pumping her mouth on and off
him.

I raced to my storeroom for my digital
camera and camcorder, relieved to find both had the batteries
charged, and came back into the room, hastily setting up a tripod
with the camcorder and began to record my wife giving her black
lover a blow job. She had not paused since I left the room, and she
was cupping his balls, licking up his shaft, paying homage to his
cock with her mouth and lips.

I started snapping photos, and Ellis
again put his hand on the back of her head, his fingers tangled in
her hair, and pulled her throat deep on to his cock, until she
gagged and he pulled her head roughly off him, lifting her up,
partially by her hand and with the other large hand at her armpit.
She stood.

“Come along,” he told us,
and Olivia followed him, her hands still cuffed, clicking in those
high heels toward the bedroom on this floor. I gathered up the
camera and tripod and followed. Ellis removed the rest of his
clothes and sat on the edge of the bed, his long cock hanging down
between his legs, pulling my wife, still standing, close between
his legs, sucking her nipples and fingering her pussy. Olivia was
beginning to pant from Ellis’ manipulations of her body. She looked
over at me as he did. It was a strange expression on her face, part
lust, part bewilderment at how this was playing out, part shock at
my reaction, part a rush of knowing I was watching her get fucked,
and a bit of apprehension on how this would play out in the
future.

Ellis began fucking her deep with two
long black fingers, rubbing her clit with his thumb. It was like he
had flicked a switch and my wife started cumming instantly,
flooding her juices over his hand as she squirted. Ellis stood,
turned her toward the bed and pushed her back, her arms pinned at
her side by the chain cuffs.

Grabbing her feet by the ankles, he
slid her ass to the edge of the bed, pulled her legs open, and put
his cock forward, rubbing it over her pussy.

“OK, Olivia. Tell your
husband what you’ve been up to the past few days.” She didn’t
speak.

Ellis grabbed the base of his cock and
slapped it down hard on her clit. She jumped. “Tell
him.”

“I…uh”

“Look at him when you talk
to him,” Ellis ordered, and she looked over at me beside the bed,
the camcorder rolling, the digital camera in my hand.

“I’m sorry but…” Ellis
popped his cock on her clit again, interrupting.

“You’re not sorry, you know
better. He knows better. Tell him what you did.”

“I fucked Ellis,” Olivia
said, “I wanted to know what it was like to fuck a black man and
Ellis fucked me.”

“How did you fuck?” Ellis
asked.

“I started fucking like a
white wife,” she stammered, but…” she nervously glanced up at Ellis
and over to me, as if trapped.

“You may as well say it. He
knows anyway, but he hasn’t heard you say it.”

“I ended up fucking as a
slut, a black cock slut. Oh damn I can’t believe I’ve just told my
husband this,” she howled.

“You are a
slut?”

“I am a black cock slut,”
Olivia said. “I love black cock.”

“Whose white pussy is
this?” Ellis asked. There was more going back and forth looking at
me and Ellis’ face.

“It’s your pussy,
Ellis.”

“It’s my pussy. That’s
right. Now what does that mean?”

“It is yours to fuck when
you want. To share when you want, with whoever you want,” Olivia
moaned, writhing under the steady tapping of Ellis’ cock on her
pubis. “Fuck me,” she begged.

“Did I share your pussy?”
She paused again, but Ellis moved his cock head inside her pussy.
She arched her back. She didn’t want to say it.

“Don’t make me…”

“Say it. Don’t you see it
Olivia, he wants you to be slutty, quit holding back with him and
let it go.”

“You shared my pussy with
Levar.”

“Did you want me to? Did
you ask me too?” Ellis persisted.

“Yes, I wanted Levar to
fuck me. I wanted more black cock. I asked you to share me with
Levar,” she screamed, less for what she was saying but because
Ellis had rammed his cock all the way into her. She was lost in it.
Ellis held his body in place as I watched Olivia urgently rocking
her body up off the bed, sliding her body on and off his cock,
fucking herself against him. I had never seen her that turned on
wanton that hot slutty. The dirty talk was adding to her
desire.

And after he fucked you?”

“You both fucked me at the
same time,”

“Where?”

“Everywhere,” my wife
said.

“Your mouth and pussy at
the same time?”

“Yes.”

“Your pussy, two cocks at
once?”

“Yes.”

“Did you give up your
ass?”

“Yes. I was fucked in my
pussy and ass at the same time,” Olivia said.

“Would you do it again?”
Ellis asked.

“If you want me too,” she
said, reacting harder to his fingering.

“Will you give your ass to
Barry now,” Ellis asked.

“Yes,” Olivia
said.

Ellis looked over at me. “See, you
getting a new benefit from your slut wife.” He turned back to
interjecting questions in between thrusts of his cock into her
belly.

“Want me to share your
pussy with more black cock? You want more black cock?” Ellis bent
over her now, her legs up, pummeling her pussy in hard fast
strokes.

“Who will you fuck,
Olivia?”

“Anyone you tell me. Oh God
yes, share my white pussy, I want a lot of black cocks in my cunt,
I love black cock, fuck me with your big black cock,” Olivia
screamed. The bed was shaking, Ellis started moaning on his own,
raising off her on his extended arms, his stroking moving faster
and faster.

“Going to cum in the slut,”
he gasped.

“Cum, cum inside me, full
my pussy with your baby making black seed,” my wife
yelled.

I was shocked to hear that. Had she
been off her birth control pills or not? If she was it could be too
late already. Again I didn’t know how to react but I was mesmerized
watching my wife arching her back to meet his final strokes,
merging her white body with his dark black one, taking his
ejaculate inside her. The air smelled of sweat mixed with Olivia’s
perfume.

Ellis’ grunts and gasps mixed with
Olivia’s whimpers and moans as they fucked, until they both stopped
at the same time, grinding their bodies together, loud moans of
expelling air with Olivia trying to get more of his cock into her
and he doing the same from the other side, then with the adrenaline
of the moment faded and they both collapsed on the bed. Ellis eased
his softening cock from her.

Olivia’s ass was off the bed, her feet
down on the floor, her back still down, legs spread as the first
ball of white cum rolled out of the lower edge of her pussy, her
stretched pussy a dark round hole that had not closed up. The glob
dribbled out of her pussy and in long tendrils fell to the carpet
as she laid there, her chest heaving for breath.

Ellis plopped down on the other side
of the bed and Olivia eased her body back up onto the bed. Ellis
looked over at me. Olivia lay with her arm over her eyes, not
facing me.

“There it is, Barry, your
reluctant shy white wife is a slut now. She likes it, she craves
it. You heard her, begging me to share her pussy with some other
brothers.”

The room fell to silence. Olivia
rolled her head to me. Again I saw fear in her eyes, and tears.
From where I sat she had certainly not held back anything from
their fucking, or refused to do as Ellis had ordered. I suspected
that her admitting it to me was the final break with her denial. As
long as I didn’t know my wife could play these games inside her
head and avoid facing the reality of her submissiveness to a black
lover. Now that was over and she had to admit it to me—and to
herself.

“What do you think I should
do about it?” Ellis asked. “Your wife begging me to share her pussy
with other black men?”

“I think you should share
her--but I would like to be around to watch,” I said. Olivia’s eyes
widened, her full lips parting as she half-way smiled in
relief.

“Good, I was thinking about
taking Miss Olivia here out Friday night. Lady should get what she
wants I’d say.” He looked to Olivia. “That slut outfit you had on
earlier will do well for where we’re going.”

“You aren’t going to leave
me?” she asked me weakly.

“Why would I do that?” I
said. “You are just now getting to the point we can really have
some fun.”

“But I didn’t tell you. I
kept it…”

“Enough of that shit,”
Ellis interrupted. “Your husband was behind the scenes working for
you to get slutty, you were behind the scene getting black cock,
getting slutty and now everything is out on the open. Everybody is
getting what they wanted. Enjoy it and stop the
bullshit.”

He looked at Olivia, still on the bed,
legs spread and he helped her stand. She stood with her legs apart,
drops of cum dripping from her pussy, but much less now.

“I’m going to give you some
advice, Olivia. You like being a slut. Barry likes you being a
slut. So be a slut. Dress it, talk it, live it. You don’t have to
do it all the time, around family, friends or work, but that
doesn’t mean you don’t build some time in your life for going full
bore slut from time to time—and opening up your day to day life
more. Show off some of that pretty tit,” Ellis said.

I agreed. “Sounds like you summed it
up,” I told Ellis.

Ellis smiled. “It’s what I do. Now if
you will excuse me, I’ve done enough mediating for the day,” he
said. Turning to Olivia he added, “You have a green light for some
more black cock, and I know you’re going to be more slutty to your
husband’s liking in the future.”

Olivia nodded. He leaned over and
kissed her, kissed each of her nipples, and smiled.

Ellis took the key to the cuffs, and
handed it to me. Olivia was watching intently.

“Know what that
means?”

“No,” she said.

“Your pussy is mine, like
you said?”

“Yes,” Olivia said.
“Yours.”

“And I have the power to
share it?”

“I said that.”

“Then I have the power to
give your pussy back to your husband for all the pussy he can
stand. That key signifies that. But I reserve an occasional
borrowing of that sweet pussy regularly too. You good with
that?”

“Yes.” Olivia
said.

“You?” he said to
me.

“I’m good with
it.”

“Barry’s going walk me
out,” Ellis said to Olivia, “But you stay here just like you are. I
bet you are going get some white cock in just a minute.”

As we got out of hearing Ellis said,
“Levar gonna hit it Wednesday,” he told me. “I’ll tell him to make
sure you are home from work so you can watch. You are going to be
amazed how your girl goes wacky for his big uncut dick.” He paused,
smiling. “You got the slut wife you wanted, look like. I’ll show
her something Friday, this club is where brothers go to show off
our white bitches. You OK with that?”

“If she wants to its fine
with me,” I said. I didn’t know what else to say. I hadn’t had time
to process all this. Maybe it would make more sense in the coming
week.

Ellis shook his head. “After all this
you still asking. This is beyond asking now. Tell her she’s going
with me. She’ll do it. She wants to be told what to do—that’s her
submissive side that came out with her slut side. You have to play
it right, separate your day to day life from your sex life, don’t
try to sub her about household things—but when the day-to-day is
over and it comes to anything sexual, now she is going to expect to
be told what to do. After this weekend it is almost automatic with
her. I’ve got her started on that, and I’ll help some, but you got
to keep it up – unless you want to see that shy-do-nothing wife
come back.”

“I see,” I told Ellis. “I
can do that.” I couldn’t help but grin. It would take some getting
used to, but should be fun—and hot.

Ellis stopped at the foyer. “Barry,
you have a woman who needs to be challenged. Resisting has always
been second nature to her and we have burst through that. Now she’s
discovered the pleasure of not resisting. You got to keep the girl
interested. It doesn’t stop here. She won’t let it.”

“Not sure I understand what
you mean,” I said.

“More. She will still
resist, it’s second nature to her, but now you know that is weak
resistance. Deep down she’s want you to push through that
resistance and give her the pleasure of giving you what you want
and demand. She will get off giving it up,” Ellis said.

“What do you call
more?”

Ellis laughed, “For a white slut who
turned that way as quick as Olivia, it’s only limited by your
imagination. Lot of things though. Gangbangs, showing her off in
public, doing a video of her getting fucked and marketing it, a
website with members paying for video and pictures, piercing a
nipple or a clit hood. She could get a tat with a Queen of Spades,
and pushing where the tat is placed, out of site or
visible.”

“You think she’d go along
with any of that?” I asked.

“She done told you she
would a while ago,” Ellis said. “You just didn’t hear it. She will
do whatever she is told to do.”

“I wanted her to be
uninhibited and sexually adventurous; I didn’t know those things
could be a part of it.”

“Depends on her,” Ellis
said. “You have to go see, but as quick as Olivia took too it,
there’s no telling where it might end up. Hell, we might even pimp
her out a time or two. You’d have a slut and a whore in one
package. Thing is if you are attune to it. You will pick up on
subconsciously where she really wants you to take it. All said it
is not about what you want, but what she wants, and how to express
that sexually.”

I wasn’t sure where I was on anything
Ellis was talking about—but one thing was certain, I was getting
one hell of a hard on talking about.

“You said you had done this
a few times before. How far did “more” go with the other
wives.”

“A couple of wives I’ve
worked with took it a little bit beyond where we are right now, a
variety of different black men, sometimes two at a time.” He paused
and looked up for just a second with a sly smile. “And then there
was Bridget.

“Bridget. Didn’t take to it
as quick as Olivia, but damn close. She was determined to do it
all, and did.”

“All?”

“Yeah, everything I just
mentioned and the ultimate for a white wife.”

“What’s that?”

“Had her a black man’s
baby. Big thing among the brothers to plant a black baby in a white
wife. Some of the wives think so too.”

My mind instantly replayed my wife
begging for Ellis’ baby making seed. She wouldn’t have said that
unless it had crossed her mind. Oh shit, I thought to
myself.

“We got your girl broke in
good for black dick,” Ellis said. “Now the fun really starts. I’ll
see you Friday when I pick her up, and we’ll talk before then. Got
a couple of friends at the club I want her to meet.” He shut the
door behind him.

I walked back into the bedroom and she
was still on the bed in the same position she had been in when I
had left. The small puddle of cum had pooled on the sheet under her
pussy.

Olivia looked straight in my eyes. The
question was direct. “You are going to let Ellis share my pussy
with black men? You are going to share me?” she asked.

“I am.”

Olivia broke into a broad smile. “I’m
very good with that.”

I lay down on the bed beside her and
she rolled to me, her breasts adorned with the dark red hickies
naturally falling into my hands as she clumsily butted her back
against me in a spoon position. “I love you,” she said.

“And I you,” I said. . Our
eyes locked for several moments, both of us replaying the last few
days and the changes it had made in both of us.

Olivia’s hands were still cuffed, and
I tugged on her nipples, pulling them out as far as I could without
her yelping. I didn’t release her extended nipples “What are you
doing,” she asked, looking down at her pulled out nipples between
my thumbs and forefingers. “Just wondering if I’d like studs or
rings in these nipples,” I said. I saw the shudder go through her.
She looked into my eyes. It was a questioning look, then one of
resignation.

“I will have them pierced
if you want me too,” she said.

“I was only wondering, for
the moment,” I said. “I didn’t say I wanted that…” I felt the
tension relax in her body before I added, “Yet.” There was a quiet
pause before she broke the silence.

I felt Olivia’s cuffed hands reaching
to stroke my cock. “You want some sloppy seconds?” she
asked.

I didn’t answer; my hard cock
protruding straight out from my body as I removed the rest of my
clothes was answer enough.

 


THE END
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