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Chapter 1

 


“Were you serious?” The
question was unexpected, and out of context with the couple’s
up-to-that-moment dinner conversation. Scott’s already noticed his
wife Rachel had been clearly distracted all evening by glancing
around the room with a disinterested gaze as he would speak. Her
lack of focus was bothering Scott. This was their
19th wedding anniversary and he had reserved a table at this
exclusive restaurant two months earlier. It was one of those rare
upscale quiet restaurants in which only his menu bore
prices.

Rachel was deep into a bottle of
expensive pinot, which did not help her concentration. Scott was
trying to be romantic and serious, he had rehearsed his anniversary
spiel, starting with, “Isn’t it amazing that we have been together
21 years now, two years dating and 19 married, and I still want you
as much as the first time I saw you. Have you ever considered that,
how your feelings are for me now or how they may have changed? I
think anniversaries are a good time to look back.”

That was when she came in with “Were
you serious?”

“Huh?”

“Oh sorry, I only half
heard you, my mind wandered,” she said, her wide green eyes
captivating him as she turned her full attention to him, “Yes, I
did hear you about us being together over 20 years, and yes
darling, I love you very much.”

“Why that question and what
on earth were you thinking about?” Scott asked.

Rachel’s stare was direct. “All your
fantasy talk, the role playing, and what you have repeated lately,
were you serious?”

Scott backpedaled, pausing for a long
sip of his bourbon, stalling to regain his bearing, still not clear
of where she was going with this.

“I don’t know, I guess. I’m
not sure we are on the same page here. Tell me what I said,” Scott
asked, taking a deep breath and trying to conceal the flood of
emotions, his pulse quickened, and his breaths short. He was
reading between the lines, but maybe here it was. In that brief
moment of his hesitation, be backpedaled through their entire life
together, in milliseconds.

When he and Rachel married, still in
their teens, their infatuation for each other, the newness of
marriage, their bliss of love enveloped them. All their focus was
on each other.

It was not uncommon for the younger
couples in their rural community to marry shortly after high school
graduation, and Scott and Rachel fell into the pattern. Rachel
worked part time while Scott finished college, then that first good
job outside Cincinnati on the Kentucky side. Scott had insisted
that was as far north as he ever wanted to live.

In many ways they finished growing
into adults with each other.

They blew past the
seven-year itch stage with no complications, but around their
10th year of marriage their lives fell into routine: their jobs,
the exciting moments in their life seemed fewer, and their
declining sex frequency went along with it. Discontent was evident
for both. It wasn’t disaffection as much as it was a sense of
restlessness.

Neither liked what was happening, but
neither understood the dynamic either. Scott, determined to figure
it out, and began a series of intense face to face, heart to heart
conversations with his wife, with no subject off limits, and no
dodging or softening the answer—true honesty, they had pledged, at
the recommendation of a counselor. They knew it couldn’t
hurt.

It went slow but Rachel finally opened
up after a couple of glasses of wine one evening. She admitted to
Scott, “The girls at work, when we go to happy hour on Thursdays to
blow off steam, the single girls all regale us with their stories
of dates and trips, and different lovers, most of the married women
will chirp in with their own tales of exciting and interesting men
they had dated before they were married. It is a conversation that
I cannot join, I don’t know anything about that. I love you; I was
happy to marry you; it is just by us marrying so young it…” she
paused.

“It was a mistake marrying
so young?” Scott interrupted.

“No, it was not a mistake
marrying you, I just, I guess I just wish I had dated some other
people before I committed myself to you. Do you not feel like that
too?”

“Sometimes,” Scott
admitted, “but I found who I wanted, the woman God made for
me.”

“Yes, I feel the same way,
but sometimes you still wonder, don’t you? Not about our choices,
but what it might have been like to have dated a variety of people?
You know, just to have something to add to the conversation with
the girls at happy hour.” The phone rang interrupting their
conversation and the did not come back to the topic
immediately.


Chapter 2

 


Scott was a fixer. If there was a
problem. he would stubbornly push ahead until he had resolved a
solution—which was how he approached Rachel’s comment about her
discomfort as the girls bragged of their exploits. One of Scott’s
missions in life, in his mind, was doing everything he could to
ensure his family’s happiness, especially Rachel’s. He wondered how
he could make up what she had missed, at least as much as he
could.

Adult toys and games came to mind
after some online research on various forums on how to keep a
marriage fresh. However, Rachel was old school in her sexual
thinking. Anything new and interesting meant overcoming her
reluctance. If something new resulted in a great orgasm, it was
almost as if she felt guilty for enjoying it. Scott had a barrier
to break down on anything different before Rachel could let go and
enjoy.

Scott took Rachel’s discontent as a
challenge over the following weeks, his analysis evolving to the
idea if Rachel could only let go of her inhibitions and
hesitations, she would be the most sexual and desirable woman
alive, and not only would it enhance her sexual pleasure but his
too. Scott always encouraged her to let go a little. She would,
gradually, but every step was a struggle for her, only after much
convincing on Scott’s part.

When Rachel first mentioned she
wondered about missing a dating life, Scott’s solution was to
introduce role playing as a part of their lovemaking. He reasoned
that if she had not experienced the company of others for movies,
dinner, drives or sex, at least she could imagine it happening as
they lay in bed and he often started with, “Imagine this, you are
out with a new date…”

Rachel resisted, more so in her mind
than her body, as Scott discovered as he verbally guided his wife
through an imagined clandestine tryst—using as his indicator of
what direction he should take the narrative by the moistness of her
pussy, her breathing, and the strength of her orgasms. Rachel might
not verbalize what turned her on the most, but her body said more
than her words.

Scott soon expanded the game. He
stayed over at work and called Rachel once the office cleared. His
name popped up on her phone and she answered. “You working over?
What time should I start dinner?”

“Not that kind of call,”
Scott said. “In a minute you are going to receive a call, talk to
him OK?”

“What have you done Scott,”
Rachel said, panic in her voice.

“Just take the call,” Scott
said, and hung up. He waited a full minute before dialing his home
from the burner phone he had purchased from Walmart on his lunch
break. Rachel didn’t answer the unknown number. He let it ring 10
times, then he redialed again, texting her on his regular phone,
“Answer the phone.”

On the fourth ring, Rachel answered
the phone with a hesitant, “Hello?”

“Hey Rachel, you don’t know
me, but I saw you at lunch the other day and asked the waiter if he
knew your name, he said you were a regular, told me where you
worked, and I got your number from that. I know this is very
forward of me and I apologize, but I could not resist, frankly I
was captivated by your beauty. I hope we could get together
sometime.”

Rachel immediately recognized her
husband’s voice and realized he was playing a game. “Thank you for
saying so.”

“I was wondering if I could
take you out on a date tomorrow night, say for dinner? By the way,
my name is Frank, Frank Steele.”

“Well thank you Mr. Steele,
but I don’t know you and…” Rachel hesitated before jumping into the
game. “But why don’t we meet for a drink next door to my office
after work tomorrow and get to know each other a little and go from
there.”

“A start is a start,” Scott
said, smiling that she was going along with the game.

At home that night after dinner and
with drinks in their hands on the patio. “You get a call today?”
Scott asked.

“I did. A Mr. Steele,”
Rachel teased. “A friend of yours?”

“Frank Steele?” Scott said.
“Yes, I know him. He is a fine person actually.”

“I am supposed to meet him
for drinks after work tomorrow,” Rachel said.

“Did you tell him you
would?” Scott asked.

“Yes, I am looking forward
to it,” Rachel said giving him a demure smile.

The next afternoon Scott dressed in
dress pants, white shirt and tie, with a sport jacket, attire he
rarely wore except for special occasions. He parted his hair on the
other side and splashed on a different cologne. He was purposefully
10 minutes late. When he went in, he saw Rachel at the bar seated
on a stool, casually chatting with a curly haired man in a blue
polo shirt and brown pants waiting on his drink.

“Rachel?” he said, “I’m
Frank.”

“Yes you are,” Rachel said,
her eyes twinkling. She was enjoying this. “Excuse me,” she said to
the man standing beside her. “My date is here.”

Scott guided her to a table, and they
ordered another round. “Good thing you showed up when you did,”
Rachel smiled. “He was certainly trying. He asked for my
number.”

“Did you give it to him?”
Scott asked.

“Of course not, that’s no
part of the game,” she said. “But I was complimented by the
attention.”

“Maybe you should get out
more,” Scott teased.

“Maybe I should. Tell me
about yourself Frank.”

Scott when into a rehearsed biography
and tossed it back to her. “And who are you Miss Rachel, other than
being one of the prettiest women I have ever seen.”

Rachel didn’t miss a beat. “I’m
Southern, work in the building next door, advertising agency,
promotional projects mostly.” She paused. “And I am very
married.”

“But you are meeting a
stranger for drinks,” Scott said, continuing the
charade.

“Yes, I am. Spur of the
moment whim, I guess. I don’t know why I’m doing this.”

“Your husband know you are
here?”

“I’ll tell him later,”
Rachel said. “He likes me playing games like this.”

“This is a game?” Scott
taunted.

Rachel’s gaze became more serious and
lacking any of the lilt of the conversation thus far. “It damn well
better be, Scott.”

Scott leaned back, laughed, and
smiled. “OK, perhaps this game has gone far enough tonight, except
for one thing.” He ordered another round of drinks. Rachel raised
her eyebrows as she knew this was getting beyond her
limit.

“I have to drive home
remember, you do too,” Rachel cautioned.

“No you don’t,” Scott
smiled. “Actually in case things went well, Frank has reserved a
room for the night in the hotel on the corner. He was hoping to get
lucky.”

“He was, was he?” Rachel’s
face softened.

“Oh yes,” Scott smiled. The
drinks were delivered and they both sipped without talking. Scott
didn’t want to break the mood and he could see the wheels turning
inside Rachel’s head. She polished off the last of her
drink.

“Why don’t you show me your
room, Frank,” Rachel said. Scott took her hand, she was a little
unsteady from the alcohol, steading herself on his arm as they
walked down the street and into the hotel lobby. In the room as the
door closed, she came into his arms, kissing him, and whispered,
“Frank, I’ve never done this before.”

“First time for
everything,” Scott said, unbuttoning her blouse, shoving his hand
urgently under her bra to grasp her bare breast, stripping her in
the foyer and guiding her naked to the bed. He gently pushed her
back and dove into her pussy, licking, probing with his tongue, and
he noticed a reaction that rarely occurred with Rachel. Her labia
were puffing up in her excitement. She reached a small orgasm like
that, and Scott, who had stripped off his own clothes while eating
her pussy, stood, scooted her butt to the edge of the bed and moved
forward between her open legs.

Scott was surprised when he felt
Rachel’s hand on his cock, guiding it into her pussy. He eased
forward, wondering where her mind was when she grunted, “Fuck me,
Frank.” Rachel kept her eyes closed as he kissed her, pounding in
and out of his wife’s body, their legs entwined, and bodies joined
in fervent lovemaking. Rachel’s moans became scraping guttural
grunts as she came again, with Scott unable to hold back and
releasing his cum deep inside her. He didn’t move for a few
seconds, then withdrew and rolled to his side, Rachel spooning in
front of him.

“Damn, that was elaborate
role-playing,” Rachel said.

“Yes, it was great,” Scott
said.

“Expensive to get a hotel
room.”

“You are worth it; did you
enjoy it?”

“More than I expected, it
took a lot of thought and effort to pull all this together, thank
you,” she said. “I’m pleased you would go to such effort to make
our sex life more exciting.”

“My pleasure, and indeed it
was my pleasure,” Scott said. “Like to do it again
sometime?”

“Maybe, give the concept a
day or two to sink in. How about I let you know? This is a lot to
process. Sensory overload. But I enjoyed it, I think. We’ll see if
the guilt hits me.”

“No guilt,” Scott said.
“You had your husband’s permission,” Scott said. Rachel gave him a
raised eyebrow look without speaking, the specter of actual
permission to spend an evening with another man as close to reality
as Scott could make it.

He fetched them each another drink and
they sipped it in bed, side by side sitting up, the sheet down to
her waist as Scott stared at her wife’s bare breasts. He never
tired of looking at them.

Rachel placed her drink on the table,
moved under his arm, her left hand sliding to his cock. It was cold
from holding the iced drink but warmed quickly. “I know what Scott
would do,” Rachel said, “But I’d expect Frank for a first night
would be able to go again pretty quick.”

Scott knew his cock was hardening in
her hand. “I think so,” he said.


Chapter 3

 


Scott let the subject Rachel’s after
work date with “Frank” rest for a few days before bringing it up.
“Did you enjoy the other night?”

“Yes, it was fun,” Rachel
said. “Frank was a fantastic lover. We can do it again sometime if
you would like, special occasion or something. I wouldn’t want to
get in the habit of it.”

“OK,” Scott said. “Any
particular reason why not?”

“Because I might like it
too much and the idea since has been too much in my mind,” Rachel
said.

“Tempted?”

“Something like that, and I
don’t want to talk about it anymore.” She shut down the
conversation and started talking about some plants she wanted for
their fence line. Scott knew it was time to back away.

 


***

 


Rachel played along with Scott’s new
games, and she too got a bump in excitement delving into this new
aspect of their sex life. The fact that sex at the end of the
imaginary dates was off the charts was proof the role playing was
enhancing their sex life.

If it had been a while since they had
sex, Rachel would sometimes now coo, “You going to do something or
maybe I should call Frank.” It never failed to light up
Scott.

Scott made use of online adult toy
stores and the role playing of the dates would now often include
Rachel imagining different cocks penetrating her, represented by a
variety of lifelike dildoes of different thickness and
length.

Scott sometimes blindfolded Rachel and
narrated an imaginary scene, and he would leave the room to don
different cologne and not speak. On those evenings Rachel began to
have stronger orgasms, sometimes squirting, and always with little
need for dildo lube.

In one of those afterglow moments,
cuddling naked in bed, Scott inquired more about her dating
thoughts. “What do you think you missed by not dating a lot of
people?”

“I know I would have ended
up with you, we were meant to be together. I am convinced of that,
but you and I were born and raised in the same part of the world,
we have the same regional values, and look at things the same way.
That may explain why at the bottom line we are so perfect for each
other. But don’t know exactly, getting close to someone from other
places, talking about things from different points of view based on
being raised in different backgrounds, tall people versus short
people. Dark hair versus blonde. The difference in people has
always intrigued me. The thought of going back and forth over
movies, restaurants, even politics with anyone but you. I love you,
but my entire life has been with you.”

“So it is not boredom with
me?”

“Not at all, I love you. I
look forward to spending the rest of my life with you, but
sometimes I admit I do wonder what I missed. I think everyone does,
you too, if you’d admit it.”

“I do admit it,” Scott
said, “and it is exciting to talk about. And the sex?”

“Only a minor part of the
curiosity. You’re a man. Always focusing on the sex.” Scott dropped
the subject that night, but it sparked some wondering of his own.
How would he feel had Rachel enjoyed a variety of other sexual
partners before they married? He was surprised at his body’s
reaction, realizing that he had a raging hard-on.


Chapter 4

 


During another afterglow session,
after they had rested, dressed, and were back in the living room,
Scott probed deeper into Rachel’s mind. “What are some of your
other fantasies?”

“As long as you have been
married to me you don’t know? Yeah you do.”

“Maybe,” Scott said, “But
tell me anyway, for the eroticism of the moment. Fire us up for
another round maybe. We should be able to talk about anything and
everything sexual between us.”

“It is not so much the
fantasy of something I want to do, but more the fantasy of
imagining, you know, picked up in a bar, sex without a lot of
entanglements. The daydream of building up to it is what is hot
when I think about it.”

“The seduction
phase?”

“Yes, that is a good way to
term it.” Rachel looked up at him. “What about you?”

Scott hesitated, she had never asked
him this before, but with the role playing and his constant
thinking about exciting scenarios for her, the idea of her having
been with other men was slowly overpowering many of his sexual
thoughts, and he could not get the image of watching Rachel
underneath another man out of his mind.

When he started reading erotic stories
for role playing ideas, he drifted to surfing forums that posted
stories where men talked about their wives fucking others. “You
really want to know?” Scott asked. “You won’t be mad?”

We said before at moments like this we
have no anger or judgement, the truth without holding back is what
you said isn’t it? Didn’t I just do that?”

“OK,” Scott said, “I would
say my favorite fantasy would be to watch you fuck someone else, as
I video it.”

Rachel deflated, visibly shocked.
“Wow. Wasn’t expecting that.”

“Just the top of my fantasy
list,” he said. “Not implying that I want you to do it, or would
ask you to,” deftly dancing away from what he thought might create
an explosion with Rachel. He didn’t expect her to understand how
more and more the daydream of his wife fucking someone else was in
his mind. He had been avoiding talking about it directly because
what he expected Rachel’s reaction might be. She surprised
him.

Rachel laughed, “Good dodge, despite
your supposed to be total honest. Tell the truth. It would turn you
on if I were to actually do that, wouldn’t it?”

“Well, the fantasy of it,
yes,” Scott said. “But you never would, and that is one of the
reasons I have never admitted it.”

 


***

 


Scott was still compiling an answer to
Rachel’s question about how serious he was in their prior pillow
talk when waiter brought dessert. Rachel continued the
conversation. “I’ve been thinking a lot about the last time we got
drunk and ended up in the bedroom and you pulled the toys out,”
Rachel continued.

“OK,” Scott smiled. “I
certainly remember that.” They had started that Saturday at
mid-afternoon with nothing planned, the kids farmed out with their
friends for the night, and by five o’clock they were laying naked,
Rachel with a blindfold over her eyes and Scott softly narrating
the role play, asking her to imagine being swept off her feet by
the magnetic attraction of a stranger in a bar, a tall man with
black hair, deep intense eyes, and a disc jockey voice (all
attributes Rachel had admitted in early conversations about
particular turn-ons). Scott continued, describing the stranger
leading her to the single stall bathroom, waiting until no one was
in the hall and pushing her inside, pulling her crop top up and
feasting on her bare breasts.

As Scott described the scene had had
lubed up their largest dildo, made of soft textured rubber that was
as close to a real cock as could be produced. He had licked Rachel,
tongued her clit, and now as he described the stranger in her
fantasy pushing her forward, her arms on the bathroom sink as he
lifted up her skirt and tore away her thong, moving forward toward
her pussy with his hard cock. At that moment he put the head of the
dildo inside her pussy, holding it there. Her pussy was
soaked.

“Give me all that cock,”
Rachel breathed, and Scott used four strokes, each going deeper
until all nine thick inches were buried inside her pussy. He
rotated it around and Rachel started cumming, moaning without
restraint, knowing their neighbors on each side of them were too
far away to here.

Scott still could not pull up exactly
what he said to Rachel to prompt the question of his seriousness,
but then again, he was drunk and not sure exactly what he had said.
He stared at the beautiful woman, her model face framed by her long
black hair, glowing in her beauty. She still took his breath away.
“OK, I must ask, am I serious about what?”

“When we finished the first
time the other night and were cuddling, I said that fantasy had
been extra hot,” Rachel said.

“Yeah, I remember
that.”

“And you said that you
would like to play it out sometime, for real. Were you serious?”
Rachel asked again.

Scott did now recall that exact moment
vividly. Lying beside each other gasping for breath, his hand
gently trailing over her belly with his fingertips, the thought
entered his mind and he blurted it out without thinking. “You know,
if you had the opportunity to do that for real, I would be good
with it.” Even as he said it, he tensed, thinking, what the fuck,
did I say that?

He waited for Rachel’s reaction that
night, but she acted as if she didn’t hear him. At first Scott was
relieved, but the more he thought about it, the more he felt she
had absorbed what he had said.

 


***

 


Here it was, finally out on the table.
The actual moment was finally here, the forums he had followed, the
stories online, his dream of watching her with someone else, giving
herself to another man and then returning to Scott, risking it all
by Scott letting her be out there, to have permission to let
another man push his cock into her, achievement of the ultimate
fantasy for Scott, and one that Rachel had never let Scott fully
explain yet. It was time to stop putting off the
question.

“Yes, I was serious. As if
it is a gift, I could give you, the freedom to enjoy experiencing
dating someone else.” He intentionally substituted date instead of
fuck. Here it was, out in the open, Scott thought, his heart
pounding in excitement and at the same time feeling like he had
fallen into an abyss. “Why are you asking?”

Rachel gave a small smile, as if she
had bested in him a board game. “I suspected that is what you would
say, but I’m not considering sex actually, but if you are OK, under
the right circumstances, I do not think you would object to what I
am really asking.”

“What are you really
asking?” Scott asked, still a little confused. Rachel became more
specific.

“I have been asked to
dinner by another man,” she said.

“A date? Another man asked
you for a date?” Rachel nodded. Scott knew another man hitting on
her was common, and rarely did she see the need to bring it up in
conversation, as pretty as she was it was a given that it would
happen from time to time. For her to bring a date up now meant she
had not blown it off. He pressed.

“What did you say?” Scott
asked, peering into her eyes, already seeing her evasive eyes. “You
didn’t say no, did you?”

“Not yet. No. And I didn’t
say yes, either.”

“Who? How did this come
about?”

“There is this new guy
transferred in, working on the new project with me. Rumor is he is
on the fast track for promotion. He’s very nice, and we’ve had a
couple of lunches together, first it was the group at lunch but
during those lunches a couple of times we ended up off to the side
talking only to each other, out of the main table conversation. He
is fascinating to talk to, he has been everywhere I think, and he
listens when I talk, better than even you do sometimes.” Scott
jerked back in the seat. He did not like being on the downside of
comparison with another man, especially when it concerned his
wife.

“The others stopped going
to lunch so the last couple of times it has ended up just him and
me. And yesterday out of the blue he said he’d like to buy me
dinner for all the help I have been contributing to the project,
and then he threw in maybe go to a club afterward for some
dancing.” Rachel’s words started coming faster, as if in a
rehearsed rush. “You know I like to dance, and you are always
reluctant. When he transferred, he was given a free dinner at
Hillians for himself and a date. He said he doesn’t know hardly
anyone here because he has been so into this project, there’s an
expiration date on the gift certificate, and you know how hard it
is to get into Hillians and how expensive it is.”

“What exactly did you say
when he asked you to dinner?” Scott inquired.

“I told him I was married,
but it was a tempting offer.”

“What did he say
back?”

“He laughed, he said he
knew I was married, but he wasn’t implying anything other than a
nice dinner, maybe a dance or two and nothing more, and he enjoys
my company. I told him I was married, again.”

“And?” Scott picked up on
the hesitation and wanted to get it out.

“He told me, ‘Ask your
husband if it would be OK, I’m not asking you to violate any
confidences or obligations.’”

“And is that why you asked
me if I was serious about what I said the other night about being
OK with you fucking someone else? I thought this was only a
dinner?” Scott asked. “Do you want to fuck him?” Rachel was trying
to stammer an answer. “Rachel?” Scott asked louder.

“That is not what I said,
that’s what you said. But I do want to accept his dinner
invitation, if you don’t mind.” Rachel said.

“A date? You want to go on
a date?”

“No dinner.”

“Sounds like a date to me,”
Scott said. “Should I be jealous?”

“No, only dinner, but OK,
call it a date. I want to go. I did not say yes, but when he
persisted, when I told him I was married and he told me to ask you,
I countered with, ‘No, you call and ask him. No need to carry this
discussion any further until that happens.” Rachel giggled, not
totally from the effect of the wine. “He has your number. I told
him to wait a day so I could prep you. Do not be surprised if he
calls, I think he is that bold. If this is going to be an issue,
tell him no and I’ll abide with it.”

“You really want to go?”
Scott asked, but answered the question himself, “Of course you do,
or you would have said ‘no’ off the bat. You are throwing this off
on me?”

“I guess I am,” Rachel
said. “You’re the one always talking about trying to make up for my
missed dating life.” Scott started to say that she did not
understand. The reason he went to extremes on their role-playing
games was to somehow make up for her missed dating life. As he
watched her hopeful face, Scott realized that perhaps the games had
awakened something inside her that make her want to try it for
real—she has said as much. The phone was ringing. Rachel glanced
down at her open phone, reading the text message she had received.
Seconds later Scott’s cell began ringing. “Better answer the
phone,” she said.


Chapter 5

 


“Hey is this Scott?” a
resonant deep DJ voice on the phone said.

“Yes,” Scott said. “And to
whom do I have the pleasure of speaking?”

“Damn, formal,” the voice
laughed. “I’m Lawrence, Rachel said I should give you a call.”
Scott tried to recognize the tone and inflections, any hint of
regional accent that might tell him more about this stranger. There
was no accent, a newsman voice is what he would call it.

“Hi Lawrence, she did say
you would be calling.”

“She say what I would be
calling about?”

“More or less, but to be
clear, how about you recap?”

“OK, thing is, you have a
lovely and beautiful wife, you are a lucky SOB. I been working with
her for a couple of months now on the same project. I was
transferred in and have been so involved I have not had a chance to
get out and meet anyone except through work.”

“Yeah,” Scott
said.

“I have a gift certificate
for dinner for two at Hillians, the company gave me as a perk for
transferring, and frankly Rachel is the only one here who has been
nice enough to me that I would like to share the meal. It is
expiring soon. If they had given it for three people, I would ask
you too, but they didn’t. Meaning no disrespect here, I hate eating
alone.”

“Just dinner?” Scott asked.
On the other end of the line Lawrence was smiling, Scott had caved
and didn’t know it.

“There’s that new club next
door, maybe there for an after-dinner drink to check it out, but
that would be up to her, maybe a dance a little. She said she loves
dancing; I want to check out her moves.” Lawrence said.

Scott paused, his mind tumbling end
over end, knowing in his gut that if Rachel had not been interested
she would have blown Lawrence off, and by her having Lawrence call
him to get an OK, she was confirming that Scott was good with it.
His mind warred with itself. He had wanted to give his wife the
experience of a date, would he get a better or safer
chance?

“If she wants to go, I have
no objection,” Scott said. “We’ve been married long enough that we
have no secrets and a lot of trust.”

“Great,” Lawrence said.
“Rachel as told me so much about you I feel as if we are already
friends. We need to get together and have a beer, watch a game or
something.”

“Fine with me,” Scott said.
“Let’s do it sometime.”

“Soon,” Lawrence
said.

 



Chapter 6

 


Scott noticed Rachel was carrying her
large shoulder bag, the one she used for overnight trips as she
readied to walk out the door for work. “You planning on staying
somewhere?” he asked, an aura of panic in his mind.

“Hell no, and how dare you
imply that,” Rachel said. “We’re leaving from work, so I packed so
I can change at the office, if you must know.” She continued to the
door, paused and turned to Scott with a grin, “Don’t wait
up.”

“I think I will,” Scott
said.

 


***

 


Rachel walked in the door at 12:30.
Scott looked down at his watch. Seven hours. What in the hell did
they do for seven hours? He had butterflies since 10 p.m., pacing,
unable to concentrate, flicking through channels on the TV nonstop,
his mind fraught with what his imagination told him might be
happening—and he had been the cause of it. What had he
done?

Scott reviewed the time-line for the
tenth time. Giving Rachel time to change after work, make-up, etc.
would be thirty minutes. Thirty minutes to the restaurant, thirty
back, figure a couple of hours for a slow meal with drinks,
appetizers, dessert, that left over three hours. Scott’s brain was
working overtime.

“Well?” he said when she
walked in.

Rachel was beaming. “Oh baby, thank
you for letting me enjoy this experience.” She was in a new red
long evening dress, a satin like material that clung to her body,
it was tight enough that some of the lace design of her bra showed,
a push up bra that gave her more cleavage than she would normally
allow to be seen. She had matching heels she was carrying in her
hand. Her hair up at one point now down in tendrils.

“Tell me about
it.”

“Oh my God, it was amazing,
in a lot of ways ordinary, in some ways what I envisioned, and in
other ways delightfully exciting.” She paused. “I haven’t been on a
date in over 20 years remember.”

“You are calling this a
date now? It was dinner before.”

“I don’t know what you
would call it. A nice dinner, a good evening.”

“Tell me about it,” Scott
said again.

“Lawrence was impressed
with my choice of outfits, lavished me with compliments at every
turn. I felt special. Before we went into the restaurant, he said
he always gets off on having the most beautiful woman in the room
on his arm and thanked me for letting him enjoy that tonight,”
Rachel said in a rush.

“Oh.”

“He was charming, I can
talk to him for hours, and that is what we did. It is like we
understand each other. I felt it during our lunches, but it was
different tonight, better.”

“What did you talk about?”
Scott asked.

Rachel laughed. “Nothing sexual like I
would have with you, everything else though, everyday things,
travels, interests, movies, tv shows, what I like and don’t like.
He asks a lot of questions. We talked about why I was there, my
missed dating life, stuff like that.”

“And…”

“Sorry but there is not a
lot I can describe about it, we had drinks, appetizers, some bisque
to die for. Some shrimp dish that was unbelievable. We split a
dessert, ate very slow, drank two bottles of wine, talked a while
longer, then went two doors down to a jazz club to sober up. They
had some dancing there, so we dance a few times and killed time as
we were both too sloppy to drive. After we sobered up enough to be
safe, he drove me back to the company parking lot for my car,
walked me to my car and I came home. I had a good time.”

“That all?”

“Basically. I know where
you are going with this. No, Lawrence didn’t put any moves on me if
that is what you are asking. In fact he was a perfect gentleman and
there was only a minimum in innuendo, a chaste date I guess you
could say.” Scott felt some relief as she said it. That still
didn’t explain the time-line though. He didn’t think Rachel would
lie to him.

“Are you saying he didn’t
try to even kiss you?” Scott asked, not believing it was that
chaste, considering how beautiful his wife was and how hot she
looked tonight.

“I didn’t say that. When he
walked me to the car, he said that since this was supposed to be a
date, he expected a good night kiss. I didn’t say no. He kissed me
goodnight and thanked me for a good time. He is a great kisser, so
before I got in the car, I initiated a second kiss, and I enjoyed
it—and came home to you my love. That is the first man I have
kissed other than you since we’ve been married.”

“Enjoy it?”

“Yes I did. A lot. I hope
that doesn’t bother you?”

“You having a good time
does not bother me, I hope that eases some of your worry about not
having a dating life.”

“That’s not everything,”
Rachel said moving closer to her husband, leaning over to give him
a long look down her loose top. “All this fun tonight has made me
very horny, there was a lot of sexual tension even though nothing
was said in that vein, and I want to fuck you so bad, I need a good
fucking and I want to reward you for letting me experience this. I
know you did this because you love me, and I so love you. Take me
to bed my husband. I am going to fuck your balls off.”

 



Chapter 7

 


Lawrence Lincoln had never forced
himself on any woman, he didn’t have to, and deep inside he knew he
has never seduced a woman that didn’t give off a vibe that she
wanted to be seduced. Sometimes it took working his way past their
walls and inhibitions, getting beyond the oft repeated, “I would
never do that.”

One of his tip-offs on the
accessibility of a woman was her emphasis on “never” when she said
those words, and how direct her look at him. Staring straight into
his eyes, challenging, her expression stern and unchanged, he knew
what he was up against and had no interest in compromising a
woman’s stern convictions. That spelled nothing but
trouble.

But, if she softened the “never”, if
her expression is a little sad that she said it, if she looked down
rather than straight at him, Lawrence took it as encouragement.
What she said, in his interpretation, was “I won’t do anything now,
because that is what I am supposed to say, but I’m open to hearing
other alternatives once you get past my protestations.”

Lawrence knew his theory was not
ironclad, but he did have the confidence to know that his theory
had proved right the majority of the time, and that even if not,
when he got that reaction from a woman he had to push things
further to see how they might turn out.

It was with Rachel Benson. She was
smart with an open friendliness and drop dead gorgeous. She wore
her black hair straight, falling halfway down her back, and despite
the fact she dressed down in a business setting, there was no
hiding her magnificent long legs with those well-muscled
calves.

Being a new transfer and part of a new
project team, Lawrence was delighted when Rachel was assigned as
well. It was an intense time-consuming promotional project
concerning a new client introducing a new computer app, all hush
hush, with no room for mistakes, so every detail was reviewed and
re-reviewed.

That meant most of the lunches were
hurried business lunches, in the café next door to their office
building. Lawrence and Rachel were the more responsible of the
team, and more or less leading the project, they soon discovered it
was easier to grab a quick sandwich at the café and back to work
rather than wasting most of a lunch hour going to lunch and waiting
to have a drink or two like the rest of the team. He sized her up
quickly with their casual conversations. This one would require the
long game—with the patience justified by the reward. Lawrence could
sense the erotic smoke coming off her being.

As two new people will do, much of
their lunchtime conversation centered around family, friends, and
how they ended up here, across a lunch table from each other in
downtown Cincinnati, Ohio.

 



Chapter 8

 


Scott was surprised there was no
serious fallout after Rachel’s dinner date with Lawrence. In the
following week he was watching to see any subtle changes in his
wife and how she reacted to him. There was no change other than she
seemed to have a bit more life in her step, she smiled more,
obviously feeling good.

Life seemed unchanged in their
day-to-day life, except that since that night both of them were
more in tune with each other, their sex frequency doubled, and the
date, while in the background, was never a topic for conversation,
both of them were tiptoeing around it until Thursday night. “What
are you thinking for the weekend?” Scott asked. “There’s that
festival at the park, a new play at the playhouse?”

“I don’t know. I guess I’m
open.”

“No date?” Scott asked,
half joking.

“If I had one, I would tell
you.”

“I’ve been giving that a
lot of thought, how much you enjoyed your dinner the other night,
so I will say this, you don’t have to ask permission, you know
that, right? I know you’ve missed out on that. I know how much you
seem to have enjoyed the other night. I think I’m OK if you want to
do a little more of that.”

“Well no, I didn’t know
that exactly, but thank you for saying it. I did have lunch with
Lawrence on Tuesday, but he only talked about how much he enjoyed
my company the other night.”

“Lawrence didn’t ask you
for another date?”

“Not yet, but he will,”
Rachel said. She saw the cloud cross her husband’s face. “He’s a
gentleman, so he will ask me on a second date to be sure I don’t
feel rejected after one date. I think I know that much about him.
There’s no reason you should worry about that. I planned to thank
him for a fun evening and nice meal but turn him down. I thought
you would want me to do that.”

“My feelings are all over
the place about this,” Scott admitted. “I’m jealous, envious of how
excited it gets you, but at the same time wanting you to experience
this too, because I do not want any part of our life together
dampened by you wishing you had done something but cannot because
you married me.”

“You are so sweet, I love
you,” Rachel said.


Chapter 9

 


Monday afternoon Rachel seemed more
animated than usual, cooked Scott’s favorite, veal marsala, with
wine, candles on the table. Something was up.

“Special occasion?” Scott
asked.

“Maybe,” Rachel said with a
sly grin.

“Sounds like Lawrence has
asked you for another date.” She nodded slightly.

“You’ll be getting another
call,” she said.

“I have already given you
permission for a date, just don’t get emotionally involved or
anything. He doesn’t need to call me each time.”

“This time maybe he does,”
Rachel said.

“Are you going to tell
me?”

“Not right this minute,
consider it a little of a surprise.”

“That why you are buttering
me up with my favorite meal, a hot dress, and candles?”

“Something like that. The
good sex comes later.”

“Is there a reason? Don’t
keep me in suspense, please.”

“Well, yes. We were
reviewing the project, it is almost ready for presentation, and
this morning the CEO called Lawrence and told him he would be
presented an award at the annual stockholder’s meeting in Miami,
and he is required to be there.” Rachel took a deep breath. “We had
been talking about the dreary weather around here before that, and
I told him that he was lucky, that as overcast, damp, rainy and
depressing as it has been around here, I would so love to have some
blue sky and sunshine.”

“Yeah, I know,” Scott said.
Overcast skies in the winter in Cincinnati had a depressing effect
on his wife.

“You are going to Las Vegas
for that special training leaving Wednesday for nine days, and I
told Lawrence that you were going to get to go to better weather
too, and he suggested that I go with him to the awards as his
date.”

“What?”

“Lawrence says it is very
important to have a date for these events, that if you cannot come
up with a pretty date then maybe you do not have the charisma to be
advanced inside the company, that as a single person stands out too
much and not in a good way. You are going to be out of town, it
would be a free trip to Miami at a great time of year, and I could
tie in as a date.”

“But you are out of town,
and…”

“Separate hotel rooms, he
has already said that, and like I said, he has been a
gentleman.”

Scott was stunned speechless. He
didn’t have a quick response. His phone was ringing.

“That’s probably him,”
Rachel said. “Answer it.” It was Lawrence, calling to ask Scott’s
permission to date his wife—again.

 


***

 


“Hey man,” Lawrence said.
“We still need to get together for that beer. Did Rachel tell you
what’s up?”

“About your inviting her to
go to Miami?”

“Yeah, I know it is asking
a lot when you first think about it but give it a minute and
consider that this a great time of year to get in the sunshine. The
thing is the company is giving me an award for my last assignment,
and if I play the crowd right there might even be a promotion come
out of it, but this is a big corporate game at this level. Part of
the routine is that there is an unofficial competition to have the
prettiest woman on their arms as eye candy. With your wife on my
arm, I’m a winner in that category, hands down. It important for
the top echelon to know that those in their sights for potential
advancement have the social skills to have an attractive dinner
companion. I know it is sexist, but these are old school guys, and
I need to play by their rules. I’m new here, and have been so
caught up in this project at work that I do not know any other
women outside of our team, and frankly none of them remotely fit
the bill as well as Rachel. One girl is pregnant, one has only been
married a year, and the other two would each require two seats each
on the plane. Plus, it fits in with how Rachel has explained about
how you are giving her room to date a little, and this would be a
big favor, and I promise I will repay at some one point in the
future.”

“A trip out of town maybe a
little much. A date is one thing, but this,” Scott stopped for a
second and a question popped into his head that he has not yet
considered. “What did Rachel say when you asked her?” Scott
asked.

“She said no automatically,
then she rethought it for a second, I guess she was remembering
that you had given her permission for the date the other night, and
she thought it would be fun, and then she softened and said maybe,
but I would have to clear it with you first, and I would have to be
the one to ask you, not her. thus, the reason for my call,”
Lawrence said. “And I am asking, with all respect.”

Scott knew Rachel well enough that she
wanted to go. She had gone as far as she could within her limits by
even considering a trip like this, and Scott knew her inhibitions
and reluctance to take big steps prevented her from saying outright
that she wanted to go. Again she was dropping this question on
Scott. It was decision time for him.

The quandary was not the trip
itself—well, again maybe it was a big part of it, but this was out
of town, away from friends and anyone they knew, with a relative
stranger. OK, she did work with him and had for a couple of months
and she wouldn’t be willing to go if she didn’t trust him with her
safety. But this was throwing her in close contact for a couple of
days with someone she was obviously attracted to. Lawrence was a
man and Scott knew how hot Rachel looked, especially how she like
to dress in her hot weather beach clothes, leaning toward
sundresses and bare shoulder blouses.

The bigger holdback and question he
could hardly think about without a shudder was If he said OK, he
knew Lawrence would think he had green light to make a move on
Rachel. Any man in that situation would be a fool not to. Throw in
that in their hotter fantasy moments Scott, caught up in the lust,
actually said to Rachel that if she ever wanted to try it for real,
she could. Scott never imagined he would be confronting the
question for real.

Scott tried to focus and reason what
was best. True, they had role played this similar scene many times
with Rachel, and he realized that their games increased her
curiosity to try someone else for real. Maybe this was the
opportunity to safely go forward and Rachel could take that big
step and satisfy her wondering.

What Scott was seeing inside his head
he knew had nothing to do with dating, it had everything to do with
her experiencing another man fucking his wife. It was as if a large
boulder he started pushing downhill, now at a velocity that it
would be near impossible to stop, and in many ways, he did not want
that boulder to stop rolling, he wanted to see where it landed. Now
his only hope was that the boulder would not crush him, and that
risk was part of the eroticism. At the bottom line he did not want
to disappoint Rachel.

“If she wants to go, I have
no objection, enjoy,” Scott said.

“Great man, I do appreciate
it. Thanks. I’ll behave myself,” Lawrence said.

“Sounds like a plan,” Scott
said. “Have a good time at the awards banquet.”

“I’ll have the hottest date
in the room,” Lawrence laughed. “Thanks again. And hey, when you
get back from your California, let’s get together that Saturday at
watch some football. I’ll buy the beer. Sophies is a great sports
bar that is near you I think.”

“Sure thing. Sophies is
only a mile and a half away.”


Chapter 10

 


Rachel sat in the living room in her
easy chair, her back straight, anticipation and a demure smile on
her face, a half full glass of wine in her hand, the bottle on the
table, and a bourbon within reach of the end of the couch, which
Scott took and sat down. She had anticipated they would need drinks
after the call.

“Was that a test?” he
asked.

“Maybe,” Rachel said. “What
did you tell him?”

“I told him I was good with
it, to have a good time,” he said.

“You didn’t?” Rachel said,
sitting upright on the couch, her eyes wide.

“Yes, I did.”

“Damn,” Rachel said. “I
thought I was calling your bluff. You really said that?”

“Yes, but you do not have
to do anything you don’t want to do. You don’t have to go with him
as a date.”

“Yes, I do. I do now. There
are rumors that he might be promoted to division head. Damn, I
can’t believe it,” Rachel said.

“You were the one
complaining about missing going out on a date, saying the weather
was depressing you, and telling him you wished you could go to
Miami with him.” Scott countered.

“I was mouthing off; well,
I did mean part of it though. Going to Miami, well it’s one thing
to go to an awards banquet with someone within the same company,
but out of town sounds more, I don’t know, more over the
line.

“Lawrence called this a
date,” Scott said. “Is that what you promised?”

“I didn’t expect you to say
yes, but yes, I did promise a date. A second date.”

“A second date would
generally imply more than a good night kiss. And what do you think
that entails?” Scott said. His heart was thumping against his
chest, causing his breaths to come quicker. He knew full well what
his lustful side was screaming, perhaps even promoting, but at this
point there must be clear lines of what Rachel was expecting, what
limits he dare put on something he had started—and secretly
desired.

“It was your fantasy,” she
said. “You said you were OK if I went ahead with
something.”

“Yes, I did.” Scott noted
she was saying “it” and “something” instead of being specific. She
was unable to come out and say more.

“Well then, maybe it is
time I should ask you again like I did a few days ago in the
restaurant. Were you serious?” Rachel asked.

“What did I say then?”
Scott said.

“You said you were, that
you thought we were solidly into this marriage enough that it might
be fun to try something a little different,” Rachel
said.

“And did I falter
tonight?”

“No. But you need to
understand that if you keep saying that you are serious about being
OK with my being with someone else that you may be running out of
opportunities to object.” That was the instant Scott understood
that Rachel may be tempted to stop wondering and take
action.

“You’re right, I didn’t
falter. I said I was serious. you have your answer.” Scott said. He
felt a sinking feeling in his stomach. He knew this was coming, but
the reality was totally different. A feeling swept over him. Maybe
he should call a halt to all this right now.

Rachel noticed the indecision in his
face despite his words. “If I go to Miami for the awards
presentation, I am not going there with the express intention of
sleeping with him…” Rachel said, her voice trailing off.

“I know that is what you
are saying, and I appreciate your approach, but let me take a leap
here and see if I am reading your mind correctly. You are not going
to Miami for this “date” knowing you will sleep with Lawrence, but
at the same time, since this is dating, and any single woman would
have an option, you do not want that option taken off the table.
You want to feel the tension that such a date might go further than
dinner and a movie. I think you would appreciate a hall pass.”
Scott surmised. His lust took over and he lost all the hesitation
he had only moments before. “OK, you have a hall pass.”

Rachel seemed taken aback. “Wow,” she
said, “You are giving me a hall pass? You are really OK if I fuck
someone else?” Rachel asked, not exactly comfortable with how this
conversation had gone off her planned track. She had boxed herself
in. “You’re crazy.”

“It doesn’t have to be
Lawrence, or on this trip, or ever,” Scott said. “Just go to the
awards banquet with him on his arm and end it there if you like. Do
what you feel like doing. Answer the questions you have about the
dating you missed.”

Rachel stopped for a second. “’Doesn’t
have to be Lawrence’ almost sounds like you are saying you want me
to be with another man?”

“Well my fantasy was to
watch,” Scott said. “But I know whatever you might do you will be
coming home to me, right?”

“Always.”

I’m OK with you spreading your wings a
little. Something new might loosen up some of your
inhibitions.

“Yes, it might. And it is
cold here and you know how I love the beach. Scott, unless you say
‘no’ right now, I’m going to Miami as Lawrence’s date.”

“Have a good time,” Scott
said. Despite their verbal exchange, Rachel didn’t feel it was the
right moment to admit to Scott that Lawrence had practically
seduced her already during their lunches and their chaste date.
Lawrence struck on all her fantasy buttons. She had quietly rubbed
off a couple of orgasms using the shower massage imagining what it
might be like allowing Mr. Lawrence Sowell between her legs,
allowing him to become her first new lover in over 20 years. Now
her husband had given her a hall pass. She was acting hesitant for
his sake. What good was a hall pass if she did not use it? Rachel
shivered in anticipation. She only had a couple of days to buy some
new things for the trip.


Chapter 11

 


LAS VEGAS

It was the second day of Scott’s
mandatory classes for his company’s new computer system. That meant
six hours in one of the Venetian ballrooms, with the phones
gathered up at the door in the morning and not returned until the
afternoon. It was intense exhausting sessions and there was no time
for outside distractions.

They were through for the night and as
he taxied back to New York New York hotel, he checked his phone for
messages from Rachel. Nothing. He wondered what Rachel might be
thinking at that moment, she would surely be packing,
anticipating—with the possibility that his fantasy, and hers too,
might come to fruition. Or maybe she balked and got cold feet. The
not knowing was wearing on him. He dialed his home
number.

It rang seven times before the
recorder kicked in. She may have been outside. Oh, the time
difference. It was five here, so that meant it was 8:00 p.m. at
home. Rachel should be there, and she would take her phone were she
shopping. It was strange that she was unavailable. Scott’s mind was
leaning more that Rachel would probably be choking about the date
and decide to stay home. He felt relief in that, and at the same
time disappointment that her bold steps would be
reversed.

Scott changed clothes and went back
downstairs for Italian, the intensity of the class and the stress
about getting everything imbedded in their minds had worn him out
and food and rest were all he wanted. He had declined the offer of
accompanying some of the younger attendees for more drinking and
roaming Las Vegas, probably with strip clubs on the menu. As he
stepped off the elevator, he saw Rachel had called, but the
elevator shaft had stopped the reception. He quickly called the
number. She answered quickly.

“Hey baby, what’s up?” he
asked.

“You won’t believe it if I
told you,” she said. “I tried to call earlier.”

“The instructor gathered up
all the phones and turned them off at the start of class, we could
not even check them at lunch,” Scott said. “What would I not
believe? How are things there.”

“Things here are sunny and
fantastic,” she said. “I’m in Miami.”

“What? I thought you
weren’t leaving until Friday,” Scott said, wondered why now there
was an extra day into what was only going to be a there and back
shuttle trip.

“You haven’t been watching
the news, have you?” Rachel asked.

“No, not with the
class…”

“There is a blizzard
hitting home right now. The company sprung for an extra night’s
hotel and handled advancing the tickets a day to ensure that
everyone was here for the awards. Evidently if you do not attend
these things you do not advance in the upper levels, it is an
important event.”

Scott’s mind flashed to the next
question. “Is Lawrence there too?”

“Oh yeah, we were on the
same flight,” his wife said. “We sat together on the way
down.”


Chapter 12

 


“So you have an extra day
in sunny Florida while home is slammed with a blizzard?” Scott
asked, standing at the window looking out on the Vegas strip, his
phone close to his face.

“As do you in Vegas,” she
said. “Weather good there.”

“Great,” he
said.

“What have you planned for
the extra day?” Scott asked.

“What do you think. You
know me.”

“Beach?”

“Oh yeah.”

“Alone?”

“No, several of us are
going.”

“Lawrence?” Scott asked, a
hint of jealously lingering.

“Oh baby, are you getting
jealous?” Scott could imagine her grin even over the
phone.

“No,” he lied. “I think it
is more envious. I love going to the beach with you.”

“I know,” she laughed,
“Because going to the beach makes me horny.”

“That too,” Scott said, as
he ran out of words, getting too close to the thought, the
600-pound gorilla eavesdropping on the line.

“Yes,” she paused a long
moment. “Scott, you said it was all right. Are you changing your
mind at this stage in the game?” Her tone was
challenging.

“No, not at all,” Scott
said, adding half joking, “You have a beach date and a banquet
date.”

“Looks like it,” she said.
Again a long pregnant pause on the other end of the line. “Scott,
nothing has happened, and I do not want to put a strain on our
relationship, so if you are not OK with everything you said before,
now is the time to say something, do you understand? I mean it.”
Her voice was serious.

Scott knew what she was saying, and as
much as he wanted to say, “Hell no,” his lust overrode his reason
and instead said, “No, I didn’t lie the first time,” Scott said.
“Have a good time.”

“OK baby, I love you.
Always,” she said.

“Don’t forget, I love you
too,” Scott answered. “Send pictures,” he laughed, but heard the
phone go dead. He wondered if she had heard him. Scott laid his
phone on the nightstand. His gut told him that the next time he
talked to his wife she may have fucked another man. He tossed a
troubled sleep through much of the night.

 



Chapter 13

 


Rachel and Lawrence had spent the long
flight to Miami side by side. Lawrence had requested their seats
together, giving her the window seat, leaving a little aisle to
allow him to stretch his long legs. With a couple of delays before
take-off, the hectic last-minute rush to get packed a day early,
once on the plane with the stress gone, she crashed, dozing as they
flew.

“It was so nice of your
husband going along with you coming with me on this trip,” Lawrence
said, “although I do admit I didn’t expect him to allow
it.”

“Allow?”

“OK, that is a dangerous
word to say to any woman, I understand. I should have said “not
objected.”

“It is out of character for
him for sure,” Rachel said. “But we have been going through some
long talks lately.”

“About, or am I prying into
something that is none of my business.”

“No, it concerns this trip,
actually, at least maybe you’ll understand more about me being on
this trip,” Rachel said.

“I’m all ears.”

“With our youngest off to
college and finding ourselves empty nesting, we have also
discovered that there is only the two of us in the house, and for
almost 20 years our lives have centered around raising children,
careers, work, mortgages and all that. Now we have time to
concentrate on each other.”

“Makes sense. And how is
that going?” Lawrence asked.

“Extremely well, I think we
have opened an honesty with each other that we never had time to
before. He’s my soul mate, and I will die married to him. I love
him dearly,” Rachel said.

“Is there a ‘but’ in there
unsaid,” Lawrence said.

“Absolutely not,” she said,
“but in some of these talks we have talked a lot about what we
expect out of each other now, things we regretted in the past,
mistakes we do not want to make again, and things we would like to
do, places we would like to go that are open to us now. Like a
couples’ resort, for instance, we could never do that with children
around the house.”

“And that has something to
do with you here, on this trip?”

“We were having a
heart-to-heart husband-wife talks, we have been having a lot more
of them since the kids went to school, and I told him that
sometimes I regretted marrying so young and missing a dating
life.”

“Oh,” Lawrence smiled, “so
Scott is wanting you to fill in the gaps on some of the things you
missed, like dates?”

“Yes.”

“The other night to dinner
was part of that?”

“Yes.”

“A date?”

“My first in 20 years,” she
said.

“Intriguing,” Lawrence
said, raising his plastic wine glass, “Here’s to dates.” Rachel
raised her plastic glass and they drank to it.

 


***

 


Lawrence asked her to accompany him to
the beach the next day, since they had a day to kill, and she had
accepted, begging off with fatigue when they checked into the
hotel, their rooms across the hall from each other.

Rachel paid special attention to how
the women on the beach were dressed and was shocked at the skimpy
thong bottoms and in the late afternoon sun several of the women
were topless on South Beach. Usually, she would have stared for a
second, and dismissed the idea of dressing like that, with an I am
too old thought, or saying to herself, there is no way in the world
I would go out showing that much skin. With her second vodka from
the mini-bar as she waited for room service to bring dinner, she
felt a metamorphosis. By the time she finished dinner and her third
vodka she shopped the two beach wear boutiques by the hotel and had
purchased two skimpy swimsuits, one yellow, one white, that were
little more than three tiny triangles of cloth. “Wild Weasel” was
on the tag. She tried them on, shocked at how much flesh she was
exposing, ending up in the bath with a razor for careful trimming
on her bikini line, going over the area twice, as stubble would be
visible on either side of the slim strip of cloth. “When in Rome,”
she smiled at herself in the mirror, satisfied with her
trimming.

Lawrence texted around 11, and she
directed to where she was sitting under the umbrella in one of the
two blue reserved beach chairs. Her cover-up was opaque, and she
kept it tight until Lawrence arrived and they started on mimosas.
Rachel’s buzz was already purring when she felt the need to pee,
and realized she was closer to the ocean that she was to the hotel
restroom. Time for the unveiling her swimwear to her
date.

“Excuse me,” she said,
standing, stripping off the cover, smiling as she heard Lawrence’s
gasp.

“Damn, Rachel,” he said. “I
knew you are hot, and gorgeous, and built well but damn girl, you
have been keeping that body under wraps. You’re
perfect.”

Rachel recognized the overstated
banter and took the compliment. “Thank you. I’ll be back in a
second.”

“Hang on a second,”
Lawrence said, reaching for her phone. “Let me get a photo. I’ll
use your phone.” He snapped the photo.

As Rachel walked to the water, she was
aware that several other men followed her with their eyes as she
entered the water. She splashed in the surf for a few seconds,
urinated, splashed some more, and strode out of the water toward
the umbrella. She noticed she was getting more attention on her
exit from the water than she did on her entrance, glancing down and
understanding. The white material of her swimsuit had gone sheer in
the water. She might as well have been nude.

Rachel fought the embarrassment and
the inclination to cover her breasts with crossed arms, and
reasoned she would try to carry it off, back straight, smiling,
shoulders back. Lawrence smiled broadly as she approached.
“Unbelievable,” he said. “You are spectacular.”

“Glad you think so,” Rachel
said, feeling a rush from the attention. She saw over Lawrence’s
shoulder there was a half-dozen women close on their backs with
their tops off. She pondered the thought for a second, but with the
sheerness of the wet white cloth of her swimsuit she was covering
nothing by keeping it on. She reached for the string and untied the
back.

Lawrence try to not look shocked when
she untied her top and bared her breasts to him. She felt suddenly
wicked, teasing, and felt her pussy soaking from the excitement of
being so bold in public, taking some comfort in that no one from
home knew her. Lawrence shot another picture of her topless with
her phone. They ordered more drinks, and she could feel Lawrence’s
intense stare.

“Perfect nipples too,”
Lawrence said.

Feeling devilish Rachel looked at the
two photos on her phone, and texted both to Scott in Las Vegas.
“Uninhibited enough for you now?” she added to the text. She was
surprised she didn’t get an instant response.


Chapter 14

 


“Let me know when you need
some suntan lotion applied,” Lawrence teased.

“We’re in public,” Rachel
said. “You aren’t going to do that.”

“Just dreaming,” Lawrence
said. “You let me see them, you can’t blame me for wanting to touch
‘em.”

“Enjoy the view then,”
Rachel said, smiling, her eyes squinted shut under her dark
sunglasses. She dozed briefly, moved under the umbrella and donned
her cover up and took a quiet nap, awaking hungry.

Together Lawrence and Rachel had
shrimp tacos at a beachside bar, with even more drinking. Weaving a
bit from the drinks, Rachel excused herself from Lawrence. “I’m not
feeling good all of a sudden, I need to go the room and lay down,
I’ve drunk too much,” she said.

“Like for me to walk you?”
Lawrence offered, not sure if she was serious or he had an
opportunity.

“No, I may have gotten you
too excited by showing off my tits on the beach, you might be
getting the wrong idea about me,” Rachel teased.

“No, only hoping,” Lawrence
said, standing with her at the elevator. “I guess I’ll walk down
the beach. How about I give you a call and meet you in the lobby
about six?” he asked.

“What?”

“For our second date. The
beach doesn’t count, that wasn’t a date. Tonight will our second
date. We have the opportunity, let’s not waste it.” He was smiling.
As they had talked on the way down on the plane, she had confessed
that the only reason she had even gone out with him in the first
place was her sheltered life by marrying so young—and her husband’s
desire that she not spend rest of her life regretting she had not
dated more.

Rachel paused and realized that she
could, and this was what she wanted. “OK,” she said, “See you at
six.”


Chapter 15

 


Scott checked his phone before
entering the classroom at nine. A photo came through. He opened it.
There was Rachel, she was in a tiny white swimsuit that was new,
and there was not much to it, three tiny strips of cloth and
strings, much smaller than her modesty would allow at home, but he
assumed she much have bought it at the beach after noticing what
the other women on South Beach were wearing. She was very attuned
to staying up to date on the style. He looked at his watch. It
would be close to noon there.

The phone chimed in with another
photo. Rachel was laying on her back on a reclined beach chair,
dark sunglasses, her head turned to the camera as if she was saying
something. She was topless. Scott felt his knees weaken. He could
see a half dozen other women in the background, also sunbathing
topless on the beach, but this was his once shy Rachel with her
bared breasts in public. He wondered if the others she said were
going to the beach from the company were following suit, and then a
second realization shook him, someone else was taking the photo. It
must be Lawrence.

“Getting ready to close the
door, if you are coming it now is the time,” the instructor said
looking into the hall, motioned for Scott to enter. He did, closing
the photo before handing the instructor his phone to join the
others on the front table.

 



Chapter 16

 


Lawrence walked her to her door, both
with a good buzz from their drinking after dinner. He waited while
she unlocked it. They stood there facing each other in an awkward
moment. “Uh, thanks for a nice evening,” Rachel said, realizing
that she had never really been in this kind of situation in over 20
years, drunk, alone with a man other than Scott to who she has
openly displayed her breasts to him on the beach. The hotel bar
closed at midnight and they had been the last patrons to
leave.

“My pleasure,” Lawrence
said, looking over her shoulder. “Not going to invite me in for a
night cap from the servi-bar? Company pays for that
too.”

Rachel knew this was decision time,
her pulse was racing as she stepped into the room, still holding
the door open. “I guess you could come in for a minute,” she said.
Lawrence stepped inside. She did not step further into the room and
the two of them stood close as the door clicked shut. Another long
pause staring into each other’s eyes, tension in the air and both
knowing what was next.

Lawrence pulled her into his arms for
a long intimate kiss. Rachel yielded to him, allowing her body to
be crushed tight against his hardness. She opened her mouth for his
tongue to dart inside.

Breaking her kiss, sliding his lips
down her neck, he said softly, “I’ve been wanting to kiss those
full lips since we got on the plane.” He raised his head and their
lips locked again.

Lawrence felt her palms come up
between them as if to push him away. He ignored the move. They
broke their kiss, gasping, and Rachel said, “I shouldn’t be doing
this.”

“Yes you should,” Lawrence
said, kissing down her neck, his hand on her ass pulling her tight
against him. She could feel his erection against her belly. She
pushed away from his chest and he released her. Before she could
speak, he took her hand and led her to the sofa. “More vodka?”
Lawrence asked, and Rachel only nodded, confused and uncertainty
clouding her mind.

Lawrence knew this was the last
barrier he must break down before the special moment when he would
be between her legs and his cock buried deep inside her belly. That
moment was close, so close he could feel it. But he could still
blow it. Tread lightly, a voice in his head said.

Holding up his glass as if in a toast
he said, “To a fabulous evening. It has been for me.”

“I’ve enjoyed it,” Rachel
said, stammering, “But I, you know, this…” Lawrence put his finger
up to her lips, cutting off what he suspected would be a protest
and perhaps even an ending to the night.

“Sometimes we get too close
to a circumstance that we see only forest but no trees. Let me try
to sum up where we are, and see if you agree,” he said. She took a
gulp of her drink and nodded.

“So much of this is new to
you, since you married young and were unable to enjoy things like
dating.”

“Yes.”

“And I’m the first person
who you have dated since you were married?”

“Yes.”

“And your husband, who
loves you very much, who loves you so much that he doesn’t want you
wondering or regretting, who has so much confidence in your
relationship that he can loosen your reins and let you experience
things you may have missed?” Lawrence was consciously reaffirming
statements to which he knew she would say yes.

“Yes, I guess so,” Rachel
said, nodding, trying to focus through the alcoholic
haze.

“Here we are, alone, far
away from everyone and only we know, the two of us, that we are
here at this moment?”

“Yes.”

“If you don’t mind, I want
to make this time with you memorable, as the first person you have
dated in 20 years should. May I ask you to do something for me?”
Lawrence asked.

“What?”

“You sunbathed topless
today, I wonder if you would take your top off now so I can enjoy
looking at your fantastic breasts. Please.” Rachel started to say
no, but again it was not as if he had not already seen them most of
the morning. And he was being nice and not pushy. She peeled her
top over her head, unfastened her bra, and looked down at the
orange tint of her usually pale flesh. The sexual tension was
overpowering.

“Damn I almost got burned,”
she said.

“You have probably the
prettiest boobs I have ever seen,” Lawrence said with a
complimentary stare. “Perfect shape, those silver dollar areolas,
your nipples hard like little buds.” Rachel started to cross her
arms to cover herself, she felt suddenly uncomfortable. Lawrence
gently took her wrists and pulled them away and she did not resist.
“There, such beautiful breasts do no need to be covered up.” He
stared for a minute as Rachel looked down. He extended his hand and
lifted her chin to look at him. She was surprised he didn’t go for
a grope.

“Rachel, I enjoy being with
you, I appreciate your husband allowing me to spend time with you,
and I want you to know have the utmost respect for him, his
allowing you this bit of freedom displays his deep trust. He knows
you are here. You know since we first met, we have been leading to
this moment. I want to go a little further, I think you know deep
down your husband wants you to take another step, and I think you
know you do too. We know that dating often ends in sex. We are
adults here, everyone is on the same page, but I bet you feel as if
you are on a diving board peering over the edge and it looks like a
long way down. It’s not. You don’t even have to step off, let me
guide you.” Lawrence took her hand and pulled her to him, kissing
her, intentionally avoiding her bare breasts pressed against him.
Rachel felt soft and melded against him, responding, kissing him
back.

Lawrence guiding her hand to his rigid
cock, and she gave a soft moan when she touched it. He moved to her
breast now, tugging lightly on her nipple, eliciting another low
moan from deep in her throat. He broke the kiss, moving to her ear,
tonguing it with the tip of his tongue.

“Rachel, we all want the
same thing, let go a little, satisfy that curiosity and enjoy this
moment. I promise you will love it. This is not about dating, it is
about sex, it is about joining our bodies together for the most
exciting moment of your life, of going on the most exhilarating,
pleasurable, and delightful sexual journey. I want to be your
guide.”

Lawrence lowered his mouth to her
nipple, sucking it, feeling the shiver run through Rachel.
Sensitive nipples, Lawrence thought. All the better. Rachel’s hand
was still on his hard cock, rubbing it through his pants. He kissed
her lips again, caressing her breasts, her hand left his cock and
came up to his face, her fingertips touching his cheek as they
kissed.

Carefully he unbuttoned his pants and
slid them down without her noticing. She lowered her hand back to
his lap and found his thick hard cock bare and waiting for her
touch. Again a soft moan. He could feel her thumping
pulse.

Lawrence placed his hand on the inside
of her knee and began caressing with his fingertips, easing higher,
and to his delight Rachel opened her legs to him, her breath coming
in quick pants.

Lawrence avoided her pussy, tracing
over the edge of her thong, then on her inner thigh, and the with
the lightest touch ran his fingertips over her lace covered pussy.
Her juices had soaked through. Sliding his finger under the edge of
the waist string, he gave a strong jerk and the string gave way,
baring her pussy to him. His fingers moved there, brushing over the
thin stiff landing strip above her pussy, gently parting her lips,
dipping two fingers into her wetness and gently rubbing up over her
clit. Rachel gave a lustful groan and Lawrence lay her back on the
couch, one leg on the floor, moving on top of her kissing, and her
pulling him to her now, stroking his cock, laying his cock on her
belly as she did, the kissing not stopping.

Reaching down Lawrence moved her hand
away from his cock and rubbed it down her pussy, coating the head
with her juices, positioned to enter her he whispered,
“Yes?”

“Yes.” Rachel said, feeling
the soft head of his cock parting her lips, the gentle pressure as
she her body opened to welcome him into her, the act primeval and
natural, a smooth flow, and he gently moved inside her in quick
little strokes, deeper each time until he was buried all the way
inside her, pulling her pelvis and grinding her pussy against him.
Each stroke has been accented with a soft, “Oh, Oh, Oh,” as he
entered her. All the way inside Rachel opened her eyes, staring
straight into Lawrence’s brown eyes, her hand gently on his
cheek.

“Am I really doing this?”
she said, “Or is it a dream?”

“You are doing this. You
now know what another cock feels like inside your warm wet pussy,
and now the fun starts, because I am going to fuck you like there
is no tomorrow.” Lawrence kissed her hard, and began a steady
rhythmic bouncing stroke inside her, slamming into her until she
had another orgasm. He moved her to her knees on the couch, her
shoulders on the back, and he moved behind and plunged into her
doggie. “Watch us, watch me fuck you,” Lawrence said and Rachel
turned her head toward the large, mirrored wall of the suite’s
sitting area, seeing this naked woman on her hands and knees, her
face red and flushed, her body undulating with a man on his knees
behind her, his hands on her hips, their bodies joined visibly when
he was partially withdrawing his cock. Rachel felt as if she was
watching someone else being fucked, as if an out of body
experience.

Lawrence watched them in the mirrored
wall, delighting in the bouncing of her tits when he slammed her
hard. “Such good pussy,” Lawrence said aloud.

The first words other than moans
crossed Rachel’s lips. “Fuck me,” she said. “Oh fuck me. I’m in
heaven.” She was cumming as she said it. Lawrence pulled out, as
her pussy squirted and flooded the couch. still not cumming, and
led her into the bedroom, where he paused at the bedside and
stripped the remainder of her clothes away, marveling at the
magnificent taut body before him, stripping his own clothes, and
climbing on the bed. Rachel crawled forward on her hands and knees,
putting her mouth on his cock and sucking as Lawrence’s finger
sought and found her pussy, stretched by his cock and easily
accommodating the two fingers he inserted rubbing her g-spot. She
yelped when he touched it, and he rolled her to her back, fingering
her with his other hand on the top of her pelvis pushing down. She
started squirting and screaming. “What are you doing, Oh, my God,”
and with a gush she flooded the floor a second time, then collapsed
as if wrung dry.

Rachel cuddled under his arm. “I don’t
know if I can keep going.”

“Oh you will amaze yourself
before we’re through,” he said.

“Did you cum?”

“Not yet, but I will, soon.
Here you get on top. Guide my cock inside you.” Rachel didn’t
hesitate, moving over him, moving his cock into position. “Look
down and watch the amazing sight of my big dick going inside your
wet little pussy, absorb how it feels, take it all.” Rachel slid
down his cock until her clit was on the base of his cock. She
rocked forward and back, her eyes closed, her pussy alive with
millions of nerve ending sparking with each touch. She didn’t know
how long she rode his cock, but like an ocean wave tumbling her,
Lawrence rolled her to the side, raising over her, mounting her,
her legs over his shoulders, his body up hard against her pussy,
stretching, fucking her almost straight down. “My favorite
position,” Lawrence said, his stroking faster, a bead of sweat
breaking out on his forehead, and lost in ecstasy of the moment,
pounding, grunting with each hard stroke, the sound of his balls
slapping her ass and their bodies popping against each other
drowning out Rachel’s soft whimpering, lost in the hard fucking she
was receiving, until with a loud groan Lawrence ground his cock
deep inside her, grinding harder without withdrawing, another loud
grown and then the strength ebbing as his sperm flooded the walls
of her pussy, so much that Rachel swore she could feel the
sensation of each spurt, and then the sensation of his cum oozing
around his cock still inside her, even though he had not pulled out
yet.

In her position there was no way for
his cum to leave, gravity was holding his seed deep inside her. It
was only when she lowered her legs that marble size globs of his
cum rolling out of her, pouring to the towel he had slid under her
ass.

“I cum a lot,” he
explained.

Rachel looked down at the white sperm
oozing from her well fucked and stretched pussy, and she realized
that she now knew what it was like to be fucked by another man. At
the same time she wondered how she was going to explain this to
Scott. There was no way she could describe how she had so fully
given herself to Lawrence, Scott wouldn’t understand. He had his
preconceived ideas of how this was supposed to be, she knew that
from their role playing, but she also knew that the rule book was
thrown out the window the minute she felt Lawrence’s cum filling
her womb.


Chapter 17

 


The sun pouring through the open glass
wall of the room woke Rachel. She lay there with the realization
struck her that she had spent the night naked in bed with someone
other than her husband, for the first time in her life, and she was
still beside him, the bedcovers only half covering his face down
nude body.

Rachel gently raised up, padded into
the bathroom and peed, splashed some water in her face and brushed
her teeth, noticing in the mirror the red splotches on her breasts,
hickeys. She could not recall when he would have done that, but
here it was. “Damn, no way to explain away that,” she said
softly.

Moving back into the bedroom she sat
back down on the bed for a moment the slid under the covers.
Lawrence was awake but said nothing, reaching for her wrist and
guiding it to his hard cock. With his other hand he moved between
her legs, which she instinctively parted, giving him access, and he
parted her dry lips with a forefinger and dipped inside her pussy,
spreading her soaked juices out and over her pussy lips and
clit.

Still without speaking he rolled on
top of her, up to his knees, guiding his cock to her pussy and
sliding inside. Rachel moaned as she felt his cock stretching and
filling her pussy.

“Yessss,” she hissed
through closed teeth.

“Startin’ the day off right
girl,” Lawrence said. “Give me that sweet cunt.”

 


***

 


The dinner went well, a non-stop
filling of the champagne glasses and all with a good buzz before
the night ended. Lawrence’s award was mid-way through the evening,
receiving his statuette as the CEO announced to the applause that
Lawrence was now regional manager of the company that included
Rachel’s division. She realized she was on this date with her new
boss.

Lawrence was excited and exuberant.
“Let’s celebrate,” Lawrence said.

“What do you have in mind?”
Rachel smiled. “An after party?”

“Well this is our third
date,” he said, smiling.

“So?”

“Women usually always give
it up by the third date.”

“I already gave it up to
you, last night, remember? I must be a slut, I fucked on the second
date.”

“Oh hell yes I recall every
hot moment. We are only getting started Rachel. Anyway, you are
supposed to fuck on the third date, no need to break the tradition
is there?”

“I know nothing of such
traditions,” Rachel said. “You know I’m new to all
this.”

“Can you think of a better
way to celebrate? You want to go out drinking and dancing or go
straight to the room and have more time for some long slow fucking.
Your choice.”

“Let’s go to the room,”
Rachel said, shocked at her quick suggestion. “You may have created
a monster.”

This night was better than the first.
The newness was still here, but the unknown factors were pushed
away and forgotten, a comfortable familiarity that allowed them
both to casually removed their clothes and place them on hangers,
crawl on to the bed naked, and pick up where they left off from
their morning fuck.

The difference today over yesterday
was Lawrence had carefully seduced and fucked Rachel, careful to go
slow, give her time to adjust to him and the reality that she had
fucked someone else and the world did not explode. In mid-morning
Rachel felt overcome with guilt, pulling on a robe and sitting on
the hotel balcony with a drink for an hour or so, battling within
her own mind what had transpired. She texted Scott with a single
message, “Things going well. Will tell you all about it when I get
home.”

“Have a good time,” Scott
posted, and Rachel almost broke down in tears. What had she
done?

Her internal rationalization took a
while, but it emerged. She had been curious, she wanted to know
what it would be like, her husband had encouraged her, Lawrence
could not have been nicer, or impossible to be a better fuck. She
had never orgasmed as many times as she had the night before. He
played her body like a music instrument, bringing out sounds and
tones heretofore unknown. Even as she recalled the evening she
started getting wet, touching herself, and going inside to sit on
the couch and rub her clit to an orgasm as she relived in her mind
the night before.

By the time Lawrence was back from his
meetings, with barely enough time for him to get dressed for the
banquet, she knew she had pushed her inhibitions away, and for
better or worse she was Lawrence’s sexual plaything to do with as
he wished tonight.

 


***

 


Rachel handed her phone to Lawrence.
“Here take some photos for Scott. He asked me to.”

“Glad to,” Lawrence
said.


Chapter 18

 


The departure day left Rachel and
Lawrence no time to fuck, but they soon learned they could have, as
there were storms, delays, and rerouting. Most of the day was spent
in airport terminals. Scott’s flight from Vegas was little better,
ending with Scott’s arrival at 2:30 a.m. and Rachel home by 3:00,
both exhausted.

Their texts back and forth on the
travel day had been brief, more concerned with the changing flight
schedules, although Scott had hoped for a detailed review of her
time in Miami.

Instead they both collapsed in the bed
together, Rachel in her standby flannel gown, Scott pulling her to
him, eager to hear what occurred on her trip. They clung to each
other for a moment, both minds clouded from the fatigue, and Rachel
apparently too far gone, starting to nod off. Scott shook her
away.

“Rachel, don’t go to sleep
without giving me something, I’ve wondered…”

“I’m sorry,” Rachel said,
her eyes still closed, pulling him tight and giving a soft sob, the
guilt of giving herself to another man overwhelming everything
else. Rachel become more awake, and softly cried, her emotions
letting go, the shame of admitting to her husband that she had
fucked another man, despite Scott’s claimed encouragement did not
stop her from feeling guilty—and worrying about his true reaction.
Had he really told her the truth?

“It’s all good,” Scott
said, holding her. “So, I’m assuming?”

“I fucked him. Alright? I
know I shouldn’t have, but I did,” Rachel said, wiping at her
eyes.

“I did it because I wanted to, and Lawrence said, he said if you
told me you wanted me to see what it was like that I should,
especially if it was something I wanted—and I did want it. And I’ve
done it. Now what?”

“You wondered what it would
be like to date, to be with another man, right? I told you I wanted
you to experience it, didn’t I?”

“Yes.”

“I told you I wouldn’t
object, that I wanted you to know and not wonder. Then what’s
wrong?” Scott felt his cock rock hard. His wife’s hand was reaching
for it, shocked at the solid cock she found.

“You are really OK with
this happening?”

“I told you so. You must
have believed me, because you went ahead,” Scott said.

“I did, but I didn’t know
your reaction would be like this, aroused, horny,” Rachel
said.

“I think it is the hottest
thing in the world.”

“Good,” she said, snuggling
tighter. “I do not want this solid hard-on I am holding go to
waste,” Rachel said, pushing Scott to his back, taking his cock in
her mouth only long enough to wet it with her saliva, and
straddling his body, stripping her nightgown over her head, nude,
guiding his cock to her pussy and lowering her body all the way
down his cock in a single stroke.

Scott was enveloped in soft silky
warmth, her pussy hotter than he could recall, and soaking wet.
“Reclaim your wife’s well used pussy,” Rachel said as she began
grinding on his cock. Looking at his face as she did, directly,
watching his reaction, “my pussy that has now had another man’s
cock inside it less than a day ago.” Scott felt her pussy flooding
with lubrication as she said it.

“I love you,” Scott
said.

“I love you too,” Rachel
said, never missing a stroke, slow and steady, savoring the
sensation. “I know you want details, but tomorrow, not tonight,
OK?”

“OK.”

A smile crossed Rachel’s face. “One of
the reasons that I said I was sorry a few minutes ago,” she
stopped, sliding her body against his, pausing, then picking up
again, leaning over, her face close to his, “I’m sorry but I do not
want to stop dating yet. I experienced it once, but I want more,
OK? For a little while? Are you good with that? Me dating more,
fucking more?”

Scott was too far into the orgasm to
respond instantly, but he knew the strength of the orgasm lifting
her body from the bed was answer enough.

 


***

 


The next morning was a work day.
Rachel was up and out before they had time to do any more than a
quick kiss at the coffee pot. “Don’t plan for anything tonight,”
Rachel promised.

It did not work out exactly that way.
A massive traffic accident put the roads in gridlock for a couple
of hours, with their communicating by phone agreeing they should
get off wherever they could, find some fast food and sit the mess
out, hopefully giving them more time when they got home.

Both were tired from the trip, from
the late night conversation and rush for work today, but by 9 p.m.
they were side by side on the sofa with drinks and smooth jazz
playing in the background. Rachel had dimmed the lights on her way
to the sofa, turning on the gas fireplace which was the brightest
illumination in the room.

Rachel nested under Scott’s arm. She
was wearing only a knee length jersey sleep dress with open arm
slots that dipped to her waist. Instinctively Scott moved his hand
through the opening to cup a bare breast.

“OK, I think you need to
give me some details.”

Rachel pressed Scott’s hand hard
against her breast. “I suspect the kind of details you want will
take a weekend, and I know you have a dozen questions. How about we
do that later, and tonight I give you the highlights, and answer
your questions later?”

“Why not now?”

“Because once I start
telling you it is going to make you hot and horny, and it will make
me hot and horny, and I don’t think I will get finished before you
will be dragging me upstairs,” Rachel said.

“Why don’t we go upstairs
first and get that out of the way?”

“Soon enough,” Rachel said.
“Consider my brief description tonight foreplay.”

“Fair enough.”

“When Lawrence asked me I
popped off that would be fun, but I didn’t think he would actually
ask you, and I didn’t think you would actually go along with it,
but when you did there was no graceful way to back out.” Rachel
paused. “No that’s not it. At that point I was intrigued and wanted
to go.”

“OK.”

“It was a rush getting
everything together on the speeded-up day early exit ahead of the
blizzard, I left my banquet dress in the rush, and we sat together
on the plane. Lawrence was curious about me dating, what prompted
it, you’re going along, and I tried to explain it as best I could.
He seemed to understand without offering a lot of opinion, ending
with he was honored that he was the one allowed to date me. When
the plane landed, I excused myself, begging tiredness, went out
shopping for swimsuits because I noticed on the drive to the hotel
that I am woefully out of style here. Something came over me as I
was shopping. Here I was where no one really knew me, alone, going
to the beach tomorrow with Lawrence and a few other the people from
other offices, and I felt emboldened. I bought two swimsuits that
were scandalous, at least to me.”

“I know,” Scott said. “You
sent the picture. Yes, there were scandalous—and looked great on
you.”

“When I went in the water
it went sheer, and when I got back to the umbrella, I saw a lot of
other women around me topless, so I dared try it. Lawrence took my
camera and sent you that photo too, didn’t he?”

“Yes.”

“The heat and drinking made
me sleepy, so early afternoon I took a nap, and Lawrence met me for
dinner at six, and it was like a date like I had envisioned. He was
charming, attentive, a lot of people were staring, he’s so tall and
well built, and it was exciting being on his arm. We started
drinking in the bar, ended up with him walking me to my door, it
was still early so he came into the room and we started hitting the
mini-bar and…” Rachel paused and snuggled harder against him. “And
it seemed like the right thing to do at the time and we
did.”

“How many
times?”

“I lost count. He spent the
night.” Scott started another question and she stopped him. “Later,
OK, let me finish. Saturday, we showered, he took me shopping for a
new banquet dress, and since he was buying he insisted on something
low cut showing a lot of flesh and I went along with it. After the
awards banquet he was on a high, and we spent the rest of the night
in the room celebrating sexually.”

“And how would you sum it
up?”

“Everything I had dreamed
and more, maybe the best sex of my life, but I know that a lot of
it is from the excitement, a lot like the first times you and I did
it. It is hard to explain other than that. It was good, I enjoyed
it, and I thank you for allowing me to enjoy it.” Rachel’s hand
fell into his lap and struck rock. “I think you enjoyed it more
than you are verbalizing,” she said. “Come along and let me reward
my husband for sharing me.” She shucked the tee and taking his
hand, naked, led him up the stairs to their bed, where Rachel
proved the conversation had ignited lust inside her too.

For the first time in a long time when
they finished, clutching their sweaty bodies together, Rachel was
running her fingers up and down Scott’s stomach as he did caressed
her breasts, toying with her nipples, and before the conversation
went back to details of her weekend he was hard and she was on top
of him, bouncing up and down on his cock, the movement so hard her
breasts seems to be flying in every direction at once—and in that
dim light from the bathroom was the first time Scott noticed the
dark hickeys on her breasts. This is real, he thought, someone else
sucked those marks on her tits. Rachel was oblivious to his
reaction, arching her back, eyes closed, cumming over and
over.

 



Chapter 19

 


Scott was meeting Lawrence for happy
hour at Sophie’s. He was waiting in the small restaurant, sitting
in the window, realizing that he had no idea what the first man to
fuck his wife outside of marriage even looked like. Scott
considered it surreal that his wife’s first extramarital man had
invited him out for a beer. He didn’t know how he should react, but
everything about this was new and unknown to him. There were few
other diners yet, but it was early, a good hour before the college
game started. He had left his name with the hostess and told her
that another person would be joining him.

A curly haired man in his 30’s went to
the bar and took a seat. Was that him? No, not tall enough as
Rachel had described. He realized that Rachel had not giving him
much a description, a tall guy she worked with, well built from
spending a lot of time in the gym was all. The curly haired young
man seemed to be locked on the television over the bar, he was not
looking for anyone.

A tall man entered, at least 6’ 4”,
wearing a long raincoat. Scott looked past the man. This would not
be him. The tall man spoke to the waitress and he looked toward
Scott, smiled, and walked directly to his table. Scott lost his
breath for a moment. Was this Lawrence? Whatever he had expected
this man was totally opposite, much bigger than Scott anticipated,
and his skin was coal black. Scott’s head was spinning, his mind
screaming, why had Rachel left this important fact out?

“You must be Scott, hi I’m
Lawrence,” the huge black man said, extending his hand, that
dwarfed Scott’s hand. Scott felt as if he had been poleaxed.
Whatever he had envisioned was turned upside down. This massive
black man was his wife’s lover. He would have never imagined, and…,
his mind went blank, no thought at all, totally shock. Scott shook
it off quickly as they shook hands and he took a seat. The hostess
brought him his drink. “Bourbon and branch water, I love a good
bourbon and they have a nice selection here,” Lawrence said.
“You?”

“Tequila,” Scott stammered,
still not in control of his emotions.

Lawrence laughed and said in a
friendly tone, “You were expecting someone white?” Scott’s startled
reaction told him yes. “I know I don’t sound black.”

“I spent a lot of training
to get to that point,” Lawrence said. “I’ve was in radio before I
got into advertising.

“I suspected something like
that,” Scott said. There was a pause as he searched to say more.
Lawrence was more direct.

“And Rachel didn’t tell you
I am black, did she?”

“The subject never came
up,” Scott said, “and you don’t sound black as you said,” pausing,
“But it is not about your skin color. This has nothing to do with
that.”

Lawrence smiled, “I know that is what
you are supposed to say. I appreciate that, and I am sure you mean
it, but I disagree on your statement. Skin color is a big part of
it for me. I love fucking white women, and in my experience white
women get off on fucking a black man too, although they are slow to
admit it these days, trying to be politically correct.” He studied
Scott’s reaction to the blunt talk, plotting where he was going
with the conversation next.

“Thanks for coming, and I
wanted to talk to you about what has happened. I must be honest,
this is not the first time I have done anything like this, which is
good for you because I can help you both avoid typical pitfalls. I
enjoyed your wife, I think she enjoyed me, and I want to be sure
everyone is comfortable going forward.”

“Going forward?” Scott
asked.

“We’ll talk about all
that,” Lawrence said. “In the end it is both your’s decision. I’m
going that Rachel said you were OK with it, since she had no dating
experience it was something you wanted her to experience and enjoy,
which is fantastic,” Lawrence said. “But I also had some other
thoughts that I felt we best go over face to face.”

“OK, this is all new
territory for me,” Scott admitted, uncomfortable, but certainly
willing to hear Lawrence out.

“From what I have heard I
am sure that it is. Frankly it is not new territory for me, and
will help avoid problems, which is why I wanted to meet with you
one on one. Perhaps what is most important is I am in a position to
help your fantasies safely come to life, an opportunity few people
every are able to experience. First, you two are OK, things
OK?”

“Yes, apparently. She
enjoyed it, our world didn’t burst into flame, she’s a little
different, quiet and reflective,” Scott said.

“And in bed? Your frequency
increased? I guess it has.”

“Yes, a lot. I am not sure
if it is me wanting to fuck the thoughts out of her, or her wanting
to make it up to me that she allowed someone else to fuck her, or
the excitement of what has happened,” Scott said. “Something is
working.”

“If I may, let me give you
an overview about what usually happened with a man and a woman when
they enter the lifestyle,” Lawrence said.

“The lifestyle?”

“Yes, hotwifing, or wife
sharing. It is not uncommon, just not talked about much. If I may
venture here, in your case you have a gorgeous wife, she looks
younger than she is, amazingly hot, although things got into a rut
over the years, but deep down you love showing her off, like the
world knowing this beautiful woman is yours—and the ultimate, deep
within the recesses of your mind that you may have not considered
is when you share her in the most intimate way with another man, at
the end she comes home to you—absolute certification that she is
indeed yours no matter what, and you can take great pride in that,
and enjoy the envy of anyone lucky enough to gain her attention and
be with her.”

Scott thought for a minute,
considering what Lawrence said. “Yes, that makes sense.”

“But you weren’t there for
this first time even though you told Rachel your fantasy is to
watch,” Lawrence said, “but the next best thing would be for her to
give you many details of the play by play.”

“Yes.”

“Rachel is not as
forthcoming because she is a little ashamed of how much she enjoyed
it, how much she let go, how she could enjoy fucking someone else
as much as she did, because she does not have to face them every
day for the rest of her life. Caught up in the lust of the moment,
not concentrating on trying to remember the details for you, she is
lost in the fucking. How am I doing so far?” Lawrence
asked.

“Rachel’s holding back
some,” Scott said. “Nothing I can put my finger on, but before she
can get to details and answering my questions, we end up in bed. We
talked on the phone during her breaks today. I feel like she is
trying to say what she thinks I want to hear other than what she
means. That part bothers me. I would rather know exactly what
transpired, after all I wasn’t there,” Scott said.

“Natural for a woman to do
that, don’t read too much into it,” Lawrence said.

“Rachel and you married
very young, you love each other, are committed to each other, but
lately things started to get routine, thus came role-playing, and
that kinda took on a mind of its own, getting hotter each time.
She’s inhibited and resistant to new things, bashful, too modest,
has no idea how hot she really is and tries to cover it up when she
gets carried away and let’s go, so her excitement in all this comes
in spurts and she goes back inside herself when she is
finished.”

“You’re pretty good at
this, but yes.” Scott paused, intrigued. “Go on.”

“But the role-playing
tended to hasten you both to the point that doing it for real was a
consideration. Both of you did it in your minds a dozen times, and
then thanks to a serious of fateful events, it has happened. This
is the part I wanted to go over with you face to face. Correct me
if I’m wrong, but you’d like her to be less inhibited, more open
with you sexually?”

“Yes.”

“You are married to her,
you are too close to open that side of her, she is reluctant to do
that with you, but, say with me, she does not have that emotional
commitment, she can be freer, easier to let go,” Lawrence
said.

“I don’t know for sure, but
yeah, I see how that would be,” Scott said.

“Rachel said she has the
green light to do some more dating, but in the back of your mind,
you are hoping that more than just dating, and occasional fucking,
that somehow she will finish this with many of her inhibitions
gone, more open and sexier, or, dare I say it, even
sluttier?”

“You have me pegged pretty
well,” Scott said. “A fantasy is that it ends like that. I want the
curiosity out of her system.”

“You have talked about it
and she wants to go on some more dates, to get the curiosity out of
her system?”

“More or less”

“Since you initiated this
sequence of events there is not a lot you can say at this point,
since you started it and if you pull the plug she is going to be
disappointed, and you do not want that. Right?”

“Right.”

“I am in this for the sex,
the recreational side of it, and your wife is beautiful, a little
shy, which is like a drug to me, because I love to help a shy woman
go far beyond their insecurities and inhibitions. You’d be happier
if a few months from now you had a hotter, sluttier wife, someone
who will dress hotter, sometimes more revealing in the proper
situations, and fuck you like a whore in bed?” Lawrence
asked.

“Yes.”

“I can do that for you,”
Lawrence said. Scott leaned forward over the table, unaware of the
enthusiasm that portrayed. “You should not object to your wife
seeing me more, maybe even help me along with some advice on what
she says about me, encourage her to open up, or going along with a
trip out of town, things like that, and I can promise you I will
return you an uninhibited hornier wife. But I need your go ahead,
rather than resistance. I need you encouraging her, and I will
briefly take her on as a special project.”

Scott could not believe this
conversation and what they were discussing, but he was rock hard at
the way Lawrence was laying it out. Yes, this was exactly the way
he wanted his wife Rachel. Lawrence studied Scott’s face and
laughed. “Oh yes, and my fee for doing all this? Sex with your
lovely wife, that is all the payment and reward any lucky man could
ask for. You are a lucky bastard having a woman like that for all
these years—and her loving you the way she does.”

“I admit I am lucky, but
this new stuff, I think Rachel is holding back details,” Scott said
again, “I thought she would be more…”

“Descriptive? More
details?” Lawrence laughed, “In other words you want more than “we
met, we fucked, and I came home?”

“Nothing close.”

“Just the way some women
look at it, she may be a little embarrassed to let you know how
into it she was. Just give it time. Meanwhile, I can give you all
the details I think you will want. Maybe even some photos and video
at times.”

“Great.”

“So, are you giving me a
green light for turning your wife into a horny sexy
slut?”

“Yes, if you can,” Scott
said. “You may find you have your work cut out for you.”

“Maybe,” Lawrence admitted,
“But I picked up on something the other night, a vibe. There is a
slut side of her yearning to get out, and I want to set that part
of her free, I want to watch it blossom. Besides, you are going to
help it along at times, because you want this as much as I do, and
although she doesn’t know it yet, she wants it too.” Scott didn’t
speak. Something inside was screaming that maybe this was not what
he wanted, but the way Lawrence laid it out seemed more logical.
What could it hurt to go along with for a little while?

“OK, you said details? What
has happened?”

“How about we meet again
alone after my next time with your wife. It might be easier after
you watched me fuck her to understand.”

“What?” Scott said, bolt
upright in the chair.

“You need to watch me fuck
her, let her know you are good with this.” Lawrence smiled. “I have
an idea. You need to give her the OK to invite me home with you
tonight. All you have to say is you her want to live out your
fantasy, it’s your turn.”

Scott hesitated, then with Lawrence
watching he picked up his phone. He texted. “Drinks with Lawrence.
You want to invite him for supper?”


Chapter 20

 


Rachel read the text and gave a gasp.
“Oh my God,” she said, her mind going into flutter mode. The
reality of facing her husband and her black lover at the same time
was overwhelming. She worried that Lawrence might say something
that would out her trying to soft-soap the intensity of their
weekend. Even as she harbored the thought, she felt a tingle flush
her body, forcing her to touch her clit and rub it a second,
causing a tremble. Yes, it was that good, she thought.

Rachel looked at the clock, the game
had only started, she had about four hours. She could do it. “Give
me 30 minutes before you leave,” she texted back.

“You know why’s he’s
coming, don’t you?”

Scott received a smiley face with
drool coming out of the corner if the emoji’s mouth.

 


***

 


“OK, we have a while.
Details, about Miami,” Scott said.

“I don’t think you care a
thing in the world about how we walked out the door, went to a
restaurant, what we ordered—you want me to get to the meat, don’t
you?”

“Of course.”

“First time I saw you wife,
those nice titties pushing against that tight cloth, layered up so
no one would notice, when I saw how her ass moved under that skirt,
and that angelic face with those big wide eyes, full lips, the
entire package. I saw how she was, and I also saw how she would
look loosened up. We got to working together, and I discovered that
she is not outgoing, but is sweet in a way that women that look
like her rarely are. You are a fortunate man, my friend.” Lawrence
studied Scott’s stern face. “I’m not telling you anything you do
not know.”

“I started flirting,
complimenting, she wore this blue blouse that was kind of thin,
buttoned up, and she looks so hot in it, I complimented the hell
out of her, that she shouldn’t wear that round me or I might not be
responsible for the consequences, things like that, half as a joke.
She was embarrassed, but the next week she wore that blouse again.
Again, with the compliments, but at lunch I told her that was a
perfect blouse for her, but she had one button buttoned too high,
she needed to try unbuttoning one button. That was all I said, a
suggestion. She went to the restroom, came back and the button was
undone. I took that as encouragement. We got to know each other,
personal things, family, backgrounds, that kind of stuff. I was
only flirting, not trying to fuck her behind your back.”

“OK,” Scott
said.

“We got a little more
flirty, nothing serious, but I felt her warming, less resistant,
but she kept a wall, talking about how she was very married—then
about a month and a half ago something changed, I can’t put my
finger on it.”

“That’s when we started the
role playing, after she told me she was envious of the girls who
had sampled a dating wife,” Scott said.

“That explains a lot,”
Lawrence said. “I had asked her out, more as a compliment that
serious, fun flirty kinda of stuff, but she always shot me down,
said nice girls don’t do that, but through the work we discovered a
respect for each other’s ability, we’re friends first, you know?”
Lawrence said.

“Yes, she likes making
friends,” Scott said.

“When I got the gift card
for Hillians, well it is a good enticement.”

“I had told her that if it
would help for her to go on a date a time or two to get it out of
her system that I would go along,” Scott said, “A gift for
her.”

“A gift,” Lawrence said, “I
like that. This time when I asked her, she didn’t say no, so I
pushed a little, and she thought she had ended it by asking me to
call you. I’m not bashful in things like this, are you can tell
since you are sitting here talking to me. You know about the
date.”

“I know what she told me.
She didn’t say you were black.”

Lawrence laughed, “Yeah, I asked her
if her resistance to being seen out with me was because I was
black, and she insisted not. I later discovered more about that in
Florida, but that’s for later. What did she say about the dinner
that first night, anything sexual?”

“Rachel said you kissed her
at the car, end of date kiss, and you started to go, and she pulled
you back for another kiss, and that she enjoyed it.”

“That all?” Lawrence
asked.

“According to her,” Scott
said.

“At dinner we talked a long
time, we got off into more private things, sex, things we liked,
didn’t like, she told me she had not been with anyone else since
she was married, never been out with a black man, how new and
exciting this all was. A black man was a secret fantasy of hers—I
don’t know if she has told you that yet.

“I knew I wanted to shock
her off dead center, get her preconceived notions about how dates
are this day and time. We were good and drunk by the time we got to
the jazz club. A few people were dancing. I asked her if she had
ever danced with a black man before, she said no, and I pulled her
in tight for a slow dance, and was grinding on her fairly good,
holding her tight against me. I started getting hard, and I know
she could feel it. I whispered to her and asked if she could feel
how hard she had made my cock. She only nodded. I told her to reach
down and feel it through my pants, that it was OK, no one in that
dim room could see anyway. She hesitated and I told her again, not
asking this time, ‘Touch it I know you want to.’ I felt her hand
moving between us and her squeeze my cock. I heard her gasp. I’m
well blessed you might say, not bragging on nothing, but the truth
is the truth. Fuck man, she was panting when we went back to the
table.

“I didn’t push, we danced
twice more after that, last dance I told her to hold to my dick
while we danced the entire song, and she did.”

“Rachel did
that?”

“Yeah man, I ain’t making
anything up. I drove her back to her car, and she was leaned over
under my arm, I was careful to not push again, just enjoyed her
riding there. We stopped by her car and I walked her to it, she
paused, and I kissed her, a damn long time. I didn’t want to stop,
and I don’t think she did either. We broke and I started to leave
but she pulled me back again, kissing hard, and I whispered that
she could touch my big black cock any time she wanted, and to touch
me now.

“That last kiss was with
her holding my cock through my pants. I leaned over and eased her
skirt up, put my hand on her panties covered pussy and felt her
juices soaking her panties, rubbed my finger over her clit like
that. She jumped when I touched it but didn’t push my hand away. ‘I
want you to think how that pussy will feel with my cock sliding
into it bit by bit. It will be mind-blowing,’ and I broke away,
went back to my car and waited until she pulled out to go
home.

Scott realized he was breathing heavy
himself, as if Lawrence had been describing another horny woman,
not his wife, and Scott recalled how hot to fuck Rachel was when
she arrived home after that first date. Obviously, she had not been
offended, as she said she knew Lawrence would ask her for another
date.

“See what I mean about
helping her along with being uninhibited?” Lawrence looked down at
his watch. “And there is a time that will come when she won’t hold
anything back, she’ll be proud of it, proud to tell you, but until
then I can fill you in. About all we have time for if now, we are
going to make supper, don’t you think? Come on man, this is going
to be the hottest night of your life.”


Chapter 21

 


At home Scott waited at the door until
Lawrence came in. Rachel gave him a quick hug and told them to take
a seat and she would bring drinks. “I’ll help you,” Lawrence said
after Scott had already sat down. He watched Lawrence whispering to
Rachel and her shaking her head no, then a nod, and she brought
Scott a drink, sat down on the couch, and Lawrence sat down beside
her.

“Did you show him your
pictures?”

“Oh crap, I forgot,” Rachel
said. She went to her phone and tapped some buttons. “I have them
under a protection code. You asked me to send pictures, Lawrence
shot some of these the second night in Miami.”

Rachel handed Scott her phone and he
was transfixed as he opened each photo, moving his thumbs to zoom
in on different parts, amazed at how openly his wife was posing in
such lewd poses, this shy wife who protested when he wanted to
photograph her in a button up blouse with no bra unbuttoned all the
way down. Other than that one shot she was naked in all of the
poses.

The first shot she was reclined on the
bed in a glamour pose, propped up on her elbow, her pussy shielded
with her leg but smiling direct at the camera, her nipples rock
hard, her face flushed. The second shot she was still on her side
but had spread her legs, displaying her pussy to the camera,
followed by a third with her finger inside her. The next shot was
of her looking up at the camera, her mouth filled with a huge black
cock, then a shot from the side of the same, she was looking at the
camera.

Following that was Rachel laid back on
the bed, looking down, and a black hand has the head of his cock
barely inside her pussy lips, the juices glistening in the hot
light. The next photo was the same, cock halfway in, and then all
the way in. He noticed hickeys on her breasts that were not in the
earlier shot, and he flipped back between the two to be
sure.

Scott flipped to the next in the
sequence, a close up of his wife’s face, a bead of sweat on her
upper lip, face flushed, eyes wide, biting her lower lip. Despite
showing only her face, having seen the earlier photos, he could
tell the photo was of his wife cumming from the black cock inside
her. Another photo followed, again a close up of her face, but
relaxed, a weak smile, and a shot of Rachel on her back, legs
spread, a white stream of cum pouring from her pussy, a thick
stream already pouring down her ass and pooling on a towel under
her ass. Scott was stunned. He had no idea of how long he had been
captivated by the photos but his thought was interrupted by a
grunt. He looked up toward the couch. Lawrence was naked, and his
wife was on her knees in front of him, sucking his cock, her back
to him. Lawrence had noticed Scott was through.

“I think we can go upstairs
now Rachel.” She leaned back on her haunches and with her hand on
his knee stood, and that was the first time that Scott saw, and
realized, the size of Lawrence’s cock. It was amazingly long, and a
little thicker than Scott. That was the best size comparison he
could think was that of the paper roll inside paper towels. Scott’s
naked wife was standing beside Lawrence, taking his hand and
leading him up the stairs.

Rachel stopped on the first step and
half turned to her husband. “You coming? You always said you wanted
to watch, and I don’t think you want to miss this.” Scott fell in
behind as they continued up the steps.


Chapter 22

 


The next day Lawrence called Scott.
“Hey man, wanted to be sure you were good to go after last night, I
know some of that was a shock, surprised me, to be honest, first
time I fucked her.”

“What’s that?”

“How she likes it, like a
change comes over her once I get my cock inside her,” Lawrence
said. “That cock flips a switch inside that girl.”

“Yes, I agree. In 20 years,
I’ve never seen her that turned on, cumming that many times, or how
she responded. It is like she is another woman,” Scott
said.

“Or say it this way, the
slut side of you wife you would like to see more of?”

“Absolutely,” Scott paused.
“I did not enjoy watching as much as I thought I would, seeing her
so enthusiastic was disconcerting.”

“Meaning you want her to
stop?”

“If she is reacting the way
she was last night, hell no. After you left was one of the best
fucks of my life. I’ve never had her like that. I love that part.
It’s just that…well…”

Lawrence picked up on it. “You are
more interested in hearing about it than watching?”

“Yes, the idea is hot,
watching the mother of your children become a slut in front of your
eyes, it is erotic, but I do not think I would want to watch every
time, maybe later.”

Lawrence gave a laugh, “Don’t worry
bro, it’ll work, you’ll see.”

 


***

 


“I’ve been thinking,”
Rachel said to Lawrence over their business lunch.

“Dangerous thing,” Lawrence
said.

“Yes. To be fair I do not
want to take advantage of Scott’s willingness to let me date, and
this was all for me to experience dating, not have a love affair
with one man.”

“Is that what we are
doing?” Lawrence grinned.

“You know what I mean. I
want to date, not just one other man.”

Lawrence nodded. “I understand. How
about if you date other men and from time-to-time date me too, I
love that hot pussy too much to want to give it up.”

“That might work,” Rachel
said.

“Hey, how about I fix you
up with a friend of mine, you know, another date?”

“Depends on the guy,”
Rachel said. “How about instead of arranging a date we all get
together for a cup of coffee or a drink and we see how that goes.”
She paused. “You are not telling anyone what we are doing are you?
I do not need to meet someone with their head full of preconceived
ideas of what I will or won’t do based on my being with
you.”

“Oh no baby, nothing like,
only trying to help out girl, help you reach your goals of
satisfying your curiosity.”

Lawrence was working his thumbs on his
phone. It chirped back before he looked up. He smiled. “You have a
tentative date with my friend Trevor, Friday night, dinner at that
new place over near Blue Ash. Drinks tomorrow night in the bar next
to the office for the prelim and to give you a chance to back out
if you don’t feel a vibe. No obligation at all, just drink one
drink.” Rachel looked up, questioning eyes. “Giving you some
variety girl, he’s a white dude. He was all eager after he saw your
picture I sent.”

“What picture?” Rachel said
in a panicked voice.

“Relax Rachel, the one of
you in Miami in that bikini. Don’t worry, everything’s
covered.”

“What did you tell him
about me?”

“Well, I told him what a
fantastic fuck you are and that you would fuck on the first date,”
Lawrence laughed, “Of course I told him nothing like that, I only
said you were a nice girl.”

“Thanks, I
guess.”


Chapter 23

 


Rachel came in from her Friday night
date with Trevor, a white friend of Lawrence’s that was recently
divorced and in a bit of a tailspin. He asked Rachel to join him
for dinner just to get him out of his doldrums and let him have a
woman pay attention to. She agreed but added nothing further than
that was likely to happen. It was only 9:30 when she arrived home,
her face was ashen. “What’s wrong?” Scott asked.

“I was seen. By Annie
Procter and Jeanne Pesci. We were at Lumson’s in Blue Ash and she
comes over. Looks at Trevor, back at me, I introduced him as a
friend from work, she gives me a wide-eyed disbelief look. She
works in the same building and knew I was lying. Annie and Jeanne
and their husbands are going skiing, this was their last girl’s
night before they left, but I know her. She will have my reputation
smeared when she gets back. We only have a week to come up with a
plausible story.”

“Oh fuck,” Scott thought,
realizing the embarrassment he would feel within their circle of
close friends, most within two streets of their house in their
upscale subdivision. This could have a horrible effect on their
social life. He knew from observations in the past that cheating
wives (and husbands) tended to get distanced from by the
group.

Scott sat there for a minute, unhappy
with the prospect of his wife’s dating becoming a suburb scandal.
In a community like theirs they might never hear the end of it. He
ran back through his mind the friends who had been caught cheating,
or the pre-divorce friction when a couple could not get along.
Their social group would split into two groups, his friends, her
friends.

To get this right would walk a razor’s
edge. The he recalled their friends Janet and Reggie, who were a
natural couple, everyone thought so. They went through a rough
patch, separated for a while and everyone in the group was pulling
for them to get back together, totally on their side. That was it,
Scott thought. A logical solution.

“Fuck it, tell them we
separated, you know, still love each other, trying to work it out,
but going to do a trial separation for a month or two,” Scott said
to Rachel. “You can tell them it is my fault, under too much
stress, taking it out on you, that you are giving me space to get
my head straight, the way Janet and Reggie did.”

Rachel popped off, “I don’t want to do
that.”

“You have a better idea?”
She was quiet, thinking of possible alternatives before she finally
admitted. “No, not really,” Rachel said. “It would be impossible to
pull off with both of us together here. No one would buy you
sleeping in the extra bedroom—while I date, do you?” Rachel sighed.
“Maybe this is as far as it goes. I admit the few dates I have been
on have been amazing, much more exciting and fun than I would
anticipated, and while I do have a feeling for what I missed, I
would like to do it a little more, to catch up I guess, I do not
want to be apart from you.”

“Then we must suck it up
and take the hit of the scandal unless you have some other idea,”
Scott said. “I guess we could develop new friends.”

“It took years to get into
our tight circle of good friends,” Rachel said. “I don’t want to
jeopardize that. Like I said maybe this is where it all ends, all
this dating stuff.”

“We just started; you want
to quit?”

“No.”

After her return and giving a lot of
honest thought to his emotions, Scott admitted to himself that he
found his wife fucking other men, some of them black men, was
incredibly erotic, perhaps the most erotic thing he had ever
witnessed or imagined. If she didn’t want to stop, and he didn’t
want her to stop, they should be able to come up with a
solution.

Rachel’s phone chirped, she looked
down, concentrated, and her thumbs began flying. Finally, she
stopped, a half-smile on her face.

“I’ll be damned. Guess
what?” Rachel asked. “I’m not believing this.”

“What?”

“Sherrie Cambridge just
texted. She is taking a two to three-month job in Texas flying as a
nurse on those air med helicopters. She needs someone to housesit
her apartment, you know the one over in that upscale development
near the river? She can’t take her dog and cat. She asked me if I
knew anyone who might do that,” Rachel said, excitement in her
voice.

“What does that have to do
with our problem?”

“Don’t you see, it’s
perfect,” Rachel said. “She lives on the other side of town, but
only 30 minutes. I can move in there for all appearances, housesit,
and our trial separation story should stand. We only play it for a
little while, I’ll date a few more times, and then magically we’ll
decide to work it out and move back in together.”

“Meanwhile you can openly
date, I get it.”

“For a while,” Rachel
said.

“You are my wife though. I
want you here too. We need to think this through. I cannot do
without you for three months.”

“I don’t want to do that
either,” she said. “Of course I could be seen coming home
periodically, telling people that we are trying to work it out, but
it cannot be like four or five nights a week. If we do it, it must
be believable.” Rachel was not slowing, her mind rolling out how it
could work, seeking solutions. “How about if I come here at least
three nights a week, but we do it like this. You pick me up at the
apartment, when we get close to home, I’ll lay down in the seat
until the garage door is down, we spend the night together and you
drive me back to Carrie’s apartment in the morning. I’ll leave my
car there and go to and from work in it. No one will be the wiser.
Think how utterly sneaky it would be. It would be fun, doing things
we aren’t supposed to do and getting away with it. A great little
game, and we still have a lot of time together. You know before
this started, we weren’t making love more than three nights a week
anyway.”

“Yes, but it is not only
the sex,” Scott said. “And since you started our sex life has
increased quite a bit.”

“I know baby, but this is
only a little while. Think about it, you can work all the overtime
you have been resisting, and I promise, after four days away from
me I will make the homecoming worth the trouble,” Rachel laughed.
“We’ll have to combine all this pent-up sex into three
days.”

“Why three days?” Scott
said.

“Friday and Saturday are
always date nights; a lot of singles go out Thursdays and Sundays
too.” She paused. “Maybe Tuesday and Wednesday rather than three
days.”

“Why?”

“That will give me Monday
to rest,” she laughed, catching the shocked look on Scott’s face.
“Don’t worry, I don’t have the energy to date four nights a week
but having an open schedule will help.”

Scott grinned. “Might just work.
Another game for us to play.”

“What do you think? Should
I volunteer to housesit then? Only for a few weeks?” The kids will
be coming home for break from school about then, so this game has
an obvious time limit, which might be a good thing, a safety
valve,” Rachel suggested. “Shall we cram as much into this time as
we can?”

Scott paused, not sure what he was
agreeing to, but he finally said, “Yeah, for no more than a couple
of months. For sure this would be something new. Let’s try it.”
Even as he said it there was this soft voice in the back of his
mind saying, “Are you insane?”


Chapter 24

 


Sherrie handed Rachel the keys
Thursday afternoon, listened to her hasty explanation of the trial
separation, and left, waving goodbye. She was barely out of site
when Rachel punched in the “4” on her speed dial.

“Hello.”

“Hey, we’ve started the
trial separation I told you about.”

“That mean you are free for
the weekend?” Lawrence asked.

“Evidentially. Are you
asking me out?”

“You bet baby. Friday
night? A date?”

“You good with helping me
unload a car full of boxes first?”

“Absolutely.”

Rachel smiled. A date. This was what
she wanted. As an afterthought she added to Lawrence, “Be sure to
pack your toothbrush, we have to break in the new place, right,
don’t we?”

Rachel ended the call, smiling at
herself in the mirror, her hand self-consciously rubbing the ring
finger of her left hand where her wedding ring had been for years.
It was not there now. Scott had a shocked look earlier as she came
in to kiss him goodbye for her first night in the new apartment.
Just before she walked out the door, she removed her ring and
engagement ring and handed them to him. He was speechless, but
still held out his hand.

“Keep these. If I’m
separated, I’m separated, right? Something I would not have to
explain. I’ll put them on when I’m back in the house,
OK?”

“OK,” Scott stammered, and
just like that she was gone, leaving Scott standing in the foyer
for long minutes without moving, staring at the rings in his hand
before placing them carefully in a plastic bag and placing them in
the foyer table drawer. The impact of what that meant slammed him
as if he had been hit in the head with a hammer.

Scott went back to his recliner with a
tall drink, turned on the television, and sat there without
watching it, wondered what on earth had he done.

 


***

 


Friday morning Scott called. “I
already miss you,” he said.

“I miss you too, but you
can’t call every day and whine like this,” Rachel said. “You said I
could, so let me do it and do not trying to pull me back home yet.
Let me try this.”

“I wouldn’t do that,” Scott
said.

“Well what do you think we
are doing?” Rachel said. “We play it like we planned. Come pick me
up Tuesday, bring me back to here, Wednesday morning so I can drive
my own car to work. Probably Wednesday night too, we’ll let those
be our catch-up nights.”

“OK,” Scott said with a
total lack of enthusiasm.

“Don’t worry honey, I
promise I will make it worth your while,” Rachel said.

 


***

 


Scott did as he said, refraining from
calling Rachel on Saturday, although Rachel did call briefly to be
sure everything was OK, to remind Scott to pay the landscaper, and
to reassure him that this would be fun. She offered nothing of her
Thursday or Friday night, ignoring Scott’s question when he
asked.

Scott was at the local market for
fresh vegetables when the gossipy Annie Proctor approached. Scott
cringed; this woman loved to stir up drama. It was as if she was
primed to give Scott an earful.

“Hi Scott, and how are you
doing?”

“I’m good.”

“And how is Rachel? She’s
usually with you.”

“She is fine, Annie, but
I’m not sure if you heard, but she and I are going through a trial
separation, still trying to make it work, but we both felt we
needed a little time apart, you know, a break to get our heads
straight.”

“Oh,” Annie said with no
enthusiasm. “I bumped into her in Blue Ash. I was surprise you were
not with her.”

“No, she can do as she
wishes during this separation, as I can. I assume she was with
someone?”

“Well, yes, I was going to
tell you actually,” Annie said.

“Thank you for the
thought,” Scott said, “But it was all above board, her choice.” In
his mind he was seething, the meddling bitch derived so much
pleasure for stirring things up among their friends.

“Oh,” Annie said, almost
disappointed that she had not been able to break the news to him,
although now she had a new story to spread among their friends. She
excused herself and went down the other aisle.

At home Scott texted Rachel. “Bumped
into Annie Proctor. Told her of the separation. Better than putting
an ad in the paper.”

It was after she left work that she
responded. “LOL, yes the word is out. I have already been asked for
two dates by husbands of our friends.”

“What did you say?” Scott
responded, the separation idea suddenly not making much sense as
the disruption it could cause among their friends. And there was a
second question he followed. “Who?”

“Who do you think,” Rachel
responded, “Bob the horndog, but I expected that. I didn’t expect
Merv though.”

“You know his nickname,
“Merv the Perv” didn’t you?”

“LOL, no.”

“And what did you say to
them?”

“I said we were trying to
work it out and my seeing them would not be a good idea. I can’t
imagine dating someone that I would be facing regularly after we
finish with this, and certainly no one that is married either,”
Rachel said.

“Makes sense,” Scott said.
“I know I’m not supposed to say I miss you, so I won’t.”

“LOL,” Rachel answered.
“I’ll see you Tuesday, my love. I do love you, you know. Gotta run,
I have a date tonight.”


Chapter 25

 


Sundays were usually a lazy day for
Scott and Rachel, they would usually have coffee, a quick breakfast
and lay around in their jammies till lunch, then go for a drive or
movie on Sunday afternoons. This was the day most wearing on Scott,
his thoughts going through strange scenarios. It seemed like the
longest day of his life. Had she been with Lawrence, if so, had he
spent the night, or was someone else in the picture, maybe Trevor
or someone else? Despite the angst there was something erotic about
it too, imagining his inhibited wife letting go. This was a bold
step, and he was hoping for the results he desired, but a bit
fearful too. Rachel was a loving, giving person. Could she restrain
from getting too deep into this game they were playing?

His thoughts were interrupted by one
of his golf buddies calling, Todd. He had divorced from his wife
Carol and had dropped out of their social circle since. “Hey bud,
long time no see,” Scott said.

“Yeah man, we need a
beer-thirty,” Todd said.

“We sure do.”

“Hey, heard that you and
Rachel have split?”

“Not a split, a trial
separation,” Scott said. “We are trying to work it out.”

“I hope you do,” Todd said.
“Divorces are expensive. And damn, Rachel is such a hot woman, I
can’t believe you are letting her get away.”

“I’m not,” Scott said,
“Like I said we are trying to work things out.”

“I understand, I’ve been
there,” Todd said. “I called to give you my condolences and good
wishes, but since you are separated, don’t take this the wrong way
ole buddy, but could I have her phone number?”

Scott took a deep breath and felt a
pang. This one hurt. What a fucking asshole. What part of “we are
trying to make it work” did this prick not understand. Despite his
anger he also knew they had agreed to play this out. He gave him
the number, adding, “You know when a couple is trying to work
things out, they usually don’t need a third person involved, you
know, asshole?” Scott cut off the conversation before Todd could
answer. He did smile to himself though, as he knew that Rachel
despised Todd, and he suspected that Todd would soon discover
it.

Within an hour his phone chirped with
a text from Rachel. “Did you give that asshole Todd my number? This
is not funny.”

“Yeah, he called wanting
it, I think I knew what you would say, wanted him to be shot down,”
Scott answered. There was a long silence before the response came.
He suspected that Rachel was waiting to screw with him.

“He was shot down,” Rachel
said. “I told him I didn’t date anyone from our social circle. He
was disappointed.”

“Good,” Scott said, adding
a smiling face.

“Don’t be passing my number
around,” Rachel said. “You never know, I might take someone up on
it.”

“Point well taken,” Scott
said. “I love you.”

“Love you too. Cya
Tuesday.” Rachel hung up the phone and rolled naked back against
Lawrence. “Ready for round two? I need some more
chocolate.”

 


***

 


Monday Scott had withstood the silence
all he could. True to his promise he would not call Rachel, but
Lawrence had promised some fill-in.

“Man, good to hear from
you. Gotta tell you, this trial separation thing you proposed is
fucking brilliant. Great way to let the lady have some fun, get
that wondering out of her system, get her opened, and then she is
back home with no judgement or recrimination. Brilliant I mean.”
Lawrence laughed, “I think I might suggest something like this to
some other friends in the future.”

“Rachel asked me not to
call all the time, bugging her, because I missed her…”

“You are calling ole
Lawrence for the report huh?”

“Yeah, I figure that even
if you are not involved that you are up to date with what is
happening,” Scott said.

“Well remember you have let
the bird fly from the cage, and that bird is certainly singing new
songs. You know that she will fly back home, but she is gonna
spread those wings wide I think,” Lawrence said. “You want that,
according to what you said. Don’t worry if it is happening. It is
all good.”

“Thanks for the allegory,
but that is telling me nothing,” Scott said with a sharp
tone.

“You know by all rights she
should be the one telling you all this. I don’t want to be talking
out of school.”

“That wasn’t what you said
originally. Details, remember? Rachel is not forthcoming, I know
her, she thinks she is sparing me some angst or
something.”

Lawrence was non pulsed, mirth in his
voice. “Damn, man, don’t let this wear on you this quick. If you do
it will be a long couple of months. OK, an update will help, so
that’s what you get. She left you for her first night on Thursday
night. You know weekends are date nights, and I was invited over to
help her unpack Friday. We had take-out delivered, and I spent the
night. Gotta admit she lets go more if you aren’t there, and I went
at it the goal of working on her inhibitions, like you asked, so I
pushed along a little. I got her talking dirty while we were
fucking. Dirty talk turns her on, the dirtier the better. She’s got
a pussy but she’s got a sweet cunt too, and will say so. I got her
talking about what she likes when it comes to fucking. Easier for a
woman to be truthful about things like then when you got a few
drinking and a big black cock inside them.”

“Such as?”

“She loves to have a
different cock, it’s better than she thought. She is getting into
black dick, likes the contrasts, some other differences she can
tell you about, but do not forget the goal was to let her
experiencing dating other people, so I took her out to one of my
favorite clubs early Saturday, introduced her to my friend Russell,
and from there she left with him for a date.”

“You set her up with
someone else?”

“No man, we were out, and
Russell came around, and I introduced them—saw a spark there, so
knowing what everyone wants I excused myself and left them too it.
Russell has asked me when she went to the restroom if I had any
chains on her, that he thought she was smoking, and I told him no,
go for it if she was willing. He poured on the charm, he’s one
charming fucker anyway. He went for drinks, I asked Rachel if I
should bail, and she thanked me. Don’t know exactly what went on,
other than Russell went to her place Sunday afternoon and she gave
it up, called me and I went over Sunday night. Girl likes black
dick, what can I say.”

“Russell black
too?”

“Yeah, but he could have as
easily been white, not a color thing. He was there and handled her
right,” Lawrence said. “More later as I know it. Ask her for the
details Tuesday, she may be more forthcoming than you expect.”
Scott was hyperventilating, sad, fearful that his wife was spinning
out of control, worried how it might end, and strangely aroused at
the new promiscuity Rachel was embracing.


Chapter 26

 


Tuesday night was exciting, the
clandestine smuggling of Rachel laying down in the back seat into
her own home put a special exotic twist to things, and there was no
talk of supper or going out. Scott had a need combined of missing
his wife, his wild imagining of what she was doing, and the natural
desire to fuck the memory of anyone else out of her mind. He didn’t
expect minute details, but he did expect some answers.

“OK, you didn’t want to
spend time on the phone and now is time for catch up, so tell me
what you’ve been up to the past few days,” Scott asked.

Rachel looked down for a while saying
under her breath with a devious grin, “I’ve been a bad
girl.”

“What have you done?” Scott
asked. “You can do what you want without judgement from me, I would
like to know, in details.”

“I want to tell you, but
this is a little embarrassing,” she said. “It’s harder than you
think to tell your husband about the men who have fucked you.” She
paused for a moment, looking down, and raised her head with tears
in her eyes.

“What?”

“I’m afraid you are not
going to like what is happening, I don’t want you mad, or hurt
because I’ve let other men fuck me,” Rachel said.

Scott noted the explicit words rolled
out naturally, without thinking. It was no longer “it” or “sex” but
now a fuck. He didn’t answer her statement.

“I told you no judgement,
you have my permission. This is all so you have no regrets, no
curiosity, right? Don’t worry about a negative reaction from me,
I’m good. I promise.”

“OK,” Rachel said, snubbing
a little.

“OK, I know that there are
no issues with Lawrence, and I was too tired to finish unpacking,
didn’t get everything unloaded, and after work started again and
Friday night, I invited Lawrence over. He spent the night,” she
paused. “And we fucked off and on all night. Lawrence can go on
forever, and I am now very comfortable with him, letting go for
him, like you and he both want me to.”

“Friday,” Scott said.
“About Saturday?”

Lawrence left Saturday morning, and I
had some quiet time to face with myself what is really going on
here. I worked through my doubts and concerns, and I finished the
meeting with myself that I’m going to explore all I have missed for
the next few weeks and I have my guilt dealt with for me, I like
myself for allowing me to live this, my only concern is
you.”

“You keep going back to
this,” Scott said.

“I know, but you, I’m not
certain you really mean it, but I guess we’ll see as this
continues,” Rachel said.

“Enjoy it,” Scott
said.

The warm knowing smile from his wife
was unexpected. “Oh baby, you have no idea how much I am enjoying
it. Saturday afternoon Lawrence called and asked if I wanted to
have some drinks in this club down by the river, not a date but
just a casual hanging out, and when he did this friend of his,
Russell, came up to speak, and we were introduced, and he sat with
us for a while. He’s younger, well built, handsome and very wide
shoulders, not a lot taller than you, and we all sat there getting
drunk, talking, and when Russell asked Lawrence if he and I were
together, Lawrence said we saw each other sometimes but were not
exclusive.

Russell came alive, very attentive,
and asked me for a date right then, as long as Lawrence didn’t
object, and he didn’t. “Go for it,” he said. After a few minutes
Lawrence said he had to be somewhere, that he knew Russell and he
was a good guy, and Lawrence offered he could take me home or let
Russell handle it. I told him to let Russell handle it, and he
excused himself when Russell returned. “Got you all to myself now,
pretty girl,” Russell said, and we went barhopping down the
Riverfront until about 10.”

“Go on,” Scott
said.

“I told him was time I got
home, and he was persuasive, telling me his place was nearby, all
the usual stuff, and I told him thanks but no, and called an Uber.
When the Uber pulled up, I opened the door and told the driver to
hang on a second, went back to Russell and give him a big kiss.
Then while still holding on to him I told him I didn’t want to go
back to his place because I never fuck on the first
date.”

“Whaatt?” Scott said,
amazed, “You actually told him that?”

“Yes,” Rachel said with a
hint of a smirk in her smile, and I told him to call me Sunday, it
might work out better for him. I took his phone and called my
number on it so he would have it. I went home and was in bed by
10:30 Saturday night.”

Scott interrupted to ask a question
weighing on his mind. “Was he black?”

“Very,” Rachel said. “I
suppose I’m starting to get a preference. At least that is what
Lawrence has been saying.”

“And Sunday?”

“Russell called about
10:00, wanted to know if I would like to go out to
brunch.”

“What did you
say?”

“I told him to bring
something over and we’d eat in.”

“Second date
then?”

“Yeah.” Rachel was silent
for a moment, as if wondered how to continue. “I may not fuck on
the first date, but I do on the second.”

“Someone new.”

“Yes, and uh,” she
hesitated, “He was uncircumcised, it was different. I had all these
new folds my tongue could play with.” She saw the stricken look on
her husband’s face as he absorbed the statement. “I’m fucking other
men with your consent, Scott. I am going to be sucking their
dicks.”

Scott tried to recover. “I know, I
know, it’s just, I don’t know, hearing you describe it so matter of
fact. You’ve not used those specific terms.”

Rachel laughed. “You mean talking
dirty?”

“Yes.”

“The new me love. You
wanted me to lose my inhibitions.” She paused for effect. “I’m
sucking black cock, swallowing the cum, opening my pussy and
letting that big black dick take my slutty white pussy. And I am
loving every minute of it—and I love you for letting me enjoy it.
How’s that for dirty talk.”

“Let’s go in the bedroom
and talk about this more. I want to fuck the new you.” She glanced
down and saw his tenting pants.

“Before supper? Talk dirty
to me?”

“Yes, I want
you.”

“In a minute,” she said. “I
wasn’t through about Sunday.”

“There’s more?”

“Yeah, Russell was worn out
after lunch, asked me if I wanted him to stay and I told him I
needed to rest, and he went on, I took a nap, and about 4 I woke up
and was horny and called Lawrence, and he came over. And you know
what happened there. I fucked two black men Sunday.”

“And Monday?”

“I worked and rested. Today
I’m here with you. We can go to the bedroom now so you can reclaim
my pussy.”

“Reclaim?”

“Yeah, that is what
Lawrence calls it. You loaned my pussy out and now you reclaim what
is yours, let me know that what I have done is not a problem, show
me your enthusiasm for what I am doing.” She stepped closer and
reached for his cock through his pants. “Like you are doing,” she
said. “Come on.”

 


***

 


In the bedroom Rachel had stripped out
of her clothes quickly. He noticed her pussy was bare. She looked
down. “Yeah, I had that done Monday afternoon. Lawrence suggested
it and said he bet you would like it. It is for you, you are the
first one to see me like this,” Rachel giggled, “But not the
last.”

Naked, she was sitting on the edge of
the bed and motioned Scott closer. The light was dim, but he could
make out new hickeys on her breasts. “Your breasts,” Scott said,
reaching to cup one.

“Yeah, Lawrence says it is
marking me, remind me of who put them there, and let anyone else
that sees them know that I am not exclusive to them, a couple are
from Russell, they both said they like to mark the white girls they
fuck, so when they go to the mirror and see their marked tits they
will remember the good black fucking they got.” She smiled. “It
works that way too.” Rachel leaned over kissing her husband,
whispering, her breasts pushed against his chest, “And it is to
remind you that you are not the only one in my pussy these days,
other men are enjoying what was once only yours.”

Rachel leaned over and took his hard
cock into her mouth, pushing, his cock hitting the back of her
throat, and to his surprise her face going farther down until her
nose was buried against the flesh of his cock. She was
deepthroating him.

“Damn, oh wow,” Scott
said.

Rachel did it a couple of more times,
regulating her breathing with strokes, and pulled off, her hand on
the base of his cock. “I’ve been working on learning that,” she
breathed. “How am I doing?”

“Fantastic,” Scott said,
stunned at this erotic woman with her mouth going back to his cock.
She looked up at him, doe eyed. “You ready to fuck your wife?” She
lay back on the bed and Scott moved forward, rubbing his cock up
and down her slit, parting her pussy lips open, like a butterfly
spreading its window, and moved inside her, reveling in the warmth
and wetness he found there. Wetter than he could remember, and a
little different too, something felt different, but he couldn’t put
his finger on. He tried to determine if she was indeed stretched,
but as wet as she was it was impossible to tell. It didn’t matter,
her pussy was hot and welcoming. She kissed him hungrily, and
guided him through a half dozen positions, doggie, reverse cowgirl,
and finally facing him. “Yes,” Rachel said when she felt him bottom
out. “I’ve missed this. Your fucking is so comfortable and good to
me. I love you.” She kissed him.

“I love you too,” Scott
said. “

“Are you OK?” she asked,
“Really OK?”

“I’m good,” he said. “I’m
amazed at my wife, she’s hotter to me than she has ever
been.”

“And she’s gonna get
hotter,” she said. “I ready to enjoy this time you’ve given me.”
She closed her eyes and enjoyed the rocking of their bodies
together, Scott’s hand seeking her nipple and tugging lightly as
usual.

“Does my pussy feel loose?”
she asked. “I hope I’m not too stretched from those big black
cocks,” she said, watching his face for the effect. “They about
wore my slut cunt out.

“No, should it?” Scott
asked, not admitting to her that she did feel a little
looser.

“I’ve had some big cocks
inside me since you fucked me last, I’ve been stretched some.”
Rachel gasped, feeling Scott harden even more, rock hard, and she
recognized the difference, what was turning him on more. “A big
cock stretching my white pussy feels so good.” Rachel kicked in the
dirty talk, “Fuck my wet pussy, fuck my pussy that has had two big
black cocks inside it, fuck this white pussy that loves big black
dick, fuck your slut wife,” Rachel moaned, starting to cum,
inspired by her own dirty talk.

Scott was reduced to moans and grunts
for the few seconded he remained before he spewed his cum deep
inside his wife’s open pussy. It was too much for Scott, and he
stared cumming to the point he almost passed out. He rolled to the
side and looked over at Rachel. She had a towel under her ass, legs
spread, and was rubbing her clit with two fingers while her other
hand pulled her pussy up for better sensation on her clit. She was
panting and looked over at him. “I didn’t cum yet, you don’t mind,
do you?”

 



Chapter 27

 


Laying together in the darkness,
cuddling, Rachel was holding him tight. “Scott, I don’t want you
thinking what I have been doing has anything to do with us. It was
something I wanted to try…” her voice trailed off.

“And?”

“I enjoy it. I like it more
than I thought I would, and please don’t make me stop right now,
let me ride these weeks out.”

“I never suggested anything
else,” he said.

“I guess it is hard to
imagine you being OK with other guys fucking me, black guys,”
Rachel grinned, “Or that it would turn you on as much as it
does.”

“It does, I admit it,”
Scott said, “I don’t know why.”

“Right now, this is a
win-win for us both huh?” Rachel said. “I love getting black cock,
you love me getting black cock. We’re both good?”

“As long as you keep me in
the details and the loop,” Scott said. “Honesty always.”

“Always,” Rachel agreed. “I
know you said you wanted to watch, but I hinted around with a
couple of guys and they freaked. It is hard to tell someone you are
separated and want your husband to watch. I don’t think that you
being there to watch is going to work during our trial
separation.”

“I don’t like it, but it
makes sense,” Scott admitted. “Try to remember more
details.”

“Lawrence has been trying
to help me with what I need to remember about the details. I’m
going to try to be more descriptive.”

“Good.”

“Tell me, what if I only
fuck black men other than you, what if my pussy is exclusive to
black men?”

“Is that what you
want?”

“Right now, hell yes. You
are the only white man I want,” she said.

“And black
guys?”

Rachel giggled, “About everyone I see,
I’m becoming awful.”

“It is what you want,”
Scott said.

“Black cock is indeed what
I want,” she said.

“Would you like me to video
tape it?”

“I would love that,” Scott
said.

“I’ll see what I can do,”
Rachel said, sliding down to his cock. “Now when a black man fucks
me after we have waited this long, they are ready to get hard again
for another fuck,” she said, with a giggle, “Just like you are
doing now.” Rachel rolled on top of him and put his hard cock
inside her, pulling his hands to her breasts.

“Pull hard on my tits, they
won’t pull off,” she groaned as he did just that, the start of
their second fuck before supper. “Look at my tits and think about
two different men marking me,” she gasped, already in full motion
of hard fucking.

 


***

 


The intensity of Rachel’s welcome home
extended into a late supper and an early turn in for a more basic
lovemaking session of the comfortable time between husband and
wife. Nothing was said of other men or dating, it was two people
trying to recapture their regular routine of life before their
experimentation began.

Wednesday Scott drove Rachel back to
her apartment early, she took her car to work, Scott went to his
job, and that afternoon picked her up again for another smuggling
into their home, the urgency of the night before fading, and
leaning more toward serious talk after their first afternoon fuck,
having drinks in the living room, Rachel in a sheer sleep dress
that did nothing to conceal her nakedness, showing her dark areolas
and the hint of the fading hickeys on her tits.

“Last night for a few
days,” Rachel commented.

“Yes. When I agreed to
this, I didn’t count on missing you as much as I do, but I think
we’ll be better for it and stronger on the other side,” Scott said.
“I’m determined to be.”

“Me too,” Rachel said.
“Everything is so new and exciting, I’m like a kid in a candy
story, a store stocked with a lot of big licorice sticks,” she
laughed and caught herself, and saw Scott’s curious look. “I
stopped myself from saying, or like a slut in a cock
store.”

“You called yourself a slut
last night too,” Scott said, “I don’t…”

“Honey, I’m being a slut
for a while, no need to call it anything else. And I’m enjoying
being slutty. That is something Lawrence has helped me face. I’m
not saying it like it is a bad thing, and don’t you take it that
way,” Rachel said.

“Do I take this to mean
that sex with someone else is more of an emphasis now than the
dating, as you called it?”

“I’m an adult woman,
supposedly separated, so the fucking is almost a forgone
conclusion, isn’t it?”

“What about the
interaction, the conversation, the back and forth from someone with
a different background, you talked about.” Scott asked.

“All that is a part of it
too,” she said, “But to be fair my thoughts are more about the
fucking now. Does that bother you? Think about it, you had me to
yourself for over 20 years. In ways it is not an emotional date
now, but just a fuck.”

“I don’t think bother is
the word, just something more for me to process and adjust my way
of thinking,” Scott said.

“Well why you are
processing I might as well get this out of the way too. I think I
may start fucking on the first date too.”

“And who are these dates
with?” Scott asked. “Is Lawrence setting you up?”

“No, he simply introduced
me to Russell, and I don’t know how to say it exactly, but since
Lawrence and I fucked, or as he says, “I gave up my black cherry,”
when I go to the bar for a refill, when I’m at lunch, I have black
guys hitting on me all the time, a few white guys too. I must be
giving off a vibe or something. It is not a matter of me getting a
date, it’s a matter of who I want to select to date.”

“Should I be worried?”
Scott asked.

“Only thing you need to
worry about is keeping up your stamina for next Tuesday and
Wednesday, and surviving the fucking I’m ready for right now. Come
on husband, come fuck your black cock slut.” She saw the shocked
look again on Scott’s face, realizing she had not called herself
that in front of him. “Honesty, you said,” she smiled. “Come on, my
slutty cunt needs a cock in it.”

 


***

 


On the way to her apartment on
Thursday morning, Scott asked, “Do you have a date
tonight?”

“Actually I’ve had three
offers, guys I gave my number to when they were hitting on me. No
one you know, so probably.”

“You plan on dating
Thursdays and Sundays in addition to Friday and Saturday?” Scott
asked.

“Depends, it is not
uncommon among singles to date Thursdays and Sundays too,” Rachel
said, “And I’m separated and same as single, right?” she said,
pausing. “Oh yeah, almost forgot.” She slid her rings off and
handed them to her husband. “Hold on to these till Tuesday
please.”

“Gladly. I love you
Rachel.”

“And I you,” she said,
taking her bag to place inside her apartment before driving to
work.


Chapter 28

 


At lunch Scott called Lawrence.
“Scott, my man, how are you doing? Last couple of days you get
fucked till your eyes crossed?”

“Something like that,”
Scott said. “I am call…”

“I know why you are
calling, you want to know what your wife left out, don’t you? I
trust that your wife is more open and less inhibited when talking
about dating and fucking other people.”

“Yes.”

“You’re welcome,” Lawrence
laughed. “And you are getting what you wanted aren’t
you?”

“To some extent, and you
haven’t told me about Miami.”

“OK, yeah I did promise. I
think you know we have an attraction for each other. She would not
have gone along with the flirting and all that. I asked her out
because she had given off the vibe that she wanted me to ask her
out, so I did.

We sat together on the plane, and we
got deep into husbands and wives, why husbands want a whore in the
bedroom, and how few women can open up to do it, and we talked
about the problems with marrying very young, all that kind of
stuff. Thursday night I helped her with her bags, she was at the
other end of the hall on the same floor. Nothing went on, she was
tried from the trip and I was too.

“Friday we didn’t have much
to do and we had talked about going to the beach, and we were
flirting some, I accused her of being a prude with all the women
around us with their tops off on South Beach, and she pulled off
her top and showed me those magnificent big ole creamy white tits.
I mean, damn man, what a nice rack, not too huge, but damn near
perfect. And those nipples, to die for man. I oiled her back and
later when she turned over, I gave those pretty tits a nice oiling
too, discreetly but nothing out of the way.

“We met for dinner, she got
a nice buzz going, and we both knew what was going to happen. But
man, I had no idea how the woman would take to fucking, I mean she
was bucking and moaning and cumming and begging me to fuck her
harder, and she hadn’t even bothered with condoms.”

“Bareback from the start?”
Scott asked.

“No objection to that from
me. I knew she was squeaky clean unless you have been fucking
around and I didn’t see that happening. I asked her where she
wanted me to cum and she begged me to cum inside her, so I did. I
mean man I coated that womb. Damn good thing she is on the pill I
tell you.

“Saturday was the banquet,
a lot of meetings for me, and she had left her banquet dress at
home so I took her out and bought a hot dress that showed off her
body, more revealing than anything she had ever worn before she
said, but I explained that she wasn’t a white man’s wife at this
event tonight but a hot woman on the arm of a black man and she
needed to look the part. You know there is one way that people look
at a woman, a woman with a man, and a completely different way they
look at a woman with a black man. And they expect her to dress
hotter, a little sluttier, because that is what her black man wants
to see, to show her off. And I showed off your wife man, and she
may not have told you this but being shown off by her black lover
lit her tight white ass up too. She was soaking and got off on
being a white girl on my arm.

“When we got to the room it
was on, we had room service for dinner but fucked all night long,
and I mean we fucked when I say that, all capital letters. I kept
going and going and she kept cumming and cumming, squirting, and I
put her in doggie position, held her hair with one hand and slapped
her ass good with the other. She told me no one had ever done that,
and she got off on it, I mean one of those orgasms where her body
kept convulsing long after I had got my nut off inside
her.

“Rachel was ready to go
again before I was, so she sucked me hard, got in doggie again and
this time I held my position and let her fuck herself back on my
cock, and she did, a wild woman who loves that black cock. I had
her admitting it to me by the second fuck, how much she loved black
cock, how much she wanted my black cock and more black cock, how
her pussy was mine anytime I wanted it. When she got out of that
bed the second morning, she knew that her pussy was just getting
started for black dick, and she knew what she wanted
too.”

“And when I
watched?”

“That was all for you, bro,
she did it because she knew you wanted it. No need to tell you
about that, but you did catch her reaction, how much she needs and
wants black dick. She knows she is behind the curve and wants to
catch up with a bunch of different partners before she settles back
down again.

“Is she asking you to set
her up?”

“No need,” Lawrence
laughed, “Shit, she asked me to take her to a couple of bars I
recommended, I laid back, went to the restroom and by the time I
got back she was already swarmed. I think she gave her number to
three different guys.”

“Wow,” Scott said. “I would
have never dreamed…” he paused, the wheels turning. “Is the layout
in these clubs one where I could maybe sit to the side out of sight
and watch her getting swarmed, like you described. I know that has
her ego soaring.”

“One problem with your
thought,” Lawrence said. “The clubs are discreet enough, and dark
enough to blend out of sight, except for one thing.”

“What’s that?”

Lawrence laughed again. “You’d stand
out, probably the only white man in the room.”

“A black club?”

“No, a black club with a
lot of white women who are into black men hang. A white woman in
there, no need to wonder why she’s there.”

“Oh hell,” Scott said. “I
can’t believe Rachel would do that.”

“Believe it, it is true.
Tell you now though, I know you two talked about this trial
separation thing for appearances, but understand that she may not
settle down as quick or in the way that you expect.”

“What do you mean?” Scott
asked.

“Well don’t be surprised if
the girl wants to wander off the reservation and get some more
black dick from time to time—with your permission of course,
discreetly, after she comes home.”

“Of course.”

“Other thing you probably
don’t know is your girl is totally different fucking with you
watching or you not there. She’s a nasty little thing, and not much
you can ask her she’s not willing to try. She said she’d never
swallowed before, but she does now. Deep throats like a street ho,
stuff like that, and it is not that she does it, but she loves
doing it, she gets off on doing something unexpected, like when she
left Russel that first night, when he kissed her before she got
into the Uber and told him to call her, she put her soaked thong
into his hand as she did.”

“Oh,” Scott
said.

“She didn’t tell you
that?”

“No.”

“Don’t worry, she’s coming
around, won’t be long before she admits to you what a slut she is
and wants to be. She has only learned it herself in the past few
days. She has to understand it herself before she can admit it to
you. It’s coming though.”

“OK, I guess,” Scott
said.

“You getting what you want
from her, like you said you wanted.” Lawrence said. “Little late
for seller remorse. Later bro.”


Chapter 29

 


Friday morning Scott got a text from
his Rachel. “Been thinking and want to try being single/separated
different this week. Please no contact until next Tuesday unless it
is a family emergency. No texts, calls, anything. Let me play
single, Please?”

Scott reluctantly answered, “OK.” It
was the start of a weekend with restless sleeps, imagining what and
who his wife was bedding as she enjoyed her newfound sexual freedom
to be, as she said, slutty.

 


***

 


Rachel limiting communication and
playing as if she was single set the routine over the next four
weeks. No contact from Thursday morning until Tuesday afternoon.
Tuesdays and Wednesdays were intense. Rachel would start describing
her weekend and they would end up fucking in the living room before
she finished describing her first date of the previous week. She
was getting better in specifics. She anticipated his typical
questions so before he could ask, she would answer. Yes, she would
swallow for a blow job, beg for their cocks, tell them what a slut
she was, adding most recently she was a slut “for black
cock.”

Scott noted other subtle changes.
Rachel always slept in the nude, did not even bother taking
nightgowns. When he mentioned it, her matter-of-fact answer was
instantaneous. “If whoever I’m bed with and I wake up during the
night and want to fuck again, we don’t have to mess with clothes.”
Scott knew that between Thursday and Sunday the odds were that one
of her dates would be with her throughout the night.

Scott realized there were many things
that had not been discussed before she had moved out into the
apartment for their supposed trail separation. “You don’t wear
clothes to bed, so you do not have to wake up more to take them
off?”

“Something like that. More
instantaneous, more natural and instinctive, need over thought,”
Rachel said. “I have never thought about fucking like that
before.”

“And what about condoms in
that instance?” Scott asked.

Rachel took a breath, looked down and
said under her breath, “What condoms?”

“You are not being safe
with these guys?”

“Depends on the guy, if in
doubt we do.” she said. “I question their backgrounds; I have a
feel for it. A couple have furnished test results. If it is someone
I meet from online, I say up front that they need to bring a
negative test result. That makes it a lot easier and saves
time.”

“Don’t you think asking
them to bring a test results to the date is giving a strong
implication that you are willing to fuck them?” Scott
asked.

“I am,” Rachel laughed. “If
after talking to them online, and then on the phone, by the time I
agree to meet I’ve pretty well decided in my mind that I want to
fuck them.”

Scott was stunned at her unemotional
blunt approach to fucking now, this woman who had been so shy and
reluctant only weeks before.

“You are looking for men
online?” Scott asked. “What if someone we know…”

“Oh, the couple of sites
where I’m listed will likely not have any of our friends on them,
if so, the next question is “what are you doing on here?” Also all
these sites have an option to exclude anyone on your friends list
on Facebook or Instagram, and anyone on your contacts list on your
phone.”

“What are the sites?” Scott
asked.

“Sure you really want to
know?”

“Yes. How did you find
them?”

“One Lawrence was on and
recommended, “Black Dicks for White Chicks”, the other was
“Interracial Dating”, like a Match.com thing for
interracial.”

“Are you only going to
interracial sites?” Scott asked.

“Online, yes, I’m
developing a preference. Not to say I wouldn’t date a white guy,
and I’ve been asked since people found out we are on a trial
separation. Actually, almost every single man, and a few married,
have asked me out once they learn it, but none had hit a vibe with
me the way most black men do. I suspect that men think any time a
woman is separated or divorced she’s not getting cock regularly
anymore and is fair game. White guys want to talk it to death,
black men know what they want and what to do with it when they get
it. Yes, I prefer black men.”

“Why is that?”

“You want a list?” Rachel
said. “OK, black men are more direct, less chit chat, more let’s
get down to it. More forceful. The skin color contrast is
super-hot, the blacker the better. I love the texture of black
flesh, it is so different from white, silky. And it used to be so
taboo, and now not so much, but I still get absolutely soaked at a
disapproving look from older white people, that part is a rush, me
doing something so out there, you know?”

Scott could only stare in disbelief at
this woman he thought he knew for over 20 years. This woman with
him now was totally different from the Rachel of those earlier
years. Sexually he loved this new woman, who could so openly talk
with him about fucking men. Scott had this image of her on a bed
with her legs spread and a succession of black men moving up to
fuck her, one after another, as he compressed the time into one
night with each of the black men, he knew had fucked her already.
In less than a week of the trial separation she had fucked more
black men than white over her entire life.

It was too much to resist. He took her
hand and pulled her into the bedroom. “Come inside the bedroom, get
those clothes off and let’s continue the conversation
there.

In minutes Scott was balls deep inside
the wet hot pussy of his wife as she excitedly told him about the
two black men, she had fucked the previous weekend, going into
detail of the feeling of their cocks going inside her, and admitted
she had begged on to put his cum deep inside her. Scott only lasted
seconds after she admitted that. Later he could not remember the
names she had mentioned.

When Rachel started dating, she had
said the first date was a get-to-know-you face to face drink, but
she explained after reading someone’s online profile, chatting,
phone calls, the face to face was only to see if they were who they
really were on the site. “No need to put anything off if they are
who they say they are. I’ll be who I say I am for sure.”

“And who do you tell them
you are?” Scott asked.

“Standard reply is I’m a
white wife going through a trial separation, catching up on black
cock I always fantasized but never was able to enjoy until now. See
I’m not lying,” Rachel said, grinning. “And what they see is what
they get, and I do mean they get it usually.”

 


***

 


Rachel became better at including and
remembering the details, which would ensure Scott was rock hard and
ready for their second round, pre-dinner, in the bedroom, but there
was always some segments of the evening when she would become so
lost in whatever was happening that she would get lost in the lust
and follow her body being manipulated, teased, and pleasured by a
lover and her mind was not in record.

For dinner at home on Tuesdays and
Wednesdays she wore a sheer top as if it was nothing unusual. She
later admitted that it was not unusual for any overnight date to be
treated to sitting opposite her as she ate breakfast in a sheer
top, or sometimes nothing at all. “Usually means another round
before they leave,” Rachel said.

 


***

 


Unknown to her Scott was keeping a
diary record of each week, the men she dated, specifics, and in her
absence, he would re-read and try to process and analyze what he
could in his more sanctimonious moments describe as his wife’s
steady descent into sluttiness, faster than he expected, and
certainly with more partners. He watched the video he had shot of
her with Lawrence several times. Nothing in his imagination could
equal how erotic that was.

Scott kept the photos of her with
Lawrence that he had downloaded from her phone to his under a
security code area, and as he looked at them he would only regret
that he didn’t have more. He had no photos of her with anyone other
than Lawrence. More video and photos had not been
forthcoming.

“Too caught up in the
moment with wanting to fuck that it slips my mind,” she would
say.

Scott reviewed his record after their
fifth week after announcing the trial separation.

Week 1:

Lawrence Friday, Russell Saturday and
Sunday afternoon, Lawrence Sunday night.

Week 2:

Thursday, guy she met online, fucked
but a small cock and nothing special.

Friday, frustrated from Thursday,
Lawrence spends the night.

Saturday: Goes to Russell’s house for
small party, meets a new guy there, she invited him over Sunday
afternoon. He spends Sunday night.

Monday, she rests

Week 3:

No date Thursday

Friday: New guy from online, good
fuck, great pussy eater, talked about tying her up but never got
around to it.

Saturday: New guy from Russell’s party
again. Overnight.

Sunday: Lawrence in
afternoon.

Week 4:

Thursday night: Russell repeats,
overnight

Friday: no date, Thursday was
strenuous.

Saturday: Pick up from an interracial
bar in early afternoon, Lawrence that night.

Sunday afternoon. The guy from the bar
comes for overnight.

Week 5:

Thursday: New guy from
online.

Friday: Friend of new guy from
Russell’s party

Saturday: Friend of Lawrence’s she
asked him for some variety, describing the kind of man she
wanted.

Sunday: Resting, the Friend of
Lawrence’s had been Dom and rough. She liked it though.

 


First date fucks were common now, but
it would be a second before they would overnight, with a couple of
exceptions, when they were too drunk to leave. If Rachel was on a
Saturday or Sunday afternoon date it was not uncommon for her to
have a date with someone else that night. Lawrence was interspaced
within those times, but she was averaging fucking two or three
different men per weekend.

 


***

 


Scott had assumed a couple of times,
her curiosity satisfied, realizing that there was no magic there,
and with that out of her system she would come back to the comfort
of their traditional marriage, more uninhibited and sexier in
things like how she dressed and her bedroom desires, but seeing
through the shallowness of one-night stands and the dating
life.

Only that had not happened. She got
into it. She enjoyed it.


Chapter 30

 


Lawrence was a help in keeping him in
the loop and understanding what was happening. He called Lawrence
on Monday of Week Five, worrying aloud that she may be getting out
of hand.

“Man, let her get this wild
oats thing out of her system, she’ll come round. It’s called New
Relationship Energy, very common. It is new and exciting, and she
will come to her senses and calm down, meanwhile she may act a
little off and confused about her choices—and I have heard of it
lasting up to six months, but it will turn back around.”

“It is harder than I
thought,” Scott said. “I’m out of the loop most of the time, that
is starting to bother me.” Scott had begun to stalk her Facebook
page, but to her credit a lot of photos of her with other men were
not pictured. Instead it would be photos of her at different
locations around town, places that Scott recognized from her
descriptions were dates with other men.

Rachel’s Facebook status proclaimed,
“Separated”, and she had a couple of shots with her group of
friends with other men in the background, usually only one or two
black and never standing directly behind Rachel, all keeping up the
game, as Rachel called it now. Scott tried to look at it that way,
a game that would end.

In the photos on her Facebook page
Scott did see another change in Rachel in the form of a completely
new wardrobe, more stylish, but sexier, bolder. A button unbuttoned
one lower than normal, thinner leaning to sheer tops. In a couple
of the shots her lack of a bra was obvious, her nipples on high
beam, a fact that would have turned her beet red and tugging a
jacket closer before this had started. If she was wearing a bra it
would be lacy and the edges of it showing. She was dressing far
sexier than ever before.

Scott did not mention her change in
dress when she was home, even though she reverted to her dowdy
conservative clothes when she was home with him and on their rare
ventures out a Tuesday or Wednesday night.

Sherrie said her Texas job was two to
three months before she would need her apartment back. Scott surfed
Sherrie’s Facebook page, and she seemed to be enjoying Texas, with
no notes of returning to Cincinnati. Scott was counting though.
Fives week down, three to seven to go. 21 to 49 days. “I can stand
anything for that long,” he reasoned.

To her credit Rachel had done nothing
out of what they had talked about initially. Every Tuesday
afternoon she was there at the apartment, hot, horny, usually
dressed in next to nothing under her long coat, leaning toward
sheer and lacy with no need of underwear, except for her work
attire, what was still the same conservative dress to which he was
accustomed. She was going to lengths to be sure no one at work had
a clue about her newfound sluttiness or preference for black cock,
but she was joining into the conversation on the girls after work
parties with her own stories not, only not bothering to mention all
her dates now were black.

It took a while, but Scott located his
wife’s profile on the two sites she had mentioned. The tip off was
the bikini shot from Miami, wet and sheer, showing off her taunt
body. He created a fake profile, joined the sites, and friended
her, using a photo he had copied of a huge black man from another
site. He didn’t know if it was legal, but Scott felt like it was
something he had to do.

With the friend status he gained
access to the other photos, most cropped versions of ones he
already had with her face cropped or blurred, although there was
one he did not have, an unknown black man, not Lawrence, standing
behind her, cupping her bare hickey covered breasts.

Rachel accepted the friendship of
Scott’s fake black man persona, and the follow on her profile, but
he did not contact her. Instead, he did surf her friends and
contacts listed on the profile. 94 different black men were
following her posts. She was following 102 black men. Her profile
showing “last time visited” told him she was checking the site
daily. One Thursday he logged in, seeing that she was in a private
conversation. He checked periodically. Her private conversation
lasted two hours.

While Rachel would readily admit her
dates and the outcome, she was intentionally vague about how she
was hooking up and said nothing about her profiles on the dating
sites other than to tell Scott she had placed them.

Scott mentioned his impatience with
Rachel’s trial separation ending to Lawrence, he wanted his old
life back too. He had hoped to have a sluttier, more open, sexier
Rachel, who played, learned to enjoy it, and would come back home
and resume everything else about their old life—except for her
newfound sexual openness, but he wasn’t counting on it being an
ongoing project.

“Remember the woman with
the apartment is coming back, kids are coming in from school, she
is going to have to stop and take a breath pretty quick.” Lawrence
said. “Besides, you rather try to rein in a bucking bronc or wait
until she’s hungry for hay and walking casually up to the feed
trough? You try to put a halt to anything now it is only going to
have a negative reaction and change little but anger her toward
you. I’ve seen this before. Let the girl roll a little while
longer, continue her education, you might say.”

Scott did not mention to Rachel that
he was becoming obsessed with trying to discover her movements when
she was not there. He accepted the fact now that he did indeed have
just what he has asked for, an uninhibited wife open to sexual
exploration with few holdbacks. His one concern was maybe she was
liking this all too much, and he hoped she had not lost site of the
marriage to which she was supposed to return.

Rachel reassured him every Tuesday and
Wednesday, however there were other things. The previous Saturday
night Rachel gave him an unexpected call. He could tell from her
tone she had a buzz going, it was about 7 p.m.

“Hey baby. You
OK?”

“I’m fine Scott, very
fine,” she giggled. “I’ve been partying since lunch, and uh
well…”

“What?”

Still giggling Rachel told him, “Well
you know it has been a while since you watched me get fucked, and
I’m here with Russell and Lawrence, and they want to double team
me, and it will be a first time I’ve done that. I want to do it. I
told them OK, if you could come and watch. You want to bring a
camera and record my first two black men double teaming
me?”

“Hell yes,” Scott
said.

“Well, it’s a 30-minute
drive,” she said, “there’s no traffic, so if you are not here in 40
minutes, I’m starting without you.”

“I’ll be there,” Scott
said, and he was.


Chapter 31

 


Scott had enough presence of mind to
try to brace himself for whatever scene he might find. He tried the
door before knocking. It was unlocked and Scott let himself into
the foyer. The lights were dimmed, there was jazz playing, and his
wife was naked, flanked by two large black men of almost equal size
and build, tall, muscular, dark black.

Rachel had a leg thrown over each
man’s knee, splayed, and had one arm around each back of the man on
either side. There was no groping, they were talking in low
whispers and giggles, as if sharing some private jokes.

Scott watched the animation in his
wife’s face, the relaxed familiarity she displayed with each man in
her stare, her lip movements, how she listened intently to what
they said, her illuminating smile at their banter, and in between
quips she would buss each on the lips with regularity, turning her
head back and forth in the conversation.

It was surreal how natural the three
of them seemed to be in that setting. They did not notice him
standing there until he coughed.

“Well, he did make it,”
Rachel laughed, clearly well into her drinking. “About time baby,
Russell and Lawrence have been wanting to get started but this was
as far as I would let them go. By the way, this is Russell, you
haven’t met.”

The broad faced black man gave him a
wide smile. “Hey Scott, I’ve heard so much about you from Lawrence
and Rachel here that I feel like I know you, so pleased to meet
you, and thank you so much for sharing your beautiful wife with
us.”

“You’re welcome,” was all
Scott could muster.

Rachel noticed the camera. “Well turn
that thing on and let’s get started, I want some black hands on
me.” Rachel pulled her arms from around their shoulders, dropping
her hands to their cocks as Russell put one hand on her breast and
kissed her. Lawrence caressed the other breast for a second, tugged
her nipple to firmness, and slid his hand down her flat belly to
cup her pussy.

Scott caught the scent of her perfume,
heavier in the air than usual, and heard a long moan from Rachel
when Lawrence touched her pussy, a moan that clearly said she loved
the touch, and that was the spot. Scott had the camera up and
running before Lawrence probed her pussy with a long back finger,
then added a second, eliciting a throaty moan from Rachel and with
her legs still over their knees, sliding her body down to the edge
of the couch, opening her legs to give him better access to her
wide-open pussy. She was still kissing Russell.

Setting the camera down on the end
table, still running and pointed to the three lovers, Scott felt an
overpowering need for a drink, easing to the bar quietly and
pouring a tea glass full of bourbon before retaking his seat to
view Rachel’s first interracial menage a trois. She was whimpering
from Lawrence’s steady finger fucking, muffled by her kiss with
Russell, who was massaging her breasts that had them red, her
nipples hard buds.

 


***

 


Scott had watched plenty of pornos,
and since this had stared and he discovered Lawrence was black his
playlist on his favorite porn site was dominated by interracial,
many of them with two black men and one white woman, but there was
no comparison between the videos and watching your wife’s bare
white fleshed pressed between two black men at the same, like some
human Oreo cookie.

Much of it was a blur as the effects
of the multiple ounces of Bourbon hit him, but what stuck out was
the assault on his senses. The visual was there, but so different
when the white woman in the live sex show was his own wife Rachel,
and the comments the two black men made back and forth, talking to
each other but with Rachel in the conversation of the heavy
breaths, the whispers, and the words that and never crossed his
wife’s lips before this started now rolling off her tongue as fast
and naturally as if she was saying hello.

When Russell squeezed her breast and
said in his deep voice, “Damn I love these big soft titties, white
girl,” Scott understood, he knew the exact sensation of playing
with those tits, he had done so many times.

When Lawrence felt Rachel’s mouth
around his cock, and he utters, “Damn, what a fine cocksucker you
are,” again, Scott knew the feeling and agreed. While they were
compliments in their own way, and Rachel certainly liked
compliments, each such statement added fuel to the lustful fire
building inside her, the faster her breath came, her body
glistening with a sheen of thin sweat whose sweet smell mixed with
her heavy perfume and scented the air. Her gasps and moans were
nothing Scott had heard before, coming from deeper within her
throat, raspy and guttural, strung together faster as the pounding
began, no words now but a huffy “huh, huh, huh, huh” in perfect
rhythm to the two black thrusting cocks.

The cacophony of three people lost in
the ecstasy of lust, thick black cocks penetrating his wife’s moist
cavities singly or together.

They two black men fucking his wife
seemed to flow like a crazy dance, naturally, one step into
another, no directing or nudging, their bodies fluid and changing
positions. The lewd pose of Rachel kissing each man in turn, their
hands in stark contrast to her pale flesh, on her breasts, between
her legs, fingering and probing. She orgasmed and squirted like
that, not slowing down and moving over Russell who slid down on the
couch as she impaled herself on his cock, with Lawrence standing on
the couch as she sucked his cock until Lawrence sat down, and she
mouthed his cock, her back to him, facing Scott, her lips circling
into an “ohhhh” as she put Lawrence inside her, the sound cut off
as Russell stood and presented his cock to her mouth.

“Take some of your own
pussy juices girl, they taste so good.” Rachel pulled away from
Russell, leaned back against Lawrence with his hands coming from
behind her and squeezing her breasts, looking straight into Scott’s
camera and moaning, “I am such a slut for black cock.” When Russell
moved closed she pulled off Lawrence’s cock and stood.

“Your hoe needs a bed,” she
said, leading the men up the stairs to the bedroom. Scott filmed
her going up the stairs with the two men a couple of steps behind,
and Rachel turned at the top of the stairs and said to Scott, “Come
see the slut you always wanted.”

By the time he was going through the
bedroom door Rachel was already on the bed on her back, with
Russell eating her pussy and Lawrence getting his cock sucked as he
lay in his side. Rachel never slowed as Russell stopped eating her
pussy, stood over her and plunged his cock again into her, his
balls slapping her spread legs that she soon pulled up toward her
chest, her hands behind her knees, Russell’s black body pressed her
further up the bed, rolling her ass higher, bottoming his long cock
out.

“Never seen a wetter
pussy,” Russell commented. Rachel couldn’t answer but moaned as
Lawrence gave his comments.

“Watch how those tits
bounce when you ram home,” Lawrence said, “them nipples are hard as
little rocks. This slut loves black cock.” Rachel again answered
with a muffled moan. “Swap?” Lawrence said, moving into position
over Rachel as Russell moved in position to suck his cock. She
moved to her hands and knees as Lawrence stood on the floor, her
legs crossed at the ankles and held between his black knees, his
hands on her hips and entering her without guiding, Russell at her
face on his knees.

Lawrence released his hold on her hips
and as Scott watched his wife rocked back and forth on the two
cocks spit roasting her. Her rocking forward pulled Lawrence’s cock
almost out of her but pushed Russell’s cock deeper into her throat
until she almost gagged, then she would move back on to the cock in
her pussy, taking a gasp of breath as there was enough of Russell’s
cock out of her mouth to breath when she pushed Lawrence’s cock
deeper.

“Get it,” Lawrence ordered,
grabbing a handful of her hair, lifting her head back, holding her
on his cock as he popped her ass, leaving a red handprint. The
“pop” sound startled Scott, but Rachel never slowed, her moans not
those of pain but excitement. Lawrence alternated from each ass
cheek until her entire ass was red. “Want it?” he
grunted.

“Cum inside me,” Rachel
gasped, pulling off Russell’s cock and turning her head to
concentrate more on the feeling of Lawrence’s long groan as he
spewed his sperm inside her. “I love you cumming inside me,” she
moaned, falling forward.

Russell had rolled to his back in the
center of the bed, and Rachel moved over him, Lawrence’s cum oozing
from her pussy, guiding Russell’s cock into her pussy. “I want more
cum, I’m a cum slut, give me your cum too Russell.”

Russell was fucking her hard, his
thrusts lifting her off the bed, his hands on her bouncing breasts,
as Lawrence took a sip of water sitting on the side of the bed,
glancing over at Scott and giving him a raised eyebrow look with a
thumbs up.

Rachel rolled off Russell to her back,
and he climbed between her legs in missionary position, pumping her
harder. “Fuck me hard, fuck me like the whore that I am. Fill my
cunt up with your black seed.”

Scott had witnessed Rachel orgasm but
nothing on the level with what was happening to her. She was in
another world. “Take it, take it,” Russell said almost in a chant,
and he too came, holding his cock inside her, collapsed as he
regained his breath and slowed eased out.

Lawrence had recovered and was back
inside Rachel instantly. Russell stepped into the restroom,
returned to the bed, where Rachel reached for his cock and began
stroking him, amazing Scott as he saw Russell was returning to
hardness, aided by Rachel who pulled him to her and again started
suck his cock, as if she wanted two black cocks inside her body at
the same time. Lawrence rolled to his back, Rachel on top without
breaking contact, white cum appearing around the ring of her pussy
on Lawrence’s cock. Lawrence pulled her tighter to him for a kiss,
pulling her nipples and stretching them out as if they were
elastic, squeezing, again to the pleasurable indications from
Rachel’s fuck sounds.

Russell moved behind Rachel and Scott
gasped. Was he going to fuck her ass? Scott had begged her to try
it for their entire marriage. Surely she wouldn’t. Russell slid his
cock over the back of her ass between her ass cheeks and then
lower, rolling the head of his cock in the cum around the outside
of her pussy, before moving higher, putting the head of his cock at
the brown bud of her asshole. He pushed.

“NO!” Rachel said. “NOT
THAT!” She jerked forward, pulling away from his cock. Russell put
his hands on her hips and pulled her back, again, almost in a
scream a second “No!”.

“Girl ain’t giving up that
ass tonight,” Lawrence told Russell, “you know she don’t do that,
let’s put two in that pussy at once though.” Scott saw his wife’s
head nod a yes and was not prepared for the reaction from Rachel as
a second black cock entered her pussy’s canal.

“Stretch my white cunt,”
she screamed, “It feels so good,” and her body started quivering,
muscles under the skin spasming and she was in the midst of a
massive orgasm. Her two black lovers never slowed, keeping up the
stroking, until Lawrence moaned, he was cumming.

“Yeah baby, cum inside my
cunt,” Rachel said, feeling Lawrence tense and release, Russell
still fucking her, pulling out when he felt Lawrence cum. Rachel
went to her back, a gush of cum visible from her pussy but only for
a second before Russell was back inside her and ramming into her,
lost to the point that he wasn’t trying to please her but get
himself off, rough and hard, and to Scott’s surprise Rachel was
responding to the indifferent rough fucking.

“Hard, fuck this slut
hard,” she was moaning over and over until Russell came inside her
for a second time, pulling out before he had completely finished
and spurting cum over her breasts and belly. Rachel was spasming
over her entire body, squirming, a full body orgasm, her hands
rubbing his cum into her breasts and belly before her body finally
yielded to the exertions and her entire body released. Scott
started at the amazing scene, wondering if she had passed out until
she stirred, reaching out with each hand to wrap her hands around
each cock on either side of her.

They were not recovering instantly; it
was more of a cuddling move. With Rachel in the middle on her back,
eyes closed, each man rolled toward her, hand on the tit closest to
him, as they quietly lay there. Her pussy open and pouring cum in a
thick white frothy glob, running down her ass and puddling under
her, her body glistening with sweat, her hair damp and her eyes
closed. The black men on either side of her were quiet. Rachel’s
hand fell to her pussy, her fingers in the cum. “Damn, we’ve made a
mess,” she said quietly to no one in particular, her voice trailing
off as she did when she was ready for a nap.

Scott turned off the camera, feeling
totally out of place in the setting, still clothed, too absorbed in
what he had witnessed and the taping to even touch himself,
although he did see there was a dime sized wet spot where his
precum had dripped.

Scott anticipated that now Russell and
Lawrence would leave, he would climb into bed with Rachel, reclaim
her, and they would snuggle together before falling asleep. He
waited for someone to move but no one did.

Weaving from the bourbon, he stood on
unsteady legs, the floor giving a creak, and Rachel raised her
head, framed from where Scott was sitting by her breasts, still red
from their rough handling, her pussy still pouring, and her legs
open as if to proudly display that she had been filled with back to
back loads of black sperm. She locked eyes with Scott and raised
her hand, as if pushing him away, motioning him toward the
door.

Scott took his empty glass, picked up
the camera and quietly left the room, closing the door behind him.
The second bedroom was across the hall and he lay down on it still
dressed. He didn’t know when he dozed off, but he slept
hard.

A scream woke him around 8 a.m.
Startled, he rose off the bed, prepared to rush into the bedroom
when more clearer words were distinguished. “Fuck me with those big
black cocks, I love them. Fuck your black cock slut.” The words
became indistinguishable, flowing into a mass of grunts, moans, and
three voices in undeniable ecstasy.

His mouth was cottony, he went into
the bathroom, splashed water into his face to try to wake up but
failed. He stripped off his shirt and pants and got under the
cover, the sounds of the two men and his wife fucking each other
across the hall fading and then quiet.

Scott was surprised that he dozed. He
felt as if there was someone in the room and there was bright light
coming through the window. Rachel set a coffee on the nightstand,
smiling. She looked tired but smelled of soap. She was nude other
than her hair was wrapped in a towel from her shower, and as Scott
looked up he could only think how beautiful she was with no make-up
and early in the morning, even looking a little tired from what was
a night and morning of strenuous fucking.

Looking her up and down he saw a
couple of bruises starting on her inner thigh, her bare pussy was
rubbed to a reddish tint. She was looking down at her breasts.
Three dime to nickel sized hickeys near each nipple. “I told them
this was getting out of hand,” she giggled, “no more than three
hickeys per titty. The right one was Russell’s, the left one is
Lawrence’s work.” Scott was speechless.

“Time to get up,” she said,
leaning over to give him a kiss. “They’ve left, and you have some
undercover work to do. Scoot over.” He did and she eased underneath
the cover, reaching for his cock under his boxers.

“Get those clothes off
bub,” she said, tugging the down. Flipping back the bed covers she
knelt over his cock, mouthing it. “Did you like your wife being
such a slut?” she asked.

“I loved it,” Scott said,
“Only…”

“Only you didn’t get any
pussy, did you?” she giggled. “I thought about that, but then again
it is just you and me now.” Rachel rolled to her back and tugged
his arm. “You on top.” As Scott positioned himself and started
forward, she stopped him. “No need to guide it in I think, I’m
opened up already.” Rocking his body forward he slid into her
easily with no guiding or rubbing, their bodies in perfect
position.

As his cock sank into her welcoming
pussy and he began soft slow strokes she whispered in his ear, “I
thought about having you fuck me last night, with my cunt full of
four loads of black men’s cum,” she said. “I thought it would have
been hot, but it didn’t flow that way,” she said. “Would you have
liked that?”

Scott’s answer was a low moan of his
own. “Yes,” he said, almost in a hiss.

“Good, because before my
quick shower Russell and Lawrence both came in me again before they
left. My pussy is still full of their cum. You cock is my third
cock inside me within 20 minutes,” she said.

“Oh fuck,” Scott said in a
blissful groan, not knowing exactly why that was such a turn on but
it was undeniable.

“When you cum inside me in
a minute that will be three different men have cum inside me in
less than a half hour.”

“Slut,” Scott said, feeling
his orgasm approaching.

“Damn right,” Rachel said.
“Well earned, and I’m loving it.” Scott was pounding her hard, on
the verge of cumming.

“Can you feel me stretched?
Can you believe I took two big black cocks in my pussy at the same
time? Fuck me.”

“Feels great,” Scott
gasped, and Rachel said the words that he dreaded to hear but sent
him over the edge anyway. “And I don’t want to stop. Fuck your
slut, my husband.”


Chapter 32

 


At Rachel’s invitation Scott spent the
rest of Sunday with her, at the apartment. It felt strange, the
fact that he was not welcomed to show up unannounced and only by
her invitation. He felt as if he was with someone very different
than the Rachel he knew from 19 years of marriage. Here, his wife’s
entire attitude and persona were different. Scott found himself
trying to impress her, compliment her, as if she were a new
girlfriend that he knew dated others and he was struggling to be
the primary person in her life.

In the few instances where he had let
his worries and doubts intrude into their banter, she was quick to
remind him that this was a gift he had given, and he should be
pleased she was enjoying it. For sure, Scott began to understand,
she was enjoying dating, and fucking other men, far more than he
had envisioned. He kept waiting for the indication that the dating
life had run its course and she was ready to go back to settling
down.

That was perhaps the factor that kept
him sane through this. Almost every single person he knew,
especially their divorced friends, spent a brief time dating hard
but, in the end, would say in some form that they missed their old,
settled life and looked forward to returning to it once they found
the right partner again. Scott had found his right partner 19 years
ago. Rachel appeared to have not reached the return to the old life
party.

Still a sex filled Sunday was filled
in a lot of the gaps that had gnawed at him. They spent Sunday
afternoon reconnecting, naked, arousing themselves again quickly by
talking about the night before, even spending a while looking at
some of the video. “Damn, I really am a slut,” Rachel whispered as
she watched herself fucking two black men at once on the
screen.

Scott was surprised when he mentioned
running home for a change of clothes so he might spend the night,
but at 10 told him she didn’t want him to overnight, she needed
genuine rest before work Monday.

“I’ll see you Tuesday,” was
her last statement as she kissed him in the foyer, careful not to
show affection to him outside. Scott felt on a high.

 


***

 


Tuesday and Wednesday were
anticlimactic after the rousing Saturday and Sunday the days prior.
Scott was primed for hot sex with his wife after the unscheduled
and unexpected excitement of Sunday, anticipating her story of the
build up to Sunday, and her Thursday and Friday exploits, as she
had told him she had a full dating schedule that weekend but she
was vague.

Scott felt reluctant to take her back
to the apartment on Thursday morning, and told her how he looked
forward to her return home and no longer playing out this
charade.

“I want to play this out,
not much longer, OK?” Rachel said before she left his car. “And I
knew it got intense this past weekend, but back to old rules, OK? I
think waiting until Tuesday builds up some sexual tension, I could
tell a difference this Tuesday after we had gotten together Sunday.
It was different, not as intense. I like intense.”

“Fair enough,” Scott said.
“See you Tuesday.”

It had been six weeks. Scott was
beginning to feel relieved, worried that maybe Rachel had dived in
too deep and it would be difficult for her to come up for air from
her time in her sexual wonderland. Rachel had changed, there was no
doubt of that, in her confidence, how she dressed, bold things she
might do that she would have shrunk back into the background in
other instances. She was more outgoing, friendlier, eager to pick
up conversations with strangers, and on Scott’s few dates with
Rachel in public under the guise of “trying to work it out” he
discovered that men no longer held back thinking that it was a man
with his wife.

Strange men would no longer hesitate
to speak to her, even if he was holding her hand, flirting, and she
flirted back. It was cause for concern.

Monday night Rachel called, again
breaking from her typical way she said she wanted to communicate,
not waiting until Tuesday.

“Hey baby,” she
said.

“Hi. Early call. Looking
forward to tomorrow night?”

“Uhh, that’s why I’m
calling,” she stammered, “I need to put off tomorrow night. Pick me
up Wednesday OK? I’ll try to stay over Thursday instead?” Rachel
said.

“I guess,” Scott stammered,
surprised. “What’s up.”

“On nothing important—no,
I’ll be honest, I was with someone last night and he is not leaving
until Wednesday morning and I want to stay with him another night.
I know this is out of the norm but indulge me, would
you?”

“OK,” Scott said, “If that
is what you want. Are you sure you are OK? Where are
you?”

“I’m great actually,” his
wife said without answering. “Tell you all about it Wednesday,
OK?”

“All right,” Scott
said.

Tuesday the more he thought about his
day put off, the more unsettled he felt. Scott could hold out no
longer and called her office, asking to speak to Rachel. The
secretary was little help.

“I’d like to speak to
Rachel,” he said. “I’m her husband.”

“I know sir, but uh, aren’t
you two separated?”

“A trial separation yes,
did she tell you?”

“Yes she did.”

“Did she tell you to not
accept any of my calls?”

“No.”

“Then I would like to speak
to her please.”

“That would normally not be
a problem, but she called in sick today, she’s not here. May I take
a message?”

“Yes, tell her that there
is nothing wrong, but I would like to speak to her as soon as
possible.”

“I will lay it on the desk
so she will see it first thing, or will tell her if she calls in,”
the secretary said.

“Thank you.”

Scott quickly called Lawrence, who
picked up on the second ring. “Hey Scott, how’s it
going.”

“I’m looking for Rachel.
She has put off our Tuesday pick-up, is not answering her phone,
and called in sick to work. Is she there? What’s going
on?”


Chapter 33

 


“Whoooeee,” Lawrence said.
“No bro, she ain’t here, but I think I do know what’s going
on.”

“And that is?”

“About seven Friday night,
she called, she didn’t have a date and didn’t want to eat alone, so
we went to this bar she likes, and I’m figuring it is my night to
play with your wife. You know how good that pussy is. I’m not gonna
pass on it.”

“I know,” Scott said
deadpanned.

“Rachel went to restroom,
was walking by the bar, and this big guy, former NBA player, Lucas
Ryan, you might have heard of him, he got a huge signing bonus
about four years ago, blew out his knee, invested wisely though,
into some heavy business shit in LA, smart guy, there they call him
Frosty, and nothing to do with drugs you know, it’s ‘cause how he
love snowbunnies.”

“Snowbunnies?”

“Yeah, white women into
black cock. Never heard that phrase before? Snowbunny is a white
girl who prefers black cock. Hell man, you should know, you are
married to a bona-fide snowbunny. Rachel.”

“Oh,” was all Scott could
reply. Snowbunny.

Lawrence continued. “Lucas, he has a
reputation as a player too, has some family here in Cincinnati.
Rachel was going to the restroom. Lucas stopped her and said she
was the hottest woman he had ever seen. Said he’d noticed that she
was sitting with a brother and figured she had already been
blacked, so he asked her to go out with him on Saturday. She
bantered back and forth, I mean he was pouring it on and she was
pouring it back, I could tell that from the body language. It was
clear what was happening to anyone in the room. Lucas had him some
white pussy unless he screwed it up.

“Rachel came back to the
table and was giddy, never her seen her like that, but the bro must
have tripped her trigger. Of course, she knows that I’m good with
getting some variety, helping it along even, you know that. She
told me she didn’t want to be rude, but she needed to talk to this
guy some more, went back to the bar and they talked a few minutes,
got out their phones and exchanged numbers, and she came back and
sat down, smiling like the cat that ate the canary.

“I asked her what was up,
and she said that he was talking her up and her knees were weak.
‘I’m soaking right now,’ she said. ‘He is so fucking hot. He could
have any woman in this room, and he is hitting on me.’ Then she
looked at me and said, ‘I know we don’t have a formal date tonight;
would you mind if I uh,’ and she nodded to the dude at the bar.
Hell, I knew what she wanted,” Lawrence said.

“You turned her loose
then?”

“What she wanted. I told
her I didn’t have any chains on her, and she could make up any
extra pussy I was missing another night. Truth be told I saw
another girl across the room I’d been trying to hook up with and we
kept missing each other, and I think when she saw me out with a
woman as pretty as your wife that green envy monster perked up her
interest in me. Rachel went to the bar to talk to Lucas, I went
over to the other girl, she joined me at my table for more
drinking, and when I turned around Rachel was standing between
Lucas’ legs as he sat a bar stool, and he had her pulled tight
against him, kissing. She had her arms around his back. Bartender
said loud enough for me to hear, “You all can’t do that in here, go
get you a room.”

They broke the kiss stood, laughed
like it was a big joke, and he was out the door with his arm around
her. Last I saw she was smiling up at him like a schoolgirl. That’s
all I know, I got preoccupied that night with the other girl, took
her home and haven’t heard from Rachel.”

“OK, thanks,” Scott said,
hanging up the phone and for the first time since this entire thing
started felt a feeling of dread.


Chapter 34

 


Scott at least had a name. He went
online and looked up Lucas Ryan, checking out the photos of him at
various events, all with different women, all white, many of the
brunettes, and each in a different way resembling Rachel. There was
a common theme too. No matter the occasion, the women on his arm at
the show or premiere were dressed in some of the most revealing
dresses of the night, and always making the red-carpet photo
sites.

Scott was uneasy. He didn’t know why,
but something was gnawing at his comfort with his wife and their
trial separation. This was different, his gut told him. He was
fearful for the first time that this all may have been a mistake,
even though he had nothing other than a feeling that anything was
wrong.

The online search for Lucas Ryan did
not tell him much. His remedy for any issue was to gather all the
information available. It worked in business; it might help here.
Scott checked their cell bill for the first time since their
separation had begun. He knew Lawrence’s number and in the first
couple of weeks there were numerous calls back and forth, then over
the next few weeks a trend of a 10-minute call, a couple of
30-minute calls, an hour call on Monday, and then brief calls that
were short. There were eight different numbers that fit this
scenario.

Friday night when Lawrence said she
had met Lucas, there were no outgoing calls, nor Saturday, or
Sunday. The first outgoing call from his wife’s phone had been on
Monday, to Scott’s number, from the time she had begged off on
their traditional Tuesday homecoming. There were no other
calls.

Scott was frustrated, but there was
one high point, he would meet her at her apartment on Wednesday and
bring her home. Perhaps she could ease his fears once she was home
with him.

 


***

 


Wednesday afternoon Scott was waiting
at Rachel’s apartment for her arrival from work. She dashed into
the house, came out with her already packed overnight bag, and
climbed into the seat. “Sorry about yesterday,” Rachel said, “I got
caught up in something, and uh,”

“Don’t worry about it, you
can make it up, staying tomorrow night too, right?”

There was a long uncomfortable silence
Scott did not expect. The “Sure, OK” answer he expected from his
wife did not come. She had told him Monday that she would stay
Thursday. Scott didn’t like the unexpected change. He took a deep
breath.

“Uh, not this week if you
don’t mind,” Rachel said, stammering, uncertain. “I uh, look baby,
would you mind if we do not talk about what I have been doing this
weekend and concentrate on just you and me? OK? Think we could do
that? Romance me and seduce me tonight, just us. Think you can do
that? Just us tonight?”

“Sure,” Scott said, seeing
no other alternative but to agree. His desire to fuck his wife
after an extra night of unanticipated abstinence overriding
everything.

To his surprise and delight, it was
like old times. At her request he did not ask for details of who
she had been fucking, or why she had broken pattern, or what was
different, although he could sense something. He did not tell her
what Lawrence had told him. Their evening was more talking about
old times, catching up on minute personal segments of their lives,
and how they missed each other.

Scott did not ask if she missed him,
or if she was ready to end their trial separation and her dating
experiment and get back to their everyday life. The sex that night
was comforting in a way that comes only with 20 years of
familiarity but now enhances with new touches, little things she
had picked up from her expanded experiences from a variety of new
lovers. Scott knew he only had the one night this week and he
didn’t want to make waves. He enjoyed the night fully aware of
their limited time. Uncharacteristically Rachel woke him up with a
blow job, and they enjoyed a quick fuck before he left to take her
back to her apartment so she could go to work in her
car.


Chapter 35

 


Radio silence was maintained until the
next Tuesday, still giving a call to Lawrence who unexpectedly told
Scott that he had not heard from Rachel either. At Scott’s request
Lawrence also called his friends who had dated Rachel, and none had
heard from her either.

Scott had a week to gather his
thoughts together, circling the theme that what they had
anticipated when this started was not working out. His approach to
discuss this with Rachel did not go as planned.

Tuesday afternoon he was waiting in
the drive, wondering for the first time why she had never given him
a key—and why despite his angst he was not at least driving by her
apartment at times if nothing more than to check on her well-being.
He knew the answer. She had asked him to stay away, to keep his
distance, and let her live this temporarily. He had honored her
request, but he was having second thoughts.

Rachel pulled in and before she went
into the apartment for his bag came to his car. He rolled down the
window. She was sweaty, her hair disheveled, and her business suit
scuff and dusty. “Hey, I have been moving boxes all day, I moved my
office at work and was moving things in and out of storage and I am
filthy. Come in and have a drink while I get a shower,
OK?”

“OK,” Scott
said.

“Fix yourself a drink, I’ll
only be a minute,” she said. Scott went to the small bar in the
corner, impressed with the increased selection of bourbons, scotch,
and rare tequilas, better than his bar at home. He poured a dark
tequila with an unfamiliar name and sipped, taking a seat on the
couch.

Scott was sitting in someone else’s
apartment, someone his wife was housesitting, and as expected there
was little in evidence that indicated Rachel’s personal touch or
even her habitation after six weeks. Sherrie’s dog came out from
under the buffet, sniffing him, and he caught a glimpse of a shy
brindle cat. Scott saw two phone chargers on the foyer table. One
was connected to a pink phone with which he was not
familiar.

Scott heard the shower stop and heard
a rustle at the door. He looked up, and Rachel stood in front of
him naked, smiling, her body damp, her hair still wet. “The thought
just hit me,” she cupped her breasts and lifted them to him. “Would
you like my tits more if they were bigger?”

“Hell no, I like them just
the way they are, as close to perfection as anything I have ever
seen,” Scott said, adding, “Why?”

“Nothing, just wondered.”
She said, releasing her hands to let them fall. She turned as if to
go and gave a seductive smile. “Wanna fuck me here, before we go
home? Give you more time to recover for a second round.”

“Sure,” Scott said,
smiling, following her into the bedroom, stripping his clothes as
he did. Rachel waited, sitting on the side of the bed, pulling him
to her to suck his cock, looking up at him boldly making eye
contact as she did, slowly working his cock down her throat as she
deep throated him.

Scott didn’t want to wait, he needed
to be inside her, and nudged her shoulder. She resisted, holding
his cock. “Just a sec,” she said, reaching into the nightstand
drawer. Inside the open drawer Scott could see an assortment of
condoms, standard up to gold Magnum XL’s. She pulled out a condom
and tore the corner off with her teeth, placing the condom in her
mouth and putting it on his cock with her mouth.

“What are you doing?” Scott
asked, having not used a condom with her in years. “Why are you
giving me a rubber?”

“Keeping you safe baby,
until I get a test back, I got a little carried away lately, I’m
only trying to keep you safe, OK?” Scott was so stunned he had no
comeback but felt his hard on weaken. Rachel put the condom in her
mouth and sucked his cock to full hardness again. When she pulled
off his cock, she had deftly rolled the condom down his shaft. She
finished rolling the condom all the way down with her
hand.

“OK,” Scott said as she lay
back and opened her legs inviting her to her open pussy. Her pussy
looked red, as if it had been rubbed on something rough, her pussy
lips were swollen. Reaching down she parted her pussy lips,
displaying the moisture there. “My cunt needs a cock,” she said.
“Fuck me.”

Scott moved forward and entered her,
fucking her longer than usual due to the reduced sensations from
the condom, and Rachel was cumming more than was typical. She
looked up as he was pounding her, reaching forward, pulling his ass
hard. “Harder, fuck me harder, fuck this slut’s cunt,” and Scott
responded, until she put her hands on his belly and pushed him
back. “Let me on top,” she said.

Scott rolled to his back and his wife
moved over him, guiding his cock inside her as she placed her feet
flat on either side of him and was lowering herself up and down on
his cock. He glanced down and could see daylight between them as
she rose off his cock and then the daylight disappeared as she went
all the way down, his cock buried deep inside her. She bounced
harder, their bodies slapping, when she rose too far, and his cock
popped out.

“Oh crap,” she gushed,
frantically guiding his cock back inside and at the same time
moving to her knees over his cock, sliding her pussy back and forth
on his cock, going to extremes on each end so she received the
maximum movement against the walls of her pussy. She circled her
pelvis around and then slid back and forth again, leaning over,
brushing her nipples over his face, over his lips for him to
suck.

“Suck my nipples, hard,”
she said, increasing her rocking back and forth on his hard cock.
“Bite my nipples gently,” she urged. Scott did, worried he might be
giving her too much pressure except the more he clamped down the
more excited it seemed to make her.

Rachel was rocking faster, her breath
raspy as she neared her orgasm, talking in short gasps, “Fuck this
slut. Feel this cunt so wet for your cock. This pussy loves cock.
Give it to me.” As he felt his orgasm coming she was already into
hers. “Fuck your slut wife that loves strange cock, that loves
black dick. Fuck me like the slut that I am,” she moaned, cumming,
and rolling to her back quickly. “Move over my face,” she said,
reaching up, pulling off the condom, tossing it into the floor.
“Now cum in my mouth.”

Rachel had her eyes closed and her
mouth open, both hands pulling on her nipples as Scott began
stroking his cock, too far gone to stop, the first spurt lading on
her upper cheek beside her nose, the second half on her lip, half
on her mouth, and then rest of his cum falling into her open mouth.
She swallowed, leaned up and licked his cock clean, milking the
last of his cum down the shaft, and lay back, looking up, taking
two fingers and wiping the cum off her face and lips and pushing it
into her mouth where she swallowed it as well.

In that same position she smiled at
her husband. “I know you told Lawrence you wanted me to be a slut.
Guess what, baby, you got your wish. In spades, and I do mean in
spades. I am a true slut now.”

She excused herself for another shower
and Scott went back to the living room to wait on her. She wanted
to go to dinner. She was wearing a gray loose clinging blouse with
no bra and a V-neck, cropped to show some of her midriff, and
skintight yoga pants and sandals. Scott said nothing at first but
noted this was how he had begged her to dress sexy for
years.

In thirty minutes they were in their
favorite Italian restaurant, in a quiet booth down a short
hall.

“You are sure hot tonight,”
he said.

“I had a good fucking
before I got dressed.” She paused. “I hope you like the new me,
I’ve come to terms with all that now.”

“The new you?”

“Yes baby, I love you, I
thank you for indulging me in living this fantasy, but I think we
both know it would be a lie to think it has not changed me—or maybe
both of us.”

“Hopefully in a good way,”
Scott said.

“I hope that too,” Rachel
said, “I really do,” a wistful tone in her voice that trailed
off.

Taking this as an opening, Scott said,
“Are you ready to tell me what has been going on the last few
days?”

“Not yet,” Rachel said. “I
must ask you to give me some time, I’m trying to get
there.”

“Get where?”

“I don’t want to talk about
it right now, not yet. I will, soon, I promise,” Rachel said. “Bear
with me, please.”

Something in her tone pissed Scott. He
was her husband, he was allowing her to fuck other men, all she
wanted, with no objection. She had said she realized this was a
gift. Now this? Where was the honesty they had pledged?

“What if that is not good
enough?” Scott said. She snapped her head up. “What if I say it is
time we stop this game, time for you to come home and start being
my wife again, you’ve had the experience and should have satisfied
your curiosity by now.”

“And if I don’t?” she said,
feeling challenged, and her tone changed, sharper. “You have been
great so far Scott, don’t fuck this up.”

“Maybe I am at my limit of
tolerance,” Scott said. “I am afraid this is getting out of hand,
what if I think you are in too deep? This is not what we talked
about.”

Scott expected her to say a reluctant
“OK” or at least, “It is not getting out of hand” to reassure him.
She didn’t, instead she said, “Don’t make me choose right now.
Please.”

“What?”

“Shush, not so loud,” she
said, looking back over her shoulder to see if anyone else noticed.
Turning back to him she said, “You heard me. I don’t want to choose
right now.”

“What if I say you
must?”

“What if I say, maybe you
should take me back to the apartment and give me some time to
think,” Rachel snapped. “No, in fact that is what I need to do. I
want to go back to the apartment. You missing the rest of tonight
and tomorrow is on you.”

“If that is what you want,”
Scott threw back, his anger up, not reasoning.

“Please, that is what I
want.” Rachel said. She went to the restroom and was gone longer
than usual. while Scott paid the bill and sat in the waiting area.
She walked by him without speaking and he followed. She stopped at
the curb.

“The car’s back here,” he
said, motioning to his left.

“I know,” Rachel said. “I
called an Uber.” A car with an Uber stick pulled up as she said it,
rolling down the window and asking, “Benson?”

“Yes,” she said, opening
the back door on the small SUV and taking a seat. With the door
open she looked up at her dumbfounded husband and said, “I’ll call
you after you’ve had time to give some thought to what you are
demanding. Don’t call me or give me any pressure.”

Scott looked at his wife, how
beautiful she was, how much he wanted her, and with his eyes
swelling with tears said, “Rachel? Please?” She stared straight
into her face, anger still in her eyes, a cold look, and shut the
door behind her. Scott watched the car pull away.

Scott walked to his car, started it
and stared at himself in the mirror, saying aloud sarcastically,
“Well that went well.”


Chapter 36

 


Lawrence called Wednesday morning.
“Damn man you OK?”

“I think,” Scott said. “I
assume you’ve talked to my wife?”

“Yes, last night I got a
call from one pissed off white wife telling me in no uncertain
terms to come over to her apartment for the fucking of my life. I
know it was your night and she said if I wanted her, she was mine
tonight. Had to go man, and she did try her best to give me the
fucking of my life. She may have been right.” Lawrence said,
adding, A switch has been turned on in that girl. Damn man, I hope
you aren’t fucking this up, for your sake.”

“You think I
am?”

“You did Tuesday for sure,”
he said. “This is different with Lucas, man, the whole game has
changed. Rachel went to LA and spent four days with
Lucas.”

“But she came home,” Scott
said, “It is only…”

“Rachel wanted to
reconnect, to give you something different, she’s proud of
spreading her wings, and instead of embracing it at this critical
moment, you gave her shit and wanted to stop immediately. You
should know this needs to be a gradual thing. I cautioned that if
you tried to reel her in before she was ready, she would resent
it.”

“You did,” Scott admitted.
For the first time in 20 years unsure with where he stood with his
relationship with his wife. “We’ve gotten over a lot of other stuff
in our life together. I think we can get through this.”

“Maybe,” Lawrence said.
“Not sure you know how pissed that woman is right now. You could
have had better timing,” Lawrence said. “She didn’t come right out
and say anything, specific, but I could dabble in her head here and
there, feeling her out. After our first fuck last night as we were
laying around cuddling and shit, I asked if her she wanted me to
introduce her to anyone or take her to her favorite pick-up club
over the weekend, like we’ve done. She said no. She was thinking
about going back to LA. Thing is this Lucas has got in her head
pretty good. Lucas is pushing her envelope beyond where I would
have taken it. I think you are seeing the effect of
that.”

“What am I going to do?”
Scott said.

“Ride it out, suck up some,
and see what happens. All you can do. I think the time running out
on the original plan might play a part of it too,” Lawrence said.
“She is trying to cram it all in before the time is up. You can
hope for that.”

“Cram it all in? I can
understand that, but I don’t understand why she got so pissed. I
was only reiterating what we had said from the start.”

“What you had said from the
start, I think she has taken a more fluid look at things, she is
getting outside influences and experiences. Things have changed for
her. New experiences, all that.”

“It can’t be as bad as you
are saying,” Scott argued.

Lawrence was silent for a minute. “OK,
I wasn’t going to tell you this, but I will, because I think it
might give you a better idea of where you stand right now. Tuesday
night what she wanted to do was take you back to your house and she
was going to give up her ass to you. She’s been wondering, thinking
about it, had some pressure from some of the guys but she resisted,
but Lucas was going about it in a way that she is ready. Rachel has
decided to let him, but she wanted you to go first. She wanted to
give that to you last night.”

“And?”

Lawrence gave a soft laugh, “Well if
you get your head out your ass and try to salvage this, you
probably will find she will give up her ass to you from time to
time, but you will not be the one who broke that ass in for the
first time. She was determined.”

“Let me guess, you?” Scott
asked, his voice trembling.

“The lady wanted to do it,
who was I to refuse?” Lawrence said. “Afterward she said it was not
as bad as she had feared, in fact liked it toward the
end.”

“Gee, thanks, bro,” Scott
said.

“Trying to keep everybody
happy and safe,” he said.

“What now?”

“Give her a few days, maybe
send flowers, can’t hurt,” Lawrence said. “But to be honest I don’t
have a good read on where her head is right now, other than knowing
that Lucas is deep inside that girl’s head right now. He invited
her out to LA for a few days, she was talking about
going.”

Scott’s heart was pounding, and he sat
down with yellow flashing in front of his eyes as a helpless
feeling washed over him.

Scott texted Rachel Wednesday
afternoon. “Should I pick you up tonight?” he texted.

The answering text was a single word.
“No.”

 


***

 


Scott sent a dozen roses to her office
on Thursday, left a message on her phone asking her to call, saying
he was sorry. No answer. Friday night he drove by her apartment,
her car wasn’t there, a tree limb had fallen into the driveway. It
was unmoved on Saturday, and unmoved on Sunday. Monday he called
her office. She had called in sick, he was told. He was hoping to
fall back into their routine this week. Tuesday was their day.
Despite everything he still expected her honor that. Instead he got
a single text. “Cannot meet this week, maybe next week,
OK?”

“We need to talk,” Scott
texted back. “I want to see my wife. I miss you. I love you. I’m
sorry for the misunderstanding.”

“I know,” Rachel texted
back. That was all.

After the blunt text Scott reasoned
talking to her might help. He called back to her office. The
secretary told him she had taken vacation days for the rest this
week. Scott knew they scheduled their vacations in June so they
could go together to the beach. He asked the secretary if she was
sure Rachel had taken vacation days. “This time of year, no one
minded trading their winter days for her for dates in the summer,”
the secretary explained.

 


***

 


Scott sat in his recliner, drunk on
far too much Bourbon, the half empty bottle sitting on the end
table, as he became tired of walking back and forth to the bar.
Leaving the bottle made it much easier. “Leave the bottle,
barkeep,” he said aloud, laughing.

Rachel had left in a huff thirteen
days ago. Since that time he had only a couple of texts, refusal of
calls, and distancing. He knew she was taking vacation days from
work, and Lawrence said all he knew was she was in Los Angeles with
Lucas, had more or less moved in with him, and she had called a
couple of times a week to catch up on work and let him know she was
OK.

“Rachel refuses to talk
about you, sorry bro,” Lawrence said.

In the darkness of the moment the
question crossed his mind, was time to get legal advice. His one
faint hope was their stated time for the trial separation was
coming soon. The kids would be home in three weeks, and in less
than a month Sherrie would be returning to reclaim her
apartment.

Would this end this phase of their
life or would the trial separation actually turn into a real one
that would end badly.

Scott wondered what would happen
now.

He decided to be patient, give things
two more weeks before he made any major decisions, still hoping for
the best, although he was spending a lot of time drinking, some
crying, scared that he may have screwed their lives. Scott checked
their phone account again. A couple of calls to their children,
nothing more. Scott remembered the unfamiliar pink phone she had at
the apartment. He knew why he was not getting a record of her
calls.

Lawrence was little help, telling him
Rachel was still pissed at Scott. “She’s hurt,” is how she puts
it,” Lawrence said. “She thinks you are only trying to be
controlling, and unfortunately she is hearing from others that she
should not allow anyone or anything to control anything she wants
to try.” but offering little more.

Scott knew the timeline was adding
pressure. Children home, apartment availability ending, only so
much vacation time available. She must be back at work but worried
he might be seen he was not going by her apartment to see if her
car was back. It has been 12 days since their argument, and as far
as he could tell she was not even in town, but if Lawrence was
right, she was in Los Angeles with her new lover.

 


***

 


Monday night he finally received a
text from Rachel. “Want pick me up at the apartment
Tuesday?”

“Would love to,” Scott
said.

“Lot to talk about,” Rachel
said.

“Are you OK?” Scott
said.

“Yes,” she said.

“Are we OK?”

“We’ll talk about it.” His
only thought was she did not answer him.


Chapter 37

 


Tuesday Scott was waiting in his car
outside Rachel’s apartment when she pulled into her driveway. She
was wearing a hat and sunglasses with a long coat. She waved,
motioned for him to stay in the car and went into the apartment
without inviting him inside. She emerged without her typical
overnight bag but instead only carrying her oversized
purse.

Rachel didn’t remove the hat when she
got into the car, and made no effort to kiss him, unusual for her,
and when he leaned over, she pushed him back. “Not now,” she said
stiffly, staring straight ahead with an emotionless stare. “Not
until we talked.”

“Wanna start now?” Scott
offered.

“No, I need a big stiff
drink, you do too, but you don’t know it yet,” Rachel
said.

“Fair enough,” Scott said,
“Want to stop at a bar before we go home?”

“No, take me to the house,”
she said. Scott noted she had not asked him to take her “home” but
to the “house”.

Scott kept the conversation light, but
Rachel gave only short terse answers. He updated her on his
conversations with their children, when they expected to be coming
home. Asked if she had heard from Sherrie, Rachel said yes, Sherrie
was talking about returning in three weeks.

Instead of stopping and getting in the
back seat and laying down out of sight, Rachel stayed upright in
the front seat. She followed Scott into the living room from the
garage. “Fix us a drink, strong ones,” she said, “I’m going
upstairs for a second.”

Scott did, taking two shots of his own
before filling the glass, uncertain where this was going with
Rachel’s strange distant behavior. He heard the familiar creak of
the stairs and turned to the woman stepping down them, gripping the
handrail, his mind doing a double take. This woman was not his
brunette wife, but a platinum blonde. it was Rachel. She was not in
anything sexy, jeans and a sweatshirt top. She had removed her
makeup. He could see immediately that her hair was not a wig. He
handed her the vodka.

“Where do you want to
start?” Scott asked.

“Sit down and drink for a
second. This is going to be tough.”

Scott sat on the corner of the couch
opposite her in one of the easy chairs. “I am your husband. I am
sorry if I have offended you the other day, I’ve apologized, sent
flowers…”

“I saw them when I came
back to work,” Rachel said. “They were wilted by then, but thanks
for the thought.”

Rachel’s interruption did not break
Scott’s concentration. “We pledged honesty. Remember? Even if I
offended you it did not affect you negatively, as I did not control
you, nor was I trying to, but I do have the right to know what in
the fuck is going on. You’ve broken days with me, you’ve refused to
communicate or even talk to me. Why the lack of transparency, why
the mystery? What in the hell happening to you Rachel? What is
happening to us?”

Rachel looked into his face, tears
welling up in her eyes and she broke down into sobs. “You’ll hate
me,” she said, moving out of the chair and into his arms on the
couch, sobbing uncontrollably.

“You are here, it is OK,”
Scott said, patting her shoulder, again wondering what in the hell
was going on. She cried herself out and Scott clung to her without
speaking. When she slowed her sobs, Scott eased away from her,
resting her against a pillow on the couch arm, went into the
kitchen and brought her a large ice water.

“Thanks,” she said, looking
up at him with a tear-streaked face. She took three long drinks,
and then two large swallowed of her vodka and cranberry. She
paused, took a long breath, and another drink of the
vodka.”

“OK,” Rachel said, as if
trying to rally herself.

“Rachel, would you please
tell me the truth about what is going on, like you are supposed
to.” She started crying again. It took her a good ten minutes
before she became composed enough to start, and the words started
coming in between sobs.

“My dating, there was this
one guy, Lucas…”

“Lucas Ryan.”

“Yes, how did you know?”
Rachel asked.

“Lawrence mentioned when I
call the first time. I looked him up on the internet, some former
pro-NBA guy that got injured and had to retire, likes white
women.”

“Yes, he does.”

Rachel didn’t speak for a long minute,
then began speaking in a low emotionless voice, almost a whisper,
but close enough that Scott could make out every word, his arm
around her as she rested on his chest.

Rachel’s side:

OK, about Lucas, it’s hard
to describe but the minute he and I locked eyes in the club that
night, but I felt like something electric passed between us. I was
there with Lawrence, not a date per se but I had nothing planned,
neither did he so we decided to get together for a quick bar-food
dinner, and we would probably have ended up with him at my
apartment, fucking, rather than let the night be a total
loss.

I went to the bathroom,
walked by the bar and Lucas stopped me and said I was the most
beautiful woman he had ever seen. He said he saw I was with someone
but if I wasn’t too serious with my date that he would really love
to spend some time with me sometime, and could he have my number. I
didn’t want to let the moment pass, I told him Lawrence was a
friend from work. Lawrence was understanding, I went back to Lucas
and it was like we were the only two people in the room, something
magnetic, I felt so drawn to him, and he was responding like he was
under the same effect, and when he said, “Let’s go,” I could only
say OK and follow.

I didn’t ask where, but I
knew. He was taking me somewhere to fuck me and I was his for that.
It was surreal, like was laying claim to me and I was letting
him.

We caught an Uber from the
bar to his hotel, only a couple of blocks, and he didn’t make a
move other than holding my hand as we walked through the lobby. All
this was so unexpected, and the spontaneity of it was a
rush.

We rode the elevator to
the penthouse level where he had like a two bedroom suite. There
was a full bar in the suite. He made me a vodka and cranberry, he
had tequila, and we barely talked, before he put his drink down and
started caressing my face with his fingertips, using both hands. I
was tingling. He did that to every bit of my exposed flesh, arms,
shoulders, and started unbuttoning buttons to get to more flesh. It
was like I was in a trance, I sat there and let him, wanting him to
unwrap me, to touch me everywhere.

Lucas wasn’t talking, but
he was seducing me with his fingertips. Next thing I know I am
naked, his shirt is open, and he is so physically big, tall, at
least six-six, but stocky too, an athlete’s body, and so very black
he almost shined blue in certain light. I felt so small and
delicate beside him. Lucas stood up with me sitting on the couch,
removed his shirt, shoes, and socks, took my hand and moved it to
his belt buckle.

I unbuckled his belt,
unsnapped and unzipped his pants and they fell to the floor. He was
wearing those long briefs, and he was bulging, I mean really
bulging and…I knew if he was proportionate to his height he was
packing some serious big cock but I had no idea when I pulled his
pants down.

As I started sucking his
cock, I was thinking there was no way he was going to get a cock
that big inside me without ripping me apart, but while he is longer
he is probably not any thicker than Lawrence, but it didn’t seem so
that night. His cock was beautiful, thick veins, nice big mushroom
head that was so soft. I sucked him until he was rock hard, and he
picked me up like I was a feather and carried me to the
bedroom.


Chapter 38

 


Rachel looked up at Scott. “One of the
reasons I couldn’t give you the details about my other sexing is
because I get caught up in it and everything blurs. It wasn’t like
this with Lucas. I can remember every intimate detail.”

“You are doing fine,
thanks,” Scott said, waiting to see how her tale
evolved.

“Back to what I was
saying,” Rachel said.

 


Lucas laid me down on the
bed, buried his face into my pussy and I stared cumming. I squirted
and he never slowed down, only saying, “That’s it,” or “yes”, and
as he was licking my clit, he also slid two long fingers inside me,
I swear they were as long a most men’s cocks, and when he turned
them up to rub on my g-spot, he pushed down on my belly with his
other hand and I came like a rocket.

I was rubbery, like putty,
and he slid me to the side of the bed, lubed up his cock with KY
from the nightstand drawer, and rubbed what was still on his hand
on my pussy, and placing both his hands on my boobs started going
inside me, so very slow.

“Going slow till you get
used to it, till I stretch you out good, but I’m gonna own that
pussy,” Lucas said, easing more inside me. He said it like he
really meant it. I adjusted to his length easier than I thought I
would, even though in a couple of positions when he would go deep
it would hurt.

When he got all the way in
and started stroking Lucas was hitting my g-spot too. I got on an
orgasmic plateau and I must have cum for 30 minutes. My body was
still cumming and contracting for a minute or two after he pulled
out. He told me that was a full body orgasm. I was too weak to get
out of the bed. It was like a drug.

I spent the night, and
each fuck seemed better than the one before. We fucked once more or
less in our sleep, and the next morning when we were awake, and
again after room service brought breakfast. I have never seen
anyone who could stay hard as long as he could. He can fuck
forever.

Lucas asked me to stay
with him while he was in town, that he was leaving Wednesday
morning, and I agreed. It wasn’t like I didn’t have other dates, I
did, but I cancelled them. There was no way any of these other
dates could fuck me any better, could satisfy me more, than Lucas
was doing. It wasn’t just the sex though, there was something
emotional going back and forth. I cannot describe it but I felt
it.

I took him with me when I
went to the apartment to get more clothes. I discovered that there
is something that turns Lucas on about fucking me in different
surrounding. We fucked some at the apartment, in the bed, on the
couch. He didn’t want me to put clothes back on, so I made
sandwiches in the nude, and as soon as we ate them, I was back in
bed, spare bedroom this time, taking that big black cock. I was
exhausted, my pussy sore, but I couldn’t break away from him. He
spent Saturday night with me in the apartment. I didn’t put on a
stitch until we left to go back to his hotel Sunday night. He likes
me like that he said.

“I knew I was getting in
deep, that is what I wanted you without talk of anything else, just
you and me. He wasn’t leaving until Wednesday morning, so I had to
cancel with you on Tuesday to be with him. I know it wasn’t nice,
but I was rationalizing that as a trial separation then I should be
able to pick the dates, even with my husband. I was a little crazy
at this point. That’s my only explanation, Lawrence calls it New
Relationship Energy and I had a double dose. Wednesday night, when
you and I got together again, I had been fucking Lucas almost
non-stop for five or six days, we were laying around all the time
naked, drinking, fucking, and I was sitting there amazed at his
body and that big cock, he was proud of his physique and liked me
looking, it turned him on, and when he got hard he wanted to fuck
me. I mean if it crossed either of our minds, we joined our bodies
together.

That night with you, I
wanted to see if that old spark was there, I was looking for
something to lessen the pull Lucas was putting on me. I wanted my
old life to pull me away from the lure of my newer
life.”

 


***

 


“Did it?” Scott
asked.

Tears streamed down Rachel’s cheek.
“Do not ask me that now. Let me finish.” Scott had a sinking
feeling where Rachel was taking this.


Chapter 39

 


Lucas and I fucked almost
non-stop from Friday night when I left with him until Wednesday
morning when he left, except he had to leave a couple of hours on
Monday and Tuesday, and I didn’t want him to leave me then. I
couldn’t stop fucking him, and he could go on for hours and it was
incredible. I do not know what had come over me. I cried when he
left Wednesday morning to go home to California, I didn’t want this
to end, and he invited me to go to California with him. I told him
I couldn’t, I had to see you, I wanted to reconnect and combat some
of the attraction I was feeling, and I wanted to go back to
work.

Lucas called me from the
airport and told he had a first-class ticket at the airport in my
name on it to come to LA Thursday, but I could change the date to
suit me, as long as I came, he said he was nowhere near owning my
white pussy. I loved the thought, the way he said it, like he meant
it.

I spent that Wednesday
night with you, but not Thursday, because I went to LA to be with
Lucas. You may not believe it, but I was trying to hang on with
you, despite forces I couldn’t understand pulling me to
Lucas.

He had talked a lot about
he likes his women free and uncontrolled, and I was buying into
it.

 


***

 


Scott stared at his wife’s
expressionless face, unable to read her thoughts. Was this the end
of them? Had she fallen for Lucas to the point she was walking away
from their marriage? He didn’t know.

“Does he know you are
married?”

“He does now. He said that
doesn’t matter. Marriages come and go, especially in California,”
Rachel said.

“Is that what you
want?”

Rachel didn’t answer, adding to
Scott’s discomfiture. “Let me finish and we will talk about it,”
she said, and went back to her story.

 


***

 


I spent the weekend in LA,
at his place Thursday and Friday, then Saturday night we went to
this big party attended by a bunch of music and movie stars,
celebrities, famous people, and Lucas knew them all, introducing me
as his new girlfriend, showing me around, lavishing attention on me
and I was impressed—no that is not the word—I was totally seduced
everything.

Lucas talked a lot about
women that are not controlled appealing to him, but what he doesn’t
say is she is subtly controlling in his own way. Sunday, he took me
shopping to be sure I had a wardrobe at his place that showed off,
no, that displayed me, like a trophy. I was a trophy to him, on a
pedestal, and it felt fantastic. I wanted to wear the dresses he
wanted, not what I liked. I wanted to please him. His smile or
compliment what I craved, and he gave.

Lucas said he wanted to do
everything imaginable with me, to me. He wanted nothing undone
between us. That was the first night he tied me up and fucked me. I
left Sunday afternoon to come home so I could go to work
Monday.

 


***

 


Rachel looked at Scott. “I hope this
is not bothering you too much, but it is the truth. I want to tell
you everything and hopefully you will understand.”

“What? That you were
infatuated and out of your mind?”

“It is more like I was
under his spell,” Rachel said, flipping her blonde hair. “I did
this, changed my hair color, because he asked me to, I wanted to
please him so bad. I think he only asked me to see if I would. I
know he prefers brunettes, he said so. When I got back from my
first LA trip, he and I kept up almost a steady stream of text
messages, all day, and talked on the phone most of the night. I
have never been pursued like that,” Rachel said, looking up at her
husband, “And I liked it. No, I loved it. I fell for
it.”

“Go on,” Scott said. “You
are married, you know.”

“Trial separation,” Rachel
said. “That covers a lot of sins, and gives me a lot of
freedom.”

“You know why we did it and
what it meant,” Scott said.

“Yes, and maybe I did take
advantage of the situation in some ways. I didn’t know until later
that part of the rush for Lucas was knowing I was married, and when
I wasn’t around, how he bragged to his friends about taking me away
from my white husband, like it was a major achievement—or later I
think he saw me more as an amusement, something to play
with.”

“That why you are here?”
Scott asked, you don’t want to be an amusement to
someone.”

“I love being an amusement
to Lucas, if that is what he wants,” Rachel said. “He has shown me
things that…” Rachel stopped. “Let me finish or we will be here all
night. I need to get this out tonight, while I can, while I am
here.”

 


***

 


I worked Monday and
Tuesday, and Tuesday night, well you know how that went. It ended
in an argument.

Work wasn’t meaning
anything to me, all the projects were caught up, and I had the time
off built up, so it was not an issue with the company, and I took
vacation time. Thursday I went back to California and
Lucas.

Lucas took me to more
parties, each wilder than the one before. I had heard of Hollywood
parties, but I didn’t believe they existed. They do.

The second party, a
nighttime pool party, I wore my yellow bikini from Miami for that,
once Lucas saw it he insisted that I must wear it, at midnight all
the women that remained were supposed to take their tops off, and
everyone was in the pool, and I hesitated, but Lucas told me not to
be bashful, that I had the best pair of natural titties at the
party, and to be honest I think I did.

Everyone started slow
dancing, switching off with other partners like musical chairs when
the DJ stopped the song at regular intervals. It was
hot.

Here I was on the other
side of the country, dancing topless with my boobs pressed against
the bare chests of all these different men, most in their swimsuits
but a few only in boxers.

There were a couple of
white guys there, two white couples also, but most of the friends
in Lucas’ circle are black, and most of their dates were white
women. There was only one white man with a black woman.

All this seemed like a
perfectly normal thing to do, stripping off and dancing with each
other, as everyone else was doing the same thing.

I’m sorry Scott, but I
didn’t think about my life here, I was a single woman free do to
anything I wanted, with no limits. It was so hot, I mean
superhot.

I guess you could say I
moved in with him. Lucas’ friends already saw us as a couple, and I
was invited shopping by some of the girlfriends of his friends. I
was welcomed into their social circle. I felt like I was with new
friends.

In my daydreams I was
seeing us as a couple. It was magical. I said it first, after I had
been there a couple of days, but I told him I loved him, and I
thought I did. He told me he loved me. Everything seemed so
easy.

He didn’t say leave you
and stay with him, nothing like that, but it crossed my mind. He
did say he loved me. I’m sorry but I really did. He said he loved
me. It got me very confused.


Chapter 40

 


“You told him you loved
him?”

“Yes.”

“You swore to love only
me,” Scott said.

“I know,” Rachel said, “And
I do love you…” She daubed at her tears. “But I love him too. I’m
sorry. I never meant for this to happen, but it has. I don’t know
why a woman can’t love two men.” Scott started to speak but she
stopped him. “Let me get this out, I need to tell you.” Rachel was
bouncing between daubing at tears, snubbing, and telling her story,
clearly an emotional toll on her. “This is tougher than I thought,”
she said.

“OK, Go on.”

“I told Lucas I had to come
back to talk to you before we went any further, I had to tell you
about Lucas and me, to think. I felt so torn. He said to come back
home if that was what I needed to do, but if I fucked you, I had to
promise that he was the only one allowed to put his cum inside me,
not you, so if I fucked you, I had to promise to make you use a
condom.

That is why I did that the last time
we fucked, the Tuesday night we had the argument. I wasn’t worried
about having anything, it was because I was reserving my bare pussy
for Lucas, because that is what he wanted.”

Scott stared at this strange woman
sitting on his couch. His wife wouldn’t lie to him and do something
like that. He almost wanted to scream, “Where’s Rachel and what
have you done with her?”

Rachel continued. “When you said you
didn’t like the way this was turning, it was an ultimatum I could
not consider, I didn’t want to hear it. It was the worst possible
time to take that tact. I couldn’t bear the thought of choosing
either way. I really wanted both of you, both lives. I could see it
working, flying back and forth, a week there, a week here. I didn’t
know exactly how it could work but it was like a dream that I was
trying to dream into reality. Then you wanted to be an asshole.
That’s why I left you there. I was furious with you. I called
Lawrence. He comforted me.”

“Comforted? That’s not how
Lawrence put it,” Scott said. “I’ve never heard anal sex called
‘comfort.’”

Rachel gasped. “He told
you?”

“Everything. He called to
tell me that I should not have pissed you off, and let it slip what
you had planned to try with me and ended up doing with
him.”

“Yes, I was going to let
you do my ass that night. Lucas was pushing for that and I wanted
to let him, but I felt I owed that to you first. Then I was so mad,
and Lawrence has wanted to do my ass since we first met, and Lucas
had made me promise when I went back to California he could, and I
finally said to myself, OK try it. I’m sorry it wasn’t you,” Rachel
said.

Scott said nothing more, not sure what
his emotions were doing right now, nauseous, bordering on anger,
hurt, and fear of why Rachel was telling him all this now. He was
almost to the point to tell her to shut up and leave, he had heard
enough.

“Are you ready for me to
continue?” Rachel asked, pleading in her eyes.

“I guess,” Scott
said.

 


***

 


“I went to back to LA. On
the plane I was wondering if I was going back there for good. Lucas
met me at the airport again, and I told him you and I had argued,
and he liked that. He said, “Well that makes things a lot simpler,
no need for you to go back again. You’re home here now.”

At that moment I was good with it,
like you had helped make my decision for me. I was going to accept
that. I’m sorry, but I don’t have an excuse, I was lost in it. I
gave him what I promised that night, my ass, but that was only the
start. Lucas wanted more and I gave him whatever he wanted, like a
hair color change. I think he was pushing me to see how much
control I would give him—and I gave myself to him fully. I got my
hair color changed. That wasn’t all.”

“Such as?” Scott
asked.

Rachel stood and pulled up her
sweatshirt. Her nipples now had thin gold rings piercing each
nipple. She held her top for a few seconds before pulling it down.
“Lucas asked me to do it and I did. He had seen some other girls at
the party when everyone got topless and liked the look, so he asked
me to, and I did it for him.”

Scott was speechless for a minute, his
head spinning, wanting to say something rather than sitting there
like a dunce. Fury flashed through his mind. He imagined Rachel’s
furious reaction had he dared ask her to get pierced, but the
sadness turned to hurt. He stammered, “Didn’t that
hurt?”

“Hell yes,” Rachel said,
“But only for a little while.” Now let me go on.

 


***

 


“After I got pierced,
Lucas was more attentive, even more than usual. He couldn’t stop
playing with the rings, even though I was sore, but I didn’t object
because he liked them so much.

We laid around his place,
out by the pool, in the bedroom, like an idyll fantasy. That
Saturday night he told me that we were hosting a party, and gave me
a list of things to help. I called the caterer, checked on the
liquor supply, got everything in order, and there were about a
dozen couples, a lot of them from the pool party earlier, and the
subject came up about how hot that party had been, and one of the
people brought out a bag of joints, already rolled and we started
smoking in addition to the drinking.”

“Soon all the women had
their tops off, then we were all skinny dipping in the pool, and I
was sandwiched between a couple of his former teammates, both of
them feeling me up, about waist deep in the water. I looked to the
steps and Lucas was stepping out of the pool with this young blonde
actress, I don’t remember her name, but she is a well-known model.
She had come as the date of one of the black men standing with me,
and Lucas turned to me and said, “Take good care of my friends,
I’ll be back in a while.”

This is hard for you to
hear I know, but, OK, I’m going to be honest and we are going to
have our heart-to-heart talk when I finish, OK?

These two men led me to
the spare bedroom. We were already naked; I was out of my mind,
horny. It wasn’t the first time I had fucked two black men at once,
so I rolled with it. If this was what Lucas wanted me to do, it was
what I wanted to do.

I later learned that the
weed was not just weed, they had soaked the joints in opium,
something one of the guys had heard they used to do with joints in
Vietnam. They both were pawing me, I was sucking one cock when I
felt one of them enter me, they switched off, back and forth until
they both finished inside me, and I must have passed out or
something. They did a DP, one in my pussy, one in my ass. I woke up
to someone else fucking me, I think. I never got any of their
names.

“Everyone was gone by the
time I was conscious enough to get up.

Lucas was having breakfast
at the pool and asked me if I had a good time. I started to say
something asking if we were fucking other people now, and he
laughed, I mean a big laugh. ‘We were always fucking other people,”
Lucas said. “Just ‘cause I love you don’t mean I cannot get more
pussy other places from time to time, and if I decide to share your
pussy with a friend, you’re gonna go along with it. You do that for
me don’t you?’ I told him yes. I knew that was what he wanted to
hear.

That was when it started
changing, but I had not picked up on it yet.

“Later that week he took
me to the tattoo shop.”

 


***

 


Rachel stood and unbuckled her pants,
sliding then down to show to the left of her pubis the outline of a
spade, with LR, Lucas’ initials, in a brush script. Scott noticed
she wasn’t wearing panties.

“Tell me that is a rub on,”
Scott said.

“Sorry, it is permanent.
Lucas said that when I fuck anyone else from now on, he wants them
to know whose pussy it really is.

“Do I really want to hear
where this conversation is going?” Scott asked.

“I hope so,” Rachel said.
“But either way you will know the truth. I want you to know the
truth.”

“I do,” Scott
said.

 


***

 


“I was settling in,
adjusting to living with someone new. It felt strange, but it was
exciting too. We did a lot of California things, went to the beach,
drove up the Pacific Coast highway, he showed me around Hollywood.
It was like something out of a novel, the way I was
feeling.

Early last week he told me
he has a surprise for me the next day, that we should go to bed
early as it was going to be a monumental day.

Lucas tells me that he has
a film audition set up for me. I couldn’t believe it. I know he
runs with some film people; I’d met some at the parties, but, a
film, I was so excited, I was getting a movie audition. Me. At my
age. I pulled him into the bedroom and this time I was the
aggressor. I asked him to tie me up. I showed him my gratitude for
the next hour. The audition was the next afternoon.

“We drove to the audition
in his Porsche. He insisted I wear this white lacy tank dress with
nothing on underneath it, and when we went into the studio, he had
me take it off and put on a white robe.

They sent me into make-up
and hair styling and for the next hour and a half it was like I was
having a make-over, nails, toenails, hair, make-up. It was in front
of one of those mirrors with lights all around the edges. Finally,
they were finished, and brought me a skimpy white swimsuit to put
on.

With the robe over my
swimsuit Lucas walked me to this guy standing behind a couple of
cameras set up facing an outdoor pool, and it looked like all the
pictures you see of movie studios, cameras, lights, a half-dozen
people scurrying around.

Lucas introduced me to
Headly Shabazz. Lucas said he said had won a couple of Emmys for
his commercials and was nominated for an Academy Award in some
obscure category, but I did not recognize the name. I was offered
wine, which I took, and a joint, which Shabazz said I should do to
take the edge off my nervousness. Lucas was there encouraging, and
at one point said, “Don’t mess this up, this could be something
really big.” I nodded.

“I took some hits off the
joint, we passed it back and forth,” Rachel stopped, taking a deep
breath as if summoning strength. “And everything went foggy. The
next thing I remember I was naked in the pool with two black men I
didn’t know, like a repeat of the night at the party. I was
stripped naked, and they sat on the edge of the pool and I sucked
each of their cocks, back and forth, then they laid me up on the
edge of the pool and started eating my pussy while one of the guys
got out and positioned himself so I could suck his cock. I was
oblivious that there was anyone else around other than these two
guys, one with a huge cock.

Later Lucas admitted the
joint had been another one of those opium soaked ones and I didn’t
really know where I was. You know what happened after that. I’m not
sure they didn’t slip a roofie in the wine too, because so much of
what happened in blank.

I do remember they both
fucked me, twice, bareback, there were two different cameras
recording it with special lights and reflectors. Lucas was so
turned on he took me into the dressing room, locked the door, bent
me over a table and fucked me there too. Lucas took me home. He was
still so excited he was all over me that night, I don’t think I
closed my eyes. All he could talk about was how hot I had
looked.

I was around noon when I
got up, and he was still horny and would get hornier when he talked
about the day before. It kept him going and horny for a couple of
days.

 


***

 


This past Sunday, he asked
a few friends over that afternoon, and at one point the men were on
one side with beers and we women were under an umbrella. One of the
women I had seen before and knew casually, but we ended up sharing
the Pino Grigio, as we were the only ones who liked it. Lydia is in
her late 40’s, huge fake boobs, pretty woman but looked, like, well
rode hard comes to mind.

Lydia noticed the rings in
my nipples through my swimsuit. “Lucas want you to do
that?”

“Yeah,” I said.

“He’s like that, he likes
his women changing their hair color from what it originally was,
nipples pierced, marked with his tat. You got that tat yet hon?” I
nodded. “Well you got about a month or so left,” she
said.

“What?” I said.

“You’re the flavor of the
month. It will be about a month before he finds another white wife
to corrupt,” she said. I told her she was crazy, and she pulled
down her sunglasses and stared at me. “Hon, why do you think I know
that? I was exactly where you were about four years ago. All I have
to show for it now are these.” She hefted her oversized boobs. “You
haven’t got those yet, but just know he’ll be asking pretty soon.
He has his technique down pat. Let me advise you though, go for the
D cups and stop there, do a C cup and later he will want you to
have another implant added. He loves huge titties. Volleyball size
are great with him. It is like a thing with him.”

“What?”

“Oh baby, you don’t know
do you?” she said. “How you think Lucas can pay for all this?” She
waved her arms out toward the house and the pool. “Lucas took all
his pro sports money and started a business, a porn business. He
makes pornos, and his niche is along the theme of Married White
Wives Get Blacked.

“Lucas is good. He is
charismatic, good looking, magnetic personality and knows it. His
films are high resolution, and he gets in close. Loves internal cum
shots and cum dripping from fucked pussies, all that. High demand
stuff. But he is a player in the true sense of the word.

“Lucas reads every book he
can find about psychology and mind control, and he is always
refining and experimenting with his technique. He’s very effective.
He likes to find a good-looking woman, seduce her away from her
husband, change her a little, or a lot, put her on film, and, he
has a good video to sell. The wife is too embarrassed to go back to
her husband after something like that. It’s a control thing and he
is good at it. Even though he is moving to other women, he keeps
her strung along until he all but uses you up.”

“And if I say no?” I said,
realized that I had already gone far down the path with Lucas that
she had described.

“You won’t,” she laughed,
almost a horse laugh, “You know full well Lucas has more than that
big black dick inside you, he has his hooks inside your head too.”
First, he will cajole, then threaten you with the video going to
your old friends and family. All that is a prelude for more videos.
He will make you a star all right, a star on his porno
site.”

I guess I had a shocked
look on my face. “You don’t believe me? All you do is wait and see
honey. I know because I was you a few years ago. I know Lucas, he
will do whatever he can to break your will, say whatever he thinks
it will take, all the time convincing you that he is doing it for
you. He strings you along and you do not find out about the other
girls who are hearing the same thing for a couple of months or so.
By then you will have done a half dozen videos and you are in the
game girl. Welcome to it.”

“Were you married? What
about your husband?”

“He was finished with me
when he found out. Messed up his head pretty good. He found it
easier to move on than deal with the shame and the humiliation. I
don’t blame him, really,” Lydia told me.

“But you are still here,”
I told her.

“Everybody must be
somewhere, and if you have nowhere else to go, here is it. We’re
not alone though. At least six of the women at the last couple of
parties are part of the stable. When he’s done with you, he doesn’t
just walk away, he passes you along to one of his friends. He
passed me along to Alson over there the first time.” She pointed to
one of the men I had fucked at the last party. “It’s not like he
told me to go to Alson, but he arranged when I got fed up with
Lucas that Alson was right there to catch me. I didn’t find out
until later it had all been arranged. When I figured it out, I got
independent and am with Winston now. I’ll introduce you later,”
Lydia said. “He likes fucking newbies and I’m good with it, allows
me to do who I want when I want.” I sat there speechless, because I
knew that everything she was telling me was true. I was scared. I
went into the bedroom and cried. Lucas didn’t even miss me at
first, but when he came to find me, I told him I wasn’t feeling
well and would be back at the party later, after I’d had some
Sprite or something. I stayed there until everyone left.

 


***

 


The party broke up early
afternoon with nothing sexual happening, it was more like a normal
party. Lucas took me to dinner Sunday night, and after we ordered,
Lucas pulled out his wallet and pulled out 1500 dollars and laid it
down beside my plate in the restaurant.

“What’s that,” I
asked.

“Your share, what you got
for doing the video the other day.”

“I was paid?”

“Hell yes, wouldn’t ask
you to fuck them on film for free,” Lucas said, as if it was a big
joke. He was almost laughing at the shocked look on my face. “What?
That’s good money for an afternoon fuck,” he said.

“I’m not a whore, that’s
whore money,” I said.

“Beg to differ,” Lucas
said, pointing at the money, “But that is exactly what you are. I’m
proud of you doing this for me. It turns me on. You saw my reaction
when you were on set, didn’t you? You like it, you’ll know when you
see the video, and you were fantastic.” He acted like he didn’t
hear what I had said, as if my objection meant nothing. He pointed
to the money. “Save it, we’ll start you a bigger titties fund with
that. You know I mentioned I’d like your tits a lot bigger a few
weeks back.”

“I thought you were
joking,” I said.

“No, I wasn’t joking. You
would look great with some really huge tits. I got a good surgeon;
I like his work. We’ll get an appointment next week and he can take
a picture of your tits now and show you how you will look on
computer with a nice bigger set. You can have them in less than a
month. I’d like that.”

“I like mine the way they
are,” I said. “My husband loves them.”

“Your husband ain’t here
is he? He’s history baby. Might as well get used to where you are,
who you are with—and what you are now, you are my girl, my bitch,
my hoe, call it what you want but your pussy is mine. You think he
would take you back once he gets a look at the video we shot
earlier this week, that pretty little white wife of his fucking two
big black dudes by the pool, especially that part where you are
astride one and the other leans you over and you are begging for
them to put both cocks in your pussy at the same time, or when one
cock is in your pussy and the other in your ass and you are
carrying on talking about how you love being so full? You think you
didn’t do that? Shit, girl, I got all that on film.”

I didn’t have an answer. I
started crying at the table, wiping at the tears with my napkin,
and Lucas didn’t try to comfort me, like he was gloating. He got up
and stood beside the table.

“I got some business to
do, get you an Uber home and I’ll see you there later, I’ll be late
tonight. You’ll get over your little pity party when you realize
the reality of it and who owns that sweet white cunt,” Lucas said.
“It is gonna be some real fun for a while longer girl. See you
later.” He left the cash on the table.


Chapter 41

 


Scott was dumbfounded, but he was able
to get out, “Is all that true?” It sounded unbelievable.

“Yes.”

“All of it? Not fantasy
talk?”

“No, Scott. I’m sorry but
it is all true.”

“And you love him?” Again,
she nodded. “With him doing shit like that you can still say
that?”

“I can’t help it,” she
said, but…”

“But what?”

“But I love you more.” She
sobbed, “I need you to rescue me. I want to come home if you will
let me. I don’t know what else to do.” She started crying started
to raise up, and half stumbled, falling into Scott’s arms where she
sobbed for the next fifteen minutes again, the stress of everything
that had happened released in her tears. Through her snubs she
said, “I sat in the restaurant for a long time, thinking, sobering
up. I knew I had to act that night.

“I went straight to his
place, packed as much as I could get in a couple of suitcases while
the Uber waited, went to the airport and took the overnight flight
home. I got here yesterday, but I have been trying to build up the
courage to tell you the truth.

“I had to use some of the
cash he left on the table, my whore money, to pay for the ticket
home.” She looked up at Scott. “Are you all right? I’m so sorry.
I’ve fucked up our lives, I don’t know what to do.” And she started
sobbing again.

Scott stood, looked down at her and
without saying anything more went to the bar, poured four fingers
of bourbon neat, and walked out to the patio, looking out over the
yard, his back to her.

Rachel didn’t move, watching him from
behind, knowing that this was likely the end of her marriage. She
wondered what she would tell the kids, their friends would be gone,
and what if someone found the website with her video? She recalled
signing a stack of papers before they started, she knew one of
those must be a model release.

“How could I have been so
stupid,” she said.

Scott came back to the couch. “What
are you going to do if Lucas has followed you back here and wants
you to go back with him.”

“I said I loved him, less
than you, that doesn’t mean I am going anywhere near him after what
has happened. I know he doesn’t love me, I was only a game, or a
piece of merchandise to be marketed,” Rachel said. “He’s tried to
call but I won’t answer. He has blown up my phone with texts, but
since I know what a liar he is how can I believe anything he says.”
Rachel looked up at Scott, fear in her eyes. “The big thing is I do
not want to be with him, I want to be with you. I have been
stupid.”

“What do you want me to
do?”

“I’m not asking you to
forgive me, I know that is too much to ask. I have treated you
badly. I am sorry. I want you to know that. I am asking you to
hopefully let us start over, let me show you I can make all this up
to you, if you will let me. I don’t want to throw away all our
years together.”

“You pretty much did just
that, don’t you think?” Scott countered.

“I know,” Rachel said. “But
I hope you love me enough to…” she stopped in mid-sentence,
trembling as she looked into Scott cold face. She had no more
words. He was right. She started sobbing again. The truth she was
trying to tell was slapping her in the face. No, she couldn’t
expect Scott to tolerate all that had happened. “I know I have done
everything I could to kill your love for me.”

Scott paced for 10 more minutes,
reloading his drink, finally plopping back down in his chair. “I
have a real problem,” he said.

“What’s that?”

“I love you.”

“That’s not a problem,
baby.” Rachel said.

“Yeah, the way you abuse me
for loving you is a problem,” Scott said. “I don’t know why I must
pay such a price for loving you.”

“Yes, you have,” Rachel
agreed. “I abused the gift you gave me, but I am very clear now. I
want you; I want my life with you. Absolutely. I will do whatever
you want.”

“That’s what you told
Lucas, isn’t it?” Scott snapped, watching the effect slam into her.
He didn’t feel good about saying like that, no matter how true.
“Are you ready to go pick up your stuff from the apartment and come
home for good, stop this dating game?”

“Right now, if you want. I
want you to go with me, we’ll load both cars and bring everything
back. We’ll bring her dog and cat here until Sherrie gets back,”
Rachel said.

Scott stared at Rachel, his mind in a
tailspin from her confession, but at the same time he realized what
started this, and what he had hoped to fix. He wanted Rachel no
longer envious and curious of her friend’s dating lives, of their
experience with a variety of sexual partners, and he hoped she
would lose her inhibitions along the way.

Scott stared at his wife, acting like
a whipped puppy sitting on the couch, his wife that had dated other
men for weeks, fucked a variety of men, had moved in with a black
lover in California, and shed inhibitions from piercings to tats to
staring in a porno. He had wanted an inhibited slut wife. Now he
had one. She had done what he wanted, but she went there without
him, and slapping him with perhaps the ultimate insult, falling in
love with someone else.

Scott knew the odds of keeping her
film under wraps was slim, but the more he thought about it, the
more he didn’t care. They were adults, it was no one’s business
what Rachel and he decided to do with their lives. If their friends
did not want to be friends over something like that, then they were
not friends. They should have gone that way other than the trial
separation muse. She had taken the separation angle to seriously,
it became very real to her.

His mind returned to the video. There
was a chance with her hair color changed, with the professional
make up, and without anyone knowing of her days in California with
her black lover, that they could deny it to anyone that might
recognize her. It might work. Slowly the thoughts of what he wanted
to do fell into place in his mind.

 


***

 


“Take off your top,” Scott
said, waiting as she did. He stared at the rings in her nipples. “I
think Lucas is right about one thing, I do like the look too. Keep
those.”

“Whatever you want,” she
said, trembling, hoping the movement in the conversation was
something leaning her way. Scott shook his head.

“I cannot believe any man
would want your perfect tits any different than they are, you are
blessed, Rachel.”

“Thank you.”

“Take off your pants.” She
did, and he stared at the spade with the LR inside. “We’ll keep
that too,” he smiled. “You know why?”

“No.”

“Because that was Lucas’
pussy for a while, but it is mine again now, and whenever you look
down and see it you will remember that things can change, and what
was yours is not always yours forever, you must work to keep it. I
understand that now. I hope you do. We must work to keep our
marriage. Leave that tat like that for a while. You need to be
reminded of what has happened and show me genuine remorse for the
way you have treated me.”

“OK,” Rachel
said.

“At some point in a few
months, we’ll go to a tattoo shop and have them fill it in, so that
is a solid spade shape. You know what that means don’t
you?”

“Yes. Queen of Spades mark,
that I’m available to black men, that I prefer black
men.”

“Since it is on your pussy
anyone seeing it will have figured out you like to fuck black men
by then, wouldn’t they?” Scott asked.

“OK, Scott, my love. I do
love you more than anything, you know that right?” Rachel said. “I
will work to keep you if you will let me. If you want me to fill in
the tat, I will, whenever you want.”

“And I think we will start
letting friends know that our trial separation is over, we will
announce we have decided to work it out,” Scott said.

“Really? Oh, I love you
so,” Rachel said, jumping into his arms, pressing her body too him.
“Let’s celebrate. What would you like to do?”

“I want to take my whore
wife upstairs and fuck her,” Scott said. “I’m going to fuck you
tonight, and I want you to fuck me like a slut, like a whore; we’ll
make love as husband and wife in the morning.”

“Perfect,” Rachel said.
“I’d like that.” She paused, “You want to call Lawrence and tell
him everything is over? He has been a lot of support; we owe him
that.”

Scott laughed, “I said the trial
separation was over, I didn’t say you couldn’t get some discreet
black cock from time to time. You forget I like to watch you doing
that. I think Lawrence has been missing you too. We’ll invite him
for a night this weekend, let you catch up on local black cock.
I’ve watched the few videos of you too many times, I want some new
ones. In the future I need to be there to ensure no Lucas shit ever
happens again. He’s done right?”

“I’ll give you my word, and
my other phone. I will never answer a call from him again. I
promise. You text him what you want to say to him from that phone
if you want, but what about the video I did? What if someone finds
out about me fucking other men, I mean what if someone sees
it?”

“We handled everything
wrong,” Scott said. “I know that now. I think we can be discreet,
except for maybe your porno. I’ll get some lawyers looking into
taking it down. I don’t know what we can do, but we can try.
Meanwhile you’d better get your hair color changed before anyone
sees you as a blonde, at least there is that bit of
deniability.”

“I’ll call first thing in
the morning,” Rachel said, smiling a relieved smile. “Let me get
this right. I’m moving back in, we are going back to full time
husband and wife, but I can still get black cock?”

“Yes, you can fuck black
men, I don’t think the dating part, going to dinner, things like
that will work anymore,” Scott said, grinning, “Unless we are out
of town.”

“I’m beyond that dating,”
Rachel said. “I know what that is like now.”

“But not beyond fucking
black cock?”

Rachel laughed, “No, for the same
reason. I know what that is like now too. I don’t want to stop.
That is not out of my system. I did learn one thing in California
though.”

“What’s that?”

“I like being watched
fucking black men. I look forward to you watching your wife be a
slut for black cock,” she said, “But right now, you have a whore
wife to fuck.”

“Yes, I do,” Scott smiled.
Despite everything that had happened, now he did have the wife he
had always wanted.

 


***

 


Later than night, Scott followed
Rachel back to the apartment and they loaded both cars full. Scott
drove home, leaving Rachel to do a last minute clean up.

Scott went to his computer and dug
into Lucas Ryan’s company, searching the domain name, discovering
the name of the porno company, and found the name of the White
Wives website. On the front page under the “JUST RELEASED” banner
was a screen cap of a blonde woman with her face turned away from
the camera, taken from the back, on top of one black man with his
cock inside her pussy, and a second man on top in the first stage
of entering her ass. They were outdoors, on the edge of a swimming
pool.

Scott entered his credit card and
downloaded the edited video of his wife fucking two black porn
stars. He didn’t mention he had the video to Rachel that night. He
didn’t get the chance to watch it.

 


***

 


The next morning Rachel rolled over to
him with daylight breaking through the windows. “Call in sick,” she
said. “We need today. I’ll text the office I’m not coming
in.”

Scott had hung up from his office, the
phone still in his hand when he received a text from Lawrence, with
a link. “Something you may like to see,” Lawrence said. “Sounds
like Rachel came home at a good time.”

The text link was to an LA news
site.

According to the LAPD spokesman quoted
in the story, a local film producer had been murdered last night,
and they had the suspect in custody. Apparently three months
earlier, Lucas had seduced and videoed a woman visiting LA from
Oregon without her permission and no model release signed, but he
published the video anyway.

The wife was trying to get the video
removed before her husband saw it, and sued, which Lucas had
resisted, but with the Me Too things going on, and being in
California, the ruling had been in her favor and the judgement
coming down last week, with the order to shut the entire site down
effective this morning.

Unfortunately for Lucas, the husband
learned of the video when some of the legal papers were sent to his
home and he discovered them, about the same time he learned is
friends in the machine shop where he worked had downloaded the
video and were passing it behind his back.

The outraged husband drove to Los
Angles a few days earlier, stalked Lucas for a couple of days, and
last night walked up to Lucas sitting beside his pool and put four
slugs into the producer’s head. He was arrested before he could
leave the property.

Scott reread the article, noting the
time that the murder had occurred was about the same moment Scott
had been reclaiming his wife’s pussy. “Ironic,” Scott said
aloud.

Rachel padded into the computer room
with a coffee in her hand, she looked tired, but smiling. She was
wearing a silver silk wrap Scott had not seen before. The clinging
fabric pulled one’s eyes to the outline of her nipple
rings.

“I think the video thing
may have fixed itself,” Scott said, worrying about the effect the
new might have on Rachel. After all, she had said she loved him,
she didn’t say she had stopped loving him, only that she knew to
keep Scott she had to leave Lucas behind.

“Are you coming back to
bed? Remember we have the day off.”

“I have some bad news
first,” Scott said. He motioned her over to his side of the desk
and showed her the news story. He heard her gasp and felt her body
tense when she read the part about Lucas’ murder. “Are you OK?” he
asked.

Scott was surprised she was not
exhibiting emotion. “I will be,” she said. “I was hoping for some
clear-cut solution, and now fate has given it to me. The video is
gone, Lucas is gone, and even though all that is gone, I still have
everything I wanted, and that is you.”

“You said you loved
him.”

“I did. I’m not sure the
way he treated me is worth my grief. I’m not even sad, which is
surprising,” Rachel said. “I processed a lot of my feeling on the
way home on the plane. I am not surprised what has happened, I
think it was a matter of time considering the kind of people that
hung around, rappers and gang members, and as bad as it sounds, it
is a relief. That brief part of my life is ended. I escaped. We
still have our future together.”

“Yes, we do,” Scott
said.

“I am a little sorry I
didn’t see the video though,” Rachel said. “I admit I am
curious.”

“You think seeing the video
would bother you, I mean would you feel ashamed, or…”

“I was fearful of someone
we know might see it, and let it affect our friendship or cause
them to lose respect for us. I wouldn’t expect any of our vanilla
friends to understand,” Rachel said. “I did it. I am not
embarrassed about doing it, even though I was not fully aware what
was happening. I am good with that. I told you, I like fucking
black men, I liked being watched fucking black men. If they want to
video me doing that, OK, but I would like it to be private. I would
have liked to have seen the video. I bet I was hot.”

“I know you are hot,” Scott
said, taking her hand. “Come on, let’s go to the bedroom and show
me how hot you are.” In his hand was the flash drive with the
downloaded video. Rachel was shocked Scott had been able to
download the video before the site was shut down.

As the video began Rachel whispered,
“You know I bet fucking your slut wife while watching a video of
her fucking two black men at once would be one hell of a
fuck.”

“Think so?” Scott grinned,
his head turned toward the screen of the blonde woman’s face in
close up sucking a huge black cock.

“I think you are about to
find out,” Rachel said, “I love you.”

“Welcome home,” Scott
said.

 


 


THE END
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