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INTRODUCTION

 


Becoming a slut in 7 days was only
the beginning.

 


With her husband’s encouragement,
Olivia’s black lover turned her from a shy wife to slut in only
seven days, but that was only the start. Now he has a more in store
for Olivia, guiding her sexual exploration where no one knows it
might end.


CHAPTER 1

 


I was sitting alone in my home office
staring at my computer screen. On the screen was an explicit shot
of a beautiful white woman, her long legs pulled up to her
shoulders, her shoulder length brunette hair splayed out on the
bed, head back, eyes closed, mouth open giving a moan that cannot
be heard in the still photo but You would do anything for him. can
be heard clearly as if I was standing beside the bed. Her facial
expression jogs my memory of the moment that photo was taken and
the sounds I heard then. It was the sounds of a woman lost in
sexual bliss, cumming.

Her hands are reaching down, her arms
high enough to reveal the soft breast lolled to the side, capped
with a rock-hard nipple still wet and glistening from the sucking
it has just received.

Her arms reach lower, cupping a man’s
ass cheeks in an effort to pull him deeper inside her. The man
between her long open legs is tall, well built, and the front half
of his cock is still inside the woman’s pussy. The sunlight through
the window is hitting the shaft, illuminated by the wet coating of
women’s pussy juices and squirting.

The photo has caught the moment he is
cumming inside the woman’s pussy. There is a tiny bit of cum on the
shaft, and a thin tendril visible on her swollen labia at the
junction of where her pussy and his cock meet.

I took the photo. The woman is my
wife, Olivia. She has just declared to the large black man whose
cock is buried inside her that her pussy belongs to him, telling
him, and me, in a moaning voice that she is now a black cock
slut.


CHAPTER 2

 


How we got to here was more of an
evolution than an epiphany moment, a gradual slide into that moment
captured in the photo when everything changed in our
world.

The sequence started with the unspoken
desire for my wife fuck someone else. She is a great wife:
beautiful, in shape body with a nice set of tits, bigger than
silver dollar nipples that are extremely sensitive, not to mention
a sweet loving personality, and for me the perfect companion
physically, mentally and in all ways. She is the woman put on this
earth for me. I know that. But I wanted more of her. I had this gut
instinct that within Olivia’s inner being was a chili hot wanton
woman that I wanted to see released. Opening that hidden side of
her that lurked beneath her usual prudish and shy demeanor became
an obsession. I tried everything: toys, pornos, role-playing,
what-if’s, past loves, anything to increase her sexual awareness.
She played along with our variations, but after a mind-blowing sex
session she reverted back, her wanton side only glimpsed, and
certainly not unleashed.

Most men should have been satisfied
and delighted to have a beautiful woman like Olivia as their
lifetime companion willing to play sexual games with toys and role
playing. I am ecstatic that she allowed me to be her
husband.

I did not have the nerve to
specifically address the issue in direct terms with my wife. I have
found in our years together that a direct approach does not tend to
work with her—she balks at any decision that she has not had time
to thoughtfully consider.

I needed to talk to someone about my
frustrated desires, so I found myself among other husbands with
similar desires for their wives, working on the key to opening them
up, in an online chatroom/forum. There is where I met Ellis. Over
our conversations that followed, Ellis first listened, asked
questions, gave advice, and then asked the biggest question of all.
How serious was I about seeing my desires for my wife become a
reality? Very serious, I said.

His follow up question, was I serious
enough to do something about it? Again, I said yes. I had dreamed
of Oliva fucking someone else, seeing that as the key to opening up
the hot hidden inner woman. There was no other answer. I had
worried and thought about it so long I was ready to do more than
talk.

Ellis required another step to assure
him of my seriousness. He demanded a photo and said he was willing
to help, but I had to be on totally board. I agreed.

I was panting as I sent him a nude
photo of my wife, one we had shot on vacation at the beach during
an especially hot afternoon of drinking and role playing. I was
excited that another man was seeing my wife naked, excited I was
showing her off. Ellis was impressed with the nude of Olivia and my
positive responses. We went forward.

The subject of fantasies and
role-playing increased under Ellis’ advice. Through topics Ellis
suggested I initiate in role playing, Olivia admitted that one of
her longtime fantasies was the thought of sex with a black man. It
was when I relayed the newly discovered fantasy was when I also
learned that my advisor, Ellis, was black himself.

Things turned roller coaster fast
after that. The less than honest step for me began on a Friday
night, at a nice restaurant, the Blue Sambuca. Ellis told me to
bring her. He was there. Per his instructions, I introduced Ellis
to my wife as a business acquaintance. We casually spoke for a few
minutes and Ellis excused himself. The next night things went to a
new level.

Saturday night under Ellis’ direction,
while I was supposedly traveling. I wasn’t, actually I was holed up
in a Holiday Inn Express the next town over, giving Ellis an
opportunity in which he had said he would help release my wife’s
wanton side. He went one further. Ellis said he knew he could turn
her into a slut.

At his direction I left some inactive
business files on my desk, and called Olivia, asking her meet Ellis
with the files at the Blue Sambuca restaurant where we had met him
the night before. She had loved the meal and the atmosphere of the
facility and was happy to return.

I told Olivia I would be out of town
but wondering what was going on with my wife and Ellis was too
much. I sat in my car near the back of the restaurant parking lot,
waiting for over an hour as my wife met Ellis to deliver the files.
She remained to have several drinks with him.

I watched them exit the club and Ellis
pull her to the side of the building, kissing her, feeling her up
and before parting convincing Olivia to flash her bare boobs to him
for a photo, before putting her in an Uber and leaving her car at
the Sambuca. She had been too drunk to drive. I heard nothing more
that night. My wife said nothing when I returned home Sunday other
than she had stayed for a while with Ellis and ended up having more
drinks than she should.

Ellis sent the photo he took of my
wife flashing her bare breasts, citing as proof of his progress and
proclaimed seduction abilities.

That night in bed Olivia started a
role-play—in which she was being fucked by a black man. She
declined my driving her to pick up the car left at the Sambuca. She
explained a friend and her were shopping in that direction, and
they would retrieve her car. I heard nothing but silence from Ellis
for the next two days. I wondered if his seduction plan for my wife
had failed. Wednesday, I knew it had not.

Ellis sent a clear digital photo of my
wife’s mouth around his black cock, looking directly into the
camera. Ellis told me he could have fucked her if he wanted, but he
had not—yet.

Ellis told me to arrange a weekend
fishing trip, an excuse to put me out of town, too far away to
possibly interrupt his plan. I went along with it. The night before
I left as Ellis had suggested we role played a black man fucking my
wife. As we lay there recovering, talking about how good the sex
was, I told her, per Ellis’ suggestion, that if she ever felt she
needed to try someone else for real, that she had a hall
pass.

I left on my fishing trip Friday.
Ellis confidently told me he was going to spend Friday night
fucking my wife for the first time. I thought his brag was talk and
bluff, until he texted, he had indeed fucked my wife Olivia—and
attached a video clip to prove it. It had happened, my wife had
fucked someone else—a black man.

I felt guilty for the deceit, but at
the same time I had not forced her, I only put the events and
person in place to allow the opportunity. I had pushed Olivia to
the doorway, but it had been her choice to step through it. I
bailed on my fishing trip and instead Saturday went back to the
Sambuca, waiting in the parking lot, gambling Olivia might show up
with her black lover. She did, but not with one but two black men,
Ellis and someone else.

I was ready to intervene and stop what
I had started, watching my wife getting hot and sexy in the booth
between the two large black men, but Ellis saw me. Olivia and the
other black man immediately left, and Ellis called me, warning me
to stay back. I told him I had not planned on my wife being shared
between two black men and wanted to stop it.

That was when Ellis announced he and
his friend had already spent the day with both of them double
teaming Olivia, and she was now going to his friend Levar’s house
to spend the remainder of the night. I was too late to stop
anything. I went to a motel for the night, and Ellis went to join
his friend and my wife for more fucking.

Sunday was the pivotal moment. I came
home, supposedly from my fishing trip, to find Olivia dressed
slutty, almost like a street whore. Before she could explain, Ellis
arrived, and I watch him order my wife to suck his cock in front of
me. Obediently, Olivia dropped to her knees and began sucking his
cock without hesitation. At his prompting she told Ellis that her
pussy is his and she was his black cock slut.

That afternoon Olivia confessed Ellis
had shared her, and that two black men had double teamed her for
much of the weekend, often fucking her at the same time. Olivia
admitted she had agreed to do even more for Ellis.

I was not the only one guilty of
deceit. This day I learned my wife had found my collection of
erotic stories, photos, videos along the theme of a husband sharing
his wife. She had followed my links to chatrooms and forums, and
there she started chatting with Ellis, who perked her curiosity and
slowly led her to becoming intrigued with the idea.

It was not until he received her photo
from me, and she sent one of herself to him, that he realized he
was talking to the wife that I wanted to share. It had not been a
difficult seduction.

I watched him fuck her that day. That
was when I got the photo of my wife fucking a black man in front of
me that I was viewing on my computer screen, marveling at her face,
lost in the passion of the moment.

As I stared at the photo my mind was
consumed with a single question. What now?


CHAPTER 3

 


It took days for Olivia and me to
process what had occurred in our marriage. It was shaky. We had
both betrayed each other, me in encouraging Ellis to seduce her,
her in allowing her black cock fantasy to take control and allow
herself to be seduced. Some couples have split up over less, but
since we both got what we wanted in the end—and realized we needed
to be more honest with each other, that we were far better off
together than separate. Our love for each other was larger than
betrayal.

That did not mean they were easy
conversations. There was soul searching.

“Where do we go with this?”
I asked. “Be honest.”

“Where do we want to go?”
she countered. I didn’t have a good answer.

“OK, I’ll start. I feel
like I have opened up a wild exciting side of me that I never knew
existed. I didn’t know how to react when I found the stories and
links on your computer. I was hurt that we had never talked about
it. I was shocked when I realized that those were your fantasies. I
had never considered some of the things you mentioned, so when I
went into the chat room it was not to find someone to fuck—it was
to find someone who could explain what was going on. The thing is
all of that heightened my old fantasy of wondering what it would be
like with a black man. Ellis and I were chatting a while before I
learned he was black. He had already gotten inside my head a
little. Ellis aroused my curiosity.”

“He did.”

“Ellis did very well,” she
said. “I started thinking about sex from a different view, and
Ellis guided me. He suggested things to read, websites to visit,
photos to talk about, reasoning and analyzing what I had read after
I had completed his assignments, like going to school.”

“And seduction was a part
of it,” I said dryly.

“I didn’t know that at the
time,” she said. “And I didn’t know that you were setting me up to
be seduced. Did you really want me to be seduced that
badly?”

“I wanted you to open up,”
I said. “I wanted to see the wild side of you that you were
bottling up—and yes, I thought you being slutty was one of the most
erotic things I could imagine.” I paused as she looked at me with
her doe eyes. “I encouraged Ellis and sent him in your direction.
In the end you had the choice to say ‘no’. You were not
forced.”

“But I was set up,” she
said.

“Yes, to a
point.”

“You got what you wanted,”
she said. “You saw that.”

“Yes, I did,” I said. “I
should have held back, but I couldn’t. It was like a drug,” I said.
“After Ellis told me you were being receptive to his advances, I
couldn’t stop. I had to see how far you would take it. I didn’t
think you would go this far for me, I’m too familiar. Ellis said
that.”

“I understand how it is
like a drug,” she said. “Once I got into the idea of actually being
with someone else, even a little, I am not sure I could have
stopped if I wanted too. But honey, I didn’t want to stop. The more
I got the more I wanted. The further we took it, I wanted to see
what was next.”

My wife stared me straight in the eye.
“If you have been more honest with me, it might have been
different.”

“I know.” I said. “But
there is a part of both of us that would have always
wondered.”

“I do not think I would
have been seduced by Ellis as easily as I was had you not set me
up,” she said. “Yes, I had the desire, but you supplied the
opportunity. You set a black man up to seduce your wife. How else
can you say it?”

“I’m sorry,” I said, “I
should have been more honest.”

“I’m sorry too,” she said.
“I never dreamed I would cheat on you. I was too caught up in it.
But it has happened.”

“Yes, it has.”

“You started
it.”

“I did.”

“And are you happy with the
result?” my wife asked. I hesitated. “Am I as open as you wanted me
to be?”

I reached for her and pulled her to
me. “Beyond my wildest dreams or fantasy,” I whispered in her ear.
I felt her hand in my lap.

“Mmmm, seems like somebody
likes this new slutty me.”

“We do,” I said.

Truce?”

“Not at war,” I said, “how
about we forgive the lack of information, poor communication, and
things we did that was not 100% up front with each other—and
resolve not to be dishonest with each other ever again.”

“I’m good with that,”
Olivia said, pausing. “But understand the truth can hurt? Honesty
may not be what you want to hear.”

“Honesty is what I need to
hear,” I said.

“You’re sure?” she asked. I
nodded.

“OK, let’s test it,” she
said. “I don’t want to stop. I feel like I’ve only begun my sexual
exploration with other men. I want to play around with it some
more.”

“And If I should want you
to stop?” I asked.

“You don’t,” Olivia said.
“Now you are not being honest. I know you better than you think.
You are getting off on me with Ellis.”

“True,” I said, “But I’m
scared it will damage us, that you will get in too
deep.”

“I won’t fall in love with
him,” she said. “I promise that. You are my husband until the day I
die, understand? That doesn’t mean I want to stop fucking him—or
Levar sometimes.”

“If that is true, if I “WE”
are safe, if you can take care of the “US”, I took a deep breath,
the conversation outrunning my brain and reason. “I guess you can
continue to explore with no objection from me.”

“Good,” Olivia said. “I
have a date with Levar Wednesday.”

“I know, Ellis told me. He
said lunch.” Olivia does Human Relations work for a small company a
few states away, working from home, so working from home allows her
to pick her schedules, like an afternoon lunch date.

“No, a date. It started out
as lunch, but his work schedule changed. That OK? I didn’t mention
it until just now?” she asked.

“You mentioned it before
actually, so yes, it is OK. If it was a problem, we could have
talked about it. I wasn’t being blindsided.”

My wife looked straight into my eyes.
“I won’t be home until Thursday morning,” she added.

“I figured.”

“And Ellis said he wants to
take me out Friday night, to a special club,” she said. “Ellis says
it is not the kind of club a white man can go along.”

“OK,” I said.

“I don’t know if I should
go,” she said, hesitating.

“You’re going,” I said
firmly. She bristled.

“What?”

“You gave your pussy to
Ellis, said it was his. I heard you. Ellis owned your pussy, and he
gave your pussy back to me, didn’t he?”

“Yes,” she said, bowing her
head a little.

“I’m loaning you back to
him for Friday, just like I’m loaning you to Levar
Wednesday.”

“I don’t have a say so?”
she asked.

“Of course, but being
honest is just that, and you know you want to, but there’s less
guilt if you are told by me to go rather than sneaking off. Ellis
recommended that I stop asking and start telling, enjoy your sub
tendencies.”

“It is not the same with
you, too much real day to day life together. With Ellis it is
different. It is hard to explain. I get aroused not knowing what is
coming next, pleasing him by carrying out his commands, even at the
expense of my inhibitions. The pleasure is worth the sacrifice, and
I have been amply rewarded with the pleasure.”

“You know what kind of club
it is?” My wife asked.

“It is a club where black
men show off their white girlfriends and lovers,” I said. “You
qualify, don’t you?”

“Yes, Ellis wants to show
off his new conquest, like I’m a trophy.”

“You are a trophy for any
man,” I said. “You are beautiful, you are loving sex more than ever
before, you have given your pussy to him from what I heard you say
to him. You invited him to share you if he likes.”

“That was before he gave my
pussy back to you.”

“No reason we cannot both
own your pussy, as long as we are with you at different times. Did
you mean it when you invited him to share you?”

“I did then. I meant it.
Call it a part of my newfound sexual explorations.”

“You are a married white
woman, certainly a trophy to someone in the interracial hotwife
game like Ellis. How does it make you feel, to be considered a sex
object of black men?”

“It makes me very wet,” My
wife smiled.


CHAPTER 4

 


While our conversation seemed to level
out the bumps, when I was reflecting later, Ellis’ words during our
last conversation were haunting me. My wife was hosting Levar
Wednesday, a large black man with a big uncut cock. The date was
moved from lunch until early evening, and they were going out, not
fucking her in the house for me to watch this time. I had expected
watching now, being more involved now that everything that had
happened was out in the open.

No, Wednesday night was not just a
date. My wife was going out with Levar and eventually she would be
allowing him to fuck her, and Friday Ellis had talked about
introducing her to some of his friends, and from his inflection
clearly intent on sharing Olivia then.

I could stop it, her pussy was mine,
but at the same time Ellis let me know that in many ways I could
not stop it, not until she wanted to stop. A dilemma.

Ellis had proved correct on everything
he said so far, so his caution that none of us could control where
my wife’s fascination with black cock might end. My wife was more
interested in taking things further, so now was time to hang on for
the ride.

Wednesday came too soon.

 


***

 


This night was different.

For the first time I watched my wife
dressing to go out with another man on a date. It was the first
time I saw my wife getting ready to spend the night with another
man, a large black man I had seen the previous Saturday night in
the club with her and Ellis. I had never met him.

I would tonight. He was picking her up
at our home.

I was in jeans and a tee, relaxing
after dinner with a bourbon, my mind reeling to the reality. Was
this really happening? Was I insane?

I heard the click, click, click of
Olivia’s heels on the stone floor of the foyer before I saw her. I
looked up as she appeared and gasped.

My wife stood before me dressed in
silver, a shimmering silver set of skintight stretch pants, as
tight as yoga pants, black high heels, and a silver metallic tank
top with low arm holes, enough to show enticing white sideboob in
contrast with her tan. Up close under the bright living room light,
I could see the transparency of the top revealing a hint of her
dark nipples, now poking prominently on high beam.

Olivia’s make up was much like
Saturday night at Blue Sambuca, and not typical for her, leaning
toward heavy, bright red lipstick, smoky eyes with dark on the
underside of her eyes, bringing out her bright green
eyes.

Her dark hair was pulled straight back
and held with a scrunchie, further displaying the oversized hoop
earrings. She had an ankle chain on her right ankle displaying a Q
and a spade that I had not seen before. She was carrying her
overnight shoulder bag and her largest purse, bulging with whatever
she had crammed inside that she might need overnight. I caught the
whiff of a new perfume.

“You smell nice,” I
said.

“Thank you. My date bought
it for me. It’s a new scent for me—and expensive,” she
taunted.

“Damn,” I said. “Why don’t
you stay here with me dressed like that?”

“Sorry, my date will be
here any minute,” she said. “This is for him tonight.”

“Rain check?” I asked.
“Dress this slutty for me too sometime?”

“I can do that,” she said,
pausing, “Now I can. I am not sure I could have before. Guess you
get some benefits from that.” Glancing out the window she smiled.
“He’s here. No need for him to come in is there?”

“I guess not,” I
said.

“We’re kinda in a hurry,”
she said without explanation. “Bye honey, see you tomorrow,” she
said, stepping toward the door, twisting her tight ass in the yoga
pants. No panty lines, I noted. An instant later, she was gone, the
door clicking behind her.

I sat there in shock over what had
just transpired, I remembered one of the things she had said in our
recent conversations since Ellis held his reveal. “The more I get
the more I want.”

An hour later Ellis called.

“Hey man, wanted to check
on you and see how you are handling the “She dates, I
wait.”

“I’m waiting,” I
said.

“You’ll survive,” Ellis
said, “You haven’t spent enough time yet wondering throughout the
night, saying to yourself you wonder what she is doing at that
exact moment. It’s call angst. Makes the return better. You’ll
see.”

“I guess,” I said without
enthusiasm.

“Here’s a suggestion,” he
said. “Assemble all the photos I’ve sent of your wife with me and
with Levar, plus the video. Put them into a folder. Pull some
screen caps from the video and make your own “my black cock slut”
slide show, while she’s gone. It will pass the time
quicker.”

“Yeah, I’ll do that,” I
said. “Nothing on the tube. Not in the mood to surf
online.”

“I still have a couple of
photos I haven’t sent, and a short video, check your email a little
later.”

“I’ll do that,” I
said.

“And brother, hang in
there, it’s all good. You’ll see. And while you are at it, check
out Swirl’s, website. That’s where we are going Friday
night.”

“OK.”

I downloaded the few pictures from his
email. The video was Olivia stripping to a slow R&B song as
Ellis filmed, then once naked, Ellis zoomed backwards to reveal the
massive bulk of Levar sitting on the couch, my living room couch.
He was only in a pair of boxers.

Olivia stepped to him and straddled
his lap, knees on either side of him. My wife kissed the large
black man as his hands sought and claimed her breasts, circling
each breast and squeezing, leaving her nipples exposed from his
grip. He was sucking on her nipples as she slid her body back and
forth on his lap, moaning, her pussy grinding on his cock. Her head
was thrown back.

Levar pulled her to him, kissing her,
and she reached between their bodies, fumbling, raising up as she
pulled his cock out of his boxers, rubbing the massive head over
her clit and parting her pussy lips with the tip of his cock,
wiping it back and forth, glistening with her juices before she
centered it on her opening and slowly began lowering herself on the
big uncircumcised cock. Olivia stopped, raised back up, then
lowered down again, taking more inside her, each time, lower,
deeper, and with a final moan relaxed her flexed legs and absorbed
the thick black cock completely inside her.

Levar’s hands were on her ass, and he
gently pulled her forward, then back, fucking her on his cock. My
wife was whimpering, talking in monosyllables with only an “oh yes”
emerging from the sounds.

Levar straightened out his body, his
shoulders against the back on the couch, his feet on the floor, the
movement thrusting his ass off the edge of the couch, my wife
impaled on his cock, her feet off the floor, bounced into the air
still on his cock before gravity pulled her back down. Levar
relaxed the position for a moment then repeated it, this time
holding Olivia on his cock with a firm hold on her breasts as he
lowered and arched his pelvis, Olivia’s legs bouncing as if they
were a rag doll. I heard the distinctive groan she gives in a good
orgasm at that moment, but Levar didn’t stop, continuing his hard
fucking of my wife, flipping her over on the couch, her ass hanging
off the edge, knees over his shoulders with Levar on his knees in
front of the couch, plunging into her, her breast shaking back and
forth wildly, again another orgasmic groan, immediately building to
another, sparking with a loud “Fuck my white pussy.”

I didn’t time how long this went on,
long minutes for sure, over and over, continuous orgasms on a
plateau for Olivia. Levar was talking under his breath the entire
time. I couldn’t make out what he was saying on the video, but
Olivia was responding with a “yes”, “OK”, “please. The words were
now clear and loud. “Cum inside me,” my wife said. “Shoot your cum
into my belly, I crave it.”

“My cum slut,” Levar moaned
as his body jerked with his spilling his seed into my wife’s
waiting pussy.

“Yes,” she said, the two of
them collapsing, clinging their bodies together until Levar
withdrew and stood. Olivia did not change position, her legs spread
wide, back on the couch, a white ooze of his thick white cum
pouring from her pussy.

“That’s one well fucked
white girl,” I heard Ellis say from behind the camera before the
screen went dead.

There were only a few photos, Olivia
topless with Ellis cupping her breasts from behind, then the exact
post with Levar in the same position. Same pair of photos with
Olivia standing, kissing the two men, each in turn, breasts pressed
against their chests. A similar set showed Olivia holding herself
away from their chests to show her hard nipples, again the same
pose, each time with a different black man. The last in the series
was a selfie, Olivia standing between the two men, all naked from
the waist up, smiling.

I closed the screen and sat there
panting. What had I started? And even more prevalent in my mind, as
Ellis predicted, what was my wife doing with Levar at that moment?
Was she fucking him as fervently as she had in the video? I knew
that answer. At that moment my wife was giving herself totally to
her black lover, allowing herself to be, as he described, his cum
slut.

I got up and poured another drink and
reviewed the Swirl website. There was a photo of the dance floor,
all white women dancing with black men, interracial couples in
booths on one side, a crowd at the bar. The description said, “The
perfect club for men and women who like their vanilla and chocolate
in a swirl” following in the tradition of the BMFC (Black Man Fan
Club) chain in England, “Hosting a venue for ladies and couples who
appreciate the extras that black guys bring and for black guys who
enjoy being appreciated.” There was a link to another site, “Team
Player Parties,” also a group of black men who host parties, “for
those that admire black men and what they have to
offer.”

Between the bourbon, the late hour,
and the day’s fatigue, I dozed. I awoke early, sleepy and tired,
realizing it was a workday. I showered quickly, left on time.
Olivia was not home yet.

 


***

 


I called at lunch. “Hello,” she said
sleepily in a hushed tone.

“Checking to see if you
were home. You OK?”

“Great, just tired,
sleepy,” Olivia said

“Long night?”

“Very long night,” she
said, not volunteering to elaborate. “When you get home,
OK?”

“OK,” I said.

“Loveya.” The phone
clicked.


CHAPTER 5

 


I was getting in my SUV for the drive
home when she texted. “Bring takeout, OK? Too tired to
cook.”

“OK,” I texted back,
picking up two chicken dinner boxes. She was on the couch when I
arrived wearing a white wife beater and shorts. Her hair was down,
no makeup, her eyes looked tired, that puffy look when no sleep is
followed by too much sleep and not yet awake.

“Hey babe,” she said.
“Sorry, I just got up.”

“I fix ya up,” I said,
placing the meal on a tray and adding two Cokes to the trays. I
carried one to her. She picked at it as I ate mine, studying her
without speaking. I was curious and her reaction was not what I
expected. I thought she would be horny and on a high from the sex
and attuned to some great reclaiming sex.

“Sorry,” she said. “We will
get around to it. I want to for you, just give some more time,
please. I had a rough night.”

“Rough night?” I said, “You
know that I need to know everything, don’t you?”

“Yes,” she said, standing.
“Give me your tray and I’ll take them to the kitchen, pour me a
drink, a tall one, and I’ll start after I go pee.”

I poured her a raspberry and vodka
double, bourbon for myself, and took my seat on one end of the
couch. She walked stiffly on her return. Olivia saw me noticing.
“Sorry, I’m sore all over,” she said. “Levar really put me through
it last night.” She sat down on the end of the couch, half turning
to me.

“OK, I guess the real thing
here is I am apparently in a contest between Levar and Ellis to see
who can do the most to me. They haven’t said that, but just a
feeling I get. They are trying to outdo each other.”

“And how’s that
going?”

Olivia gave me a weak smile. “Levar is
in the lead after last night for sure.”

I didn’t answer, still waiting for her
to tell me about it. “OK, I will start at the beginning. Nothing
out of the ordinary I guess when you consider your wife was going
out to spend the night with a huge black man. He was very
complimentary about what I chose to wear, we went to dinner at a
Mexican restaurant, I had three margaritas, stopped by the Blue
Sambuca for a couple of drinks. He lives near there.”

“OK,” I said, recalling
seeing my wife with both Ellis and Levar there the previous
week.

“We danced for a while, he
was kissing me and feeling me up on the dance floor, like he was
showing me off. I caught three or four guys staring. It was hot. I
could tell they wanted me and were envious of Levar, and it made me
so horny. It was arousing, him showing off his white woman, and
that’s what I was last night, not a Mom, not a wife, but his woman,
and he made that clear in how he touched me. I cannot describe it
more than that, it is hot being seen out as a black man’s woman.”
She paused, “Especially when I can dabble in it and return to my
everyday real life with you. I can do that, can’t I? Are you OK?
Are we OK?”

“We’re good,” I said. “I’m
glad you enjoyed yourself. I have wanted you to let go for years
and now you have.”

“More than you expected?”
she asked.

“Yeah, I never dreamed you
let go this much, but the fact you have been able to do so is a
turn on it itself,” I said.

Olivia was studying my face. “Do I
need to try to scale back? Am I outside your comfort
zone?”

I took a deep breath, knowing this was
my chance to rein things in a bit. I couldn’t do it. “No,” I said,
“if anything let go more. Live it. Enjoy it. Don’t forget where
home and your everyday life is all that is important.”

“I could never forget that”
she said. “Thank you for letting me fly with this for a
while.”

“I still don’t know how
much you are flying,” I smiled.

“Oh yeah. Back to the
story. We were dancing, Levar was putting his hand inside my top
from the side, feeling up my bare boobs on the dance floor. He had
pushed the cloth between my breasts, uncovered, but my boobs were
covered by his black hands. It was hot,” she paused. “Good thing I
didn’t wear a skirt, or I think he would have fingered me on the
dance floor too. I was turned on and whispered, “My pussy is aching
for your big black dick. I want you to fuck me good, Levar.” That
was all it took.

“We got into his big
Lincoln, but I told him to wait until he started driving. I
unbuckled his pants, unzipped them, reached inside and pulled out
his big black cock. “Now drive,” I told him, and I started sucking
his cock as he drove us to his place,” Olivia said.

I noticed Olivia’s breath was becoming
more rapid, her chest was rising and falling as she became excited
in the retelling of the previous night with her black
lover.

“I love sucking his cock,”
she said. “I love playing with the folds at the tip of his uncut
cock with the tip of my tongue, not to mention how big and thick it
is, even though it is hard to get my mouth fully around it. His
cock is so different from yours, or even Ellis’. He has a lovely
cock,” my wife said.

“While he was driving and I
was sucking his cock, a couple of times he put his hand on the back
of my head and pushed me down on him, gagging me before we pulled
up into his house.

Levar never bothered zipping up,
holding his pants up with one hand and digging for the keys. “Come
on white girl,” he said, leaving me to open the door myself. I
gathered up my overnight bag and he was waiting on me in the foyer.
As soon as the door closed, he grabbed me, kissing me, breaking
long enough to pull my top over my head, and pulling my pants and
thong halfway down my thighs. ‘Get naked,’ he said.”

“We left our clothes in a
pile in the foyer and he led me back to the bedroom, laid me back
on the bed and stuck his cock in my mouth. ‘Play with yourself,’ he
told me, and I started rubbing my clit and fingering myself while I
sucked his cock. I came like that. When I came, he rolled to his
back with that big black cock sticking straight up and told me,
‘time to take a ride.’ I sucked his cock a little more to wet it,
then moved over him and eased down on his cock. I was soaked, so it
was easy. My pussy just opened up for his big dick, much easier
than the other times I’ve fucked him. I guess I’m getting used to
his cock or getting stretched or something,” Olivia said, looking
up at me. “Do I feel stretched to you now?”

“No, I said.”

“Good,” she said, half
giggling, “but to tell the truth I’m a little surprised I’m not.
Anyway, we fucked with me on top for a while, not until he came,
but a long time. I mean he can fuck forever without cumming,” my
wife said. “He reached up and physically lifted me off his cock and
tossed me to the side on my back and moved on top, kissing me at
the same time he went inside me. He was holding my boobs and
playing with my nipples, holding his weight off me on his elbows,
and I came twice like that.” Olivia paused to take a long drink,
pausing for a couple of deep breaths.

“I lost count of how long
we fucked like that, how many times I came. We kissed until my jaw
was tired, he pulled on my nipples, sucked them so hard I think I
came once from just that, a nipple orgasm, if you can believe that.
He was so big he hits my g-spot with every stroke, and I must have
squirted a quart, the bed was soaked with my juices and his cum. He
cums a ton, every time.”

Olivia mentioned his cumming inside
her, a most intimate act, as simple as if she was describing the
opening of a door. “After he came inside me, he rolled off me and
told me to not close my legs. “Let it come out on its own,” he
said. “My cum stays where I put it until it wants to come
out.”

“Levar was playing with my
boobs, started sucking my nipples again. He loves my nipples and
tits, he says, and I still lay there with his cum pouring out of
me. He moved up to kiss me, I rolled to him with my leg over him
and he was still hard. The head of his cock bumped into my pussy,
and he shoved it in me, and we fucked again. I can’t give you more
details than that; I know you want them, but it was all such a blur
that I can’t recall. We’d fuck a while, cuddle a while, fuck some
more. And this went on all night long.”

Again, Olivia took another long drink.
“We got out of bed about midnight for water and paused only for
that and a couple more drinks each, and we were back at it.” Olivia
paused, “That’s it, fucking over and over. Different positions, but
that is the basics.”

I think she saw the disappointment in
my expression. She looked up, as if recalling or trying to think
more about what happened. “He came inside me eight or nine times,”
she said. “We left to come home at 10 a.m. and he fucked me before
we left. Levar didn’t want me to wear panties and put a doubled-up
towel on the seat. I dripped his cum all the way home. Even when I
came in the door it was running down my leg.”

Olivia gave me a sheepish look. “I
sucked his cock on the way home. I wanted him to fuck me again when
we got here, but he had a business appointment.” She studied my
reaction.

“Damn,” was all I could
manage. I was amazed at her description, but even more amazed that
it was Olivia, my wife, who had done all those things. It was as if
she was a totally different woman. Yes, Ellis had seduced her, but
as he promised, and as I had said I wanted, without knowing the
consequences, he had turned her into a slut.

“Time to reclaim your
wife’s pussy, don’t you think?” she said, standing and reaching for
my hand, not releasing it and leading me toward the bedroom. I
undressed and sat on the bed and looked at her. She had not
undressed yet.

“Uh, I need to say
something first,” she said. “Last night was, well, as good as it
was, I got carried away a little.” With that she crossed her arms
in front of her and in a single move pulled her wife beater over
her head, her ample breasts spilling free.

I was expecting her beautiful creamy
white breasts, which was there, but covered in a dozen large
hickeys on each breast. A couple of marks were deep, turning into
bruises, and I even noticed near her areola a couple of crescent
shaped marks that appeared to be bite marks.

She removed her pants and thong, and
her pussy was red, almost raw, a bruise on her bare pubis, and
there two near her clit were more crescent bite marks.

I said nothing, staring at the marks
of passion placed there by her black lover. I was shocked, but also
felt as if my cock could cut diamonds. I have never been as hard in
my life. She smiled as she looked at my cock, stepping to the bed,
dropping down to her knees and engulfing my cock with her mouth.
“Seems like my husband gets turned on when his white wife gets used
by a big black man,” she breathed between bobs on my cock, pausing
to put my cock between her boobs and titty fuck me before sucking
my cock more.

Olivia crawled on to the bed and
rolled to her back, her legs spread wide, her pussy lips swollen
and red. I could see some of Levar’s cum still oozing from her
pussy. “Put your cock inside me,” she said, and I did.

The sensation was nothing I had ever
felt before. She was looser, and her pussy was as slick as if I had
emptied a bottle of lube into her pussy. “I tried to get most of it
out,” she said as I plunged in, “but there was so much it was
impossible.”

“It is fine,” I said, and
it was, it felt different, but it also felt fantastic. A new
feeling pussy on my newly converted slut wife.

“Can you feel it?” I
asked.

“Of course, I love your
cock. Stop worrying about it and fuck me.” I did, and as I did, she
began whispering, urging me on, her explicit talk so new to her but
heightening my arousal even more.

“Levar likes to talk
dirty,” she said. “Even more than Ellis. He calls me his snow bunny
slut, because he knows how much I love black dick.”

I was gasping but answered. “And how
does he know that?”

“Because I told him, but I
didn’t have to tell him. He could tell. I told him I adored his
black cock and told me to open my legs wide and let him take my
married white cunt. I urged him to take it, to fuck me hard, to
make me a slut, to use me as his cum dump,” Olivia was moaning. The
words were exciting her too, and she came once describing the dirty
talk between her and Levar.

“I begged him to fuck me
like a whore,” she breathed, “and he did. I begged for his cum, to
coat my womb with his baby making seed, and he did.” I was close,
far too close, but was still steadily pumping my cock in and out of
my wife’s pussy.


CHAPTER 6

 


We were still naked in bed when
Olivia’s cell rang. She answered, talked for a minute. “You’re
comparing notes?” she asked. My wife handed me the phone, rolling
to her side, lifting one knee up. “Take a photo with my phone,” she
said, handing it to me. I centered her nude body in the frame and
snapped the shot. I returned the phone. Her thumbs were hitting
buttons, and she put the phone back to her ear.

“OK, I understand, sure,
next Friday works better for us too, gives us more time to talk
things out,” Olivia said into the phone. She laid the phone
down.

“What?” I asked.

“That was
Ellis.”

“I figured.”

“Ellis was talking to
Levar; Levar was commenting about how he had marked me.” Olivia
looked down at the numerous hickeys on her breasts. “Ellis wanted
to see, thus the photo.”

“OK.”

“Ellis has a conflict
tomorrow night, and he said he wants my boobs totally creamy and
white without Levar’s hickeys when he takes me out. The dress he
wants me to wear would show off a lot of the passion marks. He said
he wants me looking pristine.” She smiled. “So, looks like you get
me tomorrow night too.”

“Good,” I said, thinking in
my mind that I was going to show my wife that it wasn’t only black
men who wanted to take sexual control over her.

 


***

 


We slept naked and cuddling the rest
of the night, and I was out the door to work Friday morning leaving
her in bed, stopping at the bedroom door to stare at my beautiful
wife naked, uncovered, legs slightly spread, her nipples soft, her
breasts with red marks and a darker bruise or two, her pussy not
looking as red and raw but still with a pink tint. I started to
call in late for work and jump her again, but I knew we had all
night.

Ellis called at lunch. “Hey man,
what’s up? Looks like ole Levar hit that white pussy pretty hard,
don’t it?”

“You could say
that.”

“Wanted to let you know
though that her being marked up is not the primary reason I’m
putting our date to go to Swirl off a week. Thing is you know that
thing, abstinence makes the heart grow fonder?”

“Not sure that’s how it
goes,” I laughed.

“Yeah, I know. Girl’s been
getting a steady stream of black cock, loads of cum in that pussy,
putting that black man’s DNA in her system, so a few days off gonna
make next Friday night all that hotter, she’ll be wanting to let
that slut side soar by then,” Ellis said.

“All right,” I
said.

“You good with everything?
You got the slut you wanted, haven’t you?”

“I think so,” I
said.

“I know so,” Ellis laughed.
“Enjoy it all, it’s a wild ride. I know she said she gave her pussy
to me, I gave it to you, doesn’t mean I don’t expect an occasional
loan.”

“I think that was a given
after last week,” I said.

“Well, tap it a lot this
week, she’ll probably need some rest after next Friday. Remember
what I said though, don’t give her time to think about it or ask
her, tell her. See how it works,” Ellis said.

“I plan on it, starting
tonight,” I said.


CHAPTER 7

 


I started trying to be Dom with my
wife. I tied her hands behind her back, blindfolded her, and helped
her down to the floor, knees on a pillow, and told her to suck my
cock. “Suck it like a whore,” I told her, and she eagerly started
sucking my cock.

I put my hand on the back of her head
and pulled her mouth on my cock, felt it hit the back of her
throat, and her body jerked. I released her and she pulled off my
cock, gagging. She didn’t speak and went back to sucking my cock. I
didn’t want to cum in her mouth this time.

We stopped, I helped her to the bed,
her knees on the edge, ass sticking back to me, on her hands in the
front, waiting. I fingered her from behind and for good measure
gave her ass a slap for the first time. She flinched by said
nothing. I moved forward, nudging my cock into her pussy, putting
my hands on each side of her hips pulling her back on to my cock. I
dropped my hands to my side.

“OK slut,” I ordered, “fuck
yourself on my cock.” She dutifully started rocking her body back
and forth on my cock, unsteady until I rested my hand on her hip
and pulled her hard. This slap on her ass elicited a soft moan so I
did it again, and she ground her pussy hard against me.

I held her in position with both hands
on her lower back and began slamming into her harder, watching her
breasts bounce wildly from my pounding in the closet door mirror,
and she began making the soft mewing sounds punctuated with an
occasional “yes, yes” that tells me her orgasm is
building.

“Am I fucking my good
slut?” I asked.

“Yes, fuck your good slut,
your black cock loving slut,” she moaned back. “I can’t wait for
another big black cock to be where your cock is right now.” I
slapped her ass again. “Yes,” she said, “Fuck my slutty
cunt.”

I was getting closer, as was she, her
gasps for breath raspy and in rapid succession. I knew there was no
need to hold back, and as she started to cum I moved my thumb to
her ass and gently pushed inside her ass, sparking a massive orgasm
within her, jerking her body so much that she pulled off my cock
just as I was cumming, my cum spraying the bed and little getting
inside her pussy. She fell to the side, still tied, still
blindfolded.

I moved around the bed until my cock
was at her face. “Clean my cock,” I told her, and she sucked my
cock clean.

“Untie me,” she said.
“Please.”

I did as she asked, and we cuddled.
Saturday night a repeat of the same. Sunday, we went to the lake on
a friend’s pontoon boat, drank too much, stayed too late, and ended
up crashing into the bed with no sex. Work began on
Monday.

Tuesday, I came home from work and saw
the table set, the curtains drawn. She was still in her street
clothes. “Go get a shower,” she said, and I did, walking out of the
shower to see her standing in the bedroom completely naked. The
bruises were gone, and the hickeys Levar had put there were fading,
almost gone, no real evidence that only days before she had been so
well used by one of her big black lovers.

“No need to put clothes
on,” she said. “Come on, dinner is ready.” Disappointed that it was
not sex initially, we ate nude, with Olivia telling me about her
day, asking about mine, as casually as if we were fully clothed. I
made no note of it until she cleared the table.

“Ice cream for dessert, or
my pussy?” she smiled.

“How about I put some ice
cream on your pussy and lick it off,” I answered. She smiled. “I’ll
get it.”

Olivia returned carrying the plastic
tablecloth we use for picnics and a half pint of vanilla. Smiling
she lay down on the spread plastic, handed me the ice cream and
spoon and lay back spreading her legs. “You first,” she
said.

I put a spoonful of ice cream on her
clit. She jumped at the coolness but gave me a hissed, “Yess” when
I licked it off, applying it three more times before she stopped me
applying more ice cream. “Finish me like this, I’m ready,” she
said, and I licked her to a squirting orgasm, three fingers in her
pussy as I did. When she came, I could feel her pussy muscles
pulsating around my fingers.

Olivia raised up and pushed me back on
to the plastic. “My turn” she said, and she too took the spoon and
coated my cock with the now softened ice cream and licked it off
twice before I told her, “forget about the ice cream, just suck my
cock,” and she did, expertly.

Something was different in how she did
it, better, and I realized she was learning more about sucking cock
from her black lovers. As the thought crossed my mind, I looked
down watching my wife keep taking my cock into her mouth until her
lips were tight against the base of my cock. She was deep throating
me. Damn.

Olivia pulled off my cock for a gasp
of air and did the same thing again, repeating it until I told her
I was going to cum. “Go ahead,” she said, and as I began to cum, I
could feel my cock in her throat as she swallowed my cum, not
pulling off until I finished. Deprived of air longer than she
expected, she took deep heaving breath when she did, wiping her
lips with her forearm.

“Damn,” I said, “What
brought that on?”

“Trying to explore more,
think of something different,” she said. “See, it doesn’t all have
to be with black men.”

“Good,” I said. I noticed
the clock. I had arrived late, but it was now nearing 11 p.m. “Have
we been doing it that long?” I asked.

Olivia nodded, smiling. “Yeah, and you
didn’t even get your cock in my pussy. And you won’t tonight. We
have to get up too early in the morning. Come to the bed and hold
me, my husband.”

It started out cuddling but there was
no way I wasn’t getting her pussy tonight. It was quick but still
very good.

Wednesday night she met me at our
favorite Mexican restaurant. She had taken an Uber and had three
standard size margaritas’, one more than her typical large one, and
she had a good buzz when we went to the car. I opened her door and
let her in and went around to the driver side. She had scooted more
to my side when I got under the wheel. I started the
car.

“Before you move adjust
your seat back as far as you can, raise the steering wheel,” she
said.

“Why?” I dumbly asked, not
registering what she might have in mind.

“Because I’m going to suck
your cock while you drive home. I’m getting pretty good at this. I
want to show you.”

I smiled and unbuckled my pants,
loosening the snap. “You talked me into it,” I said. It was hard to
concentrate but still it was a magnificent way to drive home. At
one red light a raised pickup with two boys in cowboy hats pulled
up on one side, looked down at my wife’s head in my lap bobbing up
and down. I saw the passenger’s head appear beside the driver, both
smiling and giving me a thumbs up before the pulled away. Olivia
could hear their loud motor but never slowed down.

I pulled into the garage, and we raced
to the bedroom, dropping clothes along the way. No need for
foreplay, she guiding my cock into her as I moved over her in
missionary position, and we made love, excited intense passionate
love, not lust filled fucking, but more than that, exchanging parts
of our beings, reinforcing we were together as one, giving to each
other. It was delightful and as we finished and lay naked on the
bed, cooling our sweating bodies in the gentle gust of the ceiling
fan, I do not think we had ever felt closer.

“Damn, thanks for that,”
she said.

“No, thank you, my
soulmate,” I said.

“I am, together forever,”
she said. “You are clear on that, right?”

“As long as you are,” I
said. “You are the one doing the exploring. I don’t want something
or someone more interesting luring you away from me.”

“Not gonna happen,” my wife
said, “but I want you to be sure you know that.”

“OK, I believe you,” I
smiled. “Why bring that up now?”

“You said we must be honest
with each other going forward,” Olivia said.

“I did.”

“You know tomorrow night is
my date with Ellis.”

“Yes.”

“I don’t know how to say it
other than to say it. When he takes me, he really takes me. I mean
he takes control of me, and all I want to do is please him, to make
him happy. His liking what I am doing at his request soaks me, I
can almost cum at the thought of him ordering me to do something
that I’ve always resisted. It is a rush for him to break down my
inhibitions.”

“I think I understand
that,” I said. “I am getting some of the benefits of those released
inhibitions.”

“You have, and you will,
the more I explore,” she said. “Which is what I want to talk
about.”

“OK. Shoot.”

“The other night when you
tried being Dom with me, when you blindfolded me and tied my
hands…”

“Yes.”

“It wasn’t that good. I
wasn’t as good as tonight,” my wife said.

I was surprised but tried not to let
it show. “I’ll try to do better next time,” I said.

“That’s just it,” Olivia
said. “I have one Dom in Ellis. I don’t need two. I need you for
the love and support and to make love to me. I need Ellis to fuck
me, to push my limits. I want you both to stay in your
lanes.”

“I think I hear what you
are saying,” I said. “Not sure I understand it though.”

“I want my cake and want to
eat it too. I can do that with you as my husband and not my Dom,
and with Ellis my Dom and some help from Levar on occasion,” she
said.

“So how you see this going
forward?” I asked, feeling something had changed in the
dynamic.

“I don’t want you to try to
dominate me. We are a partnership. Sexually I will do what you want
to please you, not because you demand it, but because I give it
willingly to you. It has worked like that, and worked well for all
of our marriage, just like tonight showed. I want to make love with
you, have sex with you, love you, spend my life with you, just like
always.”

“I know there is a but
coming,” I said with a half-smile.

Olivia rolled over against me, her
breasts pressing into my chest, her fingertips trailing down my
belly toward my cock but not touching it. “The ‘but’ is at the
moment I am really getting off on Ellis doing the demanding, and my
wanting to yield to his demands. What I want when I am with you, I
am yours, but for a while, when I am with him, I am his, not
yours.”

“Am I not doing that now?”
I asked.

“To a point. But I want to
change the approach. I have been thinking,” she said. Strange thing
to say at this point I thought, until she finished. “I want you to
give my pussy back to Ellis for a while. I want him to own my cunt.
I want to be black-owned; I want to see what that is
like.”

“Are you sure?” I
asked.

“Certain. Give my pussy
back to him, let him own it.”

I wrapped my arm around her as her
hand encircled my dick.

“You want me to give your
pussy to Ellis? Return it like he gave your pussy back to me last
week?”

“Yes, I am asking you to do
that.”

“Do you know what being
black owned entails?” I asked.

“Not exactly, I’ve read a
little, talked to Ellis some, but I want to experience it while I
can, for a little while, I want to go see, I want you to let me go
see,” she said. “You can be there too for most of it,” she said.
“You have watched me already, wasn’t that hot?”

“Yes,” I said.

“It was so hot knowing you
were watching me, babe. I want you to watch me more, and reclaim me
hard when I get home, turned on by what you’ve seen me do. You
wanted me sluttier, then let me be sluttier.” I felt her hand
falling to my cock. I was recovering already. “One condition
though,” I told her.

“What?”

“I am not a cuck. I will
not be cut off from your pussy no matter who claims to own it. I
have husband rights on your cunt anytime you are home.”

“OK.”

“And I want a promise I can
be there, as much as possible. I want to watch you be
black-owned.”

“Fair enough,” she smiled,
squeezing my cock. “Damn, good way to perk up your recovery. Now
fuck me again.”


CHAPTER 8

 


I received a call Friday at noon from
Ellis. “Hey man, just got off the phone with your lovely wife,
double checking on times and things for our date
tonight.”

“OK.”

“What she says true? You
gonna give her pussy back to me? You good with that?” he
asked.

“Like you said, we aren’t
driving this train now, she is picking where she wants to go with
it. I know better than try to hold her back and have her chaff
against restriction. I am as good as my word. I wanted her to let
go, so I suppose to some extent I have to let her go to see
that.”

“You didn’t answer the
question.”

“Yeah, I’m good with it, as
long as I have your reassurance she is not going to be harmed or
damaged or forced to do anything she doesn’t want to do,” I said. I
heard Ellis laughing.

“Shit man, you know that
ain’t how I operate. If I had I would have fucked her that first
Monday instead of settling for a blow job until we talked. Yeah,
she is safe with me, that doesn’t mean I’m not going to push her,
and you know why? Because the girl wants pushed. She gets off to me
pushing her boundaries,” he said. “She said you want to be there as
much as possible, to watch, maybe join in when invited?”

“Yes. Part of the
deal.”

“No problem. Shit it is
that much better fucking a white wife who likes being watched,
showing her husband how she reacted when she is black fucked. You
get off watching it too, then hell we got us a
win-win-win.”

“And when she is home,
she’s all mine again. No unannounced show ups to the door, things
like that. She is mine when she is home, not yours,” I
said.

There was a long pause. “Not sure this
will work then,” Ellis said. “Sometimes I might be out late and
need my slut’s company, may not have had time to
pre-arrange.”

“How often that happen?” I
asked.

“Couple of times a month,
no more than that.”

“OK, I’m good with a couple
of times a month if she is,” I said.

Again, Ellis laughed. “Man, you still
don’t get it do you. Your wife is on board for everything, the more
she does the more she wants to do. She’s fearless when it comes to
this sexual exploration of her. Good thing for you is you have a
guide for her that can watch over things. Me. About six tonight
work for you?” Ellis asked. “Olivia said it was a good time for
her.”

“Sure,” I said. “Come a
little early and we’ll have a drink.”

 


***

 


I didn’t get home until 5:30, looking
for Olivia. I found her in the shower. I told her I was home and
I’d be in the living room. At 5:45 the doorbell rang, and I let
Ellis in. We shared a 12-year-old bourbon I’d recently found, and
took seats in the living room, he on the couch, me in the easy
chair facing. I could see over his shoulder when my wife came down
the steps from the bedroom.

“We still good over what we
talked about today?” he asked. “No second thoughts?”

“Not on my part,” I said.
“The choice is hers more than mine.” Ellis smiled.

“Well I may need to throw a
curve or two in here. You know she won’t be back home tonight,
don’t you? More like late tomorrow afternoon.”

“No, I had not considered
it, I always thought…”

“Nah, assume nothing my
man. Easier that way. You checked out Swirl, didn’t
you?”

“Yes.” Ellis paused,
reached into his wallet and gave me a card. Five numbers were
written on the back.

“There’s a side door on the
building away from the parking lot. Keypad there. That’s the
number. Code in, go in that door, tell whoever comes on the speaker
you are Barry, friend of Ellis. They’ll buzz you in.”

“What’s that…”

“Just be there about 11 or
12 tonight,” he said, smiling. “You said you wanted to
watch.”

“Yeah, OK, uh…”

Ellis’ face became more solemn. “Now
you need to know, tonight is a trial for you. See how you do. And
understand the time to intervene is passed. Anything gets to be a
problem we’ll talk about later, not during. No interference in any
way, understand?” I nodded. “And she won’t know you are there; you
all can talk about that lat..”

Ellis turned as he heard the creak of
the stairs, and my wife was almost floating down the stairs, a
cream wrap around dress that was low enough to display cleavage. I
could make out the lace trim of a sheer bra in the same color. I
knew the thong matched it. I bought it for her last valentine’s
day. Her makeup was flawless, darker, for nighttime even though it
was still daylight outside. Ellis stood and gave a low
whistle.

“Damn girl. You look fine,”
he said, dragging out the last word.

Olivia answered with a warm smile that
held more than a smile in it. I could sense her desire for this big
black man in that smile. She was already anticipating the coming
night. I saw the expression on her face, the hunger. I knew she was
already wet.

“Ready?” he asked. She
nodded, and taking his arm started toward the foyer. He looked back
at me. “Come along Barry, walk us out.” He finished the last of the
bourbon and sat it on the coffee table on the cork
coaster.

Ellis stopped in the foyer, his bulk
and height looming over the two of us. He stopped. “OK, just so we
all understand,” he said, fiddling with his phone and setting it on
the foyer table. “Gonna record this, and you get a copy too,” Ellis
said. “Now recapping, we had a good time together a couple of weeks
ago, you wanted your wife Olivia opened up, and I accomplished
that. That right?”

Olivia and both said “Yes” at the same
time. He continued. “Olivia said her pussy was mine, to do with
what I wanted didn’t she?” Again a yes. “And I gave her back to you
that Sunday night.” Yes, a third time.

“Now you to have agreed,
Barry, that you are giving her back to me tonight, within confines
of what we’ve already talked about?”

“Yes.”

Ellis looked at Olivia. “And you want
me to own your pussy, you want to be black owned, that
right?”

“Yes, I want to try the
experience,” she said. “I want to explore some more.”

“So her pussy’s mine again?
Till I return her home?”

“Yes.”

“Say it,” Ellis
said.

“Olivia gave you control of
her pussy, you gave it to me, I’m giving it back, for a while,” I
stammered.

“For a while,” Olivia
echoed, and Ellis nodded.

“You are my slut? My
whore?”

“Your slut and whore,”
Olivia said. I saw a quick excited shiver shake her as she said
it.

“OK, let’s get started
then,” he said. Looking at Olivia up and down. “Bra stays here,” he
said.

Olivia hesitated; I could see she had
expected showing him this expensive sexy piece of lingerie in
different circumstance. She untied the waist of the dress, slid one
arm out and pulled the strap down, did the same with the other and
reaching behind her unsnapped it, pulling it from her dress, her
breasts falling free. She handed me the wisp of cloth.

My wife arched her back and thrust out
her breasts, nipples hardening. Ellis reached forward and hefted
each one in turn, moving, staring. “Yeah, nice and creamy again,
you look pure as snow girl,” he said. “Hickeys and things all gone.
We’ll get some more on there soon.” He removed his hand, and she
pulled the dress back up, Looking up at Ellis as she retied it.
This time she left it loose enough that the open V of the dress
went all the way to her waist. He nodded his approval.

“Girl’s a quick learner
Barry,” he said.

“One final thing,” Ellis
said, fishing in his pocket. He opened a ring box and withdrew a
plain onyx band. He handed it to me. I looked closer, a spade with
a Q inside was engraved lightly into the onyx, hard to see unless
you knew to look. I gave him a questioning look.

“Put it on the ring finger
of her right hand,” he said. My wife extended her hand and I slid
it on her ring finger. She twisted it in the light. “She’s mine
until I take it off her, understand. I’m the only one that takes it
off.”

I could only mumble, “OK.”

“Sometimes she’ll be
leaving her wedding rings here, but not tonight,” he said. He
picked up Olivia’s overnight bag. I had not noticed it had been
prepositioned in the foyer.

My wife leaned in, gave me a buss on
the cheek and whispered, “I love you. Thanks for being OK with
this. Don’t wait up.”

I watched Ellis guide my wife out the
door, heard his car start, and looked down at the coffee table
where the card to Swirl lay with the door code numbers. I looked at
the clock. Only five hours to go.


CHAPTER 9

 


 It was an hour drive to Club Swirl, according to the GPS. I
was there early and sat outside waiting until 11. The club front
had large columns and a covered entranceway, an elegant sign
reading only “Club Swirl” was on a brick pedestal at the street
side. The parking lot was ¾ full.

I watched a couple of cars pull up,
one valet parked, a tall well-dressed bald black man with a smiling
pretty redhead in a shimmering green dress. A limo pulled up and
two black men emerged, without women, greeting the doorman who
opened the door for him. As I walked to the side entrance, I saw a
single woman arrive, valet parking, looking around nervously, as if
not wanting to be seen, and quickly dashing inside the
door.

I went down the side alley to the
door, carefully imputing the code, replied to the voice over the
intercom as instructed, opening the door when I heard the click of
unlocking to see a heavy black man in a police uniform sitting
behind a small table, playing with his phone. “Can I help you?” he
asked, eyeing me up and down.

“I’m a friend of Ellis,
said to tell you.”

“Oh yeah, he did say
something about it.” He scanned down the list. “Barry?” I nodded.
He burst into a grin. “You the new girl’s husband. Welcome to
Swirl. You are in for an interesting night,” he said without
elaborating.

He led me up two flights of steps,
down a tight narrow hall, and punched a number into a keypad,
opening a door and motioning me inside. The room resembled a
private box at a racetrack. A half-dozen chairs were facing a large
glass wall that leaned out over the main room of the club below,
filled with people mixing and mingling, a crowded bar, groups at
booths around the room edge. To the side was a wall of screens,
each connected to give a different view of different areas of the
rooms. The guard explained.

“This is the security
room,” he said. “When they built it, they were hoping to get a
casino license, something went wrong with that. Most of the time
this is a gentleman’s club but some weekends a month it is reserved
for the Club Swirl members and their guests only. Not open to the
public. Very private,” he said.

I looked at him and he repeated
sternly, “very private.” I nodded. “Restroom is to your left,
snacks and drinks in the cabinet and refrigerator, don’t be out
roaming around. When you leave the room it is only to exit the
building. I’ll get a beep when you open the door and if you are not
at the exit in a normal length of time I have to come hunt you and
escort you out. I don’t like hunting people,
understand?”

“I do.”

“Enjoy your evening sir,”
he said, giving me a strange grin.

I turned to the room without sitting,
scanning the room for my wife and her large black companion. In the
ballroom a white woman with a black man was not a distinction.
Every couple seemed to be that of a black man with a white woman,
chatting, moving around the room as couples, reminding me of a high
school dance in which the male and female class representatives
were working the room for donations. It was as if every man there
was trying to attract the envy of the other black men, with a
competition among the white women on their arms too, each going to
lengths to show off their assets and in many cases reveal more
flesh in public than one could imagine, all vying to be the hottest
eye candy in the room.

I saw Ellis and my wife make their
entrance. She had her half smile in place, telling me she already
had a nice buzz going. Her hair had been rearranged, a few tendrils
still hanging down around her face. Olivia’s make-up had been
reapplied, much darker around the eyes, a brighter red lipstick,
large hoops in her ears. The wraparound dress was tied even more
loose than it had been when she had left earlier. She was in danger
of flashing a nipple at any moment, and from the side I suspect she
might as well be topless.

Olivia excused herself and went to the
restroom, and my phone chirped with a message. “Hey, we are at the
club, wanted to check in. All is going well.”

“How was your afternoon,” I
answered, wondering how she had filled in the hours since she
left.

“Great. Getting my brains
fucked out,” she answered. “And I have a present for you that I
think you will like.”

“What?”

“Patience my love.
Tomorrow.” I saw my wife return to her spot at Ellis’
side.

Had she been with me I know the dress
would have been tighter, her bra would still be on, and she would
be tugging it tighter, self-conscious that she might be showing
more skin than usual. Here with Ellis she was smiling, comfortable,
no tugging, not caring if anyone might see more than they
should.

I watched as she was introduced to two
couples, the girls hugging, smiling, the men beaming, eyeing each
other’s trophies on their arms. After a brief exchange of
pleasantries, they moved along.

The man from the third couple that
approached grasped Ellis in a hug, releasing and smiling,
introducing his date. He seemed familiar and it took a minute
before I recognized him. It was the same man from last Saturday who
was with Ellis and Olivia. This was Levar, the man with whom my
wife spent the night Wednesday night.

Olivia and Lamar’s date were giggling
and laughing, whispering in each other’s ear in a conspiring
manner. Olivia backed away, turned to look up at Ellis who nodded.
Olivia glanced left and right and pulled her dress open to reveal
her bare breasts. She moved and something caught the light,
gleaming. My wife was still on display, as the eyes of Levar and
his date seemed to be staring at her boobs.

I looked closer and saw why. Each
nipple was now pierced with a small gold hoop ring.

I never imagined my wife would do
something so bold, despite last Sunday, after Ellis had left and we
were laying in bed she had told me, “I’ll get them pierced if you
want me to.” Ellis must have taken her to be pierced today. I had
read enough stories and been in enough forums to see those rings
for what they were, Ellis was marking her as his.

Despite all the promises and words, I
still had a sick feeling in the bottom of my stomach. My wife being
black owned was a long way from having a hotwife who has a hall
pass to do other men. I watched my wife’s gestures and flirting
body language as she met other men and mingled among them. She was
thriving on the attention and enjoying a wonderful time, there was
no way she could fake that. There were single men congregating
around the bar, and as I watched Ellis’ introduced her to several
there. I observed my wife’s body language, since I couldn’t hear
what was being said, noticed the men whose arms she would touch
when she spoke to them, her facial reactions to their banter, how
he held her shoulders and if she self consciously tugged at the
sides of her dress or if she boldly stayed leaned back, thrusting
her breasts outward, allowing her conversation partner a
tantalizing view. Once more I saw her move the dress aside to show
her nipple ring to one very dark man with a goatee.

I became bored watching everyone else
having fun. I paused for a beer from the fridge, a pack of peanut
butter crackers, and my attention drifted to the cameras showing
different sections of the club. I realized the show was not on the
main floor.

A sign was above each screen. There
was one watching the bartender and those seated at the bar, the
front entrance, the front foyer, various other angles of the large
room. There was one turned off marked Women’s dressing room that
also had written, “Must stay off unless alarm button is pressed”.
Two rooms were apparently on but not lights, each labeled “Private
Owner’s Lounge.”

As it was a strip club most of the
time, there were cameras from each end of the VIP/lap dance area.
The light was dim, but I could see a black man sitting on the couch
with a blonde with thick legs knelt on the floor sucking his cock.
I had not noticed them at first, and as I watched she stood, put
her ass back against him and was riding his cock as he snaked his
hands up under her blouse, cupping her boobs. There was a sense of
urgency with a limited amount of touching, a quickie, I assumed, as
she rose off him and he stood, stripping the condom off his cock
that the woman wrapped in a napkin and tossed in a wastebin in the
corner.

They smoothed their clothes and left
the room. I followed through the cameras as they left one view and
came into another, down the hall and back into the main room. She
was holding her lover’s hand, and together they approached a man
standing apart from the bar. The woman walked to him, gave him a
quick kiss, the man from the room gave him a high five, a few
words, and walked away, the blonde remaining with the man who had
been waiting. The two of them took a booth, sitting in a familiar
way that told me the lover had been just that, and the man she was
in the booth now was her primary lover.

I knew Ellis had hinted he might me
sharing my wife, and I had just witnessed another black man there
doing just that. From her lack of objection when he hinted at it
Olivia seemed on board with the concept. It was his pussy, so if he
wanted to share it, he could. Her pussy could not be his pussy if
he was unable to share it, could it?

It was getting closer to midnight, and
the room began thinning, several couples making their way toward
the door. At midnight the lights dimmed in the main room, a DJ
started playing slow rhythm & blues, and the couples started to
dance. I watched as Ellis started dancing with my wife, their
bodies pressed together, swaying.

My attention was so riveted on my wife
dancing with Ellis that at first, I did not notice once change in
the room. Clothes were coming off. No one was stripping nude or
topless, but several of the men went down to boxers while the women
were in sexy lingerie, ranging from silk gowns to sheer catsuits.
Some of the couples remained clothed, but they were becoming the
minority group in the room.

Among the women in their skimpy sexy
outfits and the black men in boxers, the dancing couples were
cutting in and dancing with a wider variety of men. The single men
who remained were surveying the room like a lion waiting to pick
his kill out of the herd. When he spotted a likely candidate he
would made a beeline for the couple, tapping the dance partner on
the shoulder and cutting in.


CHAPTER 10

 


I heard the door rattling and the
guard opened the door, allowing a stocky man with short hair to
come in. He didn’t bother to introduce us. “Hey there,” the man
said hesitantly. “I’m Robert.”

“Barry here,” I
said.

“Not often there is someone
else here. There has been a couple of times, but no worries.” He
looked toward the dance floor. “Your wife out there?”

“Yeah,” I said.

“Mine’s the tall redhead,
look at the third table from the bar, left hand side,” Robert said.
I saw the tall redhead with long flowing hair, hanging on the
shoulders and pressed tightly against a chocolate toned black man
who could easily be an NFL linebacker. She was almost as tall as
her dance partner and undressed down to a white stretch lace
swimsuit. “First time?” Robert asked.

“Yeah,” I said
again.

Robert laughed. “I know, been there.
You got that deer in the headlights look. Let me guess, no one
explained what’s going on here, have they?”

“No.”

“How long you been in the
lifestyle?” he asked.

“Little over a week and a
half,” I said with a weak laugh.

“Damn, and you’re already
here,” he said. “I’m impressed. My wife and I have been in the
lifestyle a couple of years, just now getting into a routine that
works for us. We’ve been coming here for about six months.” He
looked out of the room. “Whose yours? Who is she with?”

“Ellis,” I said, “That big
black guy other side of the room from the bar. Blue sport jacket.
Brunette, cream dress.”

“I see her.” Robert
squinted. “Damn, a hottie. I recognize Ellis too. He’s one of the
owners. That explains a lot.”

“What do you mean?” I
asked.

There are six guys that own the club,
and it was their idea to form a club for white women with black
men. All the owners get off on fucking married white women, like it
is a hobby, or even a competition among them. Always trying to
outdo each other. Prettiest girlfriend, hottest dress, best fuck,
you get the picture?” Robert said.

“Others came in gradually
as word got out. Friends of friends, still a private thing,
although any white woman wants to come doesn’t need an invite or
need to be accompanied by an escort. That is usually a curious
friend of some wife already in the game here.” Robert laughed, “It
is not as if anyone is going to turn some potential white pussy
away.”

I was watching as Robert talked. Two
other couples had entered the VIP and were removing their clothes.
Robert’s wife was dancing with a skinny man with dreads now, and
his hand was down between her legs, his fingers under the opening
of her lacy lingerie. I looked over at Ellis, who was whispering in
my wife’s ear, and she backed off, looked him in the face, and then
with a resigned expression nodded, her head down. He whispered
again and she raised her head again, staring into his face, and
untied the wrap around dress, sliding it off her shoulders and
standing before him topless, clad in only a flimsy sheer thong and
her new nipple rings.

Ellis smiled and stepped toward a
booth where he carefully folded her dress. When he turned, he
watched a young guy with a big toothy smile had taken Olivia’s hand
and moved further to the center of the dance floor. Ellis didn’t
move.

Robert was still talking, but I had
not been paying attention. I do not think I missed much. He was
watching the two couples in the VIP kissing and fondling each
other’s nude bodies. “Nothing like watching something like this is
there?”

“Well, there is something
better, participating in something like this,” I answered
dryly.

“You are participating,”
Robert said. “You’re here. This club is not for white husbands, it
is for white wives and their lovers. If your wife was not seeing
one of the partners in the club, you wouldn’t be here. This
observation room is the ultimate consideration for a husband. You
can come here anytime you wife is here and watch the fun. Much
safer than a white man on the dance floor in this club, if you
catch my drift.” I nodded.

Robert pointed to the private room
screens. “Light comes on when they open the door. Only ones with
the code are the owners, their women, and special invitees for the
night. The code changes each event.”

“In other words, the owners
on premises private fuck rooms?” I asked.

“Precisely,” Robert said.
“I prefer to be here and watch rather than sit at home and wait. I
mean this is not the only way we play it, but with only a couple of
parties a month, and real life getting in the way, once a month it
is a nice diversion.”

“Your wife with one of the
owners?” I asked.

“Yes, Darren originally, he
was one of her regular lovers, and after a few months he gave her
to Selvi, one of the other owners,” Robert said.

“Gave?”

Robert laughed, “Yes, just part of the
game, I guess. The owners like to share the wealth, you might say.”
Robert studied my face. “You do know that your wife will eventually
be fucked by all of them, don’t you?”


CHAPTER 11

 


“Actually, this is all so
new I don’t know what to expect,” I said. “Hell, my wife had never
been with anyone else two weeks ago, now tonight she told Ellis she
wants to be black owned, put on his black ring, and when she left
home, she didn’t have pierced nipples. Now she does.”

“Fast mover, sounds like,”
Robert said. “All I can say is it is hot to watch your wife get
fucked, hot when she comes home and you reclaim her, hot when she
get soaked thinking about how wild and crazy she was out with her
black lover, and wanting to fuck all the time, especially as the
day approaches when she is going out to get more black dick.
Nothing like it.”

I glanced up at the screen. “Oh fuck,
here we go,” Robert said, walking away from me and taking a seat
near the left-hand private room screen that had illuminated,
showing a redhead with long flowing red hair enter the room with
two black men trailing.

Robert had not invited me to watch his
wife, and my wife was still on the floor. She was dancing with
Levar. Her face was flushed, and as the crowd parted her back was
too me. I saw Levar’s thumbs at the side of her thong, and then she
jerked forward slightly. The thong string was not visible. Levar
had ripped it from her and was holding it clenched in his hand, a
tiny bit of string extended beyond each end of his fist. Another
man was tapping him on his shoulder. My wife moved into his arms,
now naked.

Her new dance partner turned her
around, grinding her ass against his erection, tweaking. I had no
idea my wife knew how to do this, but she looked like a
professional in a rap video. The movements had her breasts bouncing
wildly, and she had a look on her face I had never seen before. I
could only describe it as lust.

It was not as if she was the only
woman on the floor naked by this point in the evening. All the
women were topless, all the men were down to boxers if not nude
themselves. I estimated 40 couples with four or five single men on
the fringes still there.

“Oh hell,” I heard Robert
exclaim, turning to look up at the screen. One black man was on his
back with the redhead riding his cock. The second man stood on the
bed over the fucking couple as the woman sucked his thick black
cock. Her right hand grasped his cock, and I could see what looked
like three black rings on her right-hand ring finger, like the one
Ellis had placed on Olivia’s hand when he picked her up.

“What’s her name,” I
asked.

“Erin,” he said without
taking his stare from the screen.

Glancing back to the dance floor I saw
three couples had taken things to a booth, groping each other.
Olivia was dancing with someone new, basketball player tall but
stockier, ebony black, and I could see he was talking to her
non-stop. She was nodding along. Ellis came up with another man,
whispered something in her ear and she nodded, moving into the arms
of the new dance partner as Ellis and the ebony guy moved to the
side until the song ended.

With the crowd thinning out I could
see now that Olivia had her hands down the boxers of the mature man
with the short dreads who was doing some fondling of his own. From
my vantage point I could clearly see he was fingering my
wife.

The song ended and holding his hand
led him to Ellis, where she nodded, took the hand of the ebony man
and the younger man talking to Ellis and led them from the dance
floor to the hall, stopping at a door with a keypad. She entered
the numbers and the door opened.

Immediately the light illuminated the
second private owner’s room. “Damn, a double feature,” Robert said,
pausing for a second before saying, “Oh shit, that’s your wife,
isn’t it?”

“Yeah,” I said.

“Don’t know the young guy,
but the older guy is Darren. Erin says he has the thickest cock
she’s ever had inside her. Fuck, he tore her a little the first
time he fucked her, but she stretched out and got used to it.”
Robert was still transfixed on the screen, watching has his wife
was now on her back, fucking the man who’s cock she had been
sucking earlier. The man who had finished was playing with her
small boobs.

Darren and the younger man were out of
their boxers in seconds, and Olivia was on her knees in front of
them, holding one cock in each hand, alternating sucking between
each. The older man put his hand on the back of her head and pushed
her down on his cock, holding her there until he released her,
sputtering.

The younger man reached over to
squeeze her breast and she jumped, stopping. I could tell by her
expression she was asking them to be easy on her newly pierced
nipples. As she stood Darren was kissing her as the younger man
rubbed her ass, then lowered his hands between her
thighs.

Olivia spread her legs and he moved
his hands underneath her fingering her. Olivia was stroking
Darren’s cock with both hands as he kissed her while the other man
finger fucked her. Darren broke the kiss and turned her around to
kiss the younger man, talking non-stop as he did. The young man
began fingering her from the front, and as I watched she began
thrusting her pelvis forward on his fingers, her mouth forming an
“O” and her chest heaving. It was her orgasm face, and as if adding
proof she squirted, coating the floor.

Robert had glanced over at my screen.
His wife was on her back, one man underneath her with his long cock
in her pussy, the other moving over her. They were going to put
both their cocks inside Erin’s pussy at the same time. Her eyes
were locked on the big cock approaching her waiting cock-filled
pussy.

Robert watched my screen as Darren
picked up my wife and tossed her on the bed, grasping her ankles
and yanking her down to the edge, her legs hanging off the bed
until she pulled them up higher, opening her pussy to him as Darren
moved his cock closer to her pussy. “Forgot to tell you,” he said.
“We got sound.”

Robert reached to the screen and
turned a dial, and the room was filled with the aroused panting of
my wife at a sexual peak. I had heard her sound like that before,
but rarely. Olivia was extremely turned on.

“Ready for this big black
dick,” Darren said. “Gonna tear that pussy up. Stretch it like it
ain’t never been stretched before.” Olivia didn’t speak, staring at
the massive cock getting nearer to her open pussy. I could see her
chest rising and falling, taking huge breaths.

“Yeah, I’m gonna change
this ho’s cunt forever. You ready for me to transform you into a
black cock loving ho,” he said to Olivia.

“I’m there already,” Olivia
said back, “but my white pussy is wanting you to stretch me good.
Go easy.”

“Yeah, break you in right
girl,” Darren said, rubbing the tip of his cock up and down her
pussy lips, grasping his cock at the base he moved higher and began
hitting on her clit with his hard cock. “Oh God Yes. Don’t stop.
I’m cumming,” and she screamed, squirting again. Olivia didn’t move
position and Darren started to enter my wife. She closed her eyes,
opening them wide and exclaiming, “oh, oh, oh, go easy please,
awwwwwww,” her plea turning in to a moan of pain as Darren pushed
deeper into her belly.

“Yeah, hold it right there
for a minute, let that pussy adjust,” he said, smiling. “You like
this big black cock, don’t you?” Olivia nodded.

Darren pushed again and Olivia closed
her eyes, her lips tight, and he pushed halfway in. “We got the
girth taken care of, now for the length,” Darren said, and Olivia
looked down at that massive black cock and she came again, a little
one, but I could tell the way her shoulders shivered.

Darren was going slow but as he got
deeper, he nodded to the young man, on his knees on the bed, his
cock over my wife’s face. Darren shoved deeper and Olivia yelped.
“Put a cock in this ho’s mouth and muffle some of her screaming,”
he said. The young man did just that and my wife gave a muffled
scream as Darren shoved his cock all the way inside her.

The young man began pumping his cock
in her mouth as Darren fucked my wife, his huge black hands around
the outer edges of her breasts, carefully avoiding the tender
piercings but still squeezing her boobs from the sides. His black
shaft glistened with her juices, and I realized he wasn’t using a
condom. I glanced over at Robert’s wife getting fucked on the
screen. Both men were wearing condoms.

Olivia screamed in pain as Darren went
much deeper. “Shit, move a little, you’re hitting my cervix,”
Olivia said. I saw her shifting her hips and Darren went forward,
all the way in. “That’s better,” she said, smiling, again taking
the young man’s cock in her mouth and moving her head back and
forth. Darren had stopped when she had yelped, but now he started
moving in and out, softer at first, the harder. “Shit, the whore
done got my whole cock inside her, now for some real fucking
girl.”

Darren grasped her thighs and jerked
her into him, holding her there partially in the air as he began
pounding her, the force of his body slamming into hers shaking her
like a rag doll. Her breasts were bouncing everywhere, high,
sideways, down, two soft jiggly tits in an earthquake, an
earthquake named Darren. The force was so hard that she could no
longer suck the young man’s cock, instead holding her breasts to
reduce the intensity of their jerking back and forth.

The young man sat on the side of the
bed, stroking his cock and watching Darren fuck my wife. Robert was
watching too. “He never fucked Erin like that,” he said. “She
couldn’t take all his cock.” I glanced to Robert’s screen. Erin was
through with her two lovers, laying between them, holding a cock in
each hand, catching their breath. One guy was gently running his
fingers over her lower abdomen while the other was flicking her
pink nipples. I saw that in a glance. My rapt attention was to the
huge cocked black man fucking my wife.

Olivia came again, chest flushing,
sweat breaking out over her body, with Darren not pausing, stopping
only long enough to flip her to her hands and knees on the bed and
fuck her doggy as he stood on the floor. He had both her ass cheeks
bright red from his slaps and reaching forward grabbed a hand full
of her hair and pulled her head back, forcing her body back on is
cock. The young man saw this as an opportunity and moved his cock
in front of her mouth again. When Darren released her hair Olivia
lowered her face to see a black cock waiting to be sucked. She took
him into her mouth again, with her head back the young man pushed
harder as the same time Darren was shoving forward. His cock went
deep, and instead of gagging Olivia opened her mouth wider, deep
throating him, taking his cock down her throat until her lips were
tight against his balls. He withdrew to let her breath. Olivia was
gasping for breath but realizing what she had done she wanted to do
it again. She repeated deep throating the young man.

Darren continued his verbal barrage.
I’m not sure if he was talking to himself or to my wife. “Yeah, got
that cunt stretched out real nice now, ruining that pussy for
anyone else,” he said. “You like this big black dick,
ho?”

“I love it,” Olivia said
between strokes of the young man in her mouth. Darren was starting
to moan a little. “Want me to coat that womb with my black baby
making seed? Put my seed inside that white belly?”

“Plant that seed,” Olivia
gushed, “Plant it deep.” Darren gave a huge moan and clung hard to
Olivia, holding her body on his cock until the very last of his cum
had been deposited in her. He didn’t move for a minute, then in a
quick move rolled Olivia to her back and plunged inside her again,
still hard. Not fucking. “Packing that seed in that cunt,” he
moaned. He withdrew, and a torrent of thick white cum began pouring
from my wife’s pussy. I couldn’t believe she had that much cum
inside her, but it kept coming.

“Come get you some of
this,” Darren said to the young man, who eagerly moved between
Olivia’s open legs. “Sloopy seconds, a loose sloppy second is what
you get, but it will still be some great married white pussy,”
Darren said. The young man groaned as he slid inside
her.

“Your second black cock
tonight,” Darren said. “And you don’t even know his name and won’t.
He’s just a black dick to you, and you’re a hot piece of married
white pussy to him.” Darren laughed, “And everybody’s
happy.”

“Fuck me baby, fuck me
good,” she said urging the young black man on. He wasn’t long on
technique, was not worried about getting Olivia off as many times
as he had seen Darren make her cum. Darren had moved to Olivia’s
head.

“Clean me off girl, lick my
cock clean,” and she eagerly took his cock in her mouth, cupping
his massive balls.

The young man was pumping into my wife
fast and hard, making noises that told me he wouldn’t last long. He
was grabbing at her breasts and then with a long groan he added his
cum to my wife’s insides, pulling out, the dripping cum adding a
second puddle of cum under my wife. They seemed to be finished for
the moment.

I looked back at Robert’s screen. Erin
was pulling her lace outfit back on. One of her lovers had already
left, the other was waiting at the door to walk her out. The
interior light went out and the room turned dark. The screen went
black. Robert handed me a card with his number. “Since you’re new,
you have questions, give me a call. Maybe we can get a drink
sometime.”

“Thanks,” I said, stuffing
the card in a pocket. I scribbled my email I used in my chatting
account on a notepad at the bar and gave it to him.

Olivia had no clothes to put on. She
excused herself to the restroom and Darren and the young man left.
I watched them on the camera as they walked straight to Ellis and
gave him high fives and back slaps before walking away.

The room had thinned, a couple of
dozen people were all that remained. It was nearing 2 a.m. I could
not believe that Olivia had been in the room fucking two black men
as long as she had.

Robert was watching the screen as my
wife came back into the room, naked, despite her best efforts a bit
of cum still running down her legs. She daubed at it with tissue
again, went to the mirror and brushed her hair back with her
fingertips, wiping off some of the smeared lipstick.

“Damn man, your wife is a
fucking machine,” he said. “Lucky bastard.”

“Yeah, lucky,” I said.
Robert went to the fridge and pulled out a beer, motioning as if he
should get one for me. “Nah, I’m good.” I looked out at the main
floor again, watching as my wife walked boldly naked across the
floor with no one taking special notice. A few of the men followed
her with their eyes, but that was all. Ellis was watching as she
approached, and when she reached for her dress, instead he pulled
her onto his lap, one hand under her breast, the other falling
between her legs. I could see him probing, as if he was checking
for the cum in her pussy. She kissed him and he released
her.

Olivia picked up the wraparound dress
and pulled it on without tying it, covering nothing, wearing it
like an open robe. My wife started toward the door and turned and
said something to Ellis. He smiled and followed. I watched them
leave, looked at the screen showing them waiting at the valet
stand, still without her closing the dress. The car arrived. Ellis
opened the door for her, went to the other side.

I expected my wife to be sucking
Ellis’s cock before they were out of the parking lot, and as the
door shut I saw her head disappear below the seat back and out of
sight.

I stood there staring at the screen
without moving, trying to process what I had seen.

Robert had watched too. “How long you
say she’s been going black?”

“Less than two weeks,” I
said.

“Damn, girl likes to jump
in with both feet, doesn’t she? Took Erin a year before her regular
bull talked her into coming here.” I looked back over at Robert who
was once again staring at the screen of the other room. The light
was back on, and Erin has brought another black man into the room.
“But she’s catching up. Love’s black cock now. When Darren said he
wanted to give her to Selvi, she was right there with it. Fuck she
was eager. Selvi has been pushing her to do a lot more, but she
hasn’t committed yet.”

“Guess I’ll call it a
night,” I said.

“Later bro, I’m sure we’ll
be bumping into each other again. Once a woman gets this in her
system…” He motioned at the screen, “You can see how it goes.” He
turned back to watch his wife fuck another black man, and I drove
home to await my wife’s return.


CHAPTER 12

 


I received at text at 10 a.m. from my
wife. “Had a late night, just now up for a sec. Wanted to let you
know all is good. Good time last night, can’t wait to tell you
about it and show you my surprise. Will be this afternoon. Ellis is
talking about staying in bed till then. Love you.”

I heard nothing until 5:30, when she
texted that she was on her way home.

 


***

 


At 5:40 I received a text from Ellis.
“Sending the girl home to you, well fucked, happy, and officially
blacked by anyone’s standard. Heard you showed up. Hope you enjoyed
it. Remember she does not know about the viewing room. Keep that
quiet if you want to be able to use it again. Next one is in three
weeks.”

I heard her car pull into the garage
and was into my second bourbon so did not make a rush to the door.
I was curious to see how she was dressed. The door from the garage
creak and she stepped into view, a weak smile, hair pulled back
with a scrunchie, no makeup, smelling a little of soap as in
freshly showered. She was wearing a thin gray tee, white shorts,
and sandals. From the jigging of her tits I could see she was
braless, and I could make out the outline of her new nipple
rings.

“Hey,” she said
softly.

“Hey, you OK?” I
asked.

“Yes, very tired, sore, and
glad to be home.” She dropped her overnight bag and reached for me,
hugging me. My hand went instinctively under her top to her bare
boob, touching the metal piercing her nipple. She jumped, then
hugged me closer. “I see you found your surprise,” she said. “Like
‘em? You talked about it.”

“Let’s see,” I said. Olivia
lifted her top above her breasts, looking for my reaching. I
touched near her nipple without touching it, knowing it had to be
tender. I was honest. “I think they are extremely hot. I love ‘em.
Tender?”

“Very. Not going to be any
fun there for a couple of months, if you can wait.”

“I can wait,” I said. She
lowered the top.

“No bra either, never as
long as I’m black owned.” I took her hand.

“Sit, I’ll get you a drink
and you can tell me about your experience,” I said. I mixed her a
double vodka and cranberry. I sat down at the other end of the
couch when I handed her the drink. “So?”

My wife took a deep breath and I saw
tears in her eyes. “I’m sorry,” she said. She leaned to me again
and began sobbing. I was not expecting this reaction.

“It’s OK,” I said, not sure
exactly what I was saying was OK, but trying to be reassuring. I
held her for a couple of minutes until the sobbing eased,
interjecting, “What’s wrong?” She sniffed and looked up, her eyes
red now.

“I love you,” she
snubbed.

“I love you too. Why the
tears?”

“Because I am afraid,”
Olivia said.

“Of what?”

“Of your reaction when I
tell you.”

“Why would you worry about
my reaction, I knew what would probably happen when you left with
Ellis. I think you knew deep down what to expect.” Olivia
nodded.

“I have to be honest right?
We agreed?” she said.

“I did.”

Again a deep breath. “OK, I know I
must tell you.”

“Tell me what.”

“I didn’t just enjoy last
night. I liked it. I loved it. I’m still on a high thinking about
it.” She straightened her back and stared me in the face. “Good or
bad, I’m not the same woman who left you last night. Last night
changed me. Not the way I feel about you, but I realize now how
excited trying new sexual things makes me. I’m sorry.”

“No need to be sorry,” I
said. “Just be sure you are honest.” She came into my arms
again.

“Take me to bed and reclaim
your black cock slut wife’s pussy, the one that took three
different black cocks inside it yesterday.”

 



CHAPTER 13

 


Olivia only had two pieces of clothing
to remove, and in seconds she was in the center of our bed with her
legs open, smiling at me. I moved on my knees, looking down at her
pussy, the flesh red from the friction of all her fucking. Her
pussy lips were swollen, a condition that she only reached when she
was extremely turned on.

There was no foreplay in my mind, the
visuals of what I had witnessed the night before took care of that.
I was rock hard, and as I neared her pussy; I swear I could feel
the heat emanating from her pussy before my cock ever touched
it.

I leaned over and eased my pelvis
forward, entering her without guiding, sliding into the wettest I
had ever felt her pussy. I wondered if I could tell a difference
and I could. My wife’s usually tight pussy was definitely
stretched. Not as much as I expected after seeing the freak of
nature size of Darren’s cock the night before, but still enough to
feel.

That does not mean being inside my hot
wife’s pussy is not the most magnificent feeling in the world,
tight or loose. Her face was tightening, and I asked her, “Am I
hurting you?”

“Just sore,” she said. “My
pussy got well used. Be easy. I’ll be all right. This fuck is for
you, my love. Don’t worry about getting me off.”

I kissed her as I stroked, careful to
avoid her nipple rings, holding my body off hers, feeling her arch
her back to meet my thrusts, and I watched her breasts bouncing,
fascinated at the gold adornments through her thick nipples. “I
love them, I really do,” I said.

“Good,” she smiled, “now
fuck me hard.” I did, cumming quicker than I wanted, but still in
the same comfortable way I was used to making love with my wife. I
rolled to my side, and we cuddled for a few minutes. I thought it
was time for her to tell me about her overnight with Ellis and the
club, but when I looked down, she was asleep.

I eased out of the bed and covered her
with a blanket, making my way downstairs to another bourbon. I put
a pizza in the oven, ate most of it, looked in on my wife who was
still soundly asleep. I quietly went to the guest room and went to
bed. She was still asleep when I woke, and at 10 a.m. she sleepily
came down the steps in a long jersey with huge open arm holes that
she likes to sleep in.

“Coffee still hot?” she
asked. I nodded and she brought her Yeti back to the living room,
taking a seat on the couch. I was a little miffed at her crashing
out on me after the first sex. I had expected much more: her
hornier, fantastic sex as she recalled what had happened, a burst
of energy from the excitement. Instead she was fatigued. I should
have realized that fatigue was more likely that wanting more sex. I
was determined not get involved with any non-related conversation
until I heard her version of the night.

Olivia sipped her coffee without
speaking, staring out the sliding glass doors to the patio and
pool. “Wanna go outside?” she asked. It was humid and hot outside;
I knew from taking the dog out.

“I’m good here,” I said.
“Cooler.”

“OK,” she said. “I guess
you want to know about what happened.”

“Yes. Honestly.
Remember.”

“I’ll be honest with you. I
think I proved that last night,” my wife said.

“You loved it?”

“I absolutely loved it. We
can talk about that too if it bothers you. We are in this
together.” I did not answer.

“OK, Ellis and I got in the
car, and I sucked his cock while he drove back to his house. I
wanted him, and I think he wanted me pretty bad. We got naked, went
into his bedroom and fucked each other for an hour. He was talking
nasty as usual, but a lot about me being his black owned slut,
wanting me to earn the title, things like that. He finally came
inside me, but I must have come and squirted three or four times.
We cuddled for a while, he started fingering me while I stroked him
hard and we fucked again, a repeat of the first time. I was
satiated. We showered together and Ellis said had somewhere for us
to go, and to dress casual. I put on shorts and a top and he
stopped me from wearing a bra, saying I was done with that. It was
about 7:30 by then.”

“OK.”

“We didn’t go to dinner
first, he stopped at this place near his house that was a tattoo
parlor. I wondered if he wanted me to get inked. I’m OK as long as
it is tasteful, you know we talked about that some, but that was
not it. We went back into the room with the chair, and he told me
to take my top off.”

“Did he tell you why?” I
asked.

“Because he said so,”
Olivia said, “but then he added he loved my nipples and he wanted
them pierced. He said he wanted to surprise you. I told him you had
mentioned it last week, so that was it. The piercing guy came in,
very professional, rubber gloves, marked each side of my nipple
with a marker, put it in these plier things and shoved this big
needle right through my nipple. I screamed, but it faded pretty
quick, and he went to the other side and did the same thing. He
took a photo of me with my new nipple rings, Ellis paid him, and we
went back to the house and dressed for dinner.

“We got a nice dinner at
this quiet Italian place near him, talked, had some wine, and we
left there about 11, driving to Swirl.”

“What was Swirl like?” I
asked.

“It’s a strip club,” Olivia
laughed, “At least most of the time, but a couple of times a month
they have a private party, for black men to show off their white
girlfriends.”

“You are a girlfriend now?”
I asked.

“Yes,” she said, “A
black-owned girlfriend. You note he didn’t give my pussy back to
you when he dropped me off, didn’t you?” My wife studied my stern
face. “Relax Barry love, you know I’m with you forever and a lot of
this is just a game, a serious, intense, erotic game.”

“You were telling me about
Club Swirl.”

“Yes. I didn’t know until I
got there but he is one of the six owners. He introduced me to the
other five. Levar was there, with someone, but he danced with me
some. It was mostly mixing and mingling, some dancing, and as the
night progressed everyone got drunker it got sexier. Ellis said the
prudes started leaving close to midnight, or those who had enough
of the club and wanted to get some place to get the fucking
started.”

“What do you mean, got
sexier?”

“People started taking off
their clothes. Not everything, but down to lingerie, things like
that.”

“You didn’t have on
lingerie.”

“I know. I resisted for a
while. I noticed more and more women were getting topless, so I got
topless too. I danced with Levar and he tore my thong off, so I was
naked and dancing. Several guys wanted to dance with the naked
woman,” Olivia said.

“I’m sure,” I smiled. “I’d
love to dance with you naked in public sometime.”

“Not shy anymore, am I? At
least not around Ellis.” She paused, another deep breath. “You’ve
seen how Ellis does me. He gets in my head. Something about his
manner—I want to please him. When I am with him, like I told him, I
am his, my pussy is his, he owns it. He owns me in ways.” My wife
held up the black ring on her right hand. “That is what this
symbolizes. It is not on my left hand that symbolized my marriage
and my love for you. On my right hand that is the complete opposite
of my left. Make sense?”

“I think,” I said. “The
married prude side and the wanton black cock slut on the
other?”

“Yes. A huge part of the
rush in all this is not knowing what Ellis will tell me to do, but
knowing I will do it, whatever that might be. I know it is a risk
to give up control like that but giving up that control is freeing
in itself. It is like I am in a dream and what I am doing is
someone else. OK, it is someone else. This has changed me and how I
look at things,” Olivia said.

“In what ways do you think
this has changed you?”

“I can admit what I enjoy,
what I like. I don’t feel guilty for enjoying what I like, or for
wanting to do more, to push more against my inhibitions and the old
me. I like the new me. I want to see her grow,” my wife
said.

“Me too,” I said, “Just
don’t leave me behind.”

“Never, I promise,” Olivia
said, adding, “But that does not mean my pussy is not going to have
a lot of different black dicks inside me.” I did not respond. There
was silence for a second before she told me, “I have discovered
every cock is different, and the variety is something I have never
known until now. A slut understands that, and that is part of the
proof to myself that I am a slut now. I want to try different
cocks, different black cocks,” Olivia said.

“Is there an ‘and’ coming
here?”

“And I fucked two other men
last night, at the club, in the private room reserved for the
owners. I fucked Darren, one of the other owners, and a young guy
that is a friend of Ellis. I wasn’t even told his name. I danced
with Darren and he was fingering me on the dance floor. I was ready
to fuck him and went to tell Ellis where I would be and he told me
to take the young guy with me too, go to one of the private rooms
and fuck them both. ‘I told you I would share your good pussy and I
am,’ he told me, then he said, ‘If you are my black owned slut you
are gonna act like it.”

“What did you tell him?” I
asked.

“I didn’t tell him
anything, I took them back to the private room and fucked them
both, Darren and a complete stranger. I fucked them a couple of
times each,” Olivia said, as calmly as if she was ordering a
takeout dinner. “When we finished, I returned to Ellis waiting in
the main room. We left, went back to his place and fucked when we
got there and this morning before I left.”

I was watching my wife’s reaction to
what she was telling me, relieved on one level that what she was
saying was exactly what I had observed, but she was getting aroused
confessing to me she had fucked three different black men the night
before. Her breathing was heavy, lips slightly parted, flush
appearing on her upper chest, and she was fidgeting.

“Are you OK?” she asked me,
leaning over to buss me and sliding her hand to my lap, bumping my
fully erect cock. “Yeah, I think you’re enjoying this.”

“I am,” I said.

“Pull down your pants, I
want to feel you inside me.” I did and she moved over me on the
couch, a lap dance position except she had guided my cock inside
her as she lowered herself on my lap. She kissed me, a long
tongue-dancing kiss, gently moved forward pressing her breasts
against me, the sensation different from the hardware on her
nipples. She didn’t move once I was inserted. She took my hands and
moved them to her breasts. “You can touch my rings, gently though,”
she said.

I carefully wrapped my fingers around
each soft boob and lifted the rings slowly with my thumbs.
“Amazing,” I said.

“You are so hard,” she
whispered.

“I am.”

“I told you what happened,
but I didn’t tell you more.”

“Then please do,” I
said.

“I haven’t told you that
Darren, one of the other owners, has a cock bigger than my biggest
dildo. I’ve never been stretched like that. I thought he would tear
me open at first, but he didn’t, and then the fucking got magical.
I cannot tell you how many times he made me cum. Most of the times
I was sucking the stranger’s cock, until Darren filled my pussy
full of cum. I think he must have cum a cup. The stranger fucked me
after that.” Olivia rocked slightly on my cock. It was all I could
to resist pushing her to her back and finishing quick. “And I
learned more about the black ring,” she said.

“What’s that?”

“In addition to symbolizing
my black ownership, it also gets me admission for me and a guest to
Swirl anytime, even when there is not a party. There are more rings
too.”

“What do you
mean?”

“You get a second ring to
go alongside the first ring when you fuck all six of the owners. I
saw several people with two black rings.” Olivia kissed me hard,
rocking back and forth on my cock now, fucking herself on my hard
cock, moaning a little as she moved her lips to my ear and
whispered, “I’m going to earn that second ring,” she whispered.
“I’m 1/3 of the way there already.”

I started to asked questions to which
I already suspected the answers, but with a naked beautiful woman
on my lap riding my cock the only thing I could ask was,
“When?”

“Soon, next party or two,”
she said. “I’m just getting started.”


CHAPTER 14

 


Over the next two weeks I adjusted to
our new routine. Olivia’s nipple piercings where healing much
faster than expected, Ellis was busy with his other interests but
still managed a Friday until Saturday overnight with no other
partners. He did take her to Club Swirl, but this was where the
club was running in its strip club capacity and not the private
reserved events.

I had a work trip traveling to a trade
show the next weekend, the weekend for the Swirl party. I was not
sure I felt good about Olivia going there with Ellis without me
around—but then again there was no way I could let her know that I
had observed her debauchery at the first party. “You weren’t there
the first time, you can’t be there the second,” she reasoned.
“Don’t worry, I’ll tell you all about when you get home, and we’ll
replay it just like last time.”

I didn’t object, expecting at least a
stream of texts from my wife, or at least Ellis. I got nothing.
Olivia picked me up at the airport, dressed in a low-cut yellow
sundress, and I gave her a hug at the security gate. As we waited
for my bag, I saw her fidgeting with her right hand. There was a
second black ring alongside the first.

“Your second ring?” I
asked. She smiled. “Yeah. All four. Long story. Tell you when I get
home.”

 


***

 


“Is there a third ring?” I
asked.

“More than that, actually,”
she said. “I’m going to work on a third.” She saw my puzzled look.
“when you get a third ring you exchange the standard width two for
three rings that take up the same space, so it doesn’t look weird
on your finger.”

“What is required for the
third ring?” I asked.

“Sorry, can’t tell you
until I earn it, part of the rules,” she said. “If a wife is black
owned, she must abide by the rules, or everything ends. I am not
ready for things to end just yet.”

I hung on the, “just yet.”

“What about the honesty?” I
asked.

“I am being honest,” she
said. “I cannot tell you right now. I will tell you everything a
little later. I need you to trust me on this. Not my rules, but
rules by which I must abide to get that third ring.”

“You want it that
bad?”

“Yes.” She caught my frown.
“Look, I’m not keeping it from you, I’m only not telling yet. Will
you give me a couple of weeks? Please?”

“Last time this
happens?”

“Yes. I
promise.”

“Two weeks then,” I
said.

 


***

 


For the first time since we had
started this I felt left out—and was considering bring all this
crap to a halt no matter what the consequences. I understand things
had gone sideways from what I envisioned. I can live with not being
in control. I will not tolerate being shut out.

And it did get my curiosity fired up.
My text to Ellis came back with the same answer as from my wife.
“Can’t tell you yet.”

I had one more card to play. I
rummaged through my desk drawer and saw Robert Conley’s card he had
given me at Swirl. We met for happy hour.

“Hey Barry, missed you at
the Swirl thing the other night. Thought I would see you there
after I noticed your wife attending,” he said.

“I was traveling out of
town.”

“It was one hell of a
night,” Robert said. “Epic.”

“You were in the security
room again?” I asked. He nodded. “More private room
activity?”

“Oh, hell yes. Erin was on
fire.” He paused, “Your wife was too. What did you say her name
was?”

“Olivia,” I
said.

“Yeah, earned her second
ring I noticed.”

“You saw?”

“Well you know how the
cameras work. Someone goes in the room the light comes on and it
shows in the screen. I was watching my wife most of the time, but I
did glance over to watch your wife from time to time. She is
something, I’ll give her that. She’s where it took Erin over a year
to be,” my new friend said.

“And what is
that?”

“The second ring. All six
owners.”

“We’ve not talked about it
yet, supposed to in the next day or two, but how about a quick
version?” I asked.

“Easy. She did two owners
early, the final two late in the evening with her boyfriend
watching. As soon as they finished fucking her, she was presented
with the second ring. It was hot. Four big black bulls in one night
are impressive,” Robert said.

“She said she wants to go
for the third ring but cannot tell me until after the fact. I saw
your wife had three rings.”

“She does, well earned,”
Robert said proudly.

“Can you tell
me?”

Robert leaned over the table as if
trying to keep anyone from overhearing. “I’m not sworn to secrecy,
the women are. No particular reason for the secrecy, just something
else in the list of things the black owners expect of their sluts
to do without question. I guess it is a little bit of a
test.”

“And what is
entailed?”

“There are several levels
of participation in the Club Swirl experience,” Robert explained.
“All denoted by another ring with each level. The higher the number
of rings, the higher up you are, the more you have done to get
there. Not sure I understand it all, but you know how competitive
some women are. One girl gets three rings, the other wife has to
have three rings.”

I kept waiting for him to explain.
“First ring is when a white wife declares herself black-owned. She
has to say the words and putting the black ring on symbolizes that.
Pretty common thing even outside the Swirl group. Second ring, as
you know, is when the wife fucks all six owners—a level instituted
by the owners. Any woman with 2 rings has fucked all six owners at
one time or another. I think your wife set a record on doing all
four remaining members in one night. Girl enjoys that big black
cock, for sure, and they are all big guys with some long-lasting
sexual prowess,” he said.

“The third ring is obtained
by a number of points, based on three criteria, and they can be
mixed or matched as the wife wishes. Five points for serving as a
waitress or hostess on Swirl nights. One point for working as a
waitress in the normal strip joint night rotation. 10 points the
first time she strips on stage, Five points for each time
thereafter. 5 points for any trip to the VIP on regular strip club
nights. 10 points to attend a Swirl night as a single,
unaccompanied (or at least unattached) to her bull and available
(or let’s say more available) to the unattached men, or to some
black man who has shared his white wife with another brother and
while she is entertaining him he enjoys the company of someone new.
Forty points gets the third ring,” Robert said, pausing before
answering the question I had. “For Erin she stripped 2 nights,
couple of VIP trips, attended two Swirl parties as a single. Forty
points and a third ring.”

“Is there a fourth?” I
asked. Robert nodded.

“And a fifth, five thin
onyx rings inset into the platinum grooves.”

“What’s required for
those?” I asked.

“Barry, take some advice
friend, only worry about the third ring right now.”


CHAPTER 15

 


Back home that night I was no longer
willing to put off Olivia’s description of her night. I had long
since given up the thought of erotic detailed descriptions—I
understood there were reasons for it: she was drinking to heavy;
she was so lost in the moment she was trying to enjoy it and not
remember the details, and at that moment she was not a married wife
but a black man’s slut.

Still, we had agreed on honesty. “What
happened the other night,” I asked over supper. “I want to
know.”

“OK, I’m not keeping
anything from you,” Olivia said, but bowed her head a couple of
degrees. “I’m a little embarrassed.”

“Why?” I said.

“Is it me doing all that
nasty erotic stuff? That’s not me. But then I realize that it is. I
smile every time I see my second ring and realized I had to fuck
six different black men to earn it, and I did it in only two
nights,” my wife said.

“Did you plan
it?”

“No. I mean I thought I
would be shared by Ellis again,” Olivia said. “I saw what happened
the other night there, and I did two men then, so I kinda expected
something like that. But when two of the owners, Silvi and Shawn
started paying attention to me and hanging around I realized I
could do them both and get closer to the ring. They were hitting on
me, Ellis was watching and smiling, so I went for it.”

“It wasn’t as if I was
being demure about being available. I was dressed hot.”

“What were you wearing?” I
asked. She reached for her phone and scrolled through the photos.
She handed me her phone. I recognized the photo as being taken in
the club. She was dancing, twerking, rubbing her ass against some
broad-shouldered black guy with shoulder length braids, not rasta
braids but more like Rick James braids, large thick gold rings in
his ears and one thin one in his nose. He was not wearing a shirt
in order to display his muscle definition and display his full
tattoo on an oriental motif over his shoulders and full sleeves on
both arms. He was taller than me, but not as tall as Ellis or
Levar. But he was solid, body-builder large and wide, very dark
skin, broad nose, very full lips.

I would never dream my wife giving a
rough black man so adorned a second glance, but here she was. She
looks small and petite in front of him, his hands on her hips
pulling her against his crotch. Olivia was in a black leather skirt
that hit her mid-thigh, black high heels, and a loose sheer
pullover blouse, revealing her bare pierced breasts. “You wore that
out?” I asked.

“Well, I did have a vest on
until we got inside the club. That’s Elbi, one of the owners,”
Olivia said looking down at her phone. “He said he loved piercings
and loved mine. Elbi was the best fuck of the night. He was
absolutely sensual, could fuck forever without cumming, and worked
hard to get me off.”

Olivia paused and took a breath. “I
took Silvi and Shawn back soon after we arrived. I came back out,
danced with several guys, sat in a booth with Ellis and got
fingered by him, and I think Elbi noticed because he was right
there after Ellis got me off in the booth.

While we were dancing, I got the urge
to fuck again, and then I realized if I could take the other owner
back with Elbi, I would earn my ring. I asked Elbi where the other
owner was, and he went to Zachary, this tall skinny guy near the
bar, and brought him over. It was getting very late by then, so
they didn’t drag it out. It was hot. Zach went out and Elbi had got
it up again and fucked me again. I was wiped out, but it was hot to
realize I had five different black cocks inside me that night.” She
smiled. “Damn it was hot.”

I studied my wife’s body language. She
was aroused from describing the night. I didn’t want to do a buzz
kill, but I wanted to get it out in the conversation
too.

“Are you getting too deep
into all this?” I asked.

“I like it. No, I love it.
Fucking black men is stuck in my brain at the moment. I think it is
called New Relationship Excitement, but it doesn’t change anything
about how I feel about you my love,” she said. “I hope you don’t
think this is taking anything away from you. I love you even more
than you have given me the freedom to explore.”

“I am not sure you answered
the question.”

“I am not getting in too
deep,” she said. “I guess I need to reassure you more than I have.
I’ll do better in that regard, don’t worry,” my wife
said.

“That would be nice,” I
said.

“I’m going out with Ellis
Wednesday night,” she said. “I need my black cock fix.”


CHAPTER 16

 


Wednesday at lunch Ellis called. “I’m
gonna fuck your wife this afternoon,” he laughed.

“Well enjoy,” I answered.
“You earned the privilege. You are the one that opened up her slut
side.”

“She always had it in her,
you sensed it, but it is an amazing thing to see unleashed isn’t
it?”

“For sure,” I said. “And to
what do I owe the call?”

“Tonight. Come to Club
Swirl about 9:30, come through the front door. Tell the doorman you
are on the guest list.” I didn’t question why. I suspected it would
be interesting and I would be close to seeing my wife unleashing
her slut side.

“She won’t be home when you
get there tonight,” Ellis said. “I’m picking her up a little early,
want to get a few things out of the way before tonight.”

“Such as fucking my wife
for a couple of hours?”

“Yeah, exactly,” Ellis
laughed. “See, you know how it usually plays out. Still hot for
you?”

“Still hot,” I
said.

“Cya tonight.” I still had
the phone in my hand when it vibrated with a text from my wife.
“Leaving early for my date with Ellis,” it read. “Leftovers are in
the fridge. May be home late tonight, if not tomorrow morning. I’ll
text to let you know.”

“K” I answered.

 


***

 


I received a text from Ellis at 6:30.
It was a photo, and underneath he had written, “Exploring, her
request.” The photo was Olivia on a bed, naked. She was sideways on
a bed with an iron headboard and footboard, her hands tied together
and pulled over her head, her wrists in leather buckled straps with
“D” rings. The rope went through the two D rings at her
wrists.

My wife had a leather collar around
her neck, festooned with more “D” rings. Her ass was on the edge of
the bed with her knees pulled up. A “D” ring collar was around each
ankle, one tied off to the headboard, one to the footboard, the
position holding her legs open and up.

A second shot followed, from the angle
of standing between her legs with her pussy open and inviting. A
blindfold had been added over her eyes.

I received a shaky video, a point of
view looking down at Olivia’s pussy, a thick black cock halfway
inside her, the shaft wet all the way down, gently easing in and
out with a steady rhythm, then the angle moved up my wife’s naked
body, holding on her bare breasts. A taut monofilament fishing line
ran from her nipple ring to the headboard, a weight tied to the
other end. Her other breast was pulled in the other direction by a
line to the footboard. Olivia was cumming, loudly.

Ellis was talking to her as he fucked
her. “Like this big dick?”

“Love that big black dick
in my pussy.”

“Who owns that
pussy?”

“You do Ellis, my pussy is
yours since you took my black cherry,” she moaned. “I want you to
own it.”

“Yes I do,” he said. “Fuck
when I want?”

“Whenever I
want.”

“Who I want?”

“Anyone you want me to fuck
I will fuck, for you Ellis, I love fucking for you,” Olivia said,
twisting her head back and forth slowly. “Fuck me.”

“I’m in you raw,” Ellis
said.

“I want you in me raw,
natural. I don’t want anything between us, flesh on flesh,” my wife
said in quickly rushed breaths. “No condoms, ever,” she
gushed.

Ellis started fucking her harder, the
shaking of the bed doing the same shaking to her boobs, the nipples
tight and giving her a completely new sensation. She squirted on
Ellis’ cock as she started cumming, with Ellis asking her, “want it
rougher?”

“Yeah, fuck me hard,
Ellis.”

“How many different black
men been up in that sweet pussy so far?” he asked.

“Seven,” my wife
said.

“Want more?”

“A lot more,” Olivia said.
“Share my pussy with black men.”

“Do you care who?” Ellis
asked. “If I bring someone to you to fuck like the slut you are,
will you fuck them?”

“I’ll trust you. I’ll be
your slut. Bring me someone. I’ll show you,” Olivia
said.

“Where do you want my
cum?”

“Inside me, deep inside my
pussy,” she said. “Fill me up with your cum.”

“Take my seed baby, feel
it, get it.”

“Give it to me, shoot
inside me,” my wife moaned as he his ass muscles clinched, and I
knew at that moment he was pumping my wife’s bare pussy full of his
sperm. He fucked her hard, careful not to tangle up his hand with
the fishing line tied to her nipple rings, squeezing, kissing her
lips before rising up and withdrawing.

Ellis made no effort to untie her,
focusing the camera closer to her dripping cum filled pussy
draining down her ass and down to the floor. It was a lot of
cum.

“Yesss,” I heard my wife
said. “I feel your cum pouring out of me. You gave me a load,” she
said.

“Not enough,” Ellis said.
“Not near enough cum in that slut cunt of yours.”

“Then fuck me again,”
Olivia said. “Give me another load.”

“I’ll get you another load
of black cum if you want it,” Ellis taunted.

“I want it, you know I want
it,” Olivia groaned.

“Whoever I
want?”

“Anyone you
want.”

“Now?”

“If that is what you want
me to do,” Olivia said. Ellis backed further way with the camera,
taking in a wider view of my collared wife tied to the bed, and in
the corner of the field of view I saw him motion to someone,
another black man, naked, his face not visible on the camera but
stocky, stroking a thick uncut dick.

“There’s no way to stop
someone fucking you is there?” Ellis said.

“No. I can’t close my
legs.”

“But you want more cock. I
want to watch you fuck someone else,” Ellis said.

“I’ll do it,” she
said.

“Tell him to fuck you,”
Ellis ordered.

“Who?”

“Who ever is here. Who it
is doesn’t matter. It is someone I am asking you to
fuck.”

“Fuck me then, whoever is
there,” she said.

With that encouragement the stocky man
positioned his cock at her entrance and with two thrusts was all
the way inside her. “Fuck,” she hissed as his cock went into her.
“You aren’t joking. Who is it? Who is fucking me,” Olivia
asked.

“A man I want to watch you
fuck, you don’t know him, but you will. You’ve never seen him or
met him before, just a friend I’m sharing you with.”

“Oh shit, fuck me baby,
fuck me,” she groaned. “God, I love cock,” she said.

“Yes you do, my slut,”
Ellis said, and the video ended.

He followed with a straight text. “See
you at nine. Don’t miss it.”


CHAPTER 17

 


At nine I presented myself to the
doorman at Club Swirl, he looked on a clipboard, led me to the host
who walked me over to Ellis sitting at a table toward the back of
the room. He stood, shook my hand and waved to the bartender.
“Bourbon, isn’t it?” I nodded. He smiled.

“Enjoy the video this
afternoon?” he asked.

“Not what I expected,” I
said. I looked around. “Where’s Olivia?”

“She be catching up in a
few. I thought you’d like the video,” Ellis said. “Your wife wanted
to try some more things we had not tried before, she said, so we
did. Anything new and different lights her up. I’ve never seen a
woman get that into trying new things. I think she is desperate to
catch up on all the things she ever heard about sexually and never
tried.” Ellis paused and took a long drink and
continued.

“I know the video was not
as good as being there, of course, but everyone getting together is
a harder thing to pull together than any of us
anticipated.”

“True,” I said. “I
appreciate the efforts to keep me in the loop.”

“Hey, things go a lot
easier with any white wife I’m fucking and sharing if her husband
is on board. Learned that a long time ago. Women, well women think
differently, as I know you know. No way to figure out a woman. Your
wife right now is a good example of that.”

“What do you mean?” I
asked.

“Thought I’d get you here
early to just go over some things. You know that she’s deep into
fucking black men, jumped right into the rabbit hole, and if the
wrong man was owing that white pussy right now, she could get out
of hand easily. That is one of the reasons for the session today.
Tying her up we had done before. I’d not blindfolded her, and I was
thinking about ways to allow her to explore more. That’s when I hit
on having her fuck a complete stranger and she can’t see his face
or resist, with no idea who the man is. That’s keeping sex just
that, fucking. Keep the emotional side of things at a
distance.”

“Makes sense,” I
said.

“Lot of this is a head
game, keeping the girl’s head going in the right direction. Olivia
wants more black dick, doesn’t mean she has to get emotional, but
she wants to get emotional.”

“What?”

“I’m not telling you
anything you don’t know. There’s a part of your wife, even with the
black-owned slut side of her in full swing that wants to be a
little in love with every man that sticks a cock inside that white
cunt. She wants everyone to fall in love with her a little (or a
lot). With her looks that is easy to happen too, easy for your mind
to get over the line with a woman who has the looks of your wife.
When that shit starts happening it can get unpredictable, as if
women aren’t unpredictable enough.”

“For sure,” I
said.

“And I’m going to change up
some.” Ellis was looking at me strangely. “You know we are in this
together, right? It is like you wife is a project, the two of us
taking her from the shy prudish wife to the black-owned slut she
says she is today. Frankly she’s only started on that, but the
reason I think we should change things up. I’ll be straight up with
you, Barry. Today when I fucked your wife the first time, while we
were laying there cuddling before I brought out the ropes and shit,
she told me, “I love you, but I can’t fall in love with
you.”

I took a long pull of my drink this
time. Shit. She was telling her black owner that she loved him, no
matter what the context it was cause for concern.

“Don’t freak out about it,”
Ellis said. “Keep in mind I was the first black cock inside her, I
took her black cherry, and she will never forget that. Not uncommon
for a woman to read more into that than there is. You do not have
to worry about anything you know about, like I’m telling you now.
What you don’t know about is what can blindside you.”

“Is there something going
on I don’t know about?” I asked.

“Nothing that you won’t
figure out before the night’s over,” Ellis said, laughing, slapping
me on the side of my arm. “Relax white brother, it’s all good.”
Looking around at the three women stripping on stages, the room of
men, about half black, half white, only one or two couples, it was
completely different from the crowd I saw at the earlier party.
“Different place tonight.”

“Yes, I thought you’d enjoy
the club under different circumstances.”

“Thanks, and thanks for the
drink, but if you don’t mind me asking, why in the hell am I here?
You are supposed to be out with my wife on a date,” I
said.

Ellis thought that funny. “We are,”
Ellis said. “I told you I’d keep you in the loop. Thought you’d
enjoy watching your wife work for that third black ring for her
right hand.”

“How so,” I
asked.

Ellis smiled. “Look toward the center
stage. Your wife is going to be stripping naked there in front of
this entire room in a few minutes.”

“No way,” I said, thinking
that it would be hot if she could summon the courage and confidence
to get naked in front of everyone here, but I couldn’t see it
happening. But then she has surprised me in a lot of ways with her
sexual exploration. I wondered if she would surprise me
tonight.

The girl on stage now was a solid fit
brunette with short hair, stripping topless in the first song, nude
in the second, and twirling on the pole, spreading her pussy for
tips on the third, leaving the stage holding a big wad of
bills.

The DJ turned up the volume. “And now
gents we have the debut of someone new, please welcome the
beautiful Darla.” The music was loud, and older, the Pointer
Sisters “I’m So Excited.” The curtains parted and my wife stepped
on to the stage. The leather cuffs on her ankles and wrists were
still on, as was the collar. Gold chains ran from the “D” rings on
the collar and fell low with the other end of the chains hooked to
her nipple rings. Hanging down from each nipple ring was also a
three-inch gold chain with a Queen of Spades on the end of the
chain.

My wife radiated sensuality. Several
of the men moved closer to the stage. Some of the white men moved
back when they saw the Queen of Spades hanging from her nipples,
but other black men soon crowded the stage.

Ellis watched my reaction and grinned.
“Go ahead, go up and give her a tip. Strippers gotta eat
too.”

I gently pushed my way to the edge of
the stage and the second song had started. Olivia was naked now,
and I could see moisture on her pussy lips. Showing off in front of
these men was turning her on. She strutted back and forth
displaying her fit naked body to everyone, not noticing I was
there. I did not recognize the song, some kind of techno thing, and
with the starting of the third song she was moving closer to the
stage, taking tips. I had a twenty in my hand and when she came to
me she had a strange look on her face, at first I thought she
didn’t recognize me, but what it was she was trying to not let
anyone know that it was her husband paying her twenty bucks to
spread her pussy lips for him. I got passing attention. The larger
black men would exchange words, she would put her hands on their
shoulders. A couple she let motorboat between her tits.

Just as quick the song ended, and she
left the stage. I wove my way through the tables back to Ellis’
table.

“Damn, she’s a natural,
isn’t she?” He smiled. “Your wife was really into being naked in
front of all of them, wasn’t she? Got those 10 points toward
getting that third ring.”

“I think she was turned
on,” I said. I didn’t mention that I knew about the points
system.

“Now what?” I
asked.

“She’s going to shower
after that routine, put on an outfit and I expect she’ll make a
couple of trips to the VIP—for the points primarily, or maybe she
saw someone in the crowd she wanted to get closer too. Here she
comes.”

Olivia stepped into the room, still in
the collar, chains, wrist and ankle straps, but now in a sheer
oversized tank dress. She was covered in cloth, but nothing covered
her nakedness. I saw her make a beeline to one of the men who she
had let motorboat her boobs. She sat on his lap, the talked and
received a couple of drinks, and after a while chatting, she stood
and the black man rose, towering over her. She reached into her
purse and pulled out a double snap. She clipped one end on the “D”
ring on her right wrist and put her hands behind her back. The
large black man reached forward and clipped the other side of the
snap in the ring on her other wrist.

Grasping her upper arm, he gently
guided her to the VIP and disappeared inside the curtained
entrance.

I was stuttering, “She let him
tie…”

“Yes, she did,” Ellis said.
“Don’t worry, I know him. He’s safe, but with her hands tied behind
her back you can bet he’s playing with her titties right now.
Remember, we have cameras in the security room.”

“Can we go there?” I asked.
Ellis shook his head no.

“Sorry, we have security
people there,” Ellis said. After two songs my wife appeared from
the VIP room, her hands unclipped, the large black man following
her. Olivia led him to the table where I was sitting with Ellis.
She smiled at me and sat down beside Ellis, whispering, nodding,
out of my hearing, and Ellis nodded too. Olivia stood and still
ignoring me said something in the ear of the tall black man. I
could not hear over the room music. The man turned his back to me
for a minute, turned back around and shook hands with Ellis. Olivia
took his hand and led him not to the VIP area but to the door at
the side of the room, the door that led to the owner’s private
room.

“What just happened?” I
demanded. Ellis smiled and opened his hand, unfolding the four
one-hundred-dollar bills passed to him in the handshake.

“What do you think?” Ellis
smiled. “You remember me telling you that first night I told you
that once a woman takes the step that you never know where it will
go?”

“Yeah,” I said.

“Well that once prudish shy
little wife of yours has stripped on stage tonight and got 10
points toward that third ring. She got five points for going to the
VIP. Now she is going back to the private rooms to get 20 more
points toward that black ring,” Ellis said. Robert had not said
anything about a 20-point task.

I had a puzzled look on my face. “Your
black cock slut white wife is going to leave that private room
officially a whore.”

“What the fu…” I started to
say but Ellis interrupted. “It’s not a big step for her when you
think about it. First night here she didn’t know the guy I sent her
back there to fuck, the young guy. Today she fucked a stranger and
has no idea who he was or even what he looked like. Now she is gone
back there to fuck another stranger, and this time he’s paid for
that pussy. Yeah, that makes her a whore, a hooker, a prostitute.
She’s earned that title for the rest of her life. Woman can’t
unwhore herself.”

Ellis leaned over closer to me, in a
serious tone say, “Before you get too far in your outrage, you need
to know this wasn’t my idea, it was something she said she wanted
to try. She said she had always had the fantasy about a man paying
for her pussy.”

“Oh shit,” I
said.

“You know, it might be
better if you aren’t here when she comes out. Go on home and get
your feelings sorted out. Get your head around it and figure out
how to not freak out about it. That will help nothing. I’ll drop
your whore wife off before daylight.”

“I wasn’t counting on this
happening,” I said.

“No way to predict it,”
Ellis said. “Thing you have to be concerned about now is how much
she likes it.”


CHAPTER 18

 


I decided not to wait up. I couldn’t
go to sleep a first, lying in the bed starting up at the darkness.
Ellis was right, a lot of what Olivia was doing was changing her,
no doubt of that. She still said our marriage was the primary focus
of her life, but I worried that might be changing. We would need to
reinforce our commitment to each other after this.

I heard the door chime ring and looked
at the clock. The time read 2:55 am. I could hear my wife clumping
around as she came up the stairs, stripped off her clothes and
eased naked under the bedcovers, sliding across the bed and nudging
herself under my arm. She was almost instantly softly snoring
without making any attempt to speak. Through the moonlight I could
see her right hand. There were three black rings on her ring
finger.

 


***

 


I couldn’t sleep and got up without
waking her. I went downstairs and saw I had texts on my phone from
Ellis. I opened the first. The time was 2:30, probably just after
Olivia was dropped off.

“Heads up. Gave a lot of
thought to what we were talking about. Olivia’s head is in a good
spot, no worries there. Call when you get this.”

I looked at the clock. It was 3:30. I
opened the glass door quietly and took a seat on the chaise longue
by the pool and called Ellis. He answered quickly.

“Hope I didn’t wake you?” I
said.

“Not at all, I always stay
up later than this. In the club business nothing starts working
till after lunch tomorrow,” Ellis said.

“You said to
call.”

“Yeah, your wife and I had
a good talk, where she wants to go with things in her exploration,
if she has limits, things like that.”

“OK.”

“Your wife is committed to
your marriage, she reiterated that three or four times. That
doesn’t mean she wants to stop anything yet, but if you feel it is
a danger to your marriage, she will go along with you pulling the
plug, she says. I’m telling you there is a part of her that will
always resent it though. You don’t want her thinking that you got
all this started and stopped it because you weren’t in total
control. My advice is ride it out if you can. I saw some signs that
this thing will run its course in time.”

“Why’s that?” I
asked.

“I told you she told me she
loved me.” Ellis said. “She circled back on that. Said we need some
space as to not be so intense with only each other.”

“You are sharing her with
other men,” I said. “Not sure I understand.”

“Olivia is fucking other
men but not with emotional intensity, she is keeping them as just
fucks. Like her selling herself tonight. In her mind it was just a
fuck more than it was her was being a whore. She got off on whoring
tonight, no lie about that, but she kept it just a
fuck.”

“OK. So the heads up you
mentioned, advice on how I proceed?”

“Listen. Get her to talk it
all out.”

“OK.”

“And you know there is a
Swirl party this weekend. You going to be in town and be in the
security room?”

“Unless there is a
problem,” I said.

“No problem from this
end.”

“Good,” I said.

“There’s only one other
thing related to what we talked about tonight. I said we talked
about space between us. I’ll pick her up Friday night, like last
time, only difference is I’m bringing one of the partners, Elbi.
You know he’s already fucked Olivia a couple of times.”

“Yeah, she showed me a
photo of him,” I said.

“The plan is when I pick
her up you will witness me giving ownership of her to Elbi. That
provides the distance, let’s her keep going like she
is.”

“I don’t know him,” I
said.

“I do. Known him a long
time. I wouldn’t give her to anyone that wouldn’t take good care of
her. The variety of another owner will give her more perspective on
being black owned too,” he said. “You say you saw a photo of
him?”

“Yeah, they were dancing at
Swirl.”

“The only thing is if she
is with Elbi any length of time, she’s going to come home with some
ink sooner or later, maybe more than once.”

“Tats?”

“Oh yeah, Elbi is really
into them. He wants his women into ink too,” Ellis said. “Your wife
may end up with a few piercings more. Only real major difference
between him and me. We think a lot alike in other
things.”

“Oh,” I said with a lack of
enthusiasm.

“Don’t loose focus that
she’s your wife, yours for the rest of your life, and with a woman
as hot as Olivia you can put up with a lot of temporary
inconvenience and worry to wake up beside her for most of your
life,” Ellis said. “She is a prize.”

“I know that,” I said. “A
tat is not temporary.”

“No, but it will always be
a souvenir of these wild, crazy, slutty times,” Ellis laughed.
“It’s all good, like I said.”

“I hope so,” I said. “I
really hope so.”

 



CHAPTER 19

 


I went back to bed and was surprised
to go to sleep quickly. The sunlight through the window hit me in
the face and I woke at 10. I looked over at Olivia beside me,
naked, angelic, so peaceful and beautiful. I lowered the covers to
uncover her pierced nipples, marveling at the overall change in her
demeanor to do anything so bold and sensual. She had mentioned
before she left with Ellis that she felt she was healed, there was
no pain.

I kept replaying what Ellis had
advised, and he was right. I didn’t feel threatened by my wife’s
newfound promiscuity. I had said I wanted her slutty, now I had
just that, a black owned slut wife. The key was keeping the
balance. The reality after everything last night, she had come home
to me and woke up in my bed.

I eased out of the bed, made coffee,
eggs, bacon and toast, put it all on a tray and carried it up to my
wife. She opened her eyes when I opened the door, sitting up in the
bed.

“Wow. Breakfast in bed,”
she smiled. “Thank you love.”

“You had a busy night last
night,” I said. “Least I could do.” I sat the tray on the bed. She
reached for the coffee. I took my an sat down in the chair facing
the bed, sipping the black liquid.

“About last night…” she
said, putting the egg and bacon on the toast, turning it into a
half sandwich and taking a bite, chewing before she spoke. “I’m
sorry I didn’t pay attention to you when you were there. Ellis had
threatened to have you there to watch my stripping debut, but…” she
paused. “OK, I drank a lot, and he gave me a little bit of Ecstasy,
about a quarter hit, he said, to take the edge off. It hit me very
hard. I didn’t mean to ignore you, but I was so focused on getting
my third ring.” Olivia held up her right hand display the three
rings. “And I got it.”

“Congratulations,” I
said.

“I told you I would tell
you about it, and I can now,” she said.

“Shoot,” I said.

“It takes points to get the
ring. 40 points. I got 10 points for stripping, and five points for
going into the VIP. You only get five points to go on stage again,
so I did another set and another VIP trip. I could have done other
things, being available as a single at a Club Swirl night, working
was a hostess in the strip club, things like that, or I could do
what I did.”

I knew what she did, but I wanted to
hear her say it. “What did you do?”

“I turned a trick. That was
20 points. I became a whore,” Olivia said, glancing up to gauge my
reaction. “It had always been an unspoken fantasy.” She took
another bite of sandwich and let that sink in. “I sold my pussy
last night for money,” she said, restating the obvious. She took
another bite, her eyes locked in mine, sipping coffee and washing
her mouth clear, swallowing. “And it was the most exciting thing I
have ever done in my life. Off the charts. I am in shock that I
actually did that.”

“Not sure how I should
comment on that,” I said.

“Not asking you to comment
on it,” my wife said. “Only question is do you want to leave me
because your wife is a whore?”

“You know that answer.
We’re in this forever,” I said.

“Even me
whoring.”

“Even you whoring,” I
said.

Olivia smiled, moving the tray to the
nightstand. “You ever had a fantasy of a whore fucking you for
free?”

We made out like teenagers in a
backseat up a dirt road and devoured each other. I had to be inside
her, and she wanted it too.

We held each other, professing our
love, expressing our awe in what we were doing, in what she was
doing sexually with black men, and reaffirming our commitment to
each other. It was delightful. I felt safe in where this was
going.

Olivia sucked me hard for a second go
round, and once I entered her, she held me inside her with her
hands on my ass. “Don’t move,” she said. “I need to talk to you
about something.” I knew what was coming, and figured she was doing
this now because it was at my moment of ultimate weakness. I didn’t
speak. “I’m black owned, by Ellis, with all that
entails.”

“Yes.”

“I think I need more
variety, some space between me and him.”

“OK.”

“Elbi, the guy I showed you
in the photo on my phone, he’s coming with Ellis Friday night. I’m
going to Swirl with the two of them.”

“All right.”

“I want to do it in front
of you, and I want your blessing on what is going to happen. I want
you comfortable with everything. Tell me if you are not,” she said,
shaking her body underneath me and causing me to probe my cock
deeper into her wetness.

“What are you talking
about?” I asked.

“Ellis is going to give
ownership of me to Elbi. My pussy will belong to Elbi starting
Friday night. I asked Ellis to do it.”

“As long as it’s the same
rules with you and me,” I said.

“Don’t worry,” she giggled,
“just because he owns my pussy doesn’t mean you’ll be cut off. My
pussy is yours first and always, whenever you want it.”

“Like now,” she said. “Put
another load of your cum into your whore.”

“You know he is going to
want you to get tatted, don’t you?”

“Yes, I expect
it.”

“You good with
that?”

“Part of being black
owned,” she smiled. “Roll to your back, I want on top,” my wife
said. I did and she moved over me, sliding down on my cock. “I’m
going to fuck you like the whore I am,” she said, putting her feet
flat on the bed and bouncing on my cock.

“Please do,” I said. “Be a
good whore for me.”


CHAPTER 20

 


On one hand I should have investigated
Elbi more. Given some time between her announcement of her black
ownership changing. I was thinking in terms of her getting too
close to Ellis emotionally. I expected with Elbi my wife would be
on the same track of sexual exploration. I assumed, which is always
a dangerous thing.

The next night the impetus for our
arousal and sex talk was enhanced by her excitement and
anticipation of having a new owner. I was now acutely aware that
something new and different sexually had begun to work as an
aphrodisiac for Olivia. That could have been a red flag, but a flag
I ignored in exchange for enjoyed a sexually supercharged wife. Our
sex was off the charts.

Olivia was bringing little nuances to
her lovemaking that she was picking up from her different partners.
She was hyper responsive. There were no barriers now, anything I
wanted to try was now on the table, including anal, a hitherto fore
act we had only tried twice, and she stopped early both times. Now
she was different. “I want to give that part of me to you. I want
to give all of me to you, my thanks for you letting me enjoy other
men,” she said.

Friday at 6 p.m. Olivia was sitting
with me waiting for the sound of a car in our driveway. She was
dressed for her night at Swirl in a knee length clubwear halter
dress. It was backless with an open slit from her neck to her
waist, and stretched tight over her butt, while the top was looser,
allowing her breasts to bounce unrestricted each time she moved,
the movement drawing the attention of one’s eyes to them. Her
makeup was what I called her typical nighttime slut style, very
smoky eyes, bright red lipstick, everything just a hit of overdone.
Her brunette hair was down. She was gorgeous, sexy, and
hot.

Olivia jumped when the doorbell rang.
She stood and looked down at me. “Come on,” she said with a grin.
“Come meet my new owner.”

I got up slowly. She had opened the
door and the two men were in the foyer, their large bodies taking
up much of the space. Ellis was smiling and joking. Elbi did not
speak, looking around the house, eyeing my wife up and down as if
looking at a nice steak in a butcher shop window. He nodded when he
saw me come into view.

Ellis was in a sports jacket, dress
shirt and pants. Elbi was in slacks and a tight sleeveless tank
that showed off his tight abs and massive tattoo covered arms and
shoulders. The metal hanging on his face was catching the light of
the foyer chandelier. My thought at the time was it is hard to look
formal with that many gold rings hanging on your face.

“Barry, I would like you to
meet Elbi, he’s one of the owners at the club,” he said. I extended
my hand and Elbi took it in his huge mitt. “Nice to meet you,” he
said, smiling for the first time to Olivia.

“Damn girl you are smoking
tonight. Don’t burst into flame. At least not yet,” he smiled. I
thought the line corny. Olivia’s smile told me she bought
it.

“Thank you,” she said,
looking back and forth between the two black men. “Are we
ready?”

“Just a formality,” Ellis
smiled. He seemed to be enjoying this. “I always like for the
husband to be here at this part,” he said. Taking my wife’s right
hand, he carefully slid the three black rings from her finger.
“Olivia, as you are black owned and I’m your black owner, I am
giving you to a new owner, Elbi here. You accept this transfer, do
you not?”

“Yes, I do,” Olivia said.
Elbi pulled three black rings from his jacket pocket and taking her
right hand put them on her hand one at a time. “Here’s to a fourth
ring sometime soon,” he smiled.

“We’ll see,” Olivia smiled
back. She kissed Elbi then, her hand around his neck inside the
long strands of braids, breaking the kiss and running her hands
down his shoulders and arms, clearly impressed with his ripped hard
muscles.

“OK. Let’s go then,” Ellis
said.

“One other thing,” Elbi
said, taking my wife’s left hand. “Take them off,” he said, looking
down at her wedding ring and engagement ring. She hesitated for a
second but slid them off, the white flesh of her finger indicating
where the rings had blocked the sun. “Hand them to your husband,”
he said. She extended them too me. She didn’t say anything, but I
detected a sad look in her eyes. I opened my hand, and she dropped
the symbols of our marriage to the outside world in my hand. I
opened the foyer drawer and laid them one of the key slots in the
plastic box we kept there.

“They’ll be right when you
return,” he said.

Ellis opened the door and Elbi put his
hand on my wife’s bare back. Saying as he did, “You ain’t no man’s
wife when you are with me. You’re all mine girl.” Olivia glanced
back over her shoulder to see if I had heard. She had a sly
smile.

Ellis got into the driver’s seat and
Elbi guided my wife into the back seat before climbing in beside
her. He was kissing her with his hand inside her top as the light
from the streetlight illuminated them as Ellis turned.

I went back into the living room, shot
the rest of my bourbon, and went to get my shower. I expected to be
at Club Swirl a little early tonight.


CHAPTER 21

 


I thought I would get there early but
that is not what happened. A car was hit by a train at the railroad
crossing creating gridlock. I was close to the accident, meaning I
was blocked in and couldn’t move for the next two and a half hours
while they cleaned up the mess. It was a miracle no one was
killed.

Instead of being early I found myself
entering the side door at 11:30. The security guard only smiled,
recognizing me. “Come on in man, you know the drill,” pointing up
the stairway.

“Got it,” I said. I handed
him the bag holding the bottle of Buffalo Trace. “Brought you
something. I figure you have to sit here all night, might need
something to take the edge off when you get home.”

“Thanks man, that’s damn
nice.” He extended his hand. “Barry, isn’t it?” I nodded. “This is
appreciated more than you know,” he smiled. “I don’t forget
favors.”

“Just a pay it forward
thing,” I smiled. “Later,” and turned up the stairs.

Robert was in the security room when I
arrived, watching the room, a beer in his hand. The room was much
as it had been at 11:30 the earlier visit, a few couples starting
to leave, others getting intimate in the booths, and the women on
the floor getting bolder with their dance partners.

“How’s it going?” I
asked.

“Hey Barry. Normal night,
if you can call what goes on here normal,” he said.

“Second thoughts about this
sometimes?” I asked.

“Always, every time,”
Robert said dryly. “But it is like we’ve gone over the top on a
roller coaster. We don’t get off until the coaster stops. We aren’t
driving the coaster, we’re just along for the ride.”

I surveyed the room looking for my
wife but didn’t see her, Ellis, or her new owner Elbi. Robert’s
wife Erin was chatting at the bar with a couple of younger
well-dressed black men, laughing at their banter and the men
clearly feeling as if they were making an impression on the tall
redhead.

“You seen my wife tonight?”
I asked.

“She was in earlier for a
while. Danced a little with that tatted up owner. They left.” I saw
Ellis enter and start greeting some of the people in the room. It
was as if he knew everyone. I texted him and watched as he looked
down at his phone. My texted was only one word.
“Olivia?”

“You in the security room?”
he asked.

“Yes, just got here.
Traffic.”

“Sorry man, she and Elbi
already left. Something about him wanting to celebrate the new
ownership tonight.”

“OK,” I
answered.

“You’re still welcome to
stay. Olivia’s bought your security room admission lol.”

“Thanks,” I texted back. I
looked up at Robert. “Are you and I the only people allowed up
here?”

“There’ve been a couple of
other husbands I’ve met here, but that’s it. We’re exceptions to
the rule for some reason,” he said. “Actually I think I do know. My
wife and yours are among the hottest women in the room. I think the
owners want to keep the husbands of the most beautiful women
involved, keeps the girls around longer. The other husbands who I
met here all have had exceptionally hot wives.”

“Make’s sense, I guess,” I
said, watching Erin move to the side of the bar with one of the
men. He had his arm around her, but they were still only
talking.

“How are things with you?”
Robert asked.

“Olivia got her third
ring,” I said. “She is quite proud of the achievement.”

“Damn, that was quick,”
Robert asked. “What’d she do, go full time in the strip
club.”

“She did go onstage a
couple of times.” I paused, but so no need to keep it a secret.
“She went the 20-point route.”

“No shit,” Robert said.
“Damn. Girl is on the fast track.”

“Has Erin?” I
asked.

“No, at least not yet,”
Robert said. “She’s resisting. Silvi has mentioned it a couple of
times. You know how some guys are constantly trying to break a
woman’s resistance down, get deep inside that head. Silvi is
thinking more about Erin getting that fourth ring.”

“What is that? Something
else I’m not supposed to know about?”

“More or less. I’ve already
said to much,” Robert said. “Just figured if she worked so hard for
the second and third rings, a fourth might be in the goal. Ellis
said anything to her about it?”

“Well Olivia is still into
being black-owned, but she asked Ellis to give her some variety,
and give ownership of her to someone else. Tonight that happened,”
I said.

“I saw her with Elbi. That
her new owner?”

“Yeah.”

“Wow.” Robert
said.

“Why’d you say
that?”

“Elbi is just kind of out
there. Look at him. He’s more extreme than any of the other owners.
I would think he would expect that of his sluts and ho’s too.” I
looked at Robert.

“Ho’s?”

“You don’t know then? Elbi
is a pimp. He runs a string of girls, from the street to a high-end
online escort service. Shit, the man even has a
bodyguard.”

“Fuck,” I said. My wife was
now owned by a black pimp.

Robert saw the shocked look on my
face. “Hey don’t freak. He likes wives on the side too. No reason
he’d turn them out. I think he’s smart enough not to mix business
with pleasure.” I wondered if he was looking at my wife as his
woman on the side or as a potential revenue stream. She and I had
to talk.


CHAPTER 22

 


I texted my wife. “I’d like some alone
time to talk when you get home,” I said. She didn’t answer. I told
Robert good night, but he was already locked on the screen to the
private room where Erin was kissing the man she had been talking to
in the bar. He was unbuttoning the last buttons of her blouse and
opening it to reach her breasts in my last glance at the screen
before walking out the door.

“Leaving so soon?” The
security guy said.

“Yeah, early day tomorrow,”
I said. It was an early day, but a very long sleepless worried
night.

 


***

 


I didn’t expect Olivia to call
Saturday morning, but I did expect an answer to my text. I had
finished lunch when I did get an answer. “Hey,” the text read,
“Sorry not answered but been busy. Will probably make it a weekend.
See you Sunday afternoon. We can talk then.”

What the hell, I thought. We had not
talked about extending days. When I recovered from the shock, I
realized we had not discussed extending a stay in any way, so it
was not like she was breaking our agreements. That did not mean I
was happy with the situation. I did not even know where my wife
was. All I could do was wait—and pace. I did plenty of
both.

I called her phone three times, always
going straight to voice mail. That only happens when she turns it
off. I went to our account to track her location. It was turned off
as well.

 


***

 


Sunday afternoon was a shock when I
saw my wife. The door opened and Olivia entered slowly, as if she
was expecting an explosion if she came in at her normal speed,
acting as if a quiet entrance might at least to lessen the blow she
had hit me with.

Olivia had a new adornment, a ring
piercing through her right nostril, with a small gold chain running
between the small ring in her ear to the ring in her nose. I had
seen a Joan Osborne video with the singer displaying such an
arrangement, but I never dreamed my own wife would be doing
it.

She was wearing blue shorts, sandals,
and a pale blue ribbed tank top, her usual casual wear these days.
Her nipple rings outlined in the thin top.

“Hey baby,” she said, in a
tone as unconcerned if she was coming home from the grocery store.
I didn’t take it that way.

“What the hell is that on
your face?” I asked. She actually giggled.

“I wondered how you’d take
it. Only a nose piercing, lot of girls have them these days,” she
said. “Elbi suggested it and I went for it. He even bought the gold
linking chain for me.”

“Think you could unhook the
chain while we talk?” I asked. “It is distracting.”

Olivia seemed shocked that I didn’t
like it. “OK, but I have to leave the ring in until it heals,” she
countered. It was a statement, not a question. Removing it was not
an option, evidently. “Pour us a drink,” she said. She stepped into
the downstairs bathroom and came out without the chain between her
nose and ear hoops.

I was already a couple of drinks into
my day, but I made her a double vodka and cranberry. She sat
waiting on the couch, took a sip. “That’s good. Thanks baby,” she
said.

My wife’s mood changed, she was
instantly demurer, quieter, like I had been yelling and screaming
at her in the middle of an argument and she was getting defensive.
That had not happed—yet. She was starting out defensive. “I was
hoping you’d be home yesterday,” I said. “It came out of the
blue.”

“I know. It was spur of the
moment thing. Elbi wanted me longer. He said he was my owner so he
should decide that,” Olivia said.

“And you said…”

“I went along with him,
obviously.” She paused. “OK, I wanted to stay longer with him. I
admit it.”

“And then you turned your
phone off?”

“I didn’t want a
distraction. I knew you would be lighting my phone up. I know you.
It is about control.” Control, I thought. Where is that coming
from.

“Is he that much better?” I
asked.

“Yes.” I waited for her to
elaborate but she didn’t.

“So much better that you
can go winging it with how we agreed to play things?” I said. “Like
a call instead of a text and talking about something like an extra
night before telling me you were going to stay another night with
no input from me?”

“I don’t know what to say,”
she said. “I was too caught up in what was happening.”

“What was happening that
you were so caught up in?” I shot back.

“Fucking. A lot of fucking.
Fucking on a level that is almost transcendental. It was like
taking a drug. No one has ever made me cum like that. I passed out
once from the intensity,” Olivia said. None of that soothed my
concern.

“Why did you even come home
then?”

“I’m your wife. I had to,”
she said, adding, “Elbi said you might be like this.”

“Like what?”

“Controlling. You get
freaky if you are not controlling me.”

“Bullshit,” I
said.

“No. I’m calling no more
bullshit. You are done controlling me,” my wife said. “I am taking
control of myself.”

“I thought you liked giving
up control of yourself,” I said.

“I do but giving up control
to a man I want to give that control. That’s not you at the moment,
Barry. You demand to control me, not me giving you
control.”

“But Elbi is?”

“Yes. I love him having
control of me and me giving that up to him,” Olivia said. “It is
sexually rewarding beyond my wildest imagination.”

“Where do I fit into this
new equation in which I do not have a say?” I asked.

“I’m not really sure,”
Olivia said. “Depends on you I guess.”

“Wrong answer.”

“No, it is only an answer
you did not want to hear,” Olivia said.

“What about the honesty we
professed with each other only days ago?” I asked.

“I am being honest with
you.”

“I feel like you are
slipping away all of a sudden,” I said.

“Maybe I am,” Olivia said.
“I am still your wife, but not to the exclusion of other parts of
my being. Our marriage is a part of the new me—but not all of me. I
need more than that now. I guess we have to renegotiate some of
these things.”

“Why?”

“Because things have
changed. Maybe not for you but for me.”

“After only two nights with
someone new?” I asked.

“Well we have been talking
a lot on the phone a lot after I earned the second ring. We both
felt it that night we fucked the first time. Something locked our
souls together,” she said. “We were both so into each other we
fucked a second time that night, without the other guy there, and
it was even more intense. I’ve talked to him every day since,
sometimes for hours. Our connection is even stronger
now.”

“When were you going to get
around about telling me about this back-channel communication?” I
asked.

“I’m telling you
now.”

“What if I don’t like any
of this? I don’t like my wife ‘locking souls’ with someone else.
What happened with the ‘it is just a fuck’ thing?” I
asked.

“I am not asking your
permission. I am trying to answer your question about what is going
on. You don’t have to like it, but you may have to adjust to it,”
she said.

“And what is it that you
think I need to adjust to?” I asked.

“My relationship with
Elbi.”

“Relationship?”

“Yes,” Olivia
said.

I had tried not to raise my voice and
turn this into an argument. I was doing better than I expected
considering the subject matter, but inside I was furious. “What
kind of relationship?” I asked. I could not help it. I knew my
anger showed.

“You want names?” she said
in a louder, more challenging tone. “Oh there are hundreds of names
for it. Dom-sub, man-woman, black man-white wife, stud-cum dump,
lover-lover, boyfriend-girlfriend, bull-mistress,
pimp-whore.”

“You know he’s a pimp,” I
said.

“I know he’s a pimp. I’ve
been a whore at the club the other night, so that fits too, doesn’t
it?”

“Has he…”

“No,” Olivia cut me off.
“I’m not one of his string. I’m his girlfriend, I guess you’d say.”
She paused. “When this started, I thought you said it was OK if I
had a boyfriend.”

“But...”

Again she interrupted. “Elbi said
you’d take this approach too. Stop the controlling Barry. I have a
black boyfriend, now, and I am going to enjoy it to the limit. I
don’t care who knows. Yes, it is not the way you termed me having a
boyfriend, but it is the way I term it now.”

“OK,” I said. “You have a
point.”

Olivia had her adrenaline up now.
“Pour me another drink and let’s go sit in the hot tub and relax. I
don’t want to argue with you like this. It tears me up,” she
said.

I poured the drinks. She was already
outside. I started to get in.

“No clothes, remember?” she
said.

“Oh yeah,” I said,
remembering after Ellis explained to us what had been going on, we
had agreed that any time we were alone the hot tub would have a no
clothes rule.

I stepped into the tub and sat down.
Olivia was still standing outside. A light from the neighbor’s
outdoor light filtered through a broken board in the high fence,
illuminated a spot on the deck like a spotlight. My wife stepped
into the light, put some R&B over the Bluetooth speaker, and in
her best stripper moves pulled the top over her head, turned her
back to me twisted her ass. She covered her boobs with her hands,
then turned around and released her hands, her breasts springing
free. The dangling chains with the Q and Spade on the end were
still attached to her nipple rings.

“Know what that means?” she
said looking down at the chains.

“Queen of Spades? It means
you fuck black men,” I said.

“You are partially right,”
she said, spinning back around, stepping out of her sandals,
unbuttoning her white shorts. Turning her back to me again, she
leaned over, crossed her legs at the ankles, and pulled the shorts
and thong down in a slow sensuous slide. She stepped out of them.
“It means,” she said as she slowly turned, “It means that my pussy
prefers black cock.” As she turned in the light, I could see the Q
and Spade on her bare pubis, about 2 inches wide and 3 inches high,
big. It was covered with what looked like a stick-on clear adhesive
patch.

“Is that a real tat?” I
asked.

“Yes. Elbi likes to mark
his women with some ink,” she said. “He told me I had earned the
title.” She stepped into the tub.

“Are you his woman? I don’t
want to lose you,” I said.

“I don’t want you to lose
me either,” my wife said. “But I don’t want you getting in the way
of me with Elbi. Yes, I am his woman at the moment. This is
something I have to do right now. I can’t stop. I don’t want to
stop until it runs its course.”

“And I have no say so in
any of this?” I asked.

“No, you don’t. If you want
me you are going to have to give me room and be patient,” she said.
“I hope you to understand.”

“I do not think I
understand at all,” I said. “Your head is turned by another
man.”

“Yes, but I still love
you,” she said.

“Getting infatuated with
Elbi is not how you show it,” I said. “Forget about me being
controlling, get control of yourself.”

“Me being out of control,
and not in control is part of the appeal of Elbi,” she said. “Let’s
change the subject.” My wife took my hand and stood, the water
running off her, wet and glistening in the soft light. “Come with
me and I’m going to show you how I love you,” she said. “You’ve
never fucked a Queen of Spades whore before.”

I took her hand and followed
her.


CHAPTER 23

 


I was relieved that at least she was
home with me, no matter what she had said. Once in the bedroom we
began kissing, with Olivia putting her leg over mine, crushing her
breasts against me. They felt different with the hardness of the
rings between me and her typically soft flesh. As we kissed, I
played with the rings too, gently tugging. They were healed now,
and the gentle pull just added to the sensations for her, and she
responded. Olivia began making soft purring sounds as I tweaked her
nipples and was pushing her pelvis toward me, her hand stroking my
hard cock.

I had her for tonight, another man had
owned her for the previous two, so I was in no hurry, I wanted to
savor each second. I had missed my wife. I wanted my old wife back,
not the prude, but the hot horny wife she was with Ellis, when
there no mistaking my role in her life as her husband. She was
challenging that in her words tonight. For the first time since I
learned Ellis had fucked her, I felt threatened, not so much for
her reaction to Elbi but her reaction to me.

I reason that any man who is a
successful pimp who can talk a woman into fucking someone else for
money and turning the money over to him certainly has a handle on
getting in the head of the women. Such a player is better than a
psychologist at manipulating a woman’s mind into yielding her body
to his will. Not all women will fall for the player’s play, but a
large part of a good pimp’s talent is to spot and target the women
likely to be susceptible to his mind play. I hoped that was not the
case with my wife, but with her straight life before and the speed
of her exploring, with her instant change toward me tonight, I had
my concerns.

Even as I was holding her nude body
against me, those thoughts were going through my mind. If this was
a fight for my wife, I was going to win it, I said to
myself.

I rolled Olivia to her back and slid
down her body to her pussy. Her legs opened; my view now dominated
by the large spade tattooed on her pussy with the outline of the Q
in the center. My wife had made her permanent declaration that she
preferred black dick, and now every time onward that I would look
down and start to put my cock inside her pussy, I would be reminded
that she had done this for a black lover.

There were two ways I could take her
getting her pussy tattooed. One was to go negative and let it
bother me, or two, revel in my wife that is so into fucking other
men that she let this happen. I had said I wanted her to be a slut
and now I had her as a slut.

I buried my face into her pussy,
tongue fucking her at first, twirling the tip of my tongue around
her clit. I had two fingers probing deep, pushing up against her
G-spot, bringing the first of her squirting orgasms.

I didn’t let up. She tried to push my
head away for a few seconds but gave up, lay her hands back and
began building on her second orgasm. I reached my hands up to
squeeze her tits, rubbing the rings, slipping my thumbs inside the
rings and tugging. She came again. I pushed on her lower abdomen,
pushing my hand against the fingers in her pussy, pressing harder
on her G-spot. Again a squirting orgasm. She was screaming as she
came.

“Damn Barry, stop for a
second,” she said. “I need some water.” I stopped and crawled up
the bed to face her. She took a long drink of water and set the
bottle back down on the nightstand. We kissed again, a long soulful
tongue dancing kiss.

My wife pushed me backward on the bed.
“My turn,” she said, lowering her head to my lap, her mouth taking
in my cock, all the way, my cock sliding down her throat on the
first stroke. She continued until I could barely hold on. She
pulled off only long enough to whisper, “Come in my mouth. I want
to taste you.”

That was all it took. Soon I was
cumming and she was swallowing, still sucking, stopping as I came,
collapsing and gasping for breath. My wife reached for a single
tissue and wiped her lips, smiling. She has swallowed my whole
load.

“I’ll need some recovery
time,” I said. “Give me a minute.”

“I figured,” she said,
snuggling in under my arm, her hand resting on my cock. I was
hoping with this lovemaking she would be softening her stance on
Elbi.

In that position on the bed, my wife
began talking softy, re-explaining our earlier conversation in less
strained words. I knew I would be better off listening without
comment this time. What I said previously had accomplished nothing,
nor had our lovemaking.

I realized that when the first words
out of her mouth were, “I love you Barry, but this good lovemaking
tonight changes nothing that I said earlier.”

“You said a lot,” I said.
“Some of it cut deep. Why don’t you restate the parts that are most
important to you, and I’ll try not to interrupt.”

“You can’t do that, and I
know it, but let’s try,” she said. “I thank you for
trying.”

“I guess the place to start
is with Elbi. He does something to me that no one else has ever
done. He brings out emotions and feelings like I have never felt
before, just pure raw lust, but a tenderness and caring too. He
makes me feel the love, as if he loves me like no one has ever
loved me,” my wife said. “I feel that with even a touch from
him.”

“That’s not to say I don’t
feel loved by you. I do. We have a long history together. I want to
die in your arms,” she said. “But I want Elbi close to me now,
closer than even you. I can’t explain the exactly,” she said. “I
need him.”

“What if I cannot handle
that?” I asked. “What if I said pick one of us or else.”

“I’m asking you to not
force me to make that choice right now,” she said. “I don’t want to
think about it like that. I don’t want to hurt you.”

“Am I losing you to him,
after only this short time?”

“I hope not—I don’t know,”
she said. “I know that is not reassuring but it is the truth. I
don’t love you any less.”

“But at the moment you
might love him more?” Olivia refused to answer the question, still
being silent. I had her answer.

I tried another tact. “So forget
everything we have said since you got home,” I said. “What do you
want me to do? How should I be reacting in the best
way?”

“Tell me you love me. Let
me be free to enjoy what is happening with me and him. Be patient.
Be here when I need you.”

“Tall order,” I said. “I’m
not patient.”

“I know. I need you to be
patient for me right now. I know it is tough. I need you to be
tough. I need to get a handle on my feelings. Right now I don’t, I
am having all these wild and crazy impulses. I can’t hold back on
them. I need to know you’re here.”

“I’m here,” I
said.

I knew I needed to change the subject.
I didn’t like the direction it was going. My wife had just told me
that if I make her choose between me and Elbi that she is going to
Elbi, and I will have lost her. My primary worry was how much more
of this I could take. I was already at what I would have thought
was my limit. “So what happened the past two days?” I
asked.


CHAPTER 24

 


Still naked on the bed she began to
describe her time with her black boyfriend. “I was excited when I
put Elbi’s rings on in the foyer, and when he took my wedding rings
off, it was like a turning point, like something had flicked a
switch in my being. I wanted him so bad right then, I would have
fucked him in the foyer in front of you and Ellis had he said he
wanted to. We got in the back of Ellis’ car while Ellis drove, and
Elbi fucked me all the way back to his place. We all went inside
and Ellis and Elbi both fucked me, at times both at the same time,
everywhere.

“I was fucked in every
imaginable position and configuration that three people can come up
with, all holes, it went on for I don’t know how long. Finally they
both came inside me, and I took a nap between them. When I woke
Elbi was putting this contraption together, and he put a dildo on
the end of it, plugged it on the wall and turned it on. The dildo
started thrusting.

“Ellis took a seat at the
foot of the bed and watched, staring at my open pussy and Elbi
nearing it with that pumping dildo on the end of the machine. He
poured some lube on it and put that thrusting black rubber cock
inside me. The machine was fucking me. I rubbed my clit till I came
very hard. I started to push the machine away, but Elbi stopped me.
Elbi had straps attached to the headboard and he pulled my arms up
and buckled them, then spread my legs and tied them off. He put the
machine back inside me and turned it on faster.

“I begged Ellis and Elbi to
turn it off and fuck me with their cocks, but they wouldn’t, they
sat there watching that machine with that big black dildo on the
end of it fucking in and out of my pussy. It was hot being watched,
the sensation was unbelievable, and the machine never slowed or
stopped. Elbi applied more lube and changed the speed. I kept
cumming and cumming and cumming, and when he finally stopped and
untied me, Ellis was gone.

“I got dressed in some
clothes Elbi had bought for me. I had told him my sizes in one of
our phone conversations. We went to Club Swirl, danced some, some
of the other guys were hitting on me. The young guy I didn’t know
from last time wanted to go again, but Elbi kept me with him. He
possessed me and made it clear to everyone that I was his alone
that night. ‘I don’t want to share you tonight,’ he told me. ‘Any
man that would share a fine woman like you needs to have his head
reset.’ It was the perfect thing to say to at the time, with
everyone around us sharing and fucking someone other than who they
came with. In that place and moment I felt extra special. All the
women available and he stays with me, wanting me all to
himself.

“I told Elbi to take me
home and fuck me all night. If he got tired fucking, I promised I’d
fuck the machine some more. He never got tired. He is amazing. I am
not sure I slept any. Saturday morning we started off with a shower
together and me sucking his cock, talking. He put his cock inside
me in the shower and we finished up on the bed.

We were cuddling, he had his arm
around me playing with my tits and he mentioned how he liked my
pierced nipples. “I loved pierced women. Will you take some more
metal for me?” he asked, and I told him I would.

“After breakfast I got my
nose pierced, and we went back to his place and fucked more. I was
running my fingers over his tattoos, running around the edge of
one, and he took my hand and told me, “Come on, it is time you get
inked.’

“I didn’t object, I did as
he said. Elbi told me to not wear panties, and to wear a short
skirt. I signed all the paperwork in the front of the store and he
and the tattooist took me back into the tattoo room, sat me down in
the chair, put my legs up in some stirrups like they have in a
doctors office.

“The tattooist was a skinny
black kid with more tattoos than Elbi. He flipped up my skirt and
started tattooing. He didn’t ask me the design, but obviously Elbi
had told him earlier. I had no idea what Elbi was having
permanently put on my body. I was just, I don’t know, almost like
an out of body thing.”

“Wow,” I said.

“The tattoo guy finished,
took a photo of my tat and pussy, and told Elbi, ‘Lot of lucky
brothers gonna smile when they get this girl’s panties down and
find this. You officially marked as a Queen of Spades now.’ That
was when I rose up and saw the spade and Q. It was a lot bigger
than I anticipated.”

“You didn’t know it would
be a Queen of Spades?” I asked.

“No.” She paused thinking
for a second. “But if I had known I would have gone ahead with it.
Barry, I am at the point now I don’t care who knows that I like
fucking black men. I do, and except for you I do not expect another
white man’s dick will ever be inside again. Yes, I am a Queen of
Spades.”

Olivia moved her hand to my cock and
started stroking it gently. “Wake up there, buddy, we got work for
you.” She kissed me and moved to take my cock in her mouth and
sucked me until I was hard again. She was on top and put my cock
inside her, a satisfied smile crossing her face when I was all the
way inside.

“You’re a pretty good fuck,
for a white boy,” she smiled.

“And you are a great fuck
for a black cock slut,” I said back.

“I am,” she said, starting
to slide back and forth on my body, the movement putting my cock in
and out of her pussy. She was soaking. Her breathing became
heavier, her eyes a little glassy as she rode my cock. She looked
into my eyes.

“I’m going to be spending
more time with Elbi,” she said. “A lot more time. Remember, be
patient,” she said.

“I will,” I said, flipping
her off me on the bed and pulling her up into doggie position, one
of her favorites. As I plunged into her, she groaned, in loud
words. “Fuck this whore’s cunt,” she said. “Fuck it
good.”

 



CHAPTER 25

 


After that night Olivia and I went
back into our workday routines. I was up and gone before she got
up, she worked from home till early afternoon, and I would come
home around 5:30 unless there was some problem at work. We didn’t
spend a lot of time talking about Elbi, or her fucking black men. I
felt we had already said enough. She didn’t bring it up and neither
did I.

I sensed that there was no backing off
Olivia’s position. I didn’t see the reason in starting a discussion
with someone who was adamant their mind was made up. I have lived
with her long enough to know when her stubbornness has taken over,
and to back away was the safest thing for now.

I knew she was texting Elbi. I knew
they were talking a lot during the day while I was at work. I could
see that in the phone records. I didn’t ask what they were talking
about. Again I was avoiding the slightest hint of confrontation or
anything she could turn on me as being controlling.

While I didn’t talk about it, I did
have a daily reminder. The ring in her nostril, and the large black
tattoo on her pussy proclaiming her love of black cock. I was
trying hard to let that be arousing, a symbol of me attaining the
slut wife I always wanted.

I do not know if it was my desire to
show my wife I was working harder in pleasing her sexually, it was
clear I had a rival. I am not sure the intensity of her being with
Elbi turned up her libido, but something was increasing our
frequency. Tuesday, Thursday, Friday, and Saturday during the
day.

Monday, I got word from the bosses
upstairs that I would be sent out of town on Wednesday and
Thursday, returning mid-day Friday. This was not out of the
ordinary, a visit to this division was something required a couple
of times each year. I told her Monday night I would be leaving the
next night.

Immediately Olivia picked up her phone
and began texting. She read a response, type again. She looked up
at me, and in as plain a matter-of-fact voice as calm as telling me
she is going to roll the garbage bins to the curb, she told me,
“Well I think I’ll go to Elbi’s Tuesday night since you won’t be
here.”

I didn’t get the exact timetable until
I got a copy from one of the team at the airport. I called my wife.
“What are you doing?” I asked.

“Packing,” she said. I
realized she was packing to go spend the time I was gone with her
black boyfriend.

“I’ll be back Friday,” I
said.

“Friday is Club Swirl
party,” she said. “Elbi and I are going. Already made the
plans.”

“OK,” I said. “If I come
home on Friday, and you are gone to Club Swirl, when will you be
back home?” I asked.

There was a long pause on the other
end. “I’ll let you know,” she said. I caught myself starting an
exchange that I knew could likely end with her hanging up on me. I
didn’t want that. There was silence, as if she was wanting to say
something else, so I kept the phone to my ear. “And Barry, don’t
expect a stream of texts, I don’t want calls asking how I am doing,
anything. You can send but I won’t answer. I may even turn my phone
off.”

“What is there is an
emergency?” I asked.

“I’m betting there won’t
be. Bye.” The call disconnected.


CHAPTER 26

 


My wife was true to her word. I heard
nothing, despite my attempts to text and call. Pure radio silence.
I felt like I was in solitary confinement. Some folks go insane in
solitary confinement. I wondered if that might happen to
me.

Tuesday afternoon was bad, imagining
in my mind my wife being picked up at my house by her huge tatted
up man she calls her owner.

The good thing was the work was
intense, exhausting, and overtime. I poured myself into the job,
finished faster than expected, got a cash bonus, and by the time I
was in the hotel I was too tired to consider where my wife was and
what she might be doing.

Thursday night in the room was when
the reality hit home. I needed to talk to someone. I called
Ellis.

 


***

 


“Hey man, how it hanging?”
Ellis said in his usual upbeat tone.

“I’m calling about Olivia,”
I said.

“I thought that might be
it,” Ellis said. “Look, I know I said I thought things would be ok
with Elbi, you know, continuing the game with something different,
but, remember back when I told you that none of us really know how
things end up when we start this.”

“Maybe you’d better
elaborate,” I said. “Sounds like you know something I
don’t.”

“I’m not sure exactly how
to describe it. I have some theories. You know when she told me she
loved me and then realized we needed some space?”

“Yes.”

“I am not sure that
psychologically all this new sexual stuff she has gotten into has
shocked her brain so much that she feels like she needs to fall in
love with somebody. Elbi, you know, well, bottom line he is so
totally different from you and me in every way. Something about
that appeals to her now. She has broken so totally opposite from
the way she was when she was your prudish everyday wife that now
she wants to go extreme in the other direction.”

“Is she out of control? I’m
worried,” I said.

“Probably should be a
little worried,” Ellis said. “I’ve seen women go off the deep end,
but not like this. The speed she has been changing is faster than I
have ever seen a woman take to it. And thing is, Elbi is just as
into her if he’s telling the truth. He thinks she is the finest
thing to ever spread her legs for him.”

“She is,” I
said.

“Damn nice, I’d admit,”
Ellis said.

“I’m traveling, she’s been
with him since Tuesday night.”

“I know, she is texting me
from time to time.”

“Is it a different number?”
I asked. Ellis paused.

“Bro, I don’t know what you
said to her the other day, but right now she doesn’t want to talk
to you. All I know.” I realized he didn’t answer the
question.

“She’s my wife, dammit,” I
shouted into the phone.

“I know, I know,” Ellis
said. “If I give you the new number and you call her then I’ll be
cut out too and you have no conduit to her. I’m still your friend
in this.”

“OK Ellis, how should I
play it?” I asked.

“Lot of this is out of your
hands and influence now. Maybe it was always headed this way. One
hope for you is that if the flame is this hot between them, the
mutual attraction will burn itself out quickly. That’s always a
possibility. Anything you try to do to get between them at this
point is probably do more harm than good,” he said.

“Thanks for cheering me
up,” I said.

“Sorry bro, hard to change
reality sometimes. I don’t think claiming you’ll change after this
many years together is going to have much credibility,” Ellis
said.

“She’s changed entirely
during that same time,” I said.

“True that. Don’t know what
to tell you that will help. Try some patience.”

“That’s what Olivia
said.”

“Then do it,” Ellis said.
“You welcome to come to the security room during the party Friday.
Observing only. Elbi and Olivia will be there. Keep your distance.
Elbi has a bodyguard that goes out with him at night, so don’t
start any shit. Don’t know if that will help.”

“I will,” I
said.


CHAPTER 27

 


Friday morning before I left to catch
the plane home, I checked my email, smiling as I saw my wife had
emailed me. I wasn’t smiling after I read it.

 


Hi, Barry,

Yes, I am a coward for not
telling you this face to face, but I do not want a confrontation or
an argument. I need you to hear what I am about to say, hopefully
you understand, and at least you can re-read it if you do not
understand.

I’ve been with Elbi since
Tuesday afternoon, and tonight we are going to Club Swirl. I figure
you expect me home Saturday, but I won’t be coming home Saturday,
or Sunday, or Monday. I don’t know when I will be coming home, if I
ever do.

This is not you; it has
everything to do with me. When I started this with Ellis it was
such a rush and discovering that you were encouraging me with other
men, it felt like I had been a boulder sitting on the top of a
hill, seeing the valley and wondered what it might be like down
there. Then you pushed me off the top of the hill, it didn’t take
much, and I started rolling downhill, toward that valley, getting
faster and faster and not knowing how to slow down—and not wanting
to slow down.

If I am that boulder
tumbling down the hill, you need to understand if you get in front
of me to try to stop me from rolling all the way down the hill that
you could get squashed or injured. So what I am saying to you is
stay out of the way of my journey downhill.

When I get to the valley
if it is not what I expected I guess I will try to get back up the
hill, if you are still there. It would be slow going back up the
hill. And I may like it in the valley I am careening toward. It is
my choice.

I told you I needed you to
be patient, and I still say that. I am not guaranteeing that your
patience will be rewarded, but at this moment that is the best
chance we have. I’m not filing for divorce, but you should tell
everyone we are separated, and trying to work things out. That is
what I am telling anyone who should ask.

I am not going to be a
hypocrite about this. If you get a chance to get laid, please enjoy
it.

When I recall last Monday
night it was a fabulous night of sex. If this is where we end, at
least it will be on a high note.

I guess I am a true Queen
of Spades now. I am going to be exclusively black.

Please don’t try to reach
me. I am changing my cell. I will call you at some point, I just
don’t know when. I do love you, but this is somewhere I must go,
for me.

Olivia.

 


I re-read the email, went into the
bathroom and threw up. I barely remember making it to the plane or
getting home. I was in a daze.

 


***

 


On the plane I had texted Ellis. “She
has left me.”

His only answer was, “Sorry man. Don’t
know what else to say.”

 


***

 


I thought about going to Club Swirl,
watching from the security room, but I ended up instead drinking
myself into a world class pity party. What had I done? Had I lost
Olivia due to my wanting her to open up more? She was right, she
was a boulder rolling down a hill, and I didn’t have a clue how to
stop it.

Robert called me the first of the
week. “Want to get a quick bite after work?” he said.

“I’m certainly not doing
anything,” I said. He named an Italian restaurant I liked. I was
there early, and he came on time, and to my surprise with his
beautiful tall redheaded wife Erin. We had not met, but she gave me
a warm hung.

“I feel like I already know
you,” she smiled. “You have hung out with my husband in the
security room.” I looked at Robert nervously.

“It’s all right,” Robert
said. “Erin knows more about what goes on at Club Swirl than you or
I.”

“I do a few shifts on strip
club nights now, so I hear things,” she said. I noticed the three
rings on her right hand. “The girls all talk.”

“Such as?” I
asked.

“Oh, some of the girls on
Elbi’s string strip, do VIP, sometimes more. It is a good
recruiting ground to find clients.” I nodded. I had the feeling she
had something to tell me. “There’s talk about your wife, Olivia,
his new girlfriend.”

“What kind of
talk?”

“Some of the girls are
jealous. He’s not paid that kind of attention to them. Some of them
think he is playing her, going for a long game of some sort. The
common consensus is whatever his game it is, it will not be in her
best interests,” Erin said. “It is always a game with
Elbi.”

“I understand,” I said. “My
problem is at the moment she doesn’t want to have anything to do
with me.”

“I know. She thinks she is
in love. Your wife has said as much. He is really in her head,”
Erin said. “When I went for my second ring, I had to fuck him. He
is a fabulous fuck, no doubt about that, one of the very best ever,
but there’s just something off with him, at least I got that
feeling. I may have had more experience with con men than your
wife.”

“I’m sure. My wife had a
sheltered sexual life until a couple of months ago.”

“That explains a lot,” she
said. “Elbi is very convincing, he was trying to coerce me into
getting it on outside of the club, without telling Robert. He
wanted my phone number, but I wouldn’t give it to him. He
eventually gave up, but he still comes up to me at every Club Swirl
get together and want me to get off with him alone. I never go.
It’s too much.”

“Too much?”

“Yes. I love to fuck. I
love to fuck different men, and I am lucky enough to have a husband
who enjoys me doing that. Tell him your theory,” Erin said looking
at Robert.

“Her pussy is some of the
best in the world. It’s so good I want everyone to have a sample
and be envious of Erin being my wife,” Robert said.

“Very well said,” I told
them. “I think I used to feel the same way about my wife, till all
this shit hit the fan.”

“Sometimes things work
themselves out,” Robert said. Erin and Robert exchanged glances.
Something passed between them.

“What are you doing after
dinner?” he asked.

“Going home and watch
television,” I guess.

“No, you’re not, you’re
going with us,” Erin said.

“Where are we
going?”

“Club Swirl,” she said.
“It’s a strip club night. Don’t worry, you’ll not bump into your
wife there.”

“How do you know?” I
asked.

“Because she was working
last night. She never works two nights in a row.”

 


***

 


I followed them to the club, and the
doorman saw us and stepped aside, opening the door. The host sat us
at a table, and we ordered drinks. It was good to be out, I had to
admit. “Thanks for the invite,” I told them. “I was about to become
a hermit.”

“Friends help friends,”
Robert said. Erin said something to Robert, and he nodded. She gave
him a buss on the cheek, a nice smile to me, and left the table,
going through a door marked “private” beside the long bar. I looked
around to see if Ellis was in sight. He wasn’t. I saw no one who
looked familiar other than Robert.

“You come here during strip
club nights?” I asked.

“Only when Erin is
dancing,” he smiled, watching my face change at the
recognition.

“Erin is dancing
tonight?”

“Yes.”

“And you two invited
me?”

“Certainly,” Robert said.
We figured you might need some cheering up. I’ve told Erin about
you, and she’s met your wife here, heard the talk. She thinks you
are getting fucked over by your wife in a mean way.”

“I think that too,” I
said.

“Erin is one of those
caring souls who hates injustice, hates seeing anyone taken
advantage of, and does what she can to cheer people up,” Robert
said.

I laughed, “Like taking some poor
moping heartbroken husband to dinner and then letting him watch her
strip?”

“Something like that,”
Robert smiled.

We ordered another round.

Before we finished the DJ welcomed “T”
to the stage. It was Erin.

Robert explained, “Tee, Tea, Tia, T,
lot of ways to say it. Great conversation for a potential table
dance.”

Erin came out in a satin evening gown
with elbow length white gloves, her long red hair pulled back, and
looked gorgeous and elegant, like a piece of bone colored
porcelain, as if she was fragile. She walked around the stage
showing nothing but gaining the attention of every man in the
room.

It was a weeknight, so the club was
only ¾ full, but as she turned her back to the audience and
unzipped the back of the dress, with the zipper going all the way
down to the crack of her ass, the front row guys began moving up to
the stage.

With the back unzipped Erin shrugged
her shoulders and the dress fell, pooling at her feet. She was
wearing nothing else except high heels, jewelry, and those long
elbow length white gloves. A long gold necklace hung between her
breasts. She was wearing her wedding rings, and three black rings
on her right ring finger.

Erin didn’t climb a pole, or dance
around, she simply walked in almost an elegant glide around the
stage, each step bringing forth bills to the stage floor. Her
nipples were on hi beam, boobs bouncing enticingly with each
step.

Standing, Erin would pause to look the
men at the rail in the eye, smile, exchange a word or two. For her
last song in the set, she squatted down and chatted for a minute
with a big tipper, smiling she put one arm on his shoulder and
shimmied a little, spreading her legs to show her pussy with it’s
thin layer of red pubic hair, and would move to her hands and knees
and crawl to the next man waving the dollars.

Erin had timed each stop perfectly,
picking up her dress and leaving the stage as the song ended,
sitting in front of the last man at the stage. Robert and I went
for another round. Ten minutes later Erin was crossing the floor in
fishnet stocking and a garter belt that extended beyond the hem of
her tight tank dress. She turned to speak to one large black man.
The back of the dress went almost to her ass. With a toss of her
head and still smiling, Erin left the black man and came straight
our table.

Instead of taking a chair, she plopped
herself down on my lap, one arm around my shoulder. “You like my
dancing?” she asked.

“What’s not to like, you
are delectable,” I said. “Robert is a lucky man.”

“Indeed, he is,” she
smiled, looking over at her husband. “Tell him.”

Robert leaned over toward me. There
was a change in DJ’s and the room quietened. “Barry, it’s like
this. Erin loves to fuck. I love to watch her fuck. We have real
lives too, so we are limited to how we play. Every 2 or 3 weeks
there’s Club Swirl, and then every now and then, we hook up with
someone outside the club.” I nodded. “Erin is not restrictive to
black men; she is an equal opportunity fuck buddy. But she only
will do something with someone she feels an attraction
to.

“So here’s what we’re
thinking,” Robert said. “You take Erin into the VIP area for some
foreplay, you come back, and Erin takes you back into the owner’s
room for some horizontal recreation.”

“You watching?”

Robert smiled. “I’m going to the
security room.”

“I don’t know it is,
well…”

“Trust me on this,” Erin
said, and gave me a full mouth tonguing kiss. “Come on,” she said.
“No backtalk.” No man in his right mind could resist that offer,
and I didn’t. Robert was walking to exit as I was following his
wife into the VIP area. We were alone in the room. “Sit down,” she
said, and I took a seat on the long bench. The DJ started with a
loud song with a strange beat, and Erin started twisting her tall
leggy frame to the music.

Erin leaned over and kissed the side
of my neck. I turned my head and she kissed me again. “I don’t kiss
back here except in special occasions,” she said. Standing she slid
the tank off her shoulders and exposed her small breasts to me, her
flesh white even in the dim light. Her nipples a bright pink but
hard, rock hard.

Erin must have read my mind, as she
smiled and leaning forward brushed her nipples over my lips. I
sucked gently on each one. “Go easy,” she whispered, “I can cum
when you suck my nipples just right.” Her hand had slid down to my
lap and she was rubbing my cock. It was straining against my
pants.

“Nice,” she said. “I think
he likes me.”

“I know he does,” I
whispered. We kissed again. She stood and pulled the dress up from
the bottom, the entire dress now a tight ring around her waist. She
also had a thin chain around her waist, threaded through the ring
in her pierced navel. Her belly was flat and tight, the thin red
hair on her pussy framed by the black of the garter belt and
fishnet stockings. She climbed on my lap, rubbing her pussy down on
my hard cock. She was griding on my cock, kissing me, and she
reached my hands and pulled them to her breasts. I began tracing
lines over them with my fingertips. The song ended but Erin was
still grinding, still kissing.

“Shit,” she said, standing.
“Let’s go, I want your dick inside my wet pussy.” She smiled
looking down at my pants. “See how wet I am?”

There was a long wet spot on my fly
where Erin had been grinding. She deftly tugged the dress down,
pulled the two straps up, and taking my hand led me through the
club to the side door with the private rooms. She punched in the
button code and the door open, a dim light coming on. Erin looked
up at the camera with a smile and gave Robert in the security room
a wave. “Hey baby,” she said. “I think you are gonna love this one.
I know I am.”

“Now for the next hour you
are mine, and I’m all yours,” Erin said. “Let’s make the most of
it.” She was unbuttoning my shirt while I slid the tank straps off
her shoulders. She moved away from me and finished stripping off
the dress, garter belt and stockings. “Want me to leave the heels
on?” she asked. I nodded.

Erin came back to me, unbuckled my
pants and pulled them down, reaching in my boxers and pulling out
my hard cock. “I think it wants some air,” she said, pulling it out
and enveloping it with her warm mouth, smiling, looking up into my
face as she did. She stopped, stood to almost eye level with
me.

We were standing, kissing, my hands
roaming her body, so different from Olivia’s, thinner, tighter,
taller, and every bit as warm and supple. She made different sounds
at different times, her perfume was something new, and I was aware
of nothing in that moment but me and her.

I was panting when she broke the kiss.
“I don’t want to break the mood. I don’t think I will, because I
want to fuck you as bad as you want to fuck me. I can tell,” she
said. “But part of my plan is I am going to tell your wife what a
great fuck you are and what a damn idiot she is for treating
someone as nice as you the way she is. Maybe the knowledge that her
cunt is not the only pussy that enjoys your cock might make a
difference.”

I was stunned at her reasoning, and
the logic behind it. I believed it stood a chance. Erin was
amazing, brilliant and beautiful. “Either way we both get a good
fuck out it,” she said.

“I’ve not fucked you yet,”
I smiled. “You don’t know if I’m a good fuck or not.”

“Oh yes I do,” she
whispered. “I have a good feeling about people. I’ve not been wrong
yet.”

“Lay down,” I said, and she
lay back on the bed, spreading her legs wide. I leaned forward and
instead of crawling on the bed and putting my cock into her as I
wanted to, I buried my face into that red pussy. It had a
strawberry taste from here bodywash, arousing me more.

There are few women that do not like
having their pussy eaten, and then there are some like Erin who are
multi-orgasmic from oral sex. I got her off twice quickly, sucking
her clit to one, and started to back off when she put her hands on
the back of my head and pulled me hard against her pussy. “Just one
more,” she said. It was a quick third orgasm.

“Now you,” she said,
nudging me to my back and sucking my cock into her mouth, her face
obscured by her long red hair. I brushed her hair back. She was
looking at me, our eyes locked as she sucked my cock. I could not
be any harder. She moved over me. “I’m ready to take a ride,” she
said. “I’ve been wanting to do this since our first
drink.”

Erin rubbed the head of my cock
between her pussy lips and guided me inside her, lowering her body
on my cock, her pussy gripping my cock tightly, then leaning over
and kissing me hard. My hands sought her breasts and I pulled on
her nipples. She came like that, she had not lied about her nipple
sensitivity, and I moved her over, between her legs, in missionary
position.

As I moved closer, she again grabbed
my cock and guided me back inside her. Her height was perfect for
our fucking and kissing at the same time. I was lost in it all, a
combination of not being fucked in so long, by the beauty of Erin,
and in part by the compassion she was showing me. For a moment it
crossed my mind wondering if it had been something similar with the
men who had fucked Olivia, sex so good that it was easy to fall in
love with her.

As I got closer to cumming Erin could
read my breathing, putting her hands on my ass and pulling me
harder inside. “Fuck me baby, cram that cum deep in my cunt.” I
started fucking faster. “Not many people get to fuck me bareback
but I want to feel you spew your seed inside me,” she said, and the
words coming from her innocent face was too much. I was too weak to
move off her and I didn’t for a long time, not wanting this to end,
but I knew it must. I rolled to my side and reaching for the water
bottle on the nightstand.

“That was…” I said, gasping
for breath.

“Fucking incredible,” Erin
said, giggling, “Or maybe incredible fucking.”

“Hold me,” she said. I
squeezed her against me. She read me perfectly. “You can pretend
I’m her,” she said. “I don’t mind.”

I clung to this beautiful woman I had
just fucked with my mind thinking of my wife and how much I missed
her. Erin couldn’t see the tears rolling out of my eyes. I may have
even dozed off for a minute or two, a short quick dream of Olivia
back in my arms.

I woke with Erin still tight against
me. She moved and rolled out from under my arm, sitting up on the
bed. She smiled at me. “Damn that was nice,” she said. “I enjoyed
that a lot.”

“So did I,” I
said.

Erin smiled. “Well, if your wife stays
gone you can still get regular sex right here. I’ll make you a
regular.”

“Promise?” I
said.

“Hell yes. I have to go to
work tomorrow, and we need to leave, or you and I would go again.
Consider yourself having a rain check for another good fuck
sometime in the future.” She leaned over to me. “I don’t want this
a one and done,” she said. “And Robert is happy when I’m
happy.”

“Perfect marriage,” I
said.

“Sure is,” she smiled. “All
the cake and eating it too. One of the things I get from you is you
can enjoy me and respect my marriage and respect
Robert.”

“Robert and now you are
friends. You are keeping me out of a dark place I do not want to
be. I used to have a marriage like that,” I said
despondently.

“Be an optimist. You have
not been served papers.” Even as she said those words, I wondered
how long it would be before I opened the door to a process server
with the words, “You’ve been served.”. I pushed it out of my
mind.

“Let me get dressed, I’ll
walk you out,” I said. I walked her outside and stood with
her.

Erin was texting on her phone. “Robert
will come around.” Erin started to say something, hesitating.
“Barry, your wife, you know she’s…” but she caught herself as
Robert pulled up in their Suburban. “Tell you later,” she said.
“Nothing important.” I opened the door and Erin slid into the
passenger seat.

“Robert, brother, I don’t
know how to thank you, it was uh…”

Robert laughed. “No need to describe
it, I saw it. Now my fun begins, I get to go home and reclaim this
beautiful woman.”

“Enjoy,” I said. “Thanks
again.”

“Oh, we will enjoy,” Erin
smiled. “He doesn’t call me the Energizer Bunny for nothing, I keep
going and going and going.” She closed the door and I watched until
their taillights went out of sight. I repeated aloud what I had
said earlier.

“I used to have a marriage
like that.” I walked to my car. It was starting to rain. That would
help explain the drops running down my face.


CHAPTER 28

 


I desperately wanted to talk to my
wife, but I knew the futility of the move. It would only piss her
off more. She had asked me not to contact her, and I suspected with
Elbi’s prompting all she would want would be an excuse for her to
get a restraining order on me. I moped around for a week before I
finally called my attorney, Stephanie. It was time.

We had worked together briefly as
volunteers for the wine festival. She was the only lawyer I
knew.

“Damn Barry, I’m sorry to
hear that. Not uncommon this day and time, so what are the
particulars?” I told her. Every single detail. She listened without
interrupting, and from her facial expression I did not feel she was
judging.

When I finished she was quiet for a
minute before she spoke, “Shit. I’m so sorry. And OK, I admit I am
shocked, never would have suspected you and Olivia might be into
something like that, you both seem too far straightlaced. But I am
going to say one thing that I think you need to hear. That
ungrateful bitch. You don’t deserve to be hurt like this, and your
wife is revealing a cold heartless streak and lack of respect for
you. We could file for divorce but that would be expensive. You’ll
lose half any way, as long as you have been married,” she
said.

“I don’t want a divorce, I
want her back,” I said.

“Not your choice, from what
you’ve said,” Stephanie said.

“I know. I feel fucking
helpless.”

“Tell me about the guy she
is with.”

I took a long breath. “He’s a pimp. I
mean a real, hookers on the street, escort service pimp. He claims
he is not looking at Olivia that way, but what the fuck. He’s a
pimp. That is what they do.”

“Do you think she is in
danger?” Stephanie asked.

“I don’t know,” I
said.

“Do you think he is pimping
her?”

“I don’t know that
either.”

“Is there some way you
could see them at a distance? See if something might tip you off?”
I at once thought about Club Swirl.

“Maybe. There’s this party
I expect they’ll be next weekend. I can go and not be seen by them
actually.”

“First thing is we want to
be sure she’s safe,” Stephanie said. “Second thing is I’m going to
put my investigator on the guy, see what we are dealing with.” She
handed me a yellow legal pad. “Write down everything you know about
him. I’ll call you when I know something.”

“Sounds good,” I
said.

Stephanie looked down at her papers,
checked off some boxes on a form and handed me the paper. “Drop
this off with Angie out front,” she said. I wrote a $400 check to
Angie.

 


***

 


I was marking off the calendar in the
kitchen. It had been over three weeks since I had seen or heard
from Olivia. I was getting used to being alone, although my meals
were microwave dinners, and I was drinking too much. Work seemed to
be an outlet to get my mind off things.

Word was out that I was separated. I
had no idea how, as I had told no one. I was invited to a couple of
after work happy hours. I went to one, and ended up talking with
Kasie, this exceptional blonde in marketing that I knew was far out
of my league. I knew her casually. She caught a lot of guy’s eyes,
but the players in the office claimed she was an
ice-queen.

Kasie didn’t act that way with me. She
was nice, pretty, younger with wide blue eyes, listened well, and
was very bright, which I knew because we were involved in different
parts of the same project. At the happy hour we ended sitting
beside each other. We talked, flirted, and toward the end of the
evening, at the point when I should make the pass, my heart wasn’t
in it, even though deep down I felt that we were connecting on some
level. I was hurting too much inside. She picked up on
it.

“I heard you are
separated,” she said.

“Yes, she has moved in with
this other guy.” I think Kasie read the entire story on my face.
She did not ask another question, but squinted at me, waiting until
I looked up at her.

“Hey Barry, I like
you.”

“Thanks.”

“I’m divorced, almost a
year now.” Kasie said. “I hated leaving Texas, I grew up there, but
I knew I needed a change. I have an 8-year-old at home, a little
girl. I think I have been where you are, my husband ran off with
his secretary.” She paused, “dumb fuck could not even do something
that was not stereotypical, running off with a damn secretary. But
the thing is it could have been worse. He could have stayed. If he
had I would still be miserable as I was then. You have to start
looking at it like that sometimes.”

“Great in theory,” I said.
“Harder to put into practice.”

“I’ve dated a few guys,
some wanted to get serious too quick, and I’ve observed the train
wrecks that come from rebounding,” Kasie said. “I get that a man
doesn’t like being alone, nor does a woman for that matter. I have
lived through some of these things. If you would like I’ll give you
some generalities of what I’ve learned.”

“Please do,” I
said.

“You still love her. You’ll
take her back in a heartbeat and forgive her, despite the fact she
is stomping all over your emotions. You are not going to move
forward until you give up on her and start living your life for you
again. If she is not coming back, you need to accept that. That is
where you start. You are going to cry, and hurt, and at some point,
the pain turns. It was about six months for me.” Kasie scooted back
from the table, leaning forward.

“So what that means to me
is at the moment, as nice a guy as you are, you are toxic. You are
in too much pain to have a relationship with anyone else and might
even let a casual friendship fuck up your head,” she said, smiling.
“But, once you get through this, in a few months,” Kasie stood and
leaned over, whispering in my ear, her open blouse falling down
give me a great view of her breasts encased in a wisp of a bra,
“When you get your head on straight I will give you a fucking that
you will never forget. I know more about you than you think, the
girls in the office talk. I think we could click.” With that she
looked in my eyes a second and gave me a quick kiss on the
lips.

I was stunned from the unexpected
gesture but felt the first glimpse of happiness I had felt in two
weeks. “We’ll have drinks in a couple of months and see how you are
doing,” she said, turning and walking toward the bar
entrance.

I was not safe to drive, too many
drinks. I took an Uber home, then an Uber back to work the next
morning so I could drive my car home in the afternoon. When I went
into parking lot, under my wiper I saw a white business card and
looked at it.

It was Kasie’s company business card,
with the standard main switchboard phone number. Underneath that in
a fine flowing pen she had written 10 number with “cell” on it. As
I was entering the contact in my phone, I received a text from her
number. “I enjoyed the drinks last night. Hang in there. You’ll
survive. Kasie.” I smiled at the text, because for the first moment
since my wife left, I felt there was a possibility that I just
might.

Five minutes later I received a text
to my phone from Robert. It was a printed certificate with a fancy
border around a head shot of a beautiful face framed in red hair,
worthy of any magazine’s front cover. It read, “One rain check.
Redeemable with Erin at some point in the future.” The word “near”
had been handwritten in a feminine hand before the word “future”.
Redeemable in the “near future.” I smiled.


CHAPTER 29

 


“Meet me at O’Brian’s Pub
at 6:30?” Stephanie texted. It had been three days since we had
talked. I texted back an OK. It was on the way home from work. I
was there at six, nursing an Eagle Rare at the bar when she
approached, carrying a smart thin leather briefcase. We took a back
corner booth.

“I take it you have
something?” I asked.

“More like a small update,
but I have some things from my investigator.” She reached into the
briefcase and withdrew a manila folder, opening it to a page of
notes. “From what you said I don’t think you need photos of your
wife and her lover in the act to prove anything. I didn’t bring
those, but I do have some. Apparently his apartment has a balcony.
What I did want to talk to you about is Elbi Ebberson. She slid an
8x10 glossy photo of Elbi opening the door of a red 700 series BMW.
Olivia was stepping out wearing a black tank dress.

“OK.”

“His real name is Edward
Ibberson, dad was a Brit of Kenyan descent, Mom was American, from
Mississippi. Dad took a hike early on. Elbi grew up rough. Got into
body building, wrestling, and girls at a young age. You were right,
he apparently makes his living as a pimp. He owns an escort
service, a brothel, and he has a protegee who runs some girls on
the street. If his high-end escorts get out of line he bumps them
down into the gritty stuff on the street until they see the error
of their ways. It apparently works. He is persuasive,” she
said.

“Elbi also gets off on
being a baby daddy,” Stephanie said. “He has several baby mommas.
He tends to abandon the women once he impregnates them, most
recently a white woman named Bridget who was turning tricks for
him.”

“I figured.”

“None of his girls have
ever testified against him. He’s been busted three times for
possession. Weed once, and ecstasy two other times. When raves were
going strong, he was one of the top “X” suppliers in the city. Word
is he likes to give the girls “X” when they are set to party, makes
them more open to everything the clients might like,” the lawyer
said, looking down at her notes.

“Do you think…”

“Do I think he has pimped
Olivia out? I’m not sure. Frankly it would be out of character if
he didn’t, but he’s keeping her closer, apparently. Elbi has
introduced your wife as his girlfriend to several of his friends.
He says it took him a long time to find her and he’s not going to
let her go. He was seen at a nightclub with Olivia the other night
doing lines of coke, and he remarked to one of our informants that
Olivia loves fucking on ecstasy.” Stephanie looked up.
“Sorry.”

“So she is in danger, he
has her doing drugs,” I said.

“I think it may be less ‘he
has her doing drugs’ than more ‘she is doing drugs.’ Nothing in our
investigation suggests he is forcing her to do anything, except him
being convincing and persuasive. That is not a crime.”

“It is when he is
persuading her to, uh to…”

“Convincing a woman to
leave her husband for him is not a crime, Barry.”

“No, I guess its not.” A
thought came to me. “Where does he get his ecstasy?”

“From my investigator’s
report, he buys it every couple of weeks, usually around lunchtime
the day before some private party he attends in this strip club of
which he is one of the owners. He’s getting it from a dealer
selling out of a tire shop on East Street and Jones. It is a pretty
well-known dealer location,” she said.

“Why don’t they put them
out of business,” I asked.

“Like playing whack a
mole,” Stephanie said. “Bust them, the big supplier will go
somewhere the police doesn’t know about. I’m sure they have it
under surveillance.”

“So still nothing I can
do?” I asked.

“Not that I know of. I’ll
be in touch when I know more.”

 


***

 


It was close to dinner time, and
Stephanie accepted my invitation to eat in the bar. We asked for
menus and had bangers and mash and a Guinness, carefully avoiding
saying anything more about Olivia. I walked Stephanie to her car.
She stopped and looked up at me. “I’m sorry you’re going through
this. You are one of the good guys, Barry.”

I wasn’t prepared for her to stand on
her tiptoe lean forward and give me a quick kiss on the lips.
Smiling she looked up at me. “Just so you know, It is unethical to
become involved with clients,” she said. “But once this settles out
one way or the other and you are no longer a client involved in
potential litigation, I think a dinner under different
circumstances would be nice.” Her smile was enticing. I wanted to
reach for her or at least say something witty, but I knew she was a
dynamic assured woman who had already clearly laid out the lines
not to cross.

“I think a dinner with you
under different circumstances would be delightful,” I
said.

“Another time then,” she
said, getting into her car. I shut her door and walked back from
the curb. I could see her still illuminated in the car from the
light of the streetlight. She was looking in her rear-view mirror
taking a large deep breath and blowing it out. When she saw I could
see her it seemed to rattle her for a second. She gave me a weak
fingers wave and drove away.

“Damn,” I said under my
breath. “Did that just happen?”

I went to my car and on the way home
took a side trip by East Street. There was only one tire shop
there.

 


***

 


Thursday morning at 10 I took a break
from work, told them I had to run to the bank. Instead I drove to
the park made some calls. Earlier in the week I called my nephew in
Ohio, had him pay cash for two burner phones at a convenience
store, and ship them to me next day. They had arrived yesterday,
and I activated them last night.

The first call was to the tire shop. I
didn’t give them any time for questions. When they picked up the
phone, I tried to imitate the gravely voice I had heard when Elbi
had picked up my wife and put his rings on her. “Elbi here. Double
my order for today.” I heard an “OK” as I hung up.

My next call was to the DEA office,
again a quick tip that there would be a two-ton truck delivering
Mexican meth and a key of cocaine sometimes between 11 and 1 at
some tire shop on East Street. I added that some pimp named Elbi
had been depositing cash in his bank account just under the amount
that would get his deposits flagged but was really drug money he
was laundering.

My last call was to the Chief of
Police’s office, explaining that I had called because I had a tip
that the vice squad was taking payoff from some pimp named Elbi,
who drives a red BMW, and he was bragging he was going to kill a
client who owed him money and who works at a tire shop on East
Street. It was supposed to happen around 11:30 today, when Elbi was
to pick up a key of coke.

I tossed the burner phone into the
water and went back to work.


CHAPTER 30

 


I know plans are hopes rather than
reality. But sometimes folks get lucky. Sometimes a man goes
through a world of shit and luck shines on him for a few minutes.
Sometimes if the karma isn’t right, another man’s luck goes all the
way bad, such as getting busted with a dealer quantity of ecstasy
and a loaded Glock pistol in their belt with no carry permit. When
the police called in the numbers on the firearm it came back as
being stolen, resulting in another charge.

I had suspected there were some pay
offs in play. I suspect Elbi had video or photos of politicians and
upper downtown shakers and movers with some of his girls. I was not
surprised when the arrest was fast tracked and Elbi was out on bail
by 4 p.m. I had Stephanie’s investigator waiting outside the
courthouse to give me the time.

I took another break from work and
drove back to the park. Using the second burner phone I called the
tire shop again. “Elbi made bail within three hours, word is he’s
making a deal.” I tossed the burner in the water to join the first
one.

Friday I was in a better mood. The
office went abuzz at 11. The florists delivered 12 yellow roses to
Kasie’s desk. There was no card. I suspect any Texan knows that
yellow roses are not a sign of romance but of friendship. I texted,
“Lunch, friend?”

“OK,” was the
response.

I met her at in the lobby of the
building and we walked to the sandwich store on the corner. “Thanks
for the pep talk, it helped,” I said.

“You’re welcome. I wish
someone had given me a talk like that.”

“Well the incentive you
mentioned means I’m making a top priority to getting beyond
things,” I said.

“Then you didn’t hear me,”
she said. “You cannot rush this, no matter how much you want to.
You have to absorb and conquer the pain.”

“I hear my wife’s boyfriend
got busted,” I said.

“Shame,” Kasie said. “That
might mean your wife might be looking for a safe haven. Your issues
may be solved quicker than you think.” Kasie stopped in mid bite,
left half her sandwich, wiped her mouth and stood. “Sorry, but I
forgot, I have two important calls to make. Thanks for the
lunch.”

“My pleasure,” I said. I
watched her walk away, her pert ass so inviting in those beige
dress pants. The hasty departure meant she saw the reality. I am in
love with Olivia. My problem with her is not what my wife has done
or is doing, the problem is she is excluding me, and I want her
back.

I had laid all the groundwork to lay
out the framework to shake Elbi. Again it would out of my hands.
Now I needed to hope that Elbi proved true to form.


CHAPTER 31

 


I did not text Ellis to ask about
going into the security room. No one had told me no, so I was
going. I was surprised when he called Friday morning. It was like
he was reading my intentions.

“Hey man,” Ellis said.
“Just checking in. Heard a little news.”

“OK.”

“You near a
computer?”

“Yeah, sitting here with
the laptop in my lap actually.”

“Only Fans, Marnie
Lennox.”

I typed it in. I joined the site for
Marnie Lennox for 30 days. There were no photos, but said it
required $15.99 per month to join and have access to the photos and
videos. I filled out the charge fee. The page opened to a beautiful
smiling woman with a come-fuck-me smile, topless, from the waist
up. A gold chain ran from the loop in her ear to the loop in her
nose. Rings in her nipples with chains hanging from the loops with
spades on the end. It was Olivia.

I went to the profile and
descriptions. She only had six photos up, three in green lace
lingerie that still revealed her nipples and rings, two topless,
one with her pants pushed down far enough to reveal her large queen
of spades tattoo. The paragraph said she was new to this but would
be posting a couple of times a week, and to message her on what
kind of things they wanted to see. She added they didn’t have to
ask if they wanted to see her fucking black cock, as that was why
she was on there.

“Elbi has a plan,” Ellis
said. “He’s opening Only Fans for all his working girls. Get them
to build a following and pull them over to a live phone sex/cam
site, and pornos. He figures guy will pay a premium to fuck a porn
star or an Only Fans model. You know Charlie Sheen’s daughter
opened an Only Fans page and when they got to talking about it her
momma Denise Richards opened one too. Mom’s already showing her
tits in the first photos. Elbi may be on to something.”

“If he is doing this for
his working girls, why does Olivia have a page?” I
asked.

“Not sure,” Ellis said. “I
don’t think she’s turned out though.”

“How do you know?” I
asked.

“For one thing I saw her
and him yesterday, and she is wearing a 4th ring.”

“What does that mean?” I
asked.

“Brother, I know how tough
all this is one you, and I’m not the one to tell you. Sorry, gotta
run.”

Ellis ended the call abruptly, too
abruptly. Fourth ring? I was more determined to go to the Club
Swirl and observe tonight. Ellis had not mentioned Elbi’s drug
bust.

 



CHAPTER 32

 


I went into the security room. Robert
was there. He was grinning like a Cheshire cat. “Well, I have a new
conversation starter. ‘How’d you like fucking my wife?’”

“Appreciative,” I
smiled.

“I ought to be a little
pissed,” he joked. “She likes you. She said we could all be friends
if you wife could get her head out of her ass.”

“Not sure that is going to
happen,” I said.

Robert smiled. “You underestimate
Erin,” he said.

“Is she here?”

Robert nodded toward the floor. Erin
was in a booth, no touching but in a rather serious chat with
Ellis.

I surveyed the main room and saw Elbi
and a blonde woman come into the room. A large man with a scarred
face trailed them, never taking his eyes off the people around Elbi
and Olivia. The bodyguard, I thought. It was early. 10 p.m. He was
in his typical cut away shirt and for an instant my heart skipped.
If he was with a blonde that meant he was not with Olivia. Then I
did the double take. It was Olivia. Her hair was blonde. Olivia
loved her brunette hair, she even refused to try on a blonde wig.
Now she had changed her hair color.

Olivia was in a red peasant top, with
the elastic pulled underneath her arms like a tube top. It
displayed a little bare midriff. The bare shoulders showed off a
bright red group of roses in a color tattoo on her shoulder. She
had the nose chain. She also had a black collar around her neck,
with gold chains that fastened to the collar’s “D” ring on one end,
with the chain disappearing under the elastic edge of the top. From
the way the chains draped they would be connected to her nipples.
The material was thin and in the bright lights of the entrance I
could see the chains at her nipples reflecting light.

Olivia was wearing pull up stockings
that ended before the skirt did, the result being several inches of
bare thigh exposed. The skirt was skintight and kept riding up.
Olivia kept tugging it down.

Elbi and my wife as a couple made a
quick circuit around the room, speaking to all the owners and
moving back to a space near the bar where the unaccompanied men
were mingling. Olivia had stopped in a spot that the security
camera was a tight clear image. I saw my wife’s right hand. She had
a new tat on the back of her hand that said simply, “Yes.” I also
saw that she had four rings instead of three.

“Robert. When you told me
about the rings and I asked you about a fourth ring, you didn’t
answer.”

“I know,” he said. “Kind of
a sore spot with me.”

“How so?”

“When Darren gave Erin to
Silvi, he started talking about wanting her to earn the
4th ring. I was in the dark about it, but I looked up one day and
Erin was wearing a forth ring, on a chain around her neck. She was
evasive about what it meant, and we had an all-afternoon
reevaluation what was happening. It was a make-or-break issue.
Thankfully Erin is intelligent, got a handle on her emotions, came
to her senses and recognized she was being played. She dropped her
involvement with Silvi. He didn’t like it, but life is like that.
That was when she started working in the club and we refigured our
lifestyle choices. Why are you asking?”

“Olivia has four
rings.”

“On her finger, not on a
chain?”

“No, on her
finger.”

“Damn, I’m sorry man,”
Robert said.

“I still don’t know what
you are talking about,” I said. “What does that
4th ring
mean?”

“Get yourself a drink, hard
stuff,” he suggested. I did. I sat and took a pull. “Hit it again,”
he said, and I took another long drink of the bourbon. It burned
all the way down. “It is not good,” Robert said.

I started at him, taking a third drink
without him asking.

“Barry my friend, Erin was
wearing a fourth ring on a chain. This was her declaration that she
was going to be putting on the fourth black ring in the near
future. The fourth ring is earned when the white wife engages in
pregnancy risk sex with her black owner. The ring on a chain
designates that she is off birth control pills and waiting 30 days
for the effect to wear off. She cannot put the fourth ring on her
finger until she had been off the pills 30 days—and had pregnancy
risk sex.”

“Oh,” I said, running the
days back in my mind.

“Erin was 10 days into it
when I found out.”

“Olivia was not wearing a
black ring on a chain 30 days ago,” I said.

“What birth control does
she use?” Robert asked.

“IUD,” I said.

“If she removes it, she’s
potentially fertile the next day, isn’t she? That means she could
have the IUD removed one day, fuck the next and be wearing that
fourth ring immediately.”

“Oh fuck,” I said. “She
does have it on her finger.”

“Then she has,” Robert
said, but seeing the anger on my face he tried to salvage the
tailspin I was in. “All it means is she is fucking without birth
control. It doesn’t mean something has taken and she is knocked
up.”

I saw the light go on in the private
room. My wife had come into the room with a man I had not seen
before. Robert looked up. “Know him?” I asked.

“Never saw him before,”
Robert said.

At that same time, the light in the
second room light came on. Erin entered, with Elbi. “Oh shit,” I
said.

Robert was shocked too but didn’t seem
alarmed. “There’s more to this than what we’re seeing,” he said.
“She doesn’t care for Elbi.” Erin and the tattooed black man began
kissing and groping each other. In short order Elbi had Erin on her
hands and knees, his hand wrapped in her long red hair with one
hand, slapping her ass with the other as he fucked her hard, doggie
style. Robert turned up the volume. Erin was crying, which seemed
to spur Elbi on more.

“Yeah white girl, I knew
you’d come back for some more of this big black dick. You love it
don’t you. Yeah, Daddy Elbi going to hit this a lot more from now
on,” he said. “Just had to wait you out.”

Olivia was fucking her black man in
the other room with much less intensity. My wife was smiling but
not displaying her usual urgency and passion. I could see she
wasn’t into it. Olivia kissed the guy briefly, dropped to her knees
and sucked his cock quickly, until he pulled her up and he led her
to the bed. She took a condom from the nightstand and rolled it
down his cock.

Olivia’s partner made no effort to
finger Olivia or eat her pussy. She lay back in the bed. I caught
the gleam of metal as she opened her legs. She had a ring in her
clit hood and a ring in each labia. Elbi had Olivia get more
piercings. The black man smiled as he pointed at her large spade
tat, and she nodded with a half-smile.

He leaned over and shoved his cock
inside her. Olivia pulled her legs up and he continued pounding
her, but with a minimum display of passion from her, with him
clearly only trying to get himself off. He finished. Olivia had not
had an orgasm.

The black man rose off Oliva and
stood. Olivia sat up, reached for his cock and pulled off the
condom. She went into the small bathroom and flushed it, bringing
back a wet washcloth and wiped the man’s cock. Leaning forward she
put his cock in her mouth for a second, pulled off and smiled up at
him, giving his cock another suck and sat straight, still nude on
the bed. The man quickly turned and went out the door without
waiting for Olivia to follow.

Olivia didn’t leave. Instead, she sat
down on the edge of the bed, naked, drinking the double margarita
she had brought with her. Olivia looked up at the door and walked
over to the peephole. I had the volume turned down, but someone
must have knocked. She opened the door and welcomed another man
into the room. Again, it was perfunctory sex, with a condom, a
minimum of foreplay, and Olivia displaying little pleasure or
passion. When this man finished fucking my wife he left and Olivia
went into the bathroom and washed off, taking her seat again, still
naked, on the edge of the bed, waiting until there was another man
at the door, who she invited in and fucked in the same lackluster
manner.

On the other screen Elbi was finishing
with Erin. She was cumming and twisting, her legs flailing as he
gave a long moan and was still on top of her. He had fucked her in
the same time that Olivia had fucked three men.

Erin’s ass was bright red from the
slaps, and she collapsed weakly. Elbi pulled his cock out and a
flood of cum came pouring out. Erin didn’t move. Elbi lay down
beside her, talking, with Erin shaking her head no. Their
conversation went on back and forth for five minutes or so. Erin
started asking him questions and he was answering, but I could not
make it out their words, even with the sound up. They were talking
in whispers.

A fourth man came to Olivia’s room,
and he was soon fucking her.

Elbi left the room. Erin lay on the
bed without moving but eventually rose, went into the bathroom took
a quick shower and dressed, reapplying her makeup. Before she left
the room, she picked up her phone and started texting. Robert’s
phone chirped an incoming text. Erin left the room and it turned
dark. Olivia finished her fourth man. She showered, but still did
not put on her clothes, remaining nude, sitting on the side of the
bed.

Robert came over to me. He had poured
me another drink. “Elbi has turned her out,” Robert
said.

“What?”

“She’s whoring. She didn’t
start tonight, but every man she’s fucked tonight is paying for her
pussy and there will be more. Elbi calls it his bail and lawyer
benefit fund.” As we watched yet another man entered the room,
speaking to Olivia as if giving directions. Olivia bent over and
reached back and played with her pussy as he watched. He got closer
and put a finger in her pussy, wetting it and moved it to her
ass.

This fifth customer of the night moved
Olivia to the bed, roughly positioning her on hands and
knees.

Olivia stopped him, reaching in the
nightstand drawer, and handing him a bottle of lube. He unsnapped
the lid and poured some down my wife’s ass, rubbing excess over his
cock, moving closer and began pushing his cock into her ass. I had
the volume turned low, but I could still hear the audible scream.
She remained in the same position as the man took her ass hard. He
pounded her ass but was very quick, cumming quickly, pulling out
with cum now pouring from her ass. She rolled to her back. Her eyes
were red, she was crying. The man went into the restroom and wiped
off his cock, pulled on is pants and walked out the door. He had
not used a condom.

Robert had been watching. “OK, I get
it,” he said.

“What’s that?”

“The fourth ring. Elbi’s
wanting to knock her up. He goes bareback, everyone else goes with
rubbers, but not if the guy’s paid for her ass.”

As if Elbi had been listening, he came
in the door, roughly pulling Olivia to him and kissing her, pulling
on her chains until her nipples were distended, with her moaning,
responding, taking pleasure from the pain. Elbi pushed her back on
the bed hard and with no foreplay lowered his pants and rammed his
cock into her pussy. She was responding for the first time tonight
as he fucked her. She was fucking him back, and Elbi was talking to
her the entire time, pounding her hard, not passionate but taking
her pussy.

With a loud growl he pushed her legs
high, her ass in the air, in a position his cock was plunging
vertically down into her pussy. I turned the volume all the way up
on the screen but still could not make out the words other than him
saying, “Take that cum, get it.” He came inside her, and pulled
out, releasing her legs and her ass back down to the bed level.
Elbi was laughing as he spread her pussy. He had cum deep inside
her and it took some seconds before his cum appeared. Holding the
two labia rings he pulled her pussy open to display the load of cum
he had deposited inside her. He lay down beside her, talking
softly, she was smiling with a dreamy look on her face. Elbi was
tracing patterns over her lower abdomen with his fingertips as he
did, but the tone of the entire conversation changed

He said something Olivia didn’t like.
My wife jerked her head away as if struck, closing her legs. Elbi
became more aminated and kept talking, and Olivia was shaking her
head no. Elbi loomed over her in a threatening manner, with my wife
shaking her head again. He took her shoulders and shook her,
lifting her off the bed and shaking harder, strong enough to scare
her. Olivia started crying.

Elbi got closer in her face,
intimidating, close, screaming “Yes. You will, whether you want to
or not. You are going to do this, dammit. I done told you.” Olivia
slapped him. He slapped her back, harder, quicker, the force almost
turning her body over. He glared at her, said something with a
stern look and left her laying on the bed, crying, her face dark
red from the impact. “Get on that bed and get ready to get fucked,
ho,” Elbi said.

I had already seen too much. I started
for the door. I was going to kill the son of a bitch. “Think Barry.
You’re the wrong color to go into that room angry. You’d never get
to Olivia. Hang on.” Robert was texting.

I looked over the main room. Elbi was
talking to an older black man standing with Ellis, and there were
all angry, getting up in each other’s faces. I saw two other owners
watching the exchange walking toward them. They body language said
no one was happy and telling jokes in that group.

Olivia was still on the bed crying,
her body racked with sobs when the doorknob turned. Oliva curled
into a ball until she saw Erin opening the door to come inside.
Erin went to the bed, comforting Olivia, whispering, quickly
helping Olivia get dressed.

I watched on camera as they came to
the door into the main room. Erin peeked out, saw Elbi with his
back to the door, still arguing with Ellis, the older man and now
the other two owners. Elbi was making wild gestures. Elbi’s
bodyguard was at the bar talking to a blonde older woman in a low
cut dress and ignoring his employer. Neither noticed Erin and
Olivia.

Erin took Olivia’s hand and led her to
the other side of the room, standing out of sight in the shadows.
Elbi with a scowl turned away from Ellis and stomped back toward
the private rooms followed by the older black man. They went
through the private door.

Erin emerged from the shadows,
half-running and dragging Olivia toward the front door. Ellis
watched them go and nodded as they passed.

Robert was already at the security
room door with his hand on the light switch. “Time we go, Barry. We
got to move.” We rushed down the steps two at a time. Robert’s
vehicle was beside the door. We jumped in and were pulling up to
the front of the club as Erin and Olivia burst through the door. I
jumped out, opened the back door, ran to Olivia and pushed her into
the back seat, cramming in behind her. Erin climbed into the front
passenger, and we sped away.

I looked back and saw Elbi running
down the steps, looking around, screaming at the valets. Two Latino
customers were walking up the steps as we turned the corner, and
Elbi turned toward them.

 


***

 


Olivia was inconsolable. She was
heaving and crying in heavy racking sobs, clinging to me, repeating
over and over, “Barry, I’m sorry, I’m so sorry, Oh my God I’m
sorry.” Robert sensed the mood and thought it best we get her calm.
We took the outer loop and rode for 45 minutes until Olivia had
calmed down to catch normal breaths. Olivia was saying
nothing.

“I think we can go home
now,” I said. I gave Robert directions to our house. I was grateful
we did not go straight home, in case Elbi had decided to come to my
house. We have a stand-your-ground law here but I did not want a
confrontation.

In the drive I helped Olivia out of
the seat. Her peasant blouse was torn into pieces. The skirt had
ridden up and revealing her Queen of Spades tat. She was
barefooted. “Come on,” I said. She walked stiffly, dragging her
feet, as if extremely tired.

“Thanks, you all for all
you’ve done tonight,” I said to Robert and Erin. “I owe you,” I
said.

Erin smiled. “Keep her safe. And don’t
worry about owing us. We’ll think of something.” I shut the door
and they drove away. I ushered my wife inside, the first time she
had been home in weeks. She broke down in sobs as she looked
around.

“I’m sorry,” she squalled.
“I have been insane. What in the hell was I thinking?” She started
hyperventilating again. I went to the medicine cabinet and found a
Benadryl. I gave it to her with a glass of water and ordered her to
drink. Before I did I went to my nightstand and tucked the Glock I
keep there under my belt, just in case.

We sat down on the couch, me holding
her. Every time she started to speak; I would hush her. “Don’t
talk, you’re safe, just relax, get calm,” I said. Her head was
nodding when I eased out from under her, laid her back on the couch
with a cushion under her head. I took a couple of the throws and
covered her. I stopped for a second before I did, looking down at
her, trying to contrast with how she looked now versus when she had
left.

Her blond hair made her face look
different. The chain across her face and ring in her nose adding to
make her look unrecognizable from the woman I married. The large
floral tattoo on her shoulder was bright red. One breast was
visible through the torn blouse, the numerous chains still attached
to her nipple ring.

Her skirt had ridden up, and her legs
were open. The large Q and spade tattoo on her pubis, a gold ring
through her clit hood, two rings in her labia. And there was a thin
small tendril of white cum still visible leaking from her pussy. I
looked at the cum on her pussy and over to the fourth ring on her
finger. I covered her up to her neck and sat down in my recliner,
watching her, not wanting to leave her alone. After an hour, at
some early hour in the morning, sleep found me.


CHAPTER 33

 


I awoke and quietly went downstairs,
making coffee. Olivia, on the couch, opened her eyes as I walked
in. “Am I really here?” she asked.

“Yes, you are.”

“Good” she said and closed
her eyes again. I went to the patio and finished my coffee. She had
sat up when I came into the living room. There was a nasty bruise
on the side of her face where Elbi had struck her.

“Are you OK?” I
asked.

“I don’t know,” she said.
“I really don’t know.”

“Go get a hot shower,” I
suggested. Get some of those chains off so you don’t’ snag on your
clothing and come back down. I think we have a lot to talk
about.”

“Are you going to let me
come home?” she asked in a trembling voice.

“Should I?”

“No. But I pray you will.
You are a much better person than me.”

“Get your shower,” I
said.

Olivia was still upstairs in the
shower when the doorbell rang. I looked through the peephole and
saw two detectives showing badges. I put the Glock in the foyer
table drawer before I opened the door. I noticed my wife’s wedding
rings still there.

“Stallings and Henry,” he
said, “May we come in?”

I invited them inside. “What’s this
about?” I asked.

“We have some questions;
we’re conducting a murder inquiry.”

“Whose?” I
asked.

“Elbi Ebberson”

My entire being flicked to caution.
“We understand that your wife was involved with him, an
affair.”

“Yes.”

“We also understand there
was an altercation last night, he struck your wife?”

“I’ve not had a chance to
talk to her about it,” I said. “She came home last
night.”

“Did you confront him last
night?”

“No, I never saw him face
to face last night,” I said. “What happened.”

“He had an argument with
two Latino guys outside Club Swirl. He got loud and abusive,
started toward these two smaller guys and one of them pulled out a
pistol and shot him on the steps. His bodyguard got there too late
to help.”

“I have no idea,” I
said.

“Where were you at 2:00
a.m. this morning.”

“Actually, my wife and I
were riding around with two friends, Robert and Erin Conley. We
rode around until almost 3. You can verify through them, here are
their numbers. I looked at my phone and they wrote down the
numbers.

“We might need your phone,”
he said. “May we see it?”

“Do you have a warrant?” I
asked.

“No, we can get
one.”

“I guess you will have to
then,” I said. “With a warrant I will give you my phone. I respect
my privacy. Am I suspected of a crime?” I asked. “You said a Latino
man shot him?”

“We are investigating all
nuances of what happened last night,” Brooks said.

“I am willing to help you
if I can,” I said, “but I do not know how much help I might be. I
was not in Club Swirl last night,” I said. I had been told the
security room was not a part of the club itself. I added. “We were
in a black Suburban, I’m sure you can verify that from cameras
around town. If you have more questions after you check those, I
will be glad to talk to you further.” I stood and began walking to
the door. They followed reluctantly.

The first detective was nicer. “When
we have a murder the first place, we look is the spouse or lover,
you understand that, even if we know the spouse didn’t pull the
trigger, sometimes they pay to have it done. Motive,
understand?”

“I do.”

“And the spouse of the wife
in an affair with the murdered victim, that is the second place we
look.”

“I understand how it works.
But I was aware of my wife’s affair, and I had no conflict with Mr.
Ebberson. My wife and I have an open marriage. I had only met him
one time. And she is home now,” I said. “I also understand that you
can easily check to see that I was not there when Mr. Ebberson was
killed. I am sure a place like that would have security cameras
would they not? As I recall Elbi Ebberson was recently arrested for
drugs, was he not?”

“Yes.”

“You might want to look at
his suppliers. They may have thought he would testify against them,
that’s common in the drug trade is it not?”

“Yes, it is.” The detective
motioned with his head to his partner toward their car. “You have a
good day sir.”

“You too detectives,” I
said.

Olivia was coming down the steps, a
tee, sweats, and sandals. She was skittish.

“Who was that?”

“Not important right now,
we have bigger things to talk about.” I had questions I wanted her
to answer before she learned her boyfriend was gone. I had to hear
her choices. I was relieved she was home, but I was still hurt and
angry, more so than I expected.

“OK, if you want to scream
at me, I’ll take it. If you want to hit me, I deserve it. I’m
begging you to let me come home. If you don’t, I understand and I
will leave without any quarrel, but I will still love you.” She
sobbed. “I don’t have anywhere else to go.”

“Funny way of showing it,”
I said. “You hurt me deeply.”

“I know I did. I don’t know
what came over me. I went crazy.” Olivia added softly, “Do you
think you can ever find it in your heart to forgive your idiot
wife?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “We
have talked a lot about being honest, and I’m being honest with you
now, I don’t know. Why are you wanting to come home now? I thought
you were willing to throw us away for Elbi.”

“It was all a lie and I
fell for it,” Olivia said. “I feel so stupid. Elbi said he loved
me, he pointed out how you were controlling me, and it made sense
to me then, but the reality was he was the one controlling me, and
I couldn’t see it. I got addicted to him, to the sex, to his big
cock, to the way he made me feel, but it wasn’t real, it was fake.
He was giving me drugs like ecstasy, we did coke, it all messed up
my head. I knew he was a pimp, but he said I was different, and he
didn’t want me to whore for him. He wanted me with him forever, he
said.”

“Did you?”

“Whore for him? Yes. I was
did because he asked, for the fun of it, to prove to him that I
loved him, and I would for him.” She saw the shocked look on my
face. “You didn’t know that did you?” I shook my head
no.

“I was taking shifts at the
strip club, tricking some guys from there. I could pick who I
invited to buy me. I could go back in the private member’s room. I
was choosing who I was with. But after Elbi was busted, everything
changed. Last night he was forcing me to turn tricks. He said he
needed the cash for the bail and lawyer money.”

“Elbi had already lied to
you that he would not whore you out, but he did?”

“Yes.”

“And you were surprised he
was lying about anything else. You should have known better. You
would do anything for him.”

“Yes. I got tatts,
piercings, wore scandalous things in public, whored. Yes. Anything
he asked,” Olivia said.

“Would you do anything I
asked now? You never have before,” I said.

“I will,” Olivia said. “If
you will let me come home.”

“How can I believe that
after what has happened?”

“I don’t know,” she said.
Bowing her head, she said softly. “I do understand. I don’t deserve
to come back. I’ve hurt you too badly. I don’t deserve you.” She
signed. “I love you. Maybe the best thing I can do is leave you, I
am not good for you. I will leave.” She started to stand but sat
back down when I asked another question.

“Where would you go?” I
asked.

“I don’t know,” she said.
“For sure not back with Elbi. I’ve been crazy, but last night
knocked sense into me. I’m done with him forever. I will get my
stuff from his place and get a place of my own. I might be able to
catch some shifts at the club for a while and can live on that.
That is short term only though, I’m getting too old for that and
would have to stop before too long.”

“You could rent here,” I
said.

“What?”

“If you need a place, I’ll
rent you a room.”

“I would be around, I
thought you wouldn’t want to ever lay eyes on me again after what
I’ve done to you.”

“Think you could never do
it again?”

“I want to think so. To be
honest I’m not sure. I would have never thought I would go this
crazy, but I did. I promise I will do everything within my being to
never hurt you again.” She started crying again, “I don’t have
anywhere to go.”

“You think that a good
enough reason to try to save a marriage?” I asked. “You don’t have
anywhere else to go?”

“No, but I love you. That
might reason enough I’d hope, if I hadn’t screwed it all up. And it
is all my fault,” my wife said.

I was wavering and had no good
answers. I know what I had said and thought, what I said was I
wanted to get her home and away from Elbi. And now she was home,
Elbi was dead, and I realized I wasn’t sure what I wanted from
Olivia now.

Would my life be trying to recover
with the woman who had hurt me more than anyone in the world, or
would I be better off putting all this behind me, turning Olivia
loose and starting over with someone else. I knew I had possible
opportunities with some nice women like Kasie. I had no good
answer. Then my love for Olivia overruled everything
else.

“OK, let’s go at it like
this. You are on a trial period. You can come home. If you want to
start being my wife again, you can. If you cannot, we’ll know in
thirty days, and we’ll decided then. On my side if I cannot stand
the pain of living with you after what you have done to me, then we
should know that in 30 days. We talked about being honest, Olivia,
but right now our marriage surviving this is a long shot. I’m
willing to try though.

“Please try,” she begged,
“I’ll try too.”

“I guess we have that
settled,” I said.

“Erin rescued
me.”

“I know.”

“And you fucked her. She
liked it. She came to me last night and told me that I was a stupid
bitch to toss aside a man who loves me like you do, who fucks like
you do, who is as attentive as you are. If she wasn’t married
already, she said she would grab you so tight that I’d never have a
chance again. I’m praying for a chance again. I hope you’ll give it
to me,” Olivia said.

I didn’t speak.

“If you do, I will not
object if you want to fuck Erin more. She saved me last night, she
got me out of there, I owe her, I owe you.” she said.

“You owe Erin more than you
know,” I said.

“What do you
mean?”

“Erin fucked Elbi last
night, even though she can’t stand him, but she did to get the
information on what he was really doing with you. That’s why she
came back for you and rescued you. She knew Elbi was forcing you,”
I said.

“Oh no,” Olivia said,
putting her head in her hands. “I’m so sorry.”

“And I have some bad news,”
I said.

“What’s that?”

“Those men who were here
earlier, they were homicide detectives. Elbi was murdered last
night, on the steps of Club Swirl, by two Latino guys.”

I saw the shock and the following
sadness hit her. I wondered if some of the pain on her face was
knowing that it was for certain she could never go back to him,
because he was dead. She didn’t speak for a long time, but finally
said a single word. “Good.”

After more long minutes of silence,
she looked at me. The wheels in her head had been turning. “Did you
have anything to do with it?”

“Do I look like a Mexican
drug dealer to you?” I asked.

“No. I just don’t want you
going to jail and lose you when you are protecting me.”

“Was he dealing drugs?” I
asked.

“Mostly “X’ she said, what
weed or coke he had was for personal consumption.”

“Dealing drugs and after
you get arrested and could be a potential witness against your
suppliers, so the cartel people shoot you down. Adds up, doesn’t
it?”

“I guess it does,” she
said. “I did go to a tire shop with him a couple of times to
buy.”

“You’re lucky you were not
there when he was busted.”

“Very lucky,” she
said.

“So, we are going to try to
make it?” Olivia asked.

“Yes.”

“What can I do for it all
to work?” she asked.

“I guess we will play it as
we go along,” I said. “We found a couple of friends last night who
took some risks for you. They seem to make it everything work for
them and still enjoy the lifestyle.”

“Robert and Erin,” she
said. “Where did they come from?” The bulbs started going off in
her brain. Olivia jerked her head up at me. “Where did you come
from? You were right there with them when we came out the door of
the club.” I didn’t speak. “You were following me?”

“I was not going to let you
get away that easy,” I said. I didn’t answer how it was I had been
there. We would talk about that another time.

“You’d better never let me
go,” she said. I think that was the moment that she added up the
pieces. I wanted her back, despite all the pain. She smiled and
came jumping into my arms. I stumbled and almost fell
over.

“You would not have been
there if you didn’t want me back,” she smiled, kissing me, clinging
tightly to me. I think we need to seal this deal with you making
love to me,” she said. “I miss that.”

I looked down at her hand, at that
fourth ring. “Not so fast,” I said. “We haven’t talked about that.
Olivia, I know what the fourth ring means.” She saw my stare and
closed up her fist, the strength going out of her legs and
collapsing back on the couch. “I told you I went crazy. I’m
sorry.”

“I’m not sure ‘sorry’ can
cover this. How long have you been trying to get pregnant?” I
asked.

“It wasn’t exactly trying
but more risking. I had my IUD removed nine days ago.”

“Is that what you wanted?
You wanted him to knock you up?”

“I thought I did,” she
said.

“You could be pregnant
then?”

“It’s a possibility,” she
said. “Elbi kept talking about it, even last night when he fucked
me. But last night I understood he didn’t want me carrying his baby
as much as he wanted me carrying a black baby. He had a guy lined
up that was coming in next that wanted me to fuck bareback. The guy
would pay double to have a chance of knocking me up. Elbi was using
that as a selling point to get more money for me.

“I thought Elbi loved me
and wanted me to be his baby momma. He was pimping my womb as well
as my pussy. I was done with him at that moment, but I couldn’t
stop him, and he came inside me that last time. When I told him I
would not fuck the other guy bareback was when I slapped him, and
he hit me back very hard.”

I stared at her and she
wilted.

“I’ll go right now and get
a Plan B pill, which will cover me for the last three days,” she
said.

“We will do that before
lunch,” I said. “But if you’re already pregnant?”

“I won’t abort. I don’t
believe in that,” she said. “I’ll go away somewhere, hide out,
deliver, and come back and tell everyone we’ve adopted, like Anglia
Jolie and Sandra Bullock adopted black children.”

“You thought this through?”
I asked.

“No, but it might work. I
don’t expect you to raise another man’s child. The looks we’d get
walking around with a black baby and the questioning eyes. No. I
won’t ask you to do that, no matter how much I love you and am
willing to whatever I have to in order to keep you but aborting a
child is not an option. I’ve been selfish but I am not that
selfish. If I am pregnant I guess our marriage is
finished.”

“A child would be your
child. That might be enough.”

“Might?”

“This is all new ground. I
thought I had lost you. The thing is I must consider what I am
willing to accept to keep you,” I said.

“Well let me recap,” Olivia
said. “You have a slut wife who is totally into black cock, almost
to an addicted level, so into it that she abandoned you, got tatted
up and pierced up for a black lover. I fucked six different guys
for a damn black ring, I was whoring my pussy, and was off birth
control letting a black man try to impregnate me. And yes, even
after all that I still want you to forgive me and take me back.” My
wife looked up at me with he eyes watering. “That’s far too much to
forgive, isn’t it? I’ve inflicted too much pain. You cannot love me
after this.”

“I can’t help but love
you,” I said. “How much trust I can allow my heart to have with
you, that’s a tougher think. I could still love you and not be
willing to start over with you.”

“You could?” That brought
the tears and the sobs started again. I cannot stand to see her
cry, I never could. She had never cried this hard before, even at
the death of her father. Maybe she was sincere. I started
backpedaling in my mind. I had wanted a slut wife and I got one,
not in the way I envisioned but a slut wife and a whore wife just
the same, that was all while she was black owned by
Ellis.

I had been good with Ellis and her.
Elbi had fucked up her head with his persuasive pimp ways. And I
said all I wanted was her back, and now here was my chance. Was I
about to blow it again?

“I want you back,” I
said.

“What?” she said, blinking
at the tears, a smile forming at the corner of her mouth. “Did I
hear you right?”

“Yes, I want my wife back,”
I said.

“Oh baby,” she screamed,
grabbing me and pulling me tight again. “Thank you, thank you,
thank you. I promise you will never regret this; I am yours, body
and soul forever.” I took a deep breath and did not express the
thought that raced through my brain. She had told me all these same
things before, before she had flown away from me and our marriage,
doing her best to destroy the whole thing. I remained
silent.

“What I want is this,
Olivia. Years from now I do not want to look back at this moment
and have to wonder if staying with you will be the worst mistake of
my life. Right now, the answer with that is still totally with you
and what you do going forward.”

“I promise you will never
regret it,” she said. “I swear I will make this up to you.” I heard
what she said, but I wasn’t sure what coming home and doing what
she was supposed to do as my wife was exactly “making it up to me.”
Maybe things going back to where they were, would be enough. Only
time would tell.

Olivia kissed me. “Again, let’s seal
this with a fuck. I’m gonna rock your world in that bed. I’m a
professional now,” she giggled.”

We went upstairs and she shed her two
pieces of clothing off quickly and lay back on the bed, naked and
spread eagle. I had a flashback of everything that had happened
with Elbi laid out there in front of me. She was permanently marked
by him in so many ways. She saw me staring. “I don’t know what to
do about the tats, I can see about having them removed if you want,
but there would be scaring. Tell me what piercings you want removed
and I’ll do it,” she said.

“Take the one out of your
nose, your face is too pretty to have metal stuck on
it.”

“OK,” she said.

“And the rest?”

“We’ll leave them for a
while,” I said. “In some ways I think they are kinda
hot.”

“I want you in me husband.
Come put your cock inside me, see how stretched this whore pussy
is.”

I did. “Feels pretty tight to me
actually,” I said, “Just loose enough to be the way I like
it.”

“Because it is
yours?”

“Because your pussy is all
mine.”

“Are we stopping all this
lifestyle stuff?” she asked.

“Do you want
to?”

“Hell no,” she said. “I
love it and you know it. But I will control it. I know what I have
to lose. You are the only person I will ever trust again to be
totally honest with me. We might want to take a month off to let
the barbs of all that has happened smooth down.” Olivia raised her
pelvis, pushing me deeper inside her. “If you want to stop the
lifestyle cold, we will. It is up to you babe. I will do what you
say.”

“I think we can still do
some things,” I said, “but let’s talk about it in 30 days. I need
that time to reconnect with my wife.”

“Good,” Olivia said. She
was looking into my face as I slowly began our fucking, savoring
each movement of our joined bodies. I have learned when my cock is
inside my wife is a moment of weakness for me, it is a time when
she has brought up things she wanted but thought I might object.
That method had worked in the past, but I was not sure I would fall
for it again. As I was slowly moving in and out of her pussy, I saw
something coming, but it was unexpected.

“We are going to have
Robert and Erin over soon, aren’t we?”

“Do you want to?” I
asked.

“I think they have proved
they are very good friends.” She smiled. “I need to thank Robert
for rescuing me too.”

“What do you have in mind?”
I asked.

“What any good whore would
reward a man with,” she smiled. “And while I am, you can fuck that
young redhead again, she seemed to like it.”

“They’re white, you
know.”

“Just because I like black
cock doesn’t mean I can’t fuck a white guy every now and then,” she
said. “I fucked a couple of white guys at the strip club when Elbi
was pimping me. I’m no longer black exclusive other.”


CHAPTER 34

 


30 days later.

Oliva came into the kitchen where I
was pouring our coffee. It was Saturday. She was wearing a fishnet
top, a sheer thong, and a smile. Nothing else. I smiled as I
watched her approach. The large spade and Q were above the line of
the thong, The ring in her nose was gone, as were the rings in her
nipples, now relaced with bars through with diamonds on each end of
the bars. A present I gave her for her at two weeks into our 30-day
trial period. We both enjoy her nipples pierced, but the studs
rather than the rings were less of a reminder of the issues we
had.

Olivia still inserts the rings from
time to time, like when she wears her chains that link from her
neck to her nipples. Special occasions, I guess you’d
say.

The two rings in her labia were still
there, but the clit hood ring was gone. She said it kept her too
aroused and she wanted more control over her arousal. She hugged me
and pressed her body against mine, kissing me. “Good morning love.
It’s Saturday, do we have anything planned?”

“Nothing I know of,” I
said. I eyed how she was dressed. “Damn, that would have looked
good on your Only Fans page,” I said.

“Yeah, shame we took it
down. Maybe we’ll go back there someday. Nothing planned today, you
say. That mean we can start drinking and fuck the day away?” she
asked.

“I don’t see why not,” I
said.

“Good,” she said. “I’ve
waited all week. I’m off my period now.”

“Guess we dodged that
bullet,” I smiled.

“Yeah, you didn’t end up
with a baby momma after all.” She giggled now that the danger was
passed. The first day of her period she had removed the fourth
ring. She only wore two now, the one she earned by fucking all six
owners of Club Swirl, and the one from the points achieved by
stripping and becoming a whore. She had removed the first ring. She
was no longer black owned.

“Today is 30 days from when
you came home,” I said.

“Are you gonna keep me?”
she asked. She already knew the answer.

“Looks like it,” I said.
“If you can keep control of yourself.”

“How am I doing so far?”
she asked.

“Pretty good.”

The truth was my pain was still there,
my trust in her was still shaken, and the heartbreak that a woman I
loved would do that to me had not completely healed. All were
better than they were 30 days ago. I counted it as progress, not a
completed journey. Deep down I know I will never be back to the
comfort level with Olivia that I was before what I now consider her
betrayal. We are damaged, not destroyed.

“So, are we going to have a
30-day reevaluation like we talked about?”

“We can.”

Olivia took my coffee and refilled my
yeti, filled hers and led me to the living room, pausing at the bar
to top off both coffees with a double shot of Jameson. “The Irish
do know how to do their coffee, huh?” she smiled.

We took seats on the couch, her on one
end, me on the other, half turned toward each other.

“You dressed like that is
not exactly fair,” I said.

“A girl’s gotta use what’s
she’s got,” Olivia said. “You want me to cover up?”

“Hell no,” I said. “Just
saying I am at a disadvantage.”

“You have always been at a
disadvantage with me love,” she said. “I took advantage of that
once. No more.”

“Good to know,” I
said.

“So what do we reevaluate?”
my wife asked me.

“What we keep from our past
life and what we throw away. What we like and would like to do
again and where we never want to go again,” I said. “I think a lot
of it is where your head is and what you want—that you can keep
your head about you.”

“I’ve been thinking a lot
about this,” Olivia said. “Want me to throw it all out there and
you tell me if I am on the right page? I made this a mess so I
should do my best to straighten everything out.”

“Go ahead.”

“Nothing related to Elbi.
Past history and not going there again with him or anyone else.
Ellis was fun, but I’ve done that too. I’ve been black
owned.”

“Did you like
it?”

The way she answered with a
half-giggle was reassuring. “It had its ups and downs.” I laughed.
“Seriously though, that doesn’t mean I object to fucking other men
from time to time. I’ve grown to like the variety, especially black
men, but only for the physicality of it, nothing emotional. Keeping
a fuck a fuck.”

“That’s where we started
all this before,” I said.

“Yes, but hopefully we have
both learned a lot since then.” She looked directly into my eyes.
“Any problem with any of that?” she asked.

“None.” I said.

“Your turn,” she
said.

“Less dwelling on the past
and past mistakes, learning and moving on.”

“For certain.”

“As for sharing you, and
you enjoying other men occasionally, I’m good with that. I said
before I wanted you more open and a little slutty. That hasn’t
changed,” I said.

“Good. Do you want to know
what Erin suggested?”

“Yes.”

“You know we have been
talking almost every day, she is helping me get through the trauma
of what happened. And she reinforces how I can’t fuck up again. I
think it is part of her compassion and the kind of person she is,
and a part of it is she wants to fuck you again,” Olivia
said.

“Erin said that to
you?”

“Yes, and she wants me to
fuck Robert, she says I will like him too. She suggested it when I
told her that I owed Robert for helping rescue me.” Olivia grinned.
“I’m good with that.”

“You are on a roll, go on,”
I said.

“OK, what Erin and I are
thinking is from time to time, nothing regular, she and I might do
a shift at the strip club, just for the hell of it. And you and
Robert can come watch.”

“Sounds like
fun.”

“And a few times a year we
are going as single women to Club Swirl parties, like before,”
adding, and like before you and Robert can watch from the security
room. Yes, we know about that. Now that I know I will put on a hell
of a show for my husband. Are you good with all that
too?”

“I am.”

Erin got quieter. “If I’m fucking
other men, you can fuck other women, it’s only fair,” she said. I
had a fleeting though of the idea of going out with Kasie or
Stephanie, but I doubted they were interested in a few uncommitted
recreational romps. I got the impression both women were looking
for something more serious—like the relationship I had with Oliva.
It is called love. I smiled to myself, still, it wouldn’t hurt to
ask. I thought, filing it away for another discussion at another
time.

“OK. We have an open
marriage. You can fuck other guys; I can fuck other women. But we
always keep everything up front and honest. That’s where we went
off the rails before,” I said.

“We’re not going off the
rails again, I promise,” my wife said. “When you want to get
together with Erin and Robert?”

“Whenever you all want,” I
said.

“Good, Erin will be excited
when I tell her.” At that moment the phone rang. “Excuse me a
minute,” Olivia said. As she went out to the patio with her phone,
I heard her say, “Yes, it is going very well, better than I
expected.” I watched her pacing back and forth, enjoying the
bouncing of her breasts, the view of her bare ass when she turned,
and the smile she gave me when she looked up and saw me watching.
Still talking she reached to the edge of the top and pulled it up,
flashing me a breast. I gave her a thumbs up.

It was a long conversation. I refilled
my coffee and topped it with more whiskey, and I prepared a second
cup for Olivia. I carried it to her on the patio. “Hang on,” she
said into the phone when I handed her the cup. “I love you,” she
said. I closed the door when I went back inside, and she resumed
pacing and taking with wide gestures.

Oliva came back inside with the phone
at her side.

“Interesting conversation,”
she said. “And a little more we need to talk about.”

“Go ahead,” I
said.

“It was Erin.”

“OK.”

“They are coming over
tonight.”

“OK.”

“They are spending the
night. Dinner, drinks, hot tub, beds, the whole thing,” my wife
said. “Tonight, we are both fucking someone else. You and Erin can
have the master bedroom. Robert and I will take the guest
room.”

“No problem,” I said. “How
much of this was your idea?”

“It was both our ideas,
50-50. You don’t need to worry about that, and you won’t once you
two are in bed with each other,” Olivia said.

No argument there,” I said.

“One other thing, it’s a
little thing I hope.”

“What’s that?” I
asked.

“Not here. In bed,” she
said. I knew at that moment that she was going to wait until I had
my cock inside her and then she was going to spring something on
me, something she wanted but she was concerned I might object. We
went back upstairs. Olivia stripped off her top as she went up the
stairs and was on the bed naked before I dropped my
sweatpants.

We had all morning, there was no
hurry. I had a light buzz from the Irish coffee, and my wife was
ready, willing and eager. We went at each other like horny
teenagers rushing to complete their fucking before someone else
pulled into the isolated parking spot beside them.

The conversation had done much to
recap our adjustments to resolving her past issues. Realizing she
did not have to worry about me kicking her out now had given my
wife a newfound comfort, and she truly was giving all of herself to
me, I could feel it in my being.

We did a 69, and she got on top,
holding my hands over her breasts as she sat on my cock without
moving. “What’s the other part you waited until now to bring up?” I
asked. She blinked her eyes rapidly; her game was exposed. She
shook off the shock and recovered nicely.

“It’s just something that
Erin and I were talking about.”

“Spit it out,” I
said.

“Erin has this
fantasy/curiosity, and she told it to Robert, and they are excited
about it, but they want my help.” I felt my wife’s pussy
flooding.

“What is it?”

“When we work shifts at the
strip club, you know sometimes a guy wants to go to the VIP.” I
nodded. “And there were times, if the guy was nice and I was turned
on, that I’d take him back to the private rooms?”

“Yes.”

“And sometimes, not a lot,
but sometimes, I would take money for him to take me back
there.”

“Being a whore?”

“I am a whore,” my wife
said. “I have sold my pussy for money, no taking that back. So if
there is nothing left to lose on that, from time to time, if I
wanted to…”

“You want to whore yourself
out?”

“Sometimes, yes. You know
it is a rush for a man to want you so bad he will pay to fuck you,”
Olivia said.

I didn’t answer, even though she was
beginning to make small circular moves with my cock inside her.
This was a movement she had picked up from her time with Elbi. A
hooker move.

“What does this have to do
with Erin?” I asked.

“She wants to try it. Erin
has never whored, and she wants to do it at least once to
experience it. She wants me there assisting.”

“A whore?”

“Yes, but she has a twist
to it. She wants you and Robert there, watching as she and I strip,
take two guys to the VIP, and take them back to the private rooms
to give them what they have paid for. She wants our husbands to
watch us comes out of the back rooms—as whores,” my wife said.
“God, the idea of that is so hot,” Olivia said, starting a regular
rhythm on her sliding back and forth.

“We can do that, can’t
we?”

“If you want,” I said.
“You’re right, it might be hot.”

“No might to it,” Olivia
said as she leaned over and kissed me, still rocking on my hard
cock. I felt her pussy flood again. “Something else,” she
whispered. “I have gone on pills, no IUD. And they have not had
time to take full effect yet.” She kissed me again, with tongue,
her movements harder, more determined, my hands squeezing her
boobs. “When you cum inside me you stand a chance of knocking me
up. Plant one inside me husband.” That thought was too much over
the top. I lasted only seconds before I was emptying my load of cum
inside my wife’s possibly fertile pussy.

We clung to each other, and Olivia
looked at me, tears rolling. Happy tears. “We are going to be all
right, aren’t we?”

“We are,” I
said.

 


***

 


Erin and Robert arrived at 4 p.m. By
four thirty we were on second drinks and naked in the hot tub. We
were fucking each other’s spouse by 5:45—for the first round. After
dinner we returned to the hot tub, still naked, discussing with
drunken reasoning the excitement of Erin’s desire to experience
being a whore.

I volunteered to be her first and pay,
but she stopped me. “We are all far beyond that for us,” she said,
snuggling against me in the hot tub. “You always get me for free,”
she whispered.

When Olivia climbed on top of Robert
was when Erin and I eased out of the hot tub and returned to the
bedroom. They never knew when we left.

Once in the bedroom Erin crawled under
the bedcovers and snuggled over against me. “Next time we have to
give Robert and Olivia the king bed,” she said. “It’s only
fair.”

“Next time?”

“We will be having a lot of
next times,” she said. “Any problem with that?”

“None at all,” I said, “Lay
back.”

“I was hoping you would say
that,” Erin said as I moved forward and made a lick up her pussy
that elicited a long moan. “Damn, you do that so good,” she
hissed.

I kept eating her pussy. “Olivia was
right, it is more sensitive completely bare,” she said. Olivia had
taken Erin along for a waxing earlier. As I was eating her pussy, I
was kneading her breasts, pulling on her nipples, harder than usual
but she was responding, pushing her body harder into my face and
probing tongue. She came like that, squirting, and I took that as
my cue to go inside her.

Erin was taking big breaths, a thin
coat of sweat glistening on her body, her nipples rock hard as I
sucked them, my hand guiding my cock into her wet pussy. I rose up,
moving gently and slow, my hands seeking her nipples where I began
tugging harder again. I could feel her pussy clench around my cock
each time I pulled hard, so I did it again. Same effect. She pulled
my mouth to hers for a kiss, placing her hands over mine, pressing
my hands harder against her breasts. We came at the same time,
something rare for me, but pleasing, very pleasing.

 


***

 


I retrieved a wet washcloth, handed it
to her as she daubed at my cum pouring forth, and she rolled to my
side of the bed, her long lean body intertwined with my legs and
limbs. I had one hand on her breast, toying with her nipples.
Neither spoke for a long time, laying there, holding each other,
savoring the moment.

“I love this,” Erin said.
“I’m so glad we all have found each other.” She lay more to her
back, my arm underneath her cupping her breast. She took her left
hand and was stroking her other nipple. “You like Olivia’s nipples
pierced?”

“Yes.”

“You weren’t there when she
got her nipples pierced, were you?”

“No.”

“I want you to take me to
get my nipples pierced,” Erin said. “I want to do that and want you
there.”

“Doesn’t Robert want to do
that?”

“Needles terrify him. When
I told him that was what I wanted to do, he suggested you,” she
said.

“When?” I asked.

“Tomorrow,” she said. “It
will make the day even more memorable.”

“What?”

“Tomorrow is when your wife
and I work our shift at the club and see if we can find someone
there to make me a whore. And you and my husband will be watching
as it happens. Not in the room with me but watching me re-emerge
from the back room as a bona fide whore.”

“Are you sure that is
something you want to happen?”

“Right this moment the
thought of doing that is the hottest thing in the world,” Erin
said.

I pulled her tighter, holding her
until her breathing became slow and regular, when she fell asleep.
I did not mention that Robert told me they had installed digital
records to the security rooms, and he had the password that would
allow us to download the room videos. Erin was wrong when she said
we could only watch them disappear into the back rooms and watch as
they emerged with Erin a newly minted whore. No, Robert and I would
download the digital videos and see the entire thing.

The covers were still below Erin’s
firm breasts, and I looked at her pink nipples for a long time,
imagining them with rings through each. Or bells, I thought, bells
hung on the piercing while we fucked doggy, making those bells
ring. I picked up my phone and searched for such things. They were
in stock at the piercing studio Ellis had taken Olivia to for her
nipple piercing.

I smiled. I would give the bells to
the women when they returned to our table tomorrow night, as our
whores—and our wives.

Under my breath I repeated what Olivia
had said earlier in the day, and she was right. We were going to be
just fine.

 



EPILOGUE

 


And we have been fine. Robert and
Olivia fit together as well as Erin and me. We vacation together,
and I guess you can say we all love each other, but with total
respect for the marital boundaries. Erin is lovely, but in the
final analysis she is not my Olivia.

On one long weekend the subject came
up that we do a full swap for the trip. Erin would be my wife for
the trip, Olivia would be Roberts, calling each other husband and
wife, registering as husband and wife at the hotel, getting
together the four of us only at dinner and activities. We talked
about it and as if a bulb went off in our heads at the same time,
we all dismissed it as too much. There are lines we do not cross,
third rails on the electric railroad of life that we best stay away
from.

Olivia’s guilt has eased and been
pushed to a back recess of her mind. I know by her demeanor and
words that her episode with Elbi rarely comes to mind.

I wish I could say that. I can never
go back to the comfort, trust, and yes, even the love level of how
Oliva and I were before she loved Elbi more than me. Her actions,
disrespect and cruelty destroyed a huge chunk of my love for her.
There is still plenty of love, more than my love for anyone else,
but so much less than before. The thought of how it was then versus
now leaves me sad.

It is a sadness of which no one knows.
I cover it up very well. I avoid redigging up the bones of the Elbi
affair with Olivia. It would solve no purpose other than to relive
the pain with her.

The trust lost is something I cannot
shake. I still check the phone records, survey her emails every
month or so, and in general do what an old auditor advised about
being a supervisor. “Inspect don’t expect.” I do it to protect my
marriage, my wife, and to protect myself too.

Despite the advice of the psychologist
I consulted about my wife and Elbi, I am still subject places and
things that trigger my emotions, and my mind goes back to that
painful time. In the security room at Club Swirl, before anything
to watch occurs, I see the spots I watched her with Elbi and
sometimes I get a flashback. When we go to Club Swirl Olivia still
wears two of her back rings. The other two remain in the foyer
table drawer. When I see them, again I have emotional surge I must
beat back.

I have been able to turn her tats and
piercings into erotic triggers without bring Elbi to
mind.

Yes, I have my wife back, but a lot of
the crap that came with it remains.

No one has any idea of my struggles. I
keep it all inside and reveal that side of me to no one. Olivia is
oblivious. I prefer it that way. Now it is all me, and how I react
to the past and the triggers that take me back there.

Sometimes at night, when Olivia is
asleep, I will take a 12-year-old bourbon, sit in the darkness in
my recliner, pull up the photo I describe in the opening paragraph
of this narrative, then retrieve the old email stored on my phone,
the letter Olivia sent at the height of her infatuation with Elbi,
when she told me she might never be coming home and she wanted Elbi
more than she wanted me.

I no longer wilt when I read it, or
even get angry. I keep it and go there to remind me to keep up my
guard and never allow myself to get blindsided again.

A successful marriage requires more
work than assuming the overwhelming love you and your wife share
will ward off all outside distractions. I have learned I can’t rely
on our love to protect us. I never rest easy or take anything for
granted, especially when it comes to Oliva.

The letter reminds me that this
beautiful woman that I love so, the woman still with me after all
the bumps, pain and misery, this wife I have on a pedestal, is also
a woman who in the right circumstance can turn on me as if I was
nothing, a woman who can tear out my guts and build a fire with
them, a woman who can reach into my chest, yank out my heart and
rip it into pieces. She has shown she can negate me to nothing in
her life.

That is a truth that keeps up my guard
and will never let me relax in our love the way I once did. Maybe I
should never have been that happy and relaxed in believing
everything my wife said about her love for me.

The question I come circling back
around to is the one I told her was my biggest fear, which is to be
in the final days of our lives, and when looking back realizing the
biggest mistake of my life was staying married to Olivia after the
Elbi affair.

The answer I have come to realize is
that staying married to her after her treatment of me during her
affair is indeed the biggest mistake I have made in my life. Deep
in my heart of hearts the pain that resides there is the knowledge
that if she had done this once, she is capable of doing it again.
She has proved that.

While staying may be the biggest
mistake of my life, there is a second part of that realization, the
knowledge that if I went back in time, knowing what I know now, I
would do it all again.

 


THE END
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